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Chapter 1: Home

My name is Laura Billings and I used to be a stripper. No more. Now I had found a man. I wanted to be his property.

All the guests were waiting downstairs for us, all the people he had invited for the ceremony, nearly thirty dominant men and as many women, all submissives, really slaves.  I had asked him to take me one more time as a free woman and he agreed. Master and I were in his bedroom. Not mine, and it would never be mine, for slaves owned nothing. I would be, like the house, his property.

In a dizzying whirl of discovery and passion he had shown me not only what I was, but how to be happy. There had been big moments in my life before and even though I saw them coming, I wasn't ready for them. I didn't ask for my life to change, not really. But it did. I wasn't helpless. Anyway, the big moments came. I couldn't help that. Its what you do afterwards that count. Then you find out what you are.

In high school I learned I was sadly different. Alone among my friends, I couldn't orgasm. When my friends bragged about their conquests, I had to lie to keep my problem hidden or I would have become a laughingstock, worse, a pariah. I listened to their descriptions with painful intensity. I read everything I could find on female orgasm, I watched "When Harry met Sally," a hundred times and copied Sally Field's fake orgasm in private until I was perfect. All the time telling myself I was OK, I just needed a little more time for my body to mature. All girls had orgasms, eventually, right?

I became an "Easy Lay" in hope that I would learn how to orgasm.  When I turned 21 I visited doctors and psychiatrists and they found nothing wrong with me. I tried sex with women, to no avail. I went to naturopaths and acupuncturists, and herbal doctors. I even tried a faith healer. Nothing. I sort of gave up on sex. I wanted to be in a relationship, to stop being lonely. But, it was too hard on my self esteem to bring men and women to orgasm, to see their rapture, and remain unfulfilled myself.

I cried myself to sleep uncountable times. The quintessential female act and I couldn't do it. I'd never be able to enjoy sex? I understood I could get pregnant even if I didn't cum, but I didn't want a child now. I wanted closeness, love, pleasure, and above all, passion. Unfortunately, I didn't seem able to become passionate about someone who didn't thrill me to the core.

I did well on the standard tests but couldn't find the energy to work hard in school. I was a pretty enough young woman who had missed her opportunities and fallen into a holding pattern, waiting for a prince to find me.  Though, looking back, I never really expected a prince to walk into Carlos' place and pick me out of the gaggle of pretty young strippers and save me. It was a living but precarious. Most of the girls got hooked on something. I was tempted when things were rough, but I had been lucky. I had a friend, Jill. We hung out and supported each other.

I became hardened to men. I learned to hide any feminine feelings I had. Men were there to be tempted, aroused, used for money. I was aroused when I saw the lust in their eyes and a bulge in their pants, but I learned I could never reach the rapture I could give them. Sex became a game that I seldom played to its end, except for good money. I teased and seldom put out.

It was just chance that Jill's brother asked her to find another girl to escort two rich brothers to an awards ceremony. Jason and Brad Hancock were wealthy Arizona entrepreneurs who were also Doms. Brad was my date for the ceremony and a hunk. Tall, very fit, he had such an air of authority that he took charge of any room he entered. I fell into lust every time I saw him, but always tinged with the regret I could never be fully satisfied.

I knew he was just passing through and I'd never see him again, so I relaxed my guard a little and told him my secret. I don't know how, but he somehow sensed I was a submissive, though I had always hidden it from all others. Were all women naturally submissive to men like him? Did my pheromones contain a message that only Doms could receive? Anyway, he discovered that I had to be in bondage to orgasm. I was a super submissive.  I was lost after that. He owned me, lock, stock, and barrel.  He was a Dom and I was a Sub, he was young, strong, wealthy and everything a girl dreams of. And I was perfect for him.

He taught me how to orgasm and told me he might take me as his slave if I wanted. That was the key I needed to unlock my soul. I instantly understood that I was an off-the-scale submissive. I was a natural slave and all I wanted them was to be Bradley Hancock's slave. I was incapable of disobeying him, of making any decisions on my own from that moment on.

He thought he was being responsible when he left and gave me two weeks to decide. It was like he slammed the gates of Heaven in my face. I had already given myself to him and he wanted to give me time to think about it! I imploded. I fell into a crying binge and wallowed in self-pity.

Jill brought me out of my morass by enslaving me herself. I realize now she is really a submissive, but then, for a time, she was my Mistress and she brought me back to life.

She had me pierced and ringed, nipples and nose and I think that was what I needed, to be someone's slave. I understand now she was trying to help me get ready to submit to Brad. Well, she had one too, now, as punishment for depriving Bradley of the pleasure of ringing me himself. No matter because she had submitted to Jason.

It had only been a week since my first orgasm and I had a dozen every day now. I had flung myself at his feet, begging him to take me as his slave. There was no playing hard to get. Whenever I saw him my arousal surged and my love juices flooded my loins. My lust was mind-numbing. I quite literally couldn't drag my eyes away from him if we were in the same room. I was like an alert dog, waiting for my Master to move so I could go with him, serve him, or do anything to get his attention.

He thought about it for several agonizing days and had me investigated to ensure I was not just a gold digger. Finally, he agreed to take me. I had studied his ritual, signed all the papers, and fit myself eagerly into his chains.

The brothers, Bradley and Jason Hancock had returned to California and picked us up at The Coffle, a BDSM club in LA. Jill had asked Jason to take her and I had begged Bradley to be my Master. There was never any question for me. Bradley had discovered how to give me an orgasm. I had discovered the incredible joy of submission. We fitted together like a key in a lock. He unlocked my pleasure, made me feel whole and alive and so useless if he wasn't with me. I know, I know. I've become a dependent. I don't care and it doesn't matter since he accepted me, warts and all. I'm his now and we both know it. He said I could leave when ever I want. I know that's crap. I can never, never, want to leave. I don't feel whole if he's not there. I'm his little puppet and unless he's pulling my strings, I can't live.

He had told me about his background. It wasn't enough. I wanted to know everything about him and what he wanted, what he liked and disliked. What he was proud of. Above all, what he wanted me to be. I was pliable but ignorant. When I asked him, he just said it would come out slowly. He wanted me to learn about him by what he did, his friends, not what he said. "People always lie about themselves. They tell you what they want to be, not who they are. Just watch."

Master ran a large company he had inherited when his parents both died in an aircraft accident. He and his brother had both been in the military, in elite units. Bradley had been a SEAL and Jason in the Army Rangers. Both of them had gotten out and started learning the ropes at the family business after their father had a heart attack.  Jason had gravitated toward the security end of the business. It was about a third of the company. Bradley had found that running a multi-million business wasn't all that different from running an op, except no one was trying to kill you.

Today was my day. It was where I affirmed before all his friends that I was his. I had a beautiful white, full length gown. It was a festive atmosphere. There was a crowd of elegantly dressed men and women here, filling the house with light, tinkling laughter and lively music from the quartet on the patio. I mingled and tried to learn the names of all the women. All the women wore gold or silver collars and nose rings like mine, so I assumed they were all slaves, too, I was hesitant to ask anyone. What if I was wrong. Maybe they wore them to show something else? "Excuse me, are you a slave girl?" I'd wait and see, but I was pretty sure.

I had studied the ritual. Everyone knew it was just that. It wasn't binding. No one and no authority enforced it. Yet to me it was the most important thing in the world. Without it he wouldn't take me as his property. I had to want it and want it I did.

He had made it clear that he was going to keep me on a short leash, literally. I didn't care. It would be heavenly if he was holding it, but still OK if it was his. Master and his brother Jason had brought Jill and I back to their homes in Arizona a week ago. Jason took Jill to his home and I lived with Master. He had Audrey, his housekeeper, I guess, measure me when we arrived. She was thorough. She made me strip and stand on a stool. She used a tape measure and measured every dimension I could think of. Master told me he wanted to make sure everything fit properly.

He was frank with me. "You've asked to be my slave. I am quite controlling. I'm having a complete set of irons and clothing made for you."

"Thank you, Master. I know I need to be bound to orgasm. Will you keep me in chains other times?"

"Yes. Whenever you're home, you'll wear them for me. I like my women helpless and available. Besides, you're very decorative. I like looking at you."

Today, though, I wasn't naked or chained. Today was the ceremony. I was dressed in white, like a bride.

This was entirely voluntary. If I gave myself to him tonight, I would be stripped naked and be chained in front of all these people, his friends and their women, but if I didn't beg to be his slave, I would walk out the door and go back to a life I had never wanted.

Bradley Hancock looked at his fairy princess, all in white and felt love and gratefulness for her. She wanted to be mine. She was mingling with all these strangers, my friends, like they were family. She was like finding water in the desert. She was chatting gaily with the girls and respectfully with the men. She knew they were slaves and masters, but she didn't care. I was surprised at how easily she mixed with them. I watched her mingle, saying a few words to someone then flitting like a butterfly or a kitten to someone else that caught her eye. She had shed all her worries tonight. She paused between people and sought me out. She was making sure I was still close. Once when she didn't see me immediately. She froze and scanned the room, only resuming her random flight after she located me. I had told her the plug's leash function was set to the whole estate, so I 'm sure she wasn't worried about getting zapped. When it was time to start the ceremony, I used the call button to have her come to me.

I had wanted my women helpless and submissive ever since I first saw they were different from boys. I knew my views were considered backward and out of date. Jason and I realized early on that we both thought that women should be possessions, not partners. We were honest about it and no woman was ever unclear about the terms of their relationship. Both of them had found a couple of willing women, but shit happened and they left. Usually wen  made do with ladies of the night.  I would never employ force and I was disgusted by the thought of a cringing slave. No, it was a great pleasure to use a woman's passion and sexuality, her core of femininity, to free her from the chains of culture and society, to let her savor her hidden passion for submission, and choose the tangible chains of a true master. Unscientific, of course, but repeatably demonstrable was his knowledge that all women housed a deep well of submission. Exposing it led her into a life of happiness and pleasure.

I watched her thread her way through the crowd toward me. She was radiant, glowing with happiness, anticipation, floating inches above he floor. She had a spring in her step borne of energy and anticipation. I hope someone is catching this in a recording. I will want to watch it again.

Now, Laura, she of such great passion and energy, this woman who unexpectedly dropped into my life, had thrown away all her carefully honed defenses and was about to proclaim a deep desire to be my helpless, submissive dream woman. God, the fates, destiny, all had lined up and decided to do something nice for me. I would probably have to pay this debt sometime, but I couldn't refuse such a gift. I took her in my arms, lifted her up and kissed her, long and had. This was my dream, personified. She tasted of spring, sweet and fragrant , and sex, oh my God. Sex. I imagine I glowed as much as she did when we kissed.

He set me down and I breathed deep, clearing my head, trying to remember my lines. We were ready now. I stood before him, looking up into his eyes. They shone with an inner light, which I found appropriate and a little alarming. I fully intended to give myself to him, to become his property, his chattel, but what would he do with me? There were so many possibilities, most of them positive. I was stepping into blackness, hoping he would catch me. Perhaps it was the dangerous possibilities that made this so exciting. I was literally bouncing to the balls of my feet, anxious to begin the ritual.

He asked, "Laura Billings, do you attest before these people that you wish to be my slavegirl, to obey me in all matters, to consign all decisions and choices to me? If so, state your desire and intention."

I knelt and said, in a clear voice, "Master Bradley Hancock, I,  Laura Billings, renounce my freedom. I am a true and natural slave. I beg you to take me as your slave, control me, love me and allow me to serve you. I will be yours forever and beg you to be strict and strong with me, whip me and punish me as I deserve, protect me as I need it, and always bend me to your will. I swear these are my desires, Master."

He reached up behind my neck and undid the buttons holding my gown up. He let it slip to the floor. I wore nothing beneath it and was now the only naked woman in the house. I saw Master smile and reach for me. He pulled me close and kissed me. I nearly swooned, my lust and love were filling me beyond thought. He released me and I dropped to my knees before him. I bent low and licked his shoes, long, slow strokes up both sides of both shoes. I think I will always remember fondly the taste of carnauba wax on leather. My belly was kicking me in great throbbing pulses as the slave heat grew uncontrollable in my loins. I was bound, my wrists were chained, my ankles were chained; all the necessary requirements for me to orgasm!

I raised up and looked at my Master. He handed me the golden collar. I took it in my hands and held it up to look at it. It was lighter than it looked, shining gold with an intricate woven pattern embossed around its circumference. The subtle hinge and lock would rest invisibly under my ears while the unmistakable thick ring dangled from the front. A smaller but just as sturdy ring swung from a staple at the back. I inspected it closely but saw no place for a key. There was deep engraving above and below the front ring, "Laura, Property of Bradley Hancock." I held it high so everyone could see it.  I said in a loud voice, "This collar proclaims I am Master Bradley Hancock's slave and property. With all of you as my witness, I submit to my Master by placing it, permanently, around my neck. As it binds my neck, so shall I be bound to my Master." I lowered the collar and looked into Master's eyes. I placed it around my neck and pressed the halved together. It closed with a loud snap and was cold against my skin. I hoped I would never be without it again. My belly exploded in a huge orgasm. I screamed my pleasure to the throng of watching eyes. My scalding love juices flooded into my pussy and I was helpless to move in my ferocious pleasure. At last my spasms reduced enough for me to raise up again. Master was smiling and all the men were applauding and cheering. Master raised his hands for silence and the applause died away.

"Laura, I accept you as my slavegirl. I will care for you, protect you and hold you to strict standards of performance. I will give you my best as I demand your best in return. I will love you and never touch you in anger. And as everyone in this room will attest, you have much to give. You are now my property."

As everyone cheered again he took a chain leash from his pocket and clipped it on my nose ring. "Stand up." He turned me around and locked my hands behind me.

I was his, officially. Before fifty or more witnesses I had given my freedom away. All I wanted now was for him to take me until I was cross-eyed.

He led me to the back of the room and I watched as Jason accepted Jill as his property.

After the ceremonies were done, Jason and Master kept us on leashes, trailing after them as they showed us off to their friends I only had time for a few words with each woman we spoke with. They all seemed happy for me. Really, I didn't detect a single bit of cattishness, disappointment, or jealousy from any of the slavegirls. Maybe because they already had their masters and were content.

One woman I hadn't met yet said, "Hi, I'm 'Liz. Will you be training with us?

I had no idea what she was referring to so I got to use my oft mentally rehearsed, now standard reply, "That's up to my Master."

She smiled and said, "Isn't it always? I hope we'll see you there." and walked away.

This was real freedom, I realized. I had no responsibilities, no worries. Someone else would decide where I was suppose to be or do. I literally had to live in the moment. Master looked at me and asked, "Why are you grinning, Laura?"

"Master, I'm so happy to be here with you. Let's send these nice people home and I'll show you why you should be grinning, too."

"Why wait?" He looked around the room, found what he was looking for and led me through the people. He stopped close to Jason and Jill. He whispered something in Jason's ear then led me up the back stairs to his bedroom.

I was disappointed when he didn't take me  bed immediately. I was so ready. Instead, he led me to a chair and sat down. He pilled me onto his lap, sideways. I automatically turned my face to his and we kissed, tenderly, at first, then deeply. He broke the kiss and I looked at him in pure lust. The kiss had aroused me to the bursting point. My nipples were hard, aching stones and my belly was throbbing, like a racehorse pawing at the gate, ready to run. It took me a moment to realize his face was serious, not ready to play. I wanted to ask him  what he was thinking, but I as in full slave mode and didn't want to ask him for permission to speak. When he wanted me to know what he was thinking, he'd tell me. I settled for asking the question with my eyes.

He knew I was confused and smiled, just to tease me.

"Good girl," he finally said. "We'll play in a minute. Right now I want to tell you what I'm planning for you." He pulled my hands and unlocked them.

I put my arms around his neck and said, "Thank you, Master. Am I going to enjoy what you're planning for me?" It didn't really matter, I was already 'All in," it was just curiosity.

"I think so, slave. But I'm not going to stop if you don't enjoy all of it. The big picture is you're going to have two phases to your life. Full and complete subjugation at home, or whenever I want; and apparently complete freedom. Everyone who sees you will think you're free. In reality I will still be in control. Always. All your pretty chains will stay here. You'll walk out the front door a free, fully clothed  woman, you'll ride to work with me and you'll help me at work. Then when we come home you revert to slave. You'll put your clothes away and lock your cuffs and collar on.  I think you'll be a good assistant and provide me some valuable insight into the feminine psyche. If you make mistakes there I may use the crop to instruct you, so be careful."

Work? Me?  I'm not qualified. "Master, I've never worked in an office. I don't know anything about correspondence ore typing, or much of anything useful. I was  journalism major and never could type well."

He just smiled and turned me over his knee. When I was in place he said, "Hands behind you."

I obeyed and he locked them together and gripped them with his hand. He gave me a stinging slap on my left buttock. I yelped and squirmed, trying to rub the sting with my fingers, but he held me fast.

"Are you questioning my decision, slavegirl?"

"No, Master, never, just my ability to comply."

I felt his hand smack my right buttock. I yelped again.

""That's you questioning my judgment. That's just as bad. Don't do it again or I'll have to spank you some more."

By now his swats had fully aroused me and I wanted more. "Is that a promise Master?"

He dumped me on the floor and started laughing. It was infectious and I couldn't help laughing too. Finally, he stopped and said, "You enjoy being spanked too much, you lascivious minx. I'll have to find something else to threaten you with."

"Master, I've heard that sometimes men rape women to assert dominance."

"Good idea. Kneel." He pointed to a spot in front of him.

I struggled to my knees, intentionally swinging my ringed breasts more than needed. I knew how to get his full attention. When I was in the right place I lowered my eyes to the floor, thrust my breasts out and spread my legs as wide as possible. I knew he watched my adjustments with interest because I watched the bulge in his pants grow large.

“Open, slave.” I opened my mouth and he gagged me with a large red ball and strapped it tight within me.

He stood up, took his erect cock out, lifted me off the floor and held me close. My arousal sprang to climax imminent level, my nipples started aching, and love juices filled my pussy. I felt his cock probing my pussy. I quickly spread my legs as far as the ankle chain allowed and tried to spread my pussy lips apart. It probably wasn't needed since I was so wet. He lowered me onto his erection and every single nerve ending in my love canal sang "Halleluiah" as he rubbed it. I gasped as he thrust his huge, rock hard, erection between my hot, wet, trembling love lips. I screamed in pleasure as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, then climaxed again as his huge shaft lunged into the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member, as tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina trying to pull him deeper, and I surrendered to his sexual and personal mastery of me.

She would always remember the frantic pulsing of her belly as she orgasmed over and over in her glorious release. She felt the denied orgasms of her entire adult life flooding out of her in long sought release of passion. Laura was beyond any rational; thought. The phrase, "At last, Thank God," ran through her mind, over and over.

Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless and mind-blowing orgasms, Laura knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. His relentless power forced her to open up and show her limitless capacity  for sexual submission. She knew it wasn't just capacity, it was her desire, her unknown but obvious goal.

Her green eyes opened wide in fear as he lifted her for his final assault. She felt him grow even larger within her, stretching her to the limit. She gasped as he  relaxed his mighty arms and let gravity suck her back down on his now heroic cock and she lunged onto him with unstoppable power and she screamed in terror and joy as his huge member demanded she open her passage to him. His thighs mercilessly pounded her ass as she fell onto him.

Deep in the maelstrom of her belly, Laura felt his rigid member flex and jerk within her as his hot spend flooded into her. She screamed her helpless submission into her gag. What she tried to say was, "Master, You are Master," over and over as a final gigantic climax sent a flood of hot love juices to mix with his spend and flow around his member and into her memory.

Laura panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, Laura moaned in rapture. She was lost in the ecstasy of her slave orgasms. Her name for them. She knew he had discovered what even she had not known. She was a natural slave. In turn, she discovered, he was, beyond any doubt, her Master.

She knew she was conquered. She would obey him in all things.  She had accepted his collar and chains, sworn fealty and obedience before a throng of slaves and masters.

She gazed shyly up at the man who had just changed her world. She wanted to speak  of love and obedience and joy and of many things and blackly cursed the ball in her mouth.

He stood me on shaky legs and said, "You want to say something, don't you?"

Laura nodded her head and hoped he wasn't just teasing her again.

"Not yet. I don't want you to talk right now. Don't move."

He took me in the bath and cleaned me and his cock. He released my hands, took out the gag and instructed, "Fix your hair and makeup. I want you looking refreshed."

"My pleasure, Master."

He donned his clothes and waited for me to finish. He locked my hands behind me, replaced the gag, careful to avoid smudging my lipstick, and said, "Heel."

"Yes, Master."

He went downstairs and I followed him precisely one pace behind him and to his left. My hands locked behind me, ankles chained, and gagged. There was  no mistaking that I was his slave. And I was proud to have him display me to his friends.

I was his property now and it was up to him how others saw me.

I was content now, maybe for the first time in my life. I was truly happy with a decision. I had a good job, a strong man, new friends, and ORGASMS. I was home.


Chapter 2: A.S.S.

I followed him into the room where the party was gathered.

Max announced in a loud voice, "Master Bradley Hancock and his slave, Laura." Cheers and applause erupted for a minute or so. Then Audrey, one of Master's employees and the Mistress of ceremonies came over.

Audrey was a treasure. I had hired her almost ten years ago and never regretted it for a moment. She was a perfect female adjunct of me. She kept my girls in top form and extremely happy to see me come home. All of them respected her and feared her a little. They knew I would never let her harm them, but I expected her to ensure they were very obedient. As a result my girls were attentive and eager. 

She was dressed as a kinky Dominatrix with black bustier, fishnet stockings and a whip. She said, "Master, would you like your slave put on display?"

"Yes, Audrey. That's a good idea." I had put a ball gag on Laura for our entrance but I wanted her to talk to the guests now so I took it off and motioned Audrey to take Laura to her display station.

Audrey put a leash on my nose ring and led me toward the center of the room. There was a column with a short chain hanging from a ring. She took me to it and locked the chain to the back ring on my collar. She removed the leash and said, "Answer every question truthfully, Laura.

"Yes, Mistress."

She walked away and men and women looked at me.

All the men I saw were casually dressed and all the women were slaves, I guess. All the girls I saw were fixed like me. Pierced and ringed, chained and collared, and naked. Some were leashed and followed their owners.  I saw the tattletale silver ring poking out of a few girl's ass cracks. I knew that butt plug well.

Men were being served champagne by the hostesses Audrey had dragooned out of the crowd. 

It was too uniform. It was like these men and women had been dressed by the same person. All the women were nearly identical. The men were all dressed casually, but in the same style, western casual? It looked staged, not just a party for kinky folks

Men introduced themselves with their full names and usually explained their relation to Master: friend, hunting buddy, employee. One was his pilot. Usually they introduced their girls with a first name only: Jane, Maia, Anne, etc. The girls were friendly and several asked if I was going to train with them. Mostly I said, "That's up to Master." One girl who came up alone introduced herself as Elise and said she belonged to one of Master's security team. Her hands were fastened in front of her with  six inches of chain joining her cuffs. He had told her to come talk to me while he discussed something with my Master. It was the first time tonight I could talk to a girl without her master listening. I noticed she had gold stud earrings that was the number twelve. Significant?

"Elise, nice to meet you. Why are all the women dressed, or maybe fixed is a better word, so alike? Are you all actors?"

She grinned, "Laura, this is a party for the Arizona Slavegirl's Society  (ASS), welcoming you to the club. We're all wearing our club uniform. Your master and his brother and a few others started it years ago. We have lots of activities. We need it. Slave girls don't  mingle much with Vanillas. As you can see, we're all subs and exhibitionists. We take all the opportunities we can get to show off and strut ourselves."

"OK. Thanks. That makes sense. Can you tell me what this 'Training' is? I keep getting asked if I'm going to be doing it, and everyone seems to think I know what it is."

"Sure, most of the slaves here are in ponygirl training. Its good exercise and it fits our submissive streaks well. I like it myself."

"Well, what do you do?"

"We wear ponygirl harnesses, bridles, bits, boots and we practice high stepping, dressage, pulling carts, racing. It gives us a chance to be competitive, show our stuff, excel, and still enjoy being submissive. Just tell your Master you'd like to try it. The masters all enjoy driving us  around and watching our naked asses sweat to their commands."

"Sounds strenuous."

"It is, but any good exercise is going to make you sweat. See any extra weight on the girls here?"

I glanced around. All I saw were trim, sleek, naked slaves. Any of them could have been in a pinup calendar. " Good point."

Elise wasn't on a leash so I asked her, "Elise, forgive me if this is too personal, but I'm trying to get my bearings here. Are you wearing a butt plug? I only ask because all the girls I've been able to observe have them, even if they're leashed."

"No, that's not too personal. In fact its a custom, almost a rule. When we're not at home, we wear them. Some masters make us wear them all the time, so we're more used to them. It means we have to watch when and what we eat since only our master's can allow us to go number two. You get used to it. They're comfortable and we're all submissives anyway. We like being controlled. But its nice to talk to girls, away from the men, so the electronic leashes are nice."

"OK, thanks. I like mine too, but I don't have mine now. I like your earrings. Are they part of the club, too?"

"Yes. They are your club number. Its the order in which we join. Yours will be number thirty. We have to wear them at club functions or we get KP duty."

"They look nice.. Another question, please?"

"Go ahead," she said, with a smile.

"Do most of the slaves have jobs or stay at home?"

"Most have jobs. They don't need the money, but my Master, at least wants me to work among the vanilla. He told me he likes sending me outside, in bondage that they won't see, but I know about. So when I leave the house I wear my plug and a chastity belt. That way he can always know where I am and can limit where I can go. Usually he gives me a five hundred meter radius around my office. That lets me go most places I need on campus. If I need to go outside that, I can call him and ask permission.

I like knowing I can't be raped. I think most of the masters like knowing they control intelligent women capable of making their own way in the world. It wouldn't be a good validation of their dominance if they only had a woman who was unintelligent, who needed help. A woman who's playing a sub so they can live in a nice house isn't worth having, at least to my Master."

"What do you do, Elise?

"I'm a university professor, microbiology. Not a traditional job for a slave girl, huh?"

"Outstanding, Elise. Your Master must be very proud of you. And your parents, too. Do they know about your slavery?"

"Yes, most girls tell their folks, eventually, once they're sure they like it. Its like coming out as gay, but still with the chance for children. They visit us a couple of times a year. I think they like it that I've finally learned to obey someone else, even if its not them. Of course I do obey them now. Hell, I obey every free person or I get punished. Will you have a job or stay at home?"

Master says I'm going to be his 'Executive Assistant,' whatever that means. He says it'll be a regular job. I don't think I'm qualified, though. He'll probably fire me after the first week."

"Did you graduate from college?"

Yeah, but I was a journalism major, not boardroom level. And the job market sucks now that the internet is killing off newspapers and magazines. I never found a paying job in my field so I became a stripper. I guess I'll fit right in your club. Internet porn will never replace good old musk and pheromones. I should have been a plumber. The internet can't touch their market. 'Course I would never have met Master or learned how to orgasm."

"Elise's eyes widened, "What do you mean. Its a natural function for women and men. You don't have to learn how."

"Some of us are not so lucky. I was miserable since puberty until I met Master. I had my first orgasm a week ago. Master discovered the answer to my problem and I've been insatiable ever since. I can't orgasm unless I'm in absolutely helpless bondage. So you see, I was made to be a slave girl. I've really never been as happy as now. I'm so aroused by my chains now, I could come right now if you'd rub my pussy. Want to see?"

"Sorry to burst your bubble, but every girl in the room is in that state too. We're all submissives, remember?" But despite her words, she moved closer and stroked my pussy, ever so lightly.

I thrust my loins forward into her fingers, pushing my engorged love lips around her fingers, taking her by surprise. She said, "You are very moist, Laura. I'll hold still and you hump my fingers."

I started rubbing up and down, in and out on her hand. I was so ashamed of myself, but I couldn't stop, it felt so good and I was ready to climax. Elise was smiling at me and I was panting. Two more girls came close and got on both sides of Elise, as if to shield my actions from others. I appreciated the gesture, but it didn't matter because I came with a room-filling scream and curled up as much as I could while my belly pumped frantically, each pulse filling me with the most intense joy. I closed my eyes and savored the feelings as my bubbling cauldron slowly calmed. I opened my eyes and saw everyone in the room was watching me. When I straightened up, they all cheered and the men applauded. So did the girls whose hands were free.

I blushed furiously and when most of the people went back to their conversation I said, "Thank you, Elise. I'm ashamed I have no self control."

"Don't be sorry. Everyone here enjoyed you. I wish I could climax so easily. I'm going to tell all my friends your tale. so they understand why you're so hot. I think you've given half the girls here an inferiority complex."

I became aware of two men, across the room, who were watching me. Not staring, but their eyes flickered back to me every few seconds. They were smiling and talking to each other, but I got the feeling they were interested in me. I decided they were just men looking at a new slave girl, wondering what I was like in bed. After all, I was pretty, naked, and chained to a pillar to be looked at. They were friends of Master, anyway. Still, I wondered. There were lots of other naked, chained women in the room.

"Elise, there's two men standing in front of the sliding glass door. They look familiar, could you sneak a peek and see if you know them? Surreptitiously, of course."

"Sure, she sidled around me and looked at my nipple rings up close, and changing her position so she could see them from the corner of her eyes. "The shorter one is one of your Master's managers. In manufacturing, I think. My Master introduced me once. I've seen the taller one at a couple of club session, but I never met him. Why?"

"Just curious. They just seemed to be spending a long time looking at me."

"Everyone has been studying you, dear. You're the new girl of Bradley Hancock. That makes you important."

"Oh, you're probably right. Can you tell me about Master's previous girls?"

"We're not supposed to gossip about other men's girls. So don't tell anyone I told you. I'll get punished, bread and water for a week, or worse."

"Of course."

"As far as I know, your Master has only had two previous girls. The first was Heather. She was with him the longest, I've heard five years. When her parents were killed in an accident, she went home to take over the family business and get her younger siblings through school. She's a supplier for Hancock Industries now, I hear. She's still on good terms with Bradley and visits every now and then."

"His second girl was Sherrie. She was tragic. Died  of melanoma. almost three years ago. Many folks thought Bradley was afraid to get back on the horse after she died. Maybe that's why people were looking at you. You're the first female in his life since Sherrie. Anyway, everyone wishes you the best. Bradley has been a little down for years and now he's back."

Elise jumped and said, "Ouch. Got to go. Master calls," and she looked around and walked quickly away.

I called, "'Bye Elise. Thank you."

She was soon lost in the crowd.

Audrey came back, unlocked me from the column, and herded all the girls into the rec room. She announced, "Tonight girls we have three things to do. First we're going to practice our coffle dance. Laura, just copy the others. You'll get more training later. Second, we're going to play party game I learned from The Coffle club in LA. Third we'll have Laura's initiation and of course our usual end of meeting orgy. Line up in numerical order for the coffle. Laura, your number is thirty.

We lined up and I was surprised to see that Audrey was number one. When we were lined up properly Audrey went to the door and announced, "Masters, your girls are ready for you to form the coffle."

She came back and lined up with us. The men came into the room single file, went to a large metal cabinet, took out a length of chain, two locks and a pair of handcuffs with a long chain joining the cuffs. The first man walked down the line with to a girl, his, I suppose. I couldn't see what he did because of the bodies between us but I heard a lot of clanking and ratchets.

Master came to me with his set of chains and he kissed me, much too briefly. He locked one end of the chain to the front of my collar and the other end to the collar of the girl in front of me. He unlocked my wrists, pulled them in front of me and lifted them to face height. He put the handcuffs on my wrists with its chain above the collar chain. He left me relax my hands then. "Just copy the other girls." He stepped back against the wall.

When all the noise quieted, I heard Audrey say, Girls, Kneel properly."

I copied the girls I saw drop to their knees. I spread my knees wide and thrust out my breasts. My hands were held in front of me so I put them on my knees, palms up.

We all rose to our feet at the command, "Stand."

I copied the other girls as they raised their hands over their heads, the backs of their hands touching. The chains from their manacled wrists hanging down level with their foreheads.

Like the others, Laura stood very still. A picture of grace and beauty, poised to begin. Her shining collar and cuffs, the chains linking her hands and feet and joining her to number twenty nine, the large, heavy, demeaning nose ring she, like the other girls, was an erotic picture of subjugated femininity.

With a sudden swirl, music started playing, Eastern music, native dance music. We swayed erotically to the music, and slowly shuffled forward, tiny steps, making our ankle chains tinkle in unison. We rolled our hips and lifted our breasts with the music. I parted my legs and made my loins swing forward, backward and then around, making my breasts and chains sway in front of me. We rotated our bodies a little with each step.  It was erotic as hell. Thirty chained women, dancing for our masters. It was a shaming, demeaning, sexual argosy for me. I was embarrassed and proud and reveled in the erections we caused.

I smiled at the men. Those men who wanted us helpless, those men who had degradingly chained, collared and ringed us. Treated us as sub-human animals dancing for their amusement. I looked at the men I was near, those strong, arrogant, powerful faces, smiling with feral delight at our helpless, swaying bodies. I felt utterly helpless. Powerless in the presence of commanding men. It was exciting, humiliating, and oh so right.

I was helpless, but also powerful. I could make men aroused and horny without touching them. And there were touches. As I passed strange men they caressed my breasts and played with my nipple rings. Several caressed my slit. In the end, when the music stopped, I was heavily aroused, standing in front of my Master again, I saw the girls in front of me turning just their heads, like raptors seeing their prey, toward their masters. I turned my head too, hands still above me and looked my Master in the eye, smiling, but in desperate need.

My hopes sang in my head, but in vain. Audrey said, loudly, "Lower your hands, kneel, and face your master."

I obeyed, expecting another command. Instead, Audrey announced, "Time for the game I promised."

Audrey went to each girl and put a condom in their mouth. All she said was, "Hold it, girls."  

When we all had our condoms Audrey said, "The object is to place the condom on your master's cock using only your mouth. The first girl to get the condom all the way on is our winner and will be hostess for the initiation, except for Laura, of course. Girls, kneel and masters, please get ready."

I knelt in front of Master and soon Audrey said, "Go."

I could feel the way the condom was supposed to go and turned it around in my mouth so it was facing in. I put my mouth to Master's cock, which was semi-rigid and pointing toward me. God, I was so aroused I was trembling and my belly was a boiling cauldron. New trickles of love juices ran into my pussy. I carefully placed the condom against the tip of Master's cock and opened my teeth so they would push on the rolled up part. It felt like I was right on. I pushed lightly and felt it unroll onto him, a little. My belly bucked and my upper teeth slipped off. Luckily the condom was far enough on to him that it stayed on while I repositioned my teeth. I pushed some more and Master grew larger, the condom tighter, harder to roll. By the time I was halfway on him, he was huge and the condom stretched tight. I persevered and couldn't help pumping my head in and out, blowing him while still trying to roll the condom further on him.

I was almost there when I heard Audrey say, "We have a winner." I didn't care now, I finished giving Master the blow job I had started. I felt him explode and fill the condom with a grunt and a spasm of jerking by his cock.

He said, "Thank you, Laura. You were great."

I looked up at him and said, Sorry I didn't win, Master. Maybe I could practice again, later."

"Maybe."

Audrey announced, "The winner is Natalie. Natalie and Laura, come here please."

Master took the coffle chain off me. I looked up at him. He said, "Go on. Its time for your initiation."


Chapter 3: Initiation

"Initiation, Master?"

"Into A.S.S. Its a ritual every girl goes through once. Don't worry. I'll be here."

"OK, Master." I stood up and went to Audrey. The girl with her must be Natalie. Medium height, dark hair, green eyes, a knowing smile on her face. Audrey was unlocking her hands as I got close.

Natalie said, "Hi. I'm Natalie, and I get to initiate you into the club."

"Hello, Natalie, what do I have to do?"

"That's up to me. There are several options I can choose from.... I know." She turned to Audrey, "Mistress, let's do the gauntlet."

Audrey said, "Fine choice." She switched to her parade ground voice, "Girls, stand up and get ready for the gauntlet." She handed Anna her whip. She removed my handcuffs and locked my hands behind me. My ankles were still hobbled. Natalie put a red ball gag in my mouth and strapped it tight. Speech was now lost to me. She clipped a  leash onto my nose ring as the girls formed into a straight line. I was very helpless and exposed. It was pretty scary being helpless in a room full of people. I knew Master wouldn't let anything bad happen to me, but that still left a lot of ground open.

To my surprise, as soon as the leash was on me, my arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet my sex and my nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement. I could no longer even protest what was happening to me.

I faintly heard the girls moving around by the clinking of their ankle chains. Audrey said, loudly, "Masters, please unlock your girl's hands now."

Natalie, pulled on my leash and I followed her to the first girl in the line. I followed the lead as quickly as I could. The nose ring is an excellent tool for controlling a girl. It has instant, strong negative feedback and we learn to obey its pull very quickly.

She led me a few feet then stopped. She said, "Bend over at the waist. Stay bent over until I tell you." She pulled forward and down on my nose ring and I followed. "We'll move forward then stop. When we stop, spread your legs as far apart as you can, then freeze until I lead you forward again. Understand?"

I was bent over now, my torso parallel to the ground and my breasts dangling below me. I felt my heavy rings and the chain joining them sway below me, pulling my nipples forward then back, over and over.

"Spread your legs."

I spread them and froze. I could just see her legs and heels, and hobble. A voice said, "Welcome to your new life, Laura. I'm Melody." A hand cupped one of my breasts, fondling it and rolling my nipple until it was hard and aching. I felt fingers lightly rub my labia lips, up and down. I felt heat rising in my belly. The hand switched to my other breast and repeated. My arousal was getting serious now and my belly was throbbing, getting ready to climax. I was embarrassed to be responding so easily in font of all these people, but there was nothing I could do, even if I wanted to. Suddenly the hand on my breast and the fingers stroking my slit left me and I felt a sharp sting from my ass. Someone spanked me, just once. I gasped from the surprise, not the pain, and my belly got hotter.

Natalie said, "Forward now," and pulled on my nose ring. I stayed bent over and walked ahead, following my ring. It stopped and I spread my legs, aroused and wondering what was coming. I was if this kept up. Again, I heard a voice from the legs I was stopped beside, "Welcome to your new life, Laura. I'm Suzy." The hand took hold of my breast again and repeated its stimulation. My traitorous body continued to heat up. I was panting now. with occasional mews mixed in. I was very close to coming.

"Submit now, Laura," the sound of Natalie's voice and its insistent message sent another bolt of arousal through my helplessly exposed body. Her fingers grasped my hard nipples, rolling and tugging my exquisitely aching buds. I shuddered in an immediate orgasm, my belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding my gaping sex with love juices.

Shocked beyond reason, Laura could only gasp and moan as her climax overwhelmed her and she came, knowing that she had submitted as a slavegirl, to a stranger, in front of a room full of giggling slaves and arrogant, dominant master's. She had shown everyone she was a true submissive easily controlled by her sexual needs.

The whip whistled down to sear a scorching stripe of fire across Laura's taut bottom, but her squeal of protest to the blazing heat on her naked skin died in a gasp of surprise when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Held helpless by her chains and nose ring, aroused beyond bearing, and punished by her mistress, the whipsawed slavegirl could not hold back her enforced submission as her mistress' fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. Led blindly from one unseen girl to the next her senses were overwhelmed by the uncountable fingers, whips, and hands playing with her body. They caressed her breasts, whipped her bottom, played with her rock hard nipples, then punished her thighs, over and over.

Through the fog of orgasmic surges she heard a new command, "On your knees." It didn't mean anything and she wondered who Natalie was talking to. The scalding line of fire burning across her buttocks forced her to surface with a yelp of pain and astonishment.

Ana's command was clear this time, "On your knees, Laura."

I dropped immediately, hoping to avoid another stroke. My voice was raspy as I croaked, "Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry Mistress."

"Spread your legs wide."

I obeyed as much as my hobble allowed, but another biting line of fire flowed across my upper thighs. I cried out and started blubbering, salty tears running down my cheeks. I was sobbing and felt so good. I was loved and I loved everyone in the room.

"Knees, wider, slut."

I obeyed and felt my pussy lips spreading apart until I couldn't go any further.

"Put your head on the floor, Keep your ass high."

"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed quickly. My belly was so hot, it was keeping my orgasm going through my pain. I realized I was enjoying this. I liked being helpless and forced to submit. My orgasm kept going and making me dumb. I felt drunk and out of control. My limbs bound but trying to obey while my mind was soaking in passion. It was a gloriously pleasant place to be.

Dimly, I felt more stroking on my pussy. It was soft and warm and more sensual than the fingers I had felt before. It was a soft, warm tongue. One of the girls was eating my cat. Oh God, another mouth clamped on my left breast and fingers were playing with my right nipple. I couldn't stand it. It was unbearable and my orgasm swelled into a mighty crescendo of pleasure, bigger than everything before, sweeping me away on a huge wave of pleasure, plunging me into blackness

I must have only been out a few seconds, for when I awoke, nothing had changed. I was still on my knees, head on the floor with mouths at my pussy and my breast, and nimble fingers pinching my aching nipple. My belly was still spasming, sending love juice into my loins and pleasure into my brain. The mouths and fingers withdrew and let me rest for a moment. My breathing was rapid and thin. I felt my ass trembling as my spasms subsided. I wish I was able to speak. I wanted to express my joy, my gratitude, but I was gagged. I tried, but could only manage a garbled, "Mmmph."

I heard Natalie, "You're welcome, Laura, but you aren't done yet. On your feet and bend over."

I said, "Yes, Mistress," with a heavy heart. I had already orgasmed more than I ever had before. My belly muscles were sore and aching. I couldn't stand much more of this. I struggled up to my familiar, bent over position and felt the pull of the leash on my nose ring again. She led me forward and fingers attacked my pussy and nipples again. My arousal had heated up when she first tugged on my nose ring. I was such a slave. Now the clever, insistent fingers were pushing me headlong into another orgasm.

Her muscles cramping, her legs barely able to support her, Laura knew she had reached her limit. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms. Many orgasms later, still standing, bent over and still her body climaxed, she learned an important lesson: for a girl like her there were no limits. She must endure whatever her masters and mistresses decreed. She had to obey and she knew she would never be allowed to refuse a command. After this she knew she wouldn't have to. She could endure anything.

At last she had run the gauntlet. Natalie took her to a horizontal bar and bent Laura over it. She picked up a chain laying on the floor, one end attached to a floor ring. She used a carabineer to fasten Laura's nose ring to it so her torso was again horizontal, went around the bar and fastened her ankle chain to the floor, too.

Audrey called out, "Masters, the women are now yours. Please use a gag if you intend to make them scream."

Every girl in the house stiffened into standing display position, her hands crossed behind her, breasts thrust out, head erect and looking forward, eyes on the floor, even Audrey.

All the men went to their women and fastened the girl's hands together, most behind their backs, but a few to the back of their collars. Max went to Audrey and said. "You're overdressed, wench. Strip."

Audrey quickly obeyed and Max fastened her hands behind her.  He took a plain steel collar from a cabinet and locked it on Audrey's neck. "That's better," he said.

"Yes, Master," Audrey replied.

Max put a leash on her collar and led her out of the room.

Brad had gone to Laura, bent helpless over the bar and thanked Natalie as she finished her task. Natalie went to her master, John, and assumed the standing display position.

"Excellent job, Natalie. All the men agreed, it was a fine, even, spectacular exhibition. Where did you learn how to do that?"

"The same place, Master, where I learned how to do the condom trick, at your feet."

"At my dick, you mean?"

"Yes, Master. I just thought back to all the ways you've made me orgasm and, it turned out, Laura reacted just like I did to all of them. Maybe all slavegirls react like that?

"You think?"

He locked her hands behind her head, ordered, "Kneel," and unzipped his pants.

Brad stood beside Laura and rubbed his hand lightly over the angry red stripes on her buttocks. Her muscles twitched as his hand first touched her soft skin. Her hands clenched  and twisted in their cuffs, trying to reach his hand in vain. He used his other hand to hold hers and she stilled. He took her gag out.

The way I was bent over the bar, I could only see a man's legs. Was it Master? I had to know. "Master?"

"Yes, Laura. You were magnificent. That was the best initiation ever. I'm very lucky to have such a beautiful, sexy, responsive slave."

"Thank you Master. Will you take me now? I need you in me so bad."

"Aren't you sore after all that?"

"Master, some of my girl parts haven't been used yet. I feel ..unbalanced. Please. I need you to make me feel I've served you, Forced orgasms are great, but don't do anything for my soul. Please take me."

He said, "Open."

I opened my mouth wide and he gagged me. I felt the round, hard ball jammed into my mouth and the strap pulled tight. There was more I wanted to say, but it would have to wait.

"Submit now, Laura," the sound of her Master's voice and its insistent message sent another bolt of arousal through Laura's helplessly exposed body. His fingers grasp her hard nipples, rolling and tugging her exquisitely aching buds. Laura shuddered in an immediate orgasm, her belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding her gaping sex with love juices.

Shocked beyond reason, Laura could only gasp and moan as her climax overwhelmed her and she came, knowing that she had submitted as a slavegirl, on the order of her Master.

A whip whistled down to sear another scorching stripe of fire across Laura's taut bottom, but her squeal of protest to the blazing heat on her naked skin died in a gasp of surprise when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless over the bar, aroused beyond bearing, and whipped by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, whipped her bottom, played with her rock hard nipples, then punished her thighs, over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Natalie had pulled the chain holding her nose ring to the floor tight. Every spasm, every jerk every twitch of her tensioned body caused a flash of pain in her nose. Despite her intense effort. Laura could not stop the rapid tugs on her nose. Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Laura did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust.

It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. He was pleased with her ardor, responsiveness, and stamina. Despite uncounted orgasms induced by a score of excited girls, she was still hotter than a pistol.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her whip striped skin to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance or free will left in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over her and would obey every order, seek every opportunity to serve him and savor the delight of pleasuring him. The opinions and words of others were irrelevant. She was going to live blissfully in subspace forevermore. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. Then she would be complete.

Brad had watched Laura's reactions carefully. He knew she was already his complete slave. And there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was his.  If he removed all her restraints, she would follow him naked anywhere, ignore all others, and obey him perfectly.

He put the whip back in the cabinet and caressed her breasts, "Mine," he whispered in her ear.

"Yours," she agreed in her mind, all she could do, though was a muffled "Mmph," and a tiny nod of her tightly held head.

Brad's motive for arousing her was intensely personal. He wanted to be fully aroused himself to deliver the coup de gras to confirm his ownership and make her his forever. He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Laura was ready to become a full slave. He methodically switched back and fourth between pleasure and pain, not because she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then he moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands slithering up her back and around her torso to fasten on her swollen breasts , fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Laura shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice threatened to blow him out of her like a cork leaving a champagne bottle. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as the hot liquid flowed around him and down their legs.

Tightly bound over the bar, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing around her invader, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Laura bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Laura shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly strung, and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth a pulsing stream of his hot seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Laura screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at her bounds, ignoring the pain in her nose, clawing in vain at the air, she opened her mouth wide, and, even with the ball in her mouth, let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Laura orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around the spasming invader in her belly, trying to draw him deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get his questing sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Brad watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed him, over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the cuffs that bound her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Laura's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense, but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, young woman, as submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Laura heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Laura's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on.

Brad slid from her belly and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give. He knew now was the time to drive home the boundary of her new life. She was totally receptive, all barriers were shattered and her acceptance would be total. He removed her gag.

Laura worked her jaw and wished she could see him. She knew there was no going back for her.

"You submitted, Laura. Now you are mine."

"Yes, Master, So much yours."

"You have set a fine standard of performance. Do not allow your performance to decrease or I may punish you."

"I will do my best to pleasure you, Master." Laura knew she couldn't help herself. She wanted to feel this joy over and over, every day of her life. He had taken her as her Master and she had responded as a full and complete slave. She closed her mouth, afraid to say more, scared by the depth of her response and the incredible pleasure she had found in her surrender. She knew she could never resist the ecstasy of bound slavery. She would beg him to put her in bondage  and use her many times. Her rational, thinking mind had been overwhelmed by her sensual pleasure seeking mind.

She contemplated a future in which she could only become more and more tightly conditioned to slavery. She would obey every command, no matter how embarrassing or humiliating to avoid the possibility her Master might withhold her sexual release. Of being helplessly aroused, and needy at the mere sight of her Master. She shivered to the slave heat that burned in her belly and knew that freedom was the worst thing that could happen to her and she wanted none of it.

Laura accepted the inevitability of her slavery and her belly churned deliciously as desire for continuing subjugation grew.

She had to say one more thing, "I want to be your slave, Master. I will be pleasing and obedient."

"I know. I'm sure you will be." He released my nose ring and my feet. I slowly, stiffly, like an old woman, straightened up. It was wonderful to stand again. At least some of my protesting muscles sighed in relief. But there was no relief for my still trembling, overworked belly muscles, exhausted from their demanding workout.

"Thank you, Master."

I stood before him proudly, still helpless in my chains, looking up at my Master's face, unheeding of any rules, sweaty, stained by my love juices, I moved against him straining my mouth up to his. He wrapped his arms around me and we kissed. I felt so intimate, so connected to him. Intimacy is a matter of connection, not of skin, or even sex. Its something special that happens when you know his feelings, his fears, and that you are his dream. Our kiss was not the chaste kiss of relatives or acquaintances, not even of passionate lovers. My kiss was driven by my still glowing belly, Intent on subjugating myself to my Master one more time. It was the helpless, supplicating kiss of the chained slavegirl to her Master. Wanting just one more taste of him to slake her unending thirst to serve him. His kiss said he would care for me, protect me, and master me.


Chapter 4: Belted

The post-initiation orgy was over and all the men were dressed and seated. Someone, maybe Max, had arranged the chairs in a large circle. It looked like a meeting.

All the women were gathered at the other end of the room. After Master removed my hood I saw that the girls, except for Audrey were back in coffle. Audrey, now dressed as a slavegirl like the rest of us, but with her hands free, had led the front end of the coffle to the back of the room and around a column. When the last girl had passed her she locked herself in the coffle and closed the circle around the column by locking herself to the first girl.

Max took her keys, locked her hands behind her, and ordered, "Girls, kneel in a circle facing in. Don't get up until ordered." 

Why do men like to keep us helpless? Its harder for us to serve them and I, at least, want to be close to my Master. I'll never understand them. Then he went to the men.

Audrey said, "Laura, welcome to the Arizona Slave Society. We all enjoyed initiating you into the club. How do you feel now?"

I wasn't sure how to answer. My belly was sore, my pussy was wet, All of us were helpless and I felt comfortably at home with all these women whose names I mostly didn't know. We were sisters in the oldest sorority in the world, slavegirls. "I'm tired and so happy to be here. I take it you've all been through it?"

Everyone nodded in agreement. Audrey said, "We didn't start the ritual until we had five members then all of us went through it and started doing it for everyone."

Audrey, you're number one. How did the club get started?"

We all met at a Tucson BDSM club and found we wanted more. It was really our masters who formed the club, but we all thought it was a good idea. Now we can really be ourselves, at least around each other."

I looked around the circle. I only knew a few names: Jill, Audrey, Natalie, Jane, Maia, Anne, Elise, that was all I remembered.

They went around the circle and introduced themselves and said a few words about their lives. There was a lot of talent in those girls. Three lawyers, a doctor, two college professors, several accountants, a dozen small business owners, several engineers. All living their submissive dreams and being useful.

The men's meeting broke up after a long time and they came and took their girls home. Finally, Max took Audrey away and Master took me to bed.

The master bath was great. two sinks, two toilets, a Jacuzzi big enough for two, a shower big enough for four; a makeup counter, set low with a cushion for me to kneel on, and 360 degree mirrors so I could see all sides of me as I prepped. And oodles of hot water that literally gushed out of the shower head. The big shower was a curved affair without doors, it just curved enough the water couldn't escape. The floor and towel rack were heated and there were heat lamps to dry you if you preferred. Of course there were several sturdy wall rings if Master wanted me to stay put. The first time I admired it Master said, "I think the height of fine living is good plumbing."

After we were ready for bed we stood and kissed.

Master said, "Laura, you know I'm a serious control freak."

"Yes, Master. One of the many things I love about you."

"I'm not sure we have the optimum sleeping conditions for you yet. I'm going to experiment a little."

"OK, Master, as long as its not so extreme I can't fall asleep."

"So far I've left your hobble on and fastened a chain to it long enough you can reach the bath, locked your hands behind you, and left the butt plug out. Correct?"

"Yes, Master."

"The first rule of experiment is to change only one variable at a time, so tonight I want to position your hands in front. Will that impair your ability to fall asleep?"

"I don't think so, Master. Before we met that was usually how I slept."

"Cuffed together?"

"No Master, well, usually."

"I won't ask."

He turned me around and unlocked my wrists, turned me back around and locked them in front. He put his keys in one of those electronic gun safes bolted to the nightstand beside the bed. I wasn't going to borrow his keys or the automatic I saw in with them.

We got in bed and

I fell asleep almost as soon as I lay down.

Master's last words to me were, "You were magnificent tonight. I'm very proud of you . Good Night, love."

"Love," he called me love. I slept the sleep of the blessed and saved.

I woke up early. Master was still asleep. I held still so my chains wouldn't rattle and wake him. I was horny as hell. I woke laying on my back with my hands laying on my pussy. As I came slowly awake, I felt moisture on my fingers and on the sheets under me. Crap. I'd been masturbating and was horny as I had ever been. Maybe I shouldn't have my hands in front. What would Master think of me, besides that I was an oversexed wench? OK, I can fix this.

I felt around me. Master was sleeping on his side, facing me, one hand touching my shoulder. I very gingerly slid down in the bed, and turned to face him. I used my hands to very, very carefully slip his cock out the slit in his boxers. When he was far enough out I wrapped my mouth around his semi-erection and sucked gently. He slowly swelled as I continued to caress him with my lips and tongue.  I was excited I had been able to secretly arouse him. It must have been like what he felt when he forced me into an orgasm. I wasn't there yet, but it was looking good.

He rolled onto his back. I followed him, keeping my mouth on his cock as he rolled. I used my hands to keep my weight off his legs until he was flat on his back. His erection was growing with every suck I made. Now my head was bobbing up and down and he felt huge in me.

I heard his breathing change and I thought he was about to come when he said, "Well, aren't we busy this morning. No, don't let me interrupt your righteous work, we'll talk when you're done."

He came with a flow of delicious, salty, musky, spend. I swallowed it all in several gulps. Then I diligently cleaned him as his erection subsided. I stretched languorously over him.

"That's the best alarm clock that ever woke me. I think having your hands in front is much better than in back."

Success. "Me too, Master. I couldn't have 'Served' you nearly as well with them behind me."

Today was Saturday. No work. We settled back down and he put his arms around me. He told me about the A.S.S. and how it started. Audrey and Max came to work for him and freely explained she was his slave. They came as a team and would take care of his house.  Their arrangement never intruded on his life until they invited him to come to an event at a Tucson BDSM club. He had just broken up with his girlfriend and was bored. He liked it and after a few more visits, dragging his brother along, they jointly decided to open their own local club. Submissive women and dominant men flocked to the club. They set high standards. It was strictly consensual and abusers, pedophiles, and sadists  were not accepted.

We lay in bed talking until ten then we rose, he unlocked my wrists, and sent me to the bath. I showered, dried my hair, did my makeup and went back into the bedroom. No Master. I knelt on the carpet and waited. It wasn't long. He unlocked me from the floor chain, kissed me perfunctorily, and sent me downstairs, "Go find Audrey and ask to help."

"Yes, Master."

Audrey was in the kitchen, still dressed as a slave, just like me except for her clear plastic apron and no nose ring. She fixed two plates of food. As I took Master's plate to him, she took Max's plate to him in the kitchen. I served  Master and knelt by his side. He fed me while he ate. Master ate and fed me rapidly. He explained we had an errand to run when we finished. I took the dishes back in the kitchen and put them in the dishwasher. Audrey was kneeling next to Max, who was eating and feeding her.

Master locked my hands behind me, and put a leash on my nose ring. He had me bend over and installed my butt plug. I remember, I was told last night that I could expect to wear the plug whenever I left the house. Then he took me out to the garage and seated me in a Mercedes SUV. I had to sit carefully to avoid having the plug rammed uncomfortably further into me, but it was possible.   He strapped me in and got in the driver's seat.

It took ten minutes to get off his estate and only another five to reach his plant/factory. The gate was an elaborate affair with a large guardhouse and a very heavy double gate affair that would allow only one vehicle at a time to pass.  Two guards came out and one examined his credentials carefully. The other came around and looked at me, appreciatively, I thought, but didn't say anything. They passed us and Master drove through a complex of buildings to a small one in the center of the plant. He let me out and led me into the building.

Master introduced me to a polite older gentlemen named Klaus. It turned out I was here to have Klaus fit me with a chastity belt. Shit. I was warned about this. I had heard they were uncomfortable and messy. I hoped this wouldn't be a bad experience. I stood with my legs as far apart as my hobble allowed while Klaus measured me and gathered components. It seemed he assembled the belt using appropriate sized components. He selected parts and put them together for a half hour, while I knelt on a cushion beside Master. I actually found it interesting, though I didn't recognize some of the parts.

Klaus motioned me over to try it on. Master came with me and unlocked one of my ankle cuffs. I had to step into the thing because the belt itself had two steel bands hanging below it. When I was in, but it wasn't fastened, Master put the anklet back on me and returned to his chair to watch.

Klaus pulled the belt and its bands up until the top was at my waist. He had to wiggle the bands up over my knees. They were tight and settled into place three inches above my knees. The two rings had a single chain link joining them between my legs and were held up by a flat chain descending the outside of my thighs.. Wearing this I wouldn't be able to separate my legs even half as far as my hobble allowed. Klaus closed the waistband and the built in lock at my back locked with a loud snap. The waistband was very tight. The shield in front of my pussy had a very thin slit for my urine to escape through. The slit was covered on the inside with a heavy grillwork to prevent me from doing any self-stimulation with a thin object. The shield pressed tight around the edges and covered my whole slit. It was convex and the center was a half inch from my nether lips. I wasn't going to get any relief by rubbing against an edge, either. Once it was closed, Klaus examined every inch looking for any space at all I could use for self-stimulation. He said, "Tight fit, Mr. Hancock. She's well protected. Laura, walk around and try kneeling."

I obeyed and pranced around he room. Thankfully, nothing seemed to be rubbing. Except for my even more reduced stride, everything was comfortable. Kneeling and standing also were not uncomfortable. "Master, its not uncomfortable, but I can't walk very well with these bands on my legs."

"Yes, well, they are intended to allow you to mingle with the Vanillas without too much embarrassment and still be in approved bondage."

"Approved by you, Master?"

"I did tell you I was a controlling bastard, didn't I?"

"Yes, Master, you did, but I never imagined the extent of control you demanded."

"Is that a complaint, Laura?"

"Of course not, Master, just an observation. I want to be controlled by you. I'll just have to learn and obey."

"Good girl."

Even though we were just bantering, I felt unreasonably happy when he said, "Good girl." Girls are foolish and I may be the most foolish.

Master asked, "How are the covers coming?"

Covers?

Klaus replied, They're ready to try. This is the first time I've made these, so I may need to adjust them for fit and coverage. Can I try them now?"

"Certainly. Laura, Standing display."

I obeyed and watched as Klaus came toward me with something gold in his hand. He held an odd shaped thin piece of metal up close to my nipple. I've always been proud of my nipples, even before Jill put rings in them. They are over an inch long and a half inch wide. My rings are big and heavy, but they do look nice in my nipples and they are well supported. But I didn't think I liked the idea of covering them. "Master, do I need my nipples covered?"

"Only when I want to take you out in public topless. The Blue Laws require women to cover their nipples and pussy in public."

"Master, are you planning to take me out in public naked?"

"I thought you were an exhibitionist. You were a stripper, right?"

"Inside, Master, inside."

"Well, this might be an opportunity to expand your horizons."

"Yes, Master, indeed."

Klaus slipped one over my left nipple. It slipped on without any fuss and it gripped my ring, not  my nipple, with enough force it wouldn't come off if I danced. He put the other one on and stepped back.

"Wonderful, Klaus. A home run the first time at bat. They look great and seem snug. Thank you. Send me your bill please. Add a twenty percent bonus for timely service."

Thank you Mr. Hancock. Its been a pleasure to meet you Laura. I hope you enjoy my products."

"Thank you, Klaus. They're comfortable, but they are more for Master Brad's enjoyment than mine. I just wear them."

Master thanked Klaus and received a set of keys for my new belt.

He took me out of Klaus workshop and across the hall into another door. A cheerful woman was waiting for us. Master introduced her a Agnes. He said she was an artist.

She said, "Good day, Mr. Hancock. This is Laura?"

"Yes. I was thinking of getting her some more rings and some artwork. Could you do a tongue ring?"

"Of course. On a stud?"

Wait. A ring in my tongue? "Master, That would be painful and I would talk funny. I couldn't open my mouth for fear someone would see it."

"What? It couldn't be more explicit than your nose ring."

Master  stuck a ball gag in my mouth when I opened it for another plea.  He strapped it behind my neck.  I was silenced.

He walked out of my hearing with Agnes.  I was terrified.  What if he told her to do it.  I couldn't stop her physically and no one here listened to a girl, even one not gagged.  What could I do.   All they had to do was say I asked for it.  It fit with my other rings.  Damn.  If he wanted me to get a ring in my tongue, I was going to get it.  I steamed and fumed and then I realized I was getting aroused.  My nipples were so hard they ached.  I felt my juices running into my cunt.  My belly was trembling.  I realized I could orgasm just from subjugation.  My traitorous body loved having degrading things done to it.  Why were these things degrading.  I don't remember ever getting a lecture on the impropriety of wearing rings and chains and bells.  Why did I think it so bad to be naked?  My body is beautiful.  Why should it be wrong to decorate it..  Then I understood.  It wasn't that these things were bad.  I had been taught that letting my sensuality out was bad.  But it wasn't.  It felt so good.  Shit.  I wasn't sure of anything now.

Agnes  and  Master came back. He took my new chastity belt off and she sat me in a big steel and leather chair like a barber's chair.

Agnes said, "I'll need two hours or so."

Master said, "All right."

The woman said, "Honey.  I'm going to do your piercings and put your rings in.  You can't be moving around or I might make a mistake.

Agnes was young, just a year or two older than me. She had a slim build, light brown hair and nice breasts. She looked friendly.

She walked behind the chair and I felt a leather strap buckled around my upper left arm.  Then the right.  Then the straps tightened and my arms were pulled back hard.  I was now attached to the chair. Agnes then used another strap to bind my head to the chair.  Finally, I felt her putting more straps around my thighs.  She pulled until my knees were spread as wide apart as my shackles allowed.

I asked, "Agnes, Is this going to hurt?"

"A little.  I do it quite often to girls who want exotic piercings.  Some of them yell a little, but its over real quick. I'm going to do your labia rings first." 

I was happy to get rings in my pussy. They looked so erotic I almost wet myself then. I had hinted to Jill I would like some.   Now my master was doing it for me. I was sure they would be nice ones.

Agnes used her hands to feel my labia lips. I felt her fingers slip inside and hold my lips in her hands and slide them up and down. I was getting aroused. Few people had ever felt my loins so intimately.

She painted an orange liquid on both sides and let it dty. It tingled a little then she pushed a big needle through first my left lip then my right. She left them in while she got the rings for them. They were as thick as my nipple rings and seemed to close the same way. She used a half ring to push the needle out then treaded a chain on the half already in place.  A pair of rubber tipped pliers was used to squeeze the two halves together. The came together with a clicking of internal locks. I wondered about the chain, but it would have to wait. The she did the other one the same way.  Now I had a pair of thick gold rings.  In my loins. With chains hanging from them. They looked heavy and I could feel a pull even though I was sitting down. Heavy in so many ways.

I wanted to see them. I thought she was done and all I had seen were glimpses around Agnes's hands. But all she did was take off the strap around my head and put the ball gag in my mouth. Shoot.

Agnes  was bustling about me, moving things about.  Then I felt something cold on my skin, just above my left breast.  I tried to ask what it was, but only inarticulate mumbles got past my gag.

I heard Agnes  say, "Just some paint dear.  Nothing permanent, yet."

Yet, what in the hell did she mean by yet.  I knew she was a tattoo artist and I didn't want any of those.  Especially ones I didn't know about.

Agnes  worked on me for the whole hour.  She painted something above my breasts, on my breasts, all over my stomach, and around my pussy. The stuff went on cold and wet and dried in no time.  I felt fingers working on my blindfold and it came off.  The light was way too bright  and I closed my eyes. My gag was removed and I opened my eyes.   Master was looking at me.  He was smiling broadly.

He spoke, "Laura, my slave girl, you are gorgeous.  Agnes's touch has transformed you.  You were a beautiful girl when I left you.  Now, you are the most ravishing, sensuous, erotic flower in all the gardens of all the harems of the world."

What?  What is he raving about.  I'm the same slave girl I was. Agnes  just added paint. "Master, I don't know what you are referring to.  May I have a mirror?"

"Not yet," he said, "I want you to get the full picture at once." He put the blindfold back on me.  I felt his fingers releasing the straps.  He helped me out of the chair and led me by the arm a few paces.  The rings tugged at my nether lips. I heard a dinging of bells as I moved. He turned me to my right and removed the blindfold.  He cried, "Behold, my erotic slave girl."

I stared at the mirror.  I had trouble recognizing me in the glass.  I was now a riot of color. There was a huge rose covering my stomach.  The word 'SLAVE' Lay across my mons, just above my slit, in script.  My breasts were also labeled, 'OBEY' above my left breast, and 'SUBMIT' above my right.  A leafy vine encircle each breast, below the labels.  My nipples were at the core of rosebuds from the vine. short chains dangled from my new rings. Round bells hung at their ends. I was flaming in my belly.  I wanted to be fucked so hard, so bad.  My body reaching for an orgasm without any physical stimulation.  Pure submission and helplessness was fueling my orgasm. 

Master  said, "Posture, slave."

I understood.  I obeyed.  I thrust my breasts out, arched my back, spread my legs and orgasmed. The pure lust arising from obedience had pushed me over the edge. His strong arms grasped my chained arms and held me up as my legs buckled. "Thank you, Master.  Thank you for everything.  Would you like to fuck me now?  Your slave wishes to submit herself to you."

"Not yet," he said. He put the chastity belt on me. The belt covered my new rings, but the chains and their bells hung below me, dinging with every step.

I should have been indignant.  I should have spat at him.  What I did was sink to my knees and say, "I am grateful, my master.  They is the most precious gift you could have given me.  I will wear them proudly so long as you will have me." I kissed his feet, over and over.  

He said, "Stand up."

I stood as gracefully as I could and displayed my body for my master.  He kissed me, hard.  

He led me back to the car and we went home. The belt felt strange and confining. I guess Klaus was a good craftsman, even if I didn't care for it. I should have guessed a slavegirl would wear one of these. Men were notoriously territorial with their property.

"The belt is temporary, Laura. I have a more better design in the works, so don't get too attached to it."

"Yes, Master." I wanted to know more but didn't actually want to know more.


Chapter 5: Backdoor Training

The drive home was just as short as the trip to the plant. Master led me up to his bedroom and to a door I had thought was another closet. I was wrong. It was his playroom. Larger than the bedroom and sporting a number of pieces of bondage furniture. I spotted a pillory, several benches from plain rectangular and padded up to a complex, form-fitting bench with straps all over it, a couple of chains hanging from the high ceiling, A post with manacles attached, a horse, and a bastinado frame in the corner. Everything a well heeled BDSM aficionado might have ever read about.  The room was too bright and too clean for a BDSM movie, but he had all the equipment and there were a couple of things I didn't recognize.

I knew he wouldn't hurt me, but they were still scary. I compensated, "Ooh. All for me, Master?"

"Of course, You are my slave. Nothing but the best for you, Love."

He led her to a cabinet against one wall and opened the doors.  Her heart skipped a beat at the sight of the array of bondage gear hanging before her: whips, shackles, gags of every description, blindfolds, hoods, crops, tiny spring clips and  lengths of chain. Her Master took a plain ball gag off the rack and turned to her. "Open."

Laura opened her mouth, wondering if she was expected to say, "Yes, Master," now. She settled for plain obedience and opened her mouth wide.

He pressed the ball into her mouth and strapped it deep in her. 

Laura had a mighty gamut of feelings running through her. She expected pain, but not injury, and pleasure too great to bear. She expected she would have to endure both the pain and pleasure because he would make her helpless. And she expected, in the end, after all the stimulation was done, to be left drifting in a miasma of pleasure, yet still wanting more.

He led her to a pillory, a strong, wooden marvel of ancient design, used to train and punish women throughout the ages. He had put her in one, in LA, before she had submitted to him. It was exciting to be held tight, unable to move, so erotically positioned that her every erogenous zone and all of her girl parts exposed and available. Twinges of lust and fear made her tremble, eager to be used, eager to serve. Would he remove her chastity belt? He didn't need to. Two of her orifices were available. Sex or just titillation? Erotic or punishment pain? Whatever her Master wanted. He positioned her in front of it and lifted its locking bar of thick, polished oak.

Laura lay her wrists in their semicircular slots. It was sized for a girl's wrists and their fit was snug. He tugged at her leash and guided her head down across the lower bar of the pillory. She bent her head and fitted it into the waiting semicircle. It also  fit her neck snugly. Her collar was too big and Brad pushed it up higher on her neck. Her neck rested in its place. He carefully lowered the bar, making sure she wasn't pinched.

Laura felt the bar press slightly on her exposed wrists and neck as it seated. She felt the heavy catch lock it in place. She wiggled her imprisoned wrists and neck. They were immovably held. It was a moment of reality. She was firmly and rigidly held, at her Master's mercy, like the countless females before her. She  trusted her Master to protect her from harm and care for her. She was at peace with the world, now an object of desire and pride in her Master's world. She wondered idly what he would do first.

Brad removed her leg irons and dropped them by the cuffs. rubbed his cool hand across her bare ass. He ordered, "Spread your legs. Feet flat on the floor." She lifted her head, trying to catch a glimpse of his face, but the massive base of the pillory blocked her view back completely. She obeyed as best she could, not used to the chastity belt's restrictive bands on her thighs. He wrapped a leather cuff around each ankle then pulled her feet a little farther apart and clipped a chain to the cuffs to hold her in place.

Laura stared at the wall in front of her and her belly gave a fierce kick as she visualized herself helplessly bound, her wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak and her breasts dangling below her, her entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything. Suddenly terrified she squealed into her gag and struggled against the device holding her, but it was much too late. She could only tense vainly in her bonds and clench her jaw around the gag in fear.

She felt his hands roaming, gently over her exposed body, caressing, fondling her dangling breasts, soothing her growing fear. His voice came to her, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming her with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite her big brain and her knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was her Master. She knew he would take care of her.

He walked around her, touching, enjoying her feel, several times she felt his face touch and rub on her bare skin as he felt every part of her. He stepped in front of her and she could see no higher than his waist. His hands held hers, so gentle. He squatted in front of her and tilted her face up. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead and the tip of her nose. He opened his mouth and kissed her around the gag. His tongue licked across her lips as he drew back.

Brad went to the cabinet and selected a long, thin switch and swung it whistling in a rapid arc, back and forth.

Laura heard the whistle and knew precisely what it meant. Her whimper was soft and barely escaped past her gag. She knew it could strike anywhere on her exposed flesh and feared the worst. Fear made her eyes wide and her body tremble but there was not the least thing she could do to stay or slow his hand.

Sudden fear shook Laura. He was going to do whatever he wanted. She was mute and unable to move. He had a whip and all the time in the world. He could make her hurt interminably or give her unthinkable pleasure. She had no brake, no accelerator. He would choose what she felt and how long it took. He could keep her locked in the pillory for days or minutes She trembled wildly, hands clenching at air, her ass swaying back and forth, her eyes scanning the wall, looking for some way out. She squealed into her gag, trying to force human communication through its obdurate surface. But the gag strapped tightly in her mouth made a mockery of her frantic efforts and made her words incomprehensible.

Brad watched her frantic gyrations. He knew she was afraid of his whip. He intended to use it on her, but the pain it caused was a minor side effect of seeking his real goal, her pleasure and increasing submission. He chuckled at her misapprehension.

Laura heard his wry chuckle and knew there was nothing she could do to stop him. She was gagged and chained in a pillory, collared as a slave and he was going to whip her because he wanted to and because he could. He was her Master and as she understood that single fact, she stopped her futile struggles and took a deep, calming breath, steeling herself to accept the inevitable.

Brad watched her struggles and their end with understanding. "Good girl. You understand. You are my slave and submission is your duty. You'll become accustomed to the pillory and understand that I'll rarely use it for punishment. We both prosper when you're well used."

Laura nodded her head.

He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on Laura and pulled it tight.

To Laura's surprise, as soon as the blindfold cut off her sight, her arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet her sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement.

"Submit now, Laura," the sound of her Master's voice and its insistent message sent another bolt of arousal through Laura's helplessly exposed body. His fingers grasp her hard nipples, rolling and tugging her exquisitely aching buds. Laura shuddered in an immediate orgasm, her belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding her gaping sex with love juices.

Surprised by her rush to orgasm, Laura could only gasp and moan as her climax overwhelmed her and she came, knowing that she had submitted as a slavegirl, on the order of her Master.

The switch whistled down to sear a scorching stripe of fire across Laura's taut bottom, but her squeal of protest to the blazing heat on her naked skin died in a gasp of surprise when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and punished by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, whipped her bottom, played with her rock hard nipples, then punished her thighs, over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Laura did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her whip striped skin to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance or free will left in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over her and would obey every order, seek every opportunity to serve him and savor the delight of pleasuring him. The opinions and words of others were no longer relevant. She was going to live blissfully in subspace forevermore. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. Then she would be complete.

Brad had watched Laura's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning obedience stronger. She was becoming a perfect sex slave. Luckily for her, his intentions were benevolent as well as greedy. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. She was seeing him as the font of all pleasure and he would try to keep it that way. And there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his.  If he removed all her restraints, she would follow him naked anywhere, ignore all others, and obey him perfectly.

He put the whip back in the cabinet and caressed her breasts, "Mine," he whispered in her ear.

"Yours," she moaned around her gag.

When she heard his low voice Laura realized he was pausing in stimulating her. She knew he could return whenever he wished and fling her into forced orgasm whenever he wished. His demonstration of power over her could not have been better planned. His arrogant disregard of her desperate need served well to reinforce her subjugation. She understood the unspoken message well. She was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, her body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. If he decided she would wait for his pleasure, then she would wait. It was her duty to pleasure him. No matter how much she wanted him to use her body.

Her submissive passion did not wane with his delay. If anything, her passion increased with time. Laura was thankful for her gag, otherwise she would be sorely tempted to call out to him, to try to persuade her lord to change his plans just to satisfy her. The implications of such an act were unthinkable. Her world view would collapse if she could persuade him to change his mind even a tiny bit. She wanted a strong, dominant Master. It was necessary to what little pride she had left that only such a man could conquer her so completely.

Laura's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her instant responsiveness to her Master's fingers and whip and she trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had never been in this excited state before.

She feared she would not be able to stand it. Alas, she knew that in her helpless bondage, as a total slave, she would have no choice. She realized that slaves must simply endure what their Masters decided.

Brad's eyes feasted on the slender curves of the naked, whip striped and sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. He knew he could take her at any time, but he also knew that pleasure delayed is pleasure heightened and he was a patient man. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to the well-stocked cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. "Since you're still wearing your chastity belt, let's use another entrance, Laura."

Laura had hoped he would just unlock her belt and take her, but, again, she had no control at all and decided to enjoy the experience. After all, it wasn't the first time he had used her bottom and she had really, really enjoyed it then.

Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across the lingering stripes, soothing, caressing and calming her heated whimpers.

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand, and started gently massaging them. His fingers found her nipples were still wearing their new covers. He popped them off and dropped them on the floor. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Laura couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She resumed her soft whimpers of need.

Brad put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Remember what you practiced before. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Remember Laura, your whole body is mine to use or allow others to use.  All of your holes can be used to pleasure your master.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Brad watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes and lips squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincters.

"Good, Laura, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Laura gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Laura climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Brad climaxed and Laura climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my gag.

"Laura, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful. What a shame I've used it only for elimination. Thank you."

"Remember the stats I gave you last week. More women orgasm from anal intercourse than vaginal. Its all due to where the nerves that send sex signals to your brain are located. The reason you never considered it is because only a quarter of women ever try anal intercourse."

"I remember, Master. Will all the things you teach feel like this?"

"Ha. Wishful thinking, kitten. Most will be about business and staying healthy. Enough talking."

He put the gag back in Laura's mouth and walked out of her sight. His nimble fingers played her body yet again. Locked immobile in the pillory, he aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Again and again his hands tormented her ass interspersed with sweet caresses of her ass and breasts. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a second onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Laura was ready to become a full slave. He methodically switched back and fourth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to fasten on her swollen breasts , fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Laura shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her confined pussy and ran down her legs.. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed through the fine mesh of her chastity belt and down her legs.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Laura bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in near a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her empty love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Laura shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Laura screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at the obdurate oak, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, muffled only slightly by the ball strapped in her mouth, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Laura orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted in vain around her empty pussy, seeking an invader to milk of his seed m deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get missing sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Brad watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Laura's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense, but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, young woman, as submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Laura heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Laura's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She lowered her head until her chin rested against the oak beam and she closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on.

Brad slid from her bottom and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give. He knew now was the time to drive home the rules of her new life. She was totally receptive, all barriers were shattered and her acceptance would be total. He removed her gag.

Laura worked her jaw and turned her head to look up at him. She knew there was no going back for her.

"You submitted, Laura. You are now and forever mine."

"Yes, Master, I know. I long to pleasure you more, forever." Laura knew she couldn't help herself. She wanted to feel this joy over and over, every day of her life. He had taken her as her Master and she had responded as a full and complete slave. She lowered her head, scared by the depth of her response and the incredible pleasure she had found in her surrender. She knew she could never resist the ecstasy of bound slavery. She would beg him to put her in bondage  and use her many times. Her rational, thinking mind had been overwhelmed by her sensual pleasure seeking mind. She contemplated a future in which she could only become more and more tightly conditioned to slavery. She would obey every command, no matter how embarrassing or humiliating to avoid the possibility her Master might withhold her sexual release. Of being helplessly aroused, and needy at the mere sight of her Master. She shivered to the slave heat that burned in her belly and knew that freedom was the worst thing that could happen to her and she wanted none of it.

Laura gave in to the inevitability of her slavery and her belly churned deliciously as her desire for continuing subjugation grew. He took her out of the pillory and watched as she stretched her arms and legs.

He took me into the bath and watched me shower. Then he instructed me in how to keep my chastity belt clean and odor free. He gave me a small spray bottle with vinegar water to use between cleanings.

"Master, how long will I have to wear this?"

"You'll wear it when you're out of the house, along with your butt plug. I expect you'll have it on for eight hours at a time. I don't foresee you wearing it overnight. Time for your plug. Bend over.""

"Yes, Master. Thank you." I bent over and spread my bottom. He inserted the plug and locked it.


Chapter 6: Homelife

He took me down and found Audrey in the kitchen prepping some vegetables for lunch. She was wearing a cotton dress and, though I knew she was Max's slave, wasn't collared or wearing any restraints. I, on the other hand, was naked but for the chastity belt and was collared. My ankles were chained and I still wore my wrist cuffs, but they weren't joined.

I was still a little embarrassed to be naked in front of clothed people. I knew it was silly. I had decided to become a slave and slave girls were always scandalously clad, if at all, but still, I wasn't comfortable. I guess I'll learn, but a week wasn't enough.

Audrey turned around and said, "Morning, Sir. Laura, I see you have your CB. Is it comfortable?"
"Yes, Mistress. so far, but I have only had it on for an hour or so."

"Let me see." She wiped her hands and walked close to me. She felt around the edges, with her fingers, went behind me and checked the back, "Seems fine, tight, but not binding. Laura, try to get your fingers under the front shield."

I tried, but it was too tight. The rounded edges depressed my skin just a little. I doubt I could have shoved a piece of paper under it. "I can't, Mistress. Its too tight."

"OK. Well check again after you've been exercising. You may shrink a little around there."

She turned to Master and asked, "Sir, may I have her now. I'd like to show her around and get her dressed."

Master said, "OK. She's yours until lunch." He walked out of the kitchen.

"'Bye, Master." Pathetic right? But I really liked being with him. What did she mean by dressed? I thought I was going to be naked at home. Best wait and see.

Audrey said, Come with me." I followed her into a storeroom. She opened a cupboard and took a rolled up item of leather out and unrolled it. She held it up and said turn around. It was a corset. She wrapped it around my waist and stared lacing it up. She only laced it loosely then led me over to a wooden bar hanging from the ceiling. She had my put my hands on it and pull down. It didn't move, but I felt it put tension on my torso. Then she started pulling the laces tight. I was worried because of some stories I had read. But she stopped before it was too tight.

"This is an expensive corset, designed to let you do serious waist training and reduce it by three inches, eventually.  Its important it not be too tight at first. Your body will slowly adapt and in ten minutes it will just feel like clothing. Every day we'll go a little tighter and soon you won't feel dressed unless you're wearing it."

"This is a good place to stop. There's about another two inches to go before the corset is closed tight.  You'll be there in a couple of weeks or so. Your body will adapt."

I was surprised it was so loose. It felt just like a snug blouse and not uncomfortable at all.

She dressed me in a tiny latex maid's uniform that hid nothing at all. Two narrow black straps passed through my nipple rings and tied behind my neck. They didn't come close to covering my nipples and the skirt was cut away in the front so my chastity belt was fully visible. The tiny apron was as wide as my hips, but ended three inches below my waist. All my girl parts were completely exposed. 

I protested, "Mistress, why bother. This silly outfit covers nothing."

"Of course. Master doesn't want you covered up. He wants you erotically displayed. Think of this outfit ass the frame around your portrait. No complaining."

"Yes, Mistress. Its lovely and so light and airy."

"I have whip rights over you, so don't be snarky with me."

"Sorry, Mistress. I'll try and watch my tongue."

"OK. I'm going to show you where the cleaning supplies and tools are located. Memorize them." She went around the tidy room opening drawers and cupboards and naming objects inside. It was logical and easy to remember, and all the doors and drawers were labeled. The she took me around the house and explained the cleaning schedule. She said, "I do most of the cleaning on Tuesday and Thursday while you're at work. Master wants you to contribute, so I'll save the dusting for you. It should only take an hour each day. Anything unusual, like cleanup after a party, you'll get to help on the weekends."

You'll also help in the garden. Bill is our gardener and he'll give you some things to do like watering or cutting flowers for the table. Some other things in the planting season. Let's go meet him.'

She led me outside and said, "Master told me he set your electronic tether to let you reach the end of the garden. Be careful when you get near the end. A few feet can make a painful surprise. Pay attention to your warning."

I knew what she meant. The thing I carried in my bottom would vibrate if I was getting near a limit and shock me if I exceeded it. The shocks would increase in strength if I stayed outside my limit.

There was a covered potting shed with tables and a rack for tools where I would make cut flower arrangements for the house. There was also a display refrigerator and a shelf filled with empty vases. There was already vases of ferns and leaves in the refrigerator. Audrey said, "This is where you'll make the arrangements. We need four per day.  You can make them a few days ahead if you like." She opened a loose leaf binder and showed me photos of professional arrangements, "For examples."

A man came around the corner carrying a hose. Audrey saw him and called out, "Master Bill, we're in the flower shed."

He turned toward us and approached, He was tall and rangy, like I always imagined a cowboy. He wore a cowboy hat and boots, jeans and a denim work shirt. He was ruggedly handsome, maybe thirty years old. He wasn't bowlegged so I guess he hadn't spent all his life on a horse.

He dropped the hose outside and stepped into the shaded shed. He said, "Howdy, Miss Audrey." He looked me up and down and said, "Hello, beautiful lady." His eyes paused on my ringed breasts and descended to my exposed, nude pussy, on down to my ankle chain and high heels. Then they began their slow, evaluating journey back up to my face. I thought he was focused on my nose ring. I felt thoroughly examined, evaluated, and pigeonholed. I felt the blush rising in my face as he studied me. I shouldn't feel embarrassed. This is just what I expected would happen when strangers saw me as a slave, but I couldn't help it. Maybe I'd get used to such exposure and my slave status eventually. It will likely take a while.

He was free, so I said, "Hello, Master bill."

"just Bill will do."

Audrey stepped in, "Master Bill, this is Laura. She's Master Bradley's new slave girl. She is under orders to address every free man as 'Master.' If she doesn't, she may be punished."

"Miss Audrey, would you whip her if she doesn't call me Master?"

"Master Bill, I'm a slave too and she's under me. If I fail to administer punishment, I can be punished too. And you know Master Bradley and Master Max can observe everything that happens n the estate."

"Yeah, I know. I'm just not used to pretty girls calling me Master, except you of course Miss Audrey."

"Thank you, Master Bill. I was just showing Laura the flower shed. She'll be helping you in the garden now. I'll leave her with you. Please escort her back inside when you're done."

"OK. It'll be thirty minutes or give or take."

Audrey went back into the house.

He turned toward the entrance. "Come with me." I followed him.

"Why did you become a slave?"

"Sex, lust, security, and I realized I was a submissive, so this was the best way to feel fulfilled and happy."

"Yeah, that's what the others said. Must be true. I never really understood."

"I think only a submissive girl would, Master. Did you know Master Bradley's former girls?"

"Yes. I did. They were nice and Mr. Hancock smiled a lot when they were here. He hasn't been happy without them. He's a new man since you've arrived. I know you're not married or anything, but he cares for you, a lot. He's a lot more fun to work for when you girls are around."

He showed me where the water facets were located. One was at the back and my insert vibrated when I got close. "Master, Bill, this faucet is close to the end of my limit. Its OK, but is there any place father from the house you need me to go?"

"No, this is the farthest. If you're uncomfortable here, I can ask the boss to increase your range."

"No, this will be fine. But thank you, Master."

The garden was large but very orderly. I don't mean a formal garden, but lots of varieties, most labeled and an aerial map showing where all the plants were in great detail. "Master, how do you make such a great picture. Is it a paining?"

"No, I have a drone I use for aerial photography. The boss got it for me and I take overhead shots of the estate and the races."

"Master, which races are those. Is there a track near here?" I was thinking horses or cars.

"Ponygirls. The track is on this estate, just over that rise to our left. You can just see the top of the stable if you look close."

I stared at the rise and I could just see the top edge of a roof, right at the crest of the hill.

"Ponygirls? Really?"

"Yeah, I imagine you'll be doing that soon. The girls seem to like it, prancing around pulling carts, racing and giggling a lot. I enjoy watching them. They seem to be having a lot of fun and they aren't hard to look at, like you."

I flushed with the compliment. "Thank you, Master."

"Would you like to see the drone? I like to show it off."

"I'm yours to command, Master, but I would like to see it. I've read about them but never got close or saw one in action."

"All right," he said, enthusiastically. "Wait here and I'll get it." He looked so happy and eager, I couldn't help but share his joy. Serve men. My goal. I didn't know it would rub off on other men too. Neat.

He returned with a small, black thing shaped like an insect with four propellers pointed up, like a helicopter. He let me hold it and showed me the camera slung below it. He named all the parts then turned it on, set it on the ground, and we backed up ten feet.

He held the controller in front of him and I watched the small video screen as the camera started putting an image on it. He did something with the controls and the propellers started turning. With a soft roar of abused air the drone rose off the ground and stopped ten feet above it.

He used a joystick to make the camera point at us. I could see myself on  the screen. He made it fly away from us into the sun, then rotate and come back with our images growing larger in the screen. He stopped it twenty feet away and said, "Wave to the camera." I obeyed and then he landed it in front of us.

"I got a great shot of you waving. I'll send a copy of the video to the boss. He'll like that."

"Thank you, Master. I enjoyed learning something about the drone."

Well, I think you'll see more of me and it when you join the ponygirls."

He put away the drone them took me back to the house. My mind was awhirl with the thought of being a ponygirl. I wouldn't have any choice, so I might as well decide to look forward to it Still, I wondered what it would feel like. Harnessed to a carriage being steered by a driver through a bit in my mouth. Would I still think like a person or fall into the subspace I'd heard about? Mind blank and alert for the next twitch of my reins? What would a pony girl think about? Pondering when I'd get to rest? When and what would I get fed?  Would I just eliminate on the ground like real horses? Would my hands be freed or not? Would I have to sleep in the stable of return to Master's bed?

So many things to wonder about and no ability to choose. Shameful and humiliating, but so exciting.

Bill delivered me to Audrey in the kitchen. She put me to work cleaning and chopping vegetables.

"Cut them neatly. There's going to be four guests for dinner tonight and I want the food to be well presented."

A dinner party? I hadn't thought about that before. That's why I'm wearing the slutty maid's uniform. I'm goin to serve strangers. Then a thought occurred to me. "Mistress, are the women going to be slaves or free?"

"Free, I believe. Master told me four guests and if some of them are slaves he usually tells me so I don't set a place for them."

Great. Two free women. "Mistress, do you know if the guests are aware Master has a slave girl?"

"No, but don't worry about it. Most of Master's business associates know he likes slave girls. The women will likely feel sorry for you until they figure out how you feel and that its consensual. Then they'll either despise you, pity you, worry their men will want a slave too, or envy you. But they can't do anything about it, so at worst you'll get some snide remarks. The men will just want you. All you have to do is be truthful if asked a question and refer all suggestions to your Master. You're a slave. Its what you want. Be obsequious, pity those poor women who can't be as happy as you. You've found your Sweet Spot."

She's right. What do I care what strangers think? "Yes, Mistress. Thank you. I'll just be myself."

The guests were due at six. Everything was ready by four when Master came into the room.

"You look beautiful, but a little mussed. You and Audrey have been working hard, it appears."

"Yes, Master, but everything is ready and she's had me practice serving."

"Nervous?"

"Very."

"Don't be. Allen Dinsdale and Frank Connely own a company and want to be suppliers for my company. This is their opening visit. They haven't made any offer yet and so they just want to show me they're reasonable men I'd like to work with. We'll have wine before dinner and I'll show them my art. One of the women, Joan Connely wife is an artist with a fair reputation and she wants me to buy some of her pieces for the office. Sue Ellen Dinsdale doesn't work outside the home.

When they arrive, they'll be shocked and embarrassed by you. That's OK. I want the men to be surprised and distracted by you.  That's why you're dressed as you are. Its possible that Joan will want to sample your body, she has quite a reputation for straying over the fence. Lead her on. I may want you to give her an orgasm after dinner. Just warning you so you're ready. Any problems with that?"

I thought about it. It sounded like fun. "No, Master. But even if I did, I would obey you. I'm your slave."

"Good girl."

Boy, I'm such a slave. His words made me all slooshy inside.

"After you serve the food, come kneel beside me. I'll feed you as always. When we're finished, clean away the dishes and serve brandy to everyone, then I'll take the men to the study for our business discussion and you can entertain the women. If all else fails, just tell them how I treat you. I won't mind."

"Yes, Master."

"OK, go tell Audrey to get you ready."

She took the uniform and corset off. clipped a leash on my nose ring. Just a reminder of my status, I guess. I would have followed her anyway. She led me into a large, shower room I hadn't seen before. She took out my butt plug and let me use the toilet. Then She led me to the center of the room, over a drain. She lowered a chain from th ceiling and locked my cuffs to it. It retracted until my hands were held just over my head. She spread my feet apart and fastened them to the floor.

The oversized enema nozzle went in easily since the plug had stretched me a bit. It was too loose so she secured it to my chastity belt, then I was filled with an orange scented liquid. I felt the warm liquid flow into me, filling me until I bulged. It was remarkably like anal sex, except I was standing up. I savored the warm, full feeling. She left me full for a few minutes then drained me. I watched the orange-brown liquid flow down the drain. drain. She repeated it twice more, until she thought I was clean.

She put the enema stuff aside then washed me using a shower wand and a washcloth. She used lots of soap and lathered me well. I might have felt cold if it weren't for the heat lamps shining down on us. She washed my hair next.

She rinsed me off with a warm spray then lubed my anus with her finger. She dried my hair and brushed it until it shone.

I felt like a prize cow being prepared for the judging and my owner wanted me to look good. Reasonable, I thought. I was no higher than an animal now, though a very intelligent animal.


Chapter 7: Dinner

When I was clean and dry, Audrey lifted my hands higher until I was on tiptoe. She put the corset back on me and laced it even tighter. She had been correct, earlier. My body had adapted and i had not noticed any tightness before she removed it. Now, though, I was tight, again.

"You've improved in just half a day, Laura. This morning you had a twenty five inch waist, now you're at twenty four with the same tension. Tomorrow we'll have to go to a smaller corset. You'll have a nineteen inch waist in a few weeks. You'll look even lovelier with your full breasts and slender hips."

"Thank you, Mistress." I guess I meant it. I thought I looked pretty good already, but what girl didn't want a tiny waist. That was the gold standard in today's society.

She released my feet and hands and dressed me again in the latex maid's uniform. She stood me in front of a mirror. I looked like a sex slave, no question. All my girl parts were exposed, some might say, flagrantly. My gold nose ring, collar, cuffs and leg irons shone in the warm light. The leash was a jarring counterpoint to my unchained hands. Why one and not the other. I hoped the leash might be removed before I served the guests. It was an open invitation to snagging and causing clumsy spills. And it was too much. I was already exposed, humiliated, and helpless.

Still, I looked good. I had a long neck and legs, my body was trim, my face thin and elfin, my long red hair fell almost to my waist. I looked like an enslaved elf. All I needed was pointed ears, I thought, but I'd better never say that out loud.

She took me into the living room. Master was already seated in his favorite chair, reading something. He looked up as we entered, Audrey took off my leash and said, Master, Laura is ready."

"Yes, I can see. She's beautiful and sexy as hell. Good job. Thank you."

She said "Thank you, Master," and went into the kitchen.

"Go upstairs and do your makeup. The guests will be here soon."

"Yes, Master, at once. " I ran up the stairs, my ankle chain jingling as I hurried.  I went with slutty to match my outfit and put on some large hoop earrings. Not sophisticated, but they matched my nose and nipple rings.

I looked as good as a Paris whore. I hurried back downstairs and posed just inside the living room.

Master whistled, "Gorgeous, Laura. You look  a perfect sex slave."

"Thank you, Master." I went over and knelt beside him, facing the foyer.

"Nervous?"

"A little, Master. This is the first time I've been a slave in front of free women. I know I shouldn't care what they think, but..."

"Its a natural reaction, Laura.  You're tough and beautiful. They'll be scared spit less their men will want them like you. And they'll probably be right. Its just that their men have been too concerned with ambition and money than with finding someone like you."

I heard the doorbell, then Max greeting them. Master stood and I followed suit. It sounded like all four had arrived together. I heard their footsteps then the rustling of their clothes as they moved closer. Time seemed to stretch forever and then the women were in the doorway. I watched their eyes find Master and they smiled. Then the brunette on the left found me. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped open, comically. She made a sort of soft squeak as  her eyes traveled first to my nose ring and collar, then dropped to my ringed nipples, hesitated a moment on my exposed chastity belt. Probably trying to make sense of the unusual object. Finally focusing on my hobble.  She half turned to her companion and said, "Allen, that woman?"

Frank's mouth was split in a wide grin by this time and he only said , "I see."

The blonde had seen me by now and her reaction was identical to the first woman, right up to the point where she stared at my ankle chain. Then she smiled and licked her lips. This must be Joan.

Just like that I was OK. I understood these women and I wasn't scared any more. I was Master's slave girl. I had been found beautiful enough to collar and control. They hadn't. Joan saw my focus in life was Master and sex and saw me as a taste condiment she wanted to taste. Sue Ellen is the brunette and lacks self confidence. She is afraid she will lose her husband to a younger, prettier girl and doesn't know how to stop it. Maybe I'll tell her if she's nice.

The men stepped forward, past their women. I followed MAster as he went to them and shook hands. The women and I looked at each other. I wanted to talk with them and find out how a slave girl would fit into their society. SUe Ellen now looked more nervous than I had felt earlier. Joan was cool and examined my naked, ringed body with interest. I bet she was going to ask me to model for her, with the usual dalliances as part of my reward.

Master introduced me as "Laura, my slave girl," and left it at that.

I asked the women, "Would you care for some wine. We have some wonderful Washington Merlot and a fruity California Chablis on ice."

Joan said, I'd love some Merlot. Sue Ellen said, "I need something stronger."

"Whiskey, Bourbon, Gin, Vodka, or a mixed drink?"

"Whiskey, neat," she said.

Joan chimed in, "Forget the wine. Whiskey for me too. Neat."

"At once." I went to the bar and poured their drinks. They had followed me over and picked them up. They both sipped.

Joan asked, "Aren't you going to join us?"

"Sorry, I can't. Master doesn't allow me to drink."

Sue Ellen asked, "And you let him order you around like that?"

"Of course. I'm his slave. I must obey him and I enjoy it a lot more than I did alcohol, anyway."

Joan said, "Of course I'm curious. What made you decide to obey him? Or is he forcing you somehow?"

"Oh no. I begged him to enslave me. Its my idea."

"Your idea. All the metal, the rings, the hobble?"

"I just want to be his slave, to obey him, to have sex with him. All the rest is trappings. Not important except to let everyone know what I am."

Joan asked, "Its important to have people know you're a slave?"

"I know. Foolish pride. I'm proud he chose me to collar. He could have had any one of hundreds of women, more than  one at a time, if he wanted. But he chose me."

Joan said, "I don't understand, but I don't have to. I will admit that you are beautiful and erotic in a way I never thought would be. I'd love to paint you."

"Joan, one of the absolute delights of being enslaved is that I don't make and choices or have any expectations of being listened to. My actions are completely up to Master. Ask him if he'll let me sit for you."

Joan turned to Sue Ellen and said, "Sue Ellen, you've been awfully quiet. Don't you have any questions for Laura?"

Sue Ellen looked at me for a long moment and said, "Laura, no offense, but you scare the hell out of me. Don't you realize you're turning back the clock on women's rights hundred of years."

I had had this thought many times over the last week. I always came to the same result. "So what. This makes me more happy than I've ever been. I was depressed before this. I'm sure its not for every girl, but its right for me. I'm not advocating it, just enjoying it."

Joan asked, "So does being a slave mean you have to obey me?"

"Yes, so long as your order don't conflict with Masters. Right now he's told me to serve his guests before dinner. He'd have to agree before I'd obey your order to do something different."

"OK. Take off your dress, Laura."

I had to obey her. I didn't need the dress to obey my Master. "Yes, Mistress." I untied the strap behind my neck and pulled it off. I dropped it behind the bar.

I guess Master noticed the motion, he walked over and asked me, "Getting warm, Laura?"

Joan piped up, with a shit kicking grin, "I told her to Brad. She's a very obedient slave. Can I borrow her sometime to paint her?"

"He smiled and said to me, "Good girl," and turned and went back to the men who were watching us, me, closely.

Joan said, "I'll work on him some more later. You'd be a grand subject. Meanwhile, refill our glasses."

"Yes, Mistress." She was enjoying her new found and unexpected power. I refilled them both. Sue Ellen seemed to be feeling the whiskey more than Joan. Maybe she'd been imbibing before coming here.

Max announced, "Dinner is ready."

The men took their women's arms and I followed Master. While they were getting seated I went to the kitchen and started bringing salads in.

When I put the salad in front of Joan she put a finger through one of my nipple rings and pulled me down a little further. She whispered in my ear, "I expect to have a lot of fun with you, Laura."

I said, in a conversational voice, "You should ask Master first, Mistress."

Her husband said, "I think you would look lovely with rings like hers, Joan."

She looked at him in feigned surprise, "Why Frank, I thought you'd never notice, but you're right They're very fetching. Brad, can you refer me to a good place?"

Master smiled, "If you'll stop by the plant tomorrow, I'll get you fixed up then. Frank, why don't you bring her by at noon. We'll have lunch then we can look at some of the pieces we were talking about while Joan's getting ringed. Allen, of course you and Sue Ellen are welcome too.

Sue Ellen said in a slightly slurred voice, "You bet. I want the rings too."

Joan released me with a look that said, "Later, honey."

I finished serving the salads then knelt beside Master.

I was careful to spread my knees and thrust my breasts out.

Joan noticed and said, Brad, is Laura just showing off her body or do you make her stretch like that?"

Master put a fork of salad in my mouth and said, I requires my slave girls to display all their assets when kneeling or standing. Laura picked it up very quickly. She's a bit of an exhibitionist as well as extremely submissive."

She continued, "Do most girls pick it up quickly?"

"It seems the girls who want to be slaves pick it up quickly, of course if they don't they are punished. A few flicks of the whip and every girl learns rapidly."

"Your girls consent to being whipped?"

"Of course. They want to belong to strong men and be kept in their place. A little pain is de rigueur for a slave. They relish it. Pain and pleasure are just two sides of a coin. pain always leads to rapturous pleasure for them, if its done properly, and I always do it properly."

It was strange being talked about as if I wasn't there or couldn't understand. I didn't mind and couldn't contribute unless I was asked. If I was asked, I'd say I liked Master to spank me or whip me, even if it didn't lead to an orgasm immediately. It was arousing and exciting. To me it meant he cared enough about me to want to make me perfect.

I served the main course and this time it was Allen who took hold of my ring when I bent over to put his plate on the table. Except this time he grasped my nose ring. He pulled me down a little and examined the ring. In a normal tone he asked me, "Laura, what do your rings feel like when they move?"

"Master, My nipple rings make me aroused. I think of Master when they pull on my nipples. My nose ring makes me excited and its not the same thing. When I feel my nose ring move, and that's whenever I move, it excites me to know I am Master's chattel, his to control. He has all the power and it feels so good."

"Do you think Sue Ellen would feel the same?"

"Master, I don't know. You'll have to put them in her and see. They can always be removed."

He released me. "Thank you, Laura." Sue Ellen, You'll have yours tomorrow, so we can see."

Sue Ellen looked scared and said, in a small voice, "If you think you'll like them, Allen."

Joan promptly said, "Me too, Sue Ellen. We'll try them together. Right Frank?"

Frank said, "Certainly. Then maybe we'll try the rest of the slavery stuff. I'd like you to be like Laura."

Joan looked thoughtful, "Maybe. Remember Frank it has to be consensual."

Frank didn't say anything. He just looked at Joan and she lowered her eyes. Resignation? Were both Joan and Sue Ellen submissives?

When dinner was over I cleared the dishes and returned to find everyone had gone to the living room. When I walked in I heard Joan say, "You're exaggerating, Sir."

Master said, "I'll show you. Laura, come here."

He put a leash on my nose ring and handed it to Joan.

Joan took the leash and looked at her husband. He was smiling, encouraging her to do it. Her thoughts were whirling, "Does Frank want to see me orgasm with another woman? Won't it screw up our relationship? Its so erotic. I want it. Why is Hancock letting me use her this way? What is he getting out of it? Does he really think this will make me want to be a slave too? Does he want me to be ringed like his woman? Is Frank in on this?" Then the urgency of her need took over. She pulled Laura forward and down, saying, “Down girl. Service me.” She pulled off her tiny red thong and set it beside her. She spread her legs wide apart and could feel her labia lips open and feel cool air flow into her warm pussy.

I was ashamed, proud, excited and scared all at the same time. Master was letting Joan make me eat her out in front of her husband and another couple. I guess Master was also showing me that he could and would demand anything from me. There were no limits to what he might order me to do. What the hell. I had no pride anymore. I had begged Master to enslave me and I guess he did. I smiled as if I had just been given a new pony for Christmas and bent to my job with a vengeance. I would give her the best orgasm she's ever had and I would enjoy it.

I knelt between Joan's legs and let my head follow the tug on my nose down to her silky sex. I immediately began sucking and licking the moist sex.   Savoring the hearty musk I had smelled earlier.  Joan held the leash close to my nose ring, pulling me into her sex. “Faster, harder” she moaned.

I started slow, licking my Mistress' labia lips, first one, then the other. I could feel them growing larger, firmer as I licked. I avoided the inner lips and hard nub of the clitoris. That came later. I listened to my Mistress' breathing. It was still calm. I waited for the breathing to increase in volume and frequency.  Then, I pushed my tongue inside the labia and licked the cunt lips. After a few strokes, I tasted my Mistress' love juices, not much yet, just a taste. I licked harder and faster and the flow of love juices grew into a steady flow.

I feasted on them, sucking them all in, relishing the taste of my Mistress. I sucked them into my mouth, swallowing over and over. I loved the salty, yet somehow feminine taste of the intimate flow. I licked a little faster, but saved my best effort to drive my Mistress  over the edge.  I knew my Mistress was not ready yet. Almost, almost. Now I started licking as fast and hard as I could. My Mistress started gasping and moaning and I took her clit into my mouth.  I sucked and licked it hard. 

Joan was pushed over the edge. I didn't care. I felt her belly convulse with a huge orgasm.  Joan gasped, then slumped, utterly relaxed.   Joan's love juices flowed like a river. Despite all my training and experience, I had never felt such a geyser.  I could not believe that such force came from the heaving moaning, gasping female in front of me. I sucked in every drop of it, gloriously happy and content to be a part of such joy.

I felt lighter than air, flowing through the clouds with the orgasm pushing me up and away. I felt my love juices gushing and out of my sex. I felt every stroke of Laura's tongue, every exhalation of her warm breath onto my swollen sex lips. I grasped my slave's nose leash tight, pulling her hard into my belly. My other hand was in back of Laura's head grasping a lock of her hair. I was aware of every nerve in my body, every muscle, every bone, sinew and blood cell. I was more alive than ever before.

An orgasm was swelling in my belly,  slowly oozing into her sex. Pushing into it, swelling it, making it burn with anticipation. I wanted, needed, Laura to go faster, wanted the orgasm to burst in me. My belly was throbbing , almost to the spasms of orgasm. I was close, so close. I could almost feel the joy, the ultimate pleasure just over the edge. The edge. The Edge was so close. “Faster,” she moaned. She needed the release NOW. I felt Laura's tongue speed up.  I felt the orgasm on the lip of the edge, I squeezed my legs around Laura, my sex lips around her tongue. I felt the slave start sucking and licking my clit and it drove my belly wild. I felt my orgasm slide over the edge and burst inside me. It felt like the inside of my vagina was fluttering its wings. Like a butterfly trying to fly. I gasped and moaned at the unbearable pleasure. My hips jerked up, lifting Laura's knees off the floor. And heard Frank, from far, far away, say, ”My God, are you all right Joan?

After a long time, I revived enough to hear Frank say, “Wake up Joan, wake up.”

I opened my eyes. Laura was still kneeling between my legs, my love juices shining on her cheeks and chin, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. I felt pretty good too.

I said, "Thank you, Laura. You're the best."

Frank pulled me up and kissed me. He held me close and whispered in my ear, Honey, You're going to be even better."

I stiffened, What? "What do you mean?"

"It was incredibly erotic watching you orgasm with Laura. We're going to have incredible, animal sex as soon as we get home. I think we're going to discover the inner slave in you, Joan, and you're going to love it."

I didn't say anything. What could I say?`

Master took my leash back from Joan and turned to Sue Ellen and Allen, "Would you like to try, Sue Ellen?"

She blushed bright red and said, "No, no. I couldn't"

Joan chimed in, "Sue, you must. This is the opportunity of a lifetime. Laura is incredible and you'll have the best orgasm of you life. Tell her, Allen."

Allen looked serious and said, somewhat analytically, "Sue, I watched Joan have a very good time. You're among friends who want to give you an equally great pleasure. I think you should do it and I'll be right here. You may never get this chance again."

Sue seemed to think it over. She smiled faintly and said, "Well, I guess it won't hurt. Give me her leash. You don't mind, Laura.?"

I said, "I would treasure the experience, Mistress. I will enjoy servicing you." I meant it too. I really enjoyed making Joan orgasm. The sounds, the feeling as I made her body respond to me were exciting and arousing. I also really like her taste. Different from Master but just as yummy.

Sue Ellen stood up and removed her sensible panties, lifted her skirt and sat down on the edge of her chair. She leaned back and said, "Ready," like she was getting a massage. She let my leash hang loose and kept her legs together.

Joan said, "Spread your legs dear, she has to get close to you."

Sue Ellen slowly spread her legs and said, "You won't bite me will you?"

Everyone else in the room laughed. I said, Mistress, I use my lips and tongue. I won't bite, I promise." It wasn't completely true. I'd nibble on her clit at the end, but she won't care then.

I knelt between her legs and put my mouth on her labia lips. She had a fine, thick bush and I spent a few motions getting her foliage out of the way. I began sucking and licking the moist sex.   Savoring the hearty musk I had smelled earlier.  Sue Ellen moaned.

I started slow, licking her labia lips, first one, then the other. I could feel them growing larger, firmer as I licked. I avoided the inner lips and hard nub of the clitoris. That came later. I listened to my Mistress' breathing. It was still calm. I waited for the breathing to increase in volume and frequency.  Then, I pushed my tongue inside the labia and licked the cunt lips. After a few strokes, I tasted Sue Ellen's love juices. They were different from Joan's but I couldn't say how. I licked harder and faster and the flow of love juices grew into a steady flow.

I feasted on them, sucking them all in, relishing her taste. I sucked them into my mouth, swallowing over and over. I loved the salty, yet somehow feminine taste of the intimate flow. I licked a little faster, but saved my best effort to drive her  over the edge.  I knew she was not ready yet. Almost, almost. Now I started licking as fast and hard as I could. She started gasping and moaning and I took her clit into my mouth.  I sucked and licked it hard. 

I pushed her over the edge. I felt her belly convulse  and she bucked up off the chair with a huge orgasm.  She gasped, screamed, then slumped back down into the chair.   Sue Ellen's love juices flowed like Joan's had.  She orgasmed just like Joan had. It was hard to believe that the heaving moaning, gasping female in front of me could produce such a flow. I sucked in every drop of it, gloriously happy in my power to force such pleasure from a woman.

I crept back, as far as my leash allowed and watched her recover. Slowly her eyes opened then focused on me. She said, "Wow. That was incredible. Do you always do that to women?"

"Always, Mistress. To men too, don't I, Master?"

Master said, "Laura is one in a million, Sue Ellen. She is pure eroticism. I'm very fortunate to have found her."

"Thank you, Master. I'm glad too."

"Ladies and gentlemen, I think we owe Laura a reward for giving the ladies such pleasure. Would you like to help me with that enjoyable task?"

They all applauded and I felt grand. Master took my leash and I stood up  The women stood up and picked up their garments. I saw the men smile and take the thong and panties form the women and pocket them. Master led me upstairs to the playroom and the others followed.

"Stand."

I went into standing display. Master unlocked my chastity belt and removed my butt plug. I stood there poised as he explained the functions of the butt plug and showed them the remote. He left me standing there while he took them into the bedroom and presumably cleaned the plug. They were gone a few minutes and I was surprised when they returned. The women had disrobed and were both completely naked.

He explained, "Laura is unable to orgasm unless she is in stringent bondage, so the various items of furniture enable that with a bit of variety possible. I discovered this by accident because Laura was not aware of  the reason for her inability to orgasm. Isn't that right, Laura?"

"Yes, Master. I was unable to orgasm until Master discovered how to unlock my orgasms. My key."

Master led me to the pillory and locked my neck and wrists in place. He fastened my feet down and spread, then he said, "Laura, Sue Ellen and Joan want to reward you for the pleasure you gave them." He stepped away and I felt the women's fingers gently playing over my body, around my breasts and over my nipples. They played with my rings and played on my tautly stretched ass. Ghostly fingers stroked my pussy, one slipping between my outer lips to caress the sensitive inner lips in my most secret place. My hips swayed back and forth, trying futilely to press against the quick fingers, striving for that deeper arousal I loved so well.

Laura stared at the wall in front of her and her belly gave a fierce kick as she visualized herself helplessly bound, her wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak and her breasts dangling below her, her entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything. She was excited, ready to savor the pleasure of strangers.

I felt my heavy rings and the chain joining them sway below me, pulling my nipples forward then back, over and over, driving my arousal higher with every tug. I felt one finger then two rub around my puckered anus, still open because of the plug that had been stretching it until it was removed mere minutes ago. I felt the cool slippery lubricant in their wake. then a male phallus slipped in and started sliding in and our. My arousal was growing unbearable. Who was it in me? Master? One of the other men? I remembered the exercises Master had taught me. I relaxed as he entered and squeezed as he withdrew.

Then the fingers began their assault on ly pussy in earnest and I wondered how they could do that at the same time. It was wonderful, but I couldn't feel anyone behind me, No smack as his balls and thighs hit my ass. I t was only when the penis entered my pussy and stroked identically with the one in my ass did I realized they had put a fucking machine in me. A dumb electric motor was shoving fake penises in and out of both my holes while nimble fingers continued to stimulate my other erogenous zones. I was mildly insulted the men couldn't take me themselves, but I was also incredibly aroused. I felt my belly contract, once, twice, then uncountable times as incredible pleasure drove all intelligence out of me. I could only feel the pleasure, there was no room in my brain for thinking. Every neuron, every synapse was busy transmitting and feeling pleasure. My belly started to orgasm, throbbing and spasming, pushing the love juices into my canal around the plastic dildos making me feel so good. My gasps and moans changed to a scream as I climaxed and everything grew dim. I didn't faint, but came close, I think.

Joan and Sue Ellen stepped back and took their hands off Laura, enjoying her climax almost as much as she was.

Brad said, "Girls, why did you stop?"

Joan, ever the bravest of the two, said, surprised, "Laura's having her orgasm. We're done."

"NO, no, no. She will orgasm as long as she's stimulated. Keep going and she can too, for at least ten more minutes."

Joan said, "I never knew we could do that. Are you sure?"

"Keep working and you'll see."

Frank said, "Keep going, Joan. I want to see this. and maybe I'll do the same for you  someday."

Allen echoed Frank, 'You too Sue Ellen. Imagine what a ten minute orgasm will feel like."

Joan and Sue Ellen looked at each other, shrugged and got busy with Laura again. Their fingers rubbed and tweaked, tugged and stroked, sliding into her inner labia lips, working along side the mechanical dildos stroking her insides.

Suddenly, the fingers were back, driving me into unbearable ecstasy again, arousing me to more orgasms. My belly was continually spasming, pumpin love juices out of my n=bottomless reservoir. How much can I take? Then I remembered. I must endure as lon as Master decrees. My muscles were shaking and aching but the spasms wouldn't stop. I cried, and moaned and begged. They kept my orgasms going for long minutes My voice failed me and all I could do was gasp before the motor and the fingers stopped. I hung in the pillory, barely able to breathe, totally exhausted, but suffused with pleasure. The plastic intruders were pulled out of me with a sucking sound. I had enjoyed them, but I was happy to feel them go.

I heard Joan ask, "Are you OK?"

I managed to nod my head once, but I was too tired to lift it again. Master unlocked the pillory and released my feet. I lay in the stocks after the bar was lifted, unable to find the strength to raise up. Master picked me up , carried me to the bed and lay me on it gently. I opened my eyes and saw everyone looking at me. "Thank you for the wonderful orgasm. That was a long one."

Joan said, "I never knew a girl could have a continuous orgasm like you did. Can anyone do it?"

"I don't know. I've never seen anyone else do it. Master?"

Master said, "I've given a continuous orgasm to several girls. It worked on all of them. I don't know about every woman. Do you want to try?"

Joan looked thoughtful and responded, "I'm not sure.   It might kill me." Then she smiled, "Not today anyway."

"OK, rain check. Sue Ellen, how about you?"

She shuddered, "No."

Allen said, "Maybe later."

Sue Ellen turned her head and looked at her husband, but didn't say anything.

Master locked the floor chain to my hobble and they all left me alone in bed. I needed the bathroom, but in a minute. I thought back over the evening. To my surprise I had enjoyed it all. I could see several new things I could do with the next guests.


Chapter 8: Work

I woke up when it was still dark outside the windows. My hands were free for the first time in a week. My feet were still chained to the floor chain, but I could move around in the bed.  I rolled over and gently put my mouth around Master's cock. Poor small, warm thing. It quickly responded to my warm, moist mouth and it grew by leaps and bounds. In minutes it was erect and Master had opened his eyes.

"Good morning, Laura."

"Mmmph.  Mph."

"Don't let me interrupt your righteous work. We'll talk later."

I bent to my task with renewed vigor and soon I was swallowing his hot salty, delicious spend. I wondered how many calories were in it. Maybe this would be all I needed with the corset.  I cleaned him off and said, brightly, "Good morning, Master.

"It certainly is, my lovely slave girl. You believe in getting right to work, don't you?"

"Master", I protested, "that wasn't work, it was pleasure. For you too, I hope."

"It certainly was. Thank you for thinking of me."

"Master, after the pleasure you gave me last night, you were all I could think about when I woke."

"We have to get busy now. Its a work day and you have a lot to learn. Go shower and get ready. I showered last night after you were asleep."

"Master," I protested, "you know I like to shower with you."

"Sorry, Honey, You know you don't get to make decisions. Just go with the flow or I'll have to punish you."

"Yes, Master." I forced a smile and went into the bath, pulling my tether behind me, clattering on the tile floor. After I was ready and made up, Master put my plug back in and locked the chastity belt on me. I whined, but he just ignored me. I wanted to pout, but it turned into a giggle. Damn. We went down and ate breakfast. I served, and knelt beside him while he fed me. He thumbed through several newspapers while we ate, occasionally making a note.

I cleared the table and Audrey took me into a walk in closet I hadn't seen before. She handed me clothes to don. No undergarments. I got a sheer white blouse that left my breasts and rings clearly visible. A Navy blue skirt just long enough to hide the steel bands around my thighs, as long as I didn't bend over, even a little. Black three inch pumps. She unlocked my anklets and my feet were unshackled for the first time in a week. Of course the bands around my thighs forced me to take tiny steps anyway, but at least they weren't so obvious. Finally, I received a blue blazer which, if I left it buttoned, covered my nipples. I buttoned it. She delivered me back to Master at the side door. He opened the door. I waited to follow him out and he said, "Normal rules of gentlemanly behavior apply when you're not in slave mode. Ladies first."

I stepped out and he followed. I started to say, "Ladies don't have control plugs locked in their ass, Master," but thought better of it. He seated me in the passenger seat of the same Mercedes SUV we had used before. Soon we were parked in a stall marked, "Reserved for B. Hancock."

We went inside, up to the top floor and to "Our" suite of offices. Before he opened the door, he said, "Laura, you're going to learn some things here that surprise you. The only thing I insist on is that you never speak of anything you learn here to anyone who doesn't really need to know the information. Its better for everyone if they don't learn anything beyond their immediate responsibility. In other words, gossip about work matters is forbidden. Clear?"

This was the most intense I had ever seen Master be. It was scary. I said, "Y..Yes, Master. No loose talk."

"Good." Master used a keycard to open the door marked, "Executive Offices." Inside was a waiting room presided over by a receptionist or secretary. I recognized her. She was the one who won the condom game and made me do the gauntlet. She clearly recognized me too. Her name tag on the desk said "Natalie Sanderson. Were all the women here slaves too?

She said, "Good morning, Ms. Billings, Mr. Hancock. There are several messages for you, sir,, and a message from your brother on your answering machine." She held out a handful of small pink message slips.

Master took the slip and said, "Good morning, Natalie. You two have already met. Laura is my new Executive Assistant, and Laura, Natalie is your assistant. You can get acquainted and I'll see about these messages." He used his keycard to open the unmarked door beside Natalie's desk and disappeared inside.

Natalie said, "Hello, Ms. Billings. Let me show you your office and get you set up." She got up and I followed her.

I was having a hard time with things. "Call me Laura, please. So, how does this work? We're both slaves and you're my assistant?"

Natalie said, "This is the talk I give to all new slaves when they start working here. You'll get to do it too. At work I'm your assistant. We both have jobs. Mr. Hancock expects us to be professional and do our jobs as well as we can. All of the slave girls here wear chastity belts and control plugs in our bottoms. . We're forbidden from and amorous or sexual liaisons with each other. Mr. Hancock can use you at any time. My Master works here too and sometimes he uses me in a spare office. Mr. Hancock permits any owner to take his girl for a break as long as it doesn't disrupt work. Outside of work we obey our Masters."

It sounded simple, but I think I may have a little trouble switching gears.  "Do all the women who were  at my ceremony work here?"

"No, not all, but most of us do and we were all at your collaring and initiation the other night. Mr. Hancock likes to employ slave girls. He thinks we're more trustworthy than the vanilla. You'll see lots of us around the office. Our nose rings and collars sort of make us noticeable."

She opened a door labeled, cleverly enough, "Executive Assistant." Inside was a desk, chair, computer, printer, phone, filing cabinet, bookshelves, and two guest chairs. Standard office setup. This one was large and had a big window and a couch on one wall. "Nice, " I said.

I said, "Natalie, I know what a standard executive assistant's job description says: scheduling, research, drafting letters, etc.. So is there anything out of the ordinary in this job?"

"Only the slave stuff. Mr. Hancock is the president of the A.S.S. club and that will take a lot of your time. Its not the usual thing."

"Its not just a scheduling issue?"

"There's that but the events and training, maintenance, internet games, and gambling are all run out of this office. I take care of most of the business scheduling and correspondence. Your office does that for the club. You have another assistant to help with the routine things. Mr. Hancock will probably expect you to handle the expansion stuff."

"Expansion?"

"I don't know al the details, but he's teaming up with a California club. "It has a funny name, like coffee."

"The Coffle?"

"Yes, that's it. Sounds like you're already up to speed."

"No. I've been there once. That's where I had my hair done."

"Well, its gorgeous. Do they do hair for others?"

"Only slaves, I think."

"Good. I'll go get Suzanne, while you're settling in. She's your club assistant."

"OK." She left and I sat at the desk and looked in the drawers. Pens, pencils, paper clips. The normal office things. The file cabinets were filled with folders, neatly labeled. and alphabetical. I'd have to learn the filing system.

Natalie came back with Suzanne. Another pretty slave girl with shoulder length blond hair, a fit, athletic body and a gold collar and nose ring. She had a friendly smile and said, rapidly, " Hello, Ms. Billings, I'm Suzanne Miller, your assistant, please call me Suzy. Its grand to meet you in person Ms. Billings. Its so good the Mr. Hancock has a woman again."

"Good morning, Suzy. Please call me Laura, unless an outsider is about. I assume you're a slave too, and you were at my collaring and initiation?"

"Yes, Ma'am, I was. The collaring ceremony always makes me cry. Its such a wonderful display of unconditional love. Your initiation was great fun for us. Did you enjoy it too?"

I had to smile as the memories of my surprise and all the pleasure I felt. "Yes, it was great. I'm very grateful to all of the club and especially Natalie for giving me such a great welcome."

Natalie said, "You're welcome. The initiation sort of breaks the ice. Now there's no need or even desire to be formal. Every other slave girl in the club has helped you orgasm. There's no topic too intimate anymore. I need to go back to my desk now. I'm sure you two have much to sort." She walked out of my office. My office. I had an office.'

I looked at Suzy. "Why don't you start by assuming I know nothing. Explain what You do and what I do. Start at the top and work down."

"OK. I take care of normal business scheduling, correspondence, and research. Its all routine business items.. You take care of the , let's call it, Slave business. Its mostly club things, but we build most of the things the owners purchase, like our chastity belts and the plugs we wear in our bottoms. Our collars and cuffs, rings and bells. You'll be scheduling events like shows and competitions. Oh, and Research and development."

"Excuse me, what research?"

"Well, for example, that thing we wear inside our bottoms is full of complex electronics to monitor our health, keep track of us, control our movements, and correct us when we err. The company developed it and sells it all over the world. Our collars are really pretty sophisticated spy systems. Your master can watch everything around you and listen too. Big Brother and all that. We developed that too. And the R&D team is always working on better systems to watch, protect, and control us."

"I didn't know."

Masters don't tell their girls anything they don't think we need to know. They are really secretive. We can't tell anyone who doesn't need to know either. We have to know because we work with it, Natalie doesn't know and I don't think anyone but you and I among the girls know. Remember your Master knows everything you say or do, so watch yourself."

I remembered what Master said before we entered the office. The plug in my bottom and my collar seemed to thrum with energy. What other secret would I learn? Who could I talk to? Suddenly I was afraid to say anything for fear I would accidentally spill something Master wanted kept secret. I guess I could ask him first for new things. I felt so ignorant now. I would have to learn a lot more just to know what's safe to discuss with others. I'll just listen a lot more than I talk for now. I have to have a discussion with Master as soon as I can.

Suzy went to the file cabinet and took out a folder labeled, "Hancock." It held the company Articles of Incorporation, Bylaws, product brochures and an organization chart. Hancock was privately held, with Bradley owning fifty eight percent, Jason forty percent and their mother the rest. They/we  were into organic agriculture and food production, micro-electronics, medical devices, and undefined "Special Projects." Suzy put a finger on the last one and said, "That's you. I handle the rest. Though mine looks bigger on paper, we actually have about the same number of tasks each day. Mr. Hancock takes a proprietary interest in his special projects, so he'll expect you to be up on everything on a daily basis."

***

Brad picked up his phone and dialed an internal number.  "Hello, Emily, how are you?"

"Good, good. How's Michael?"

"How is the Mark III doing?"

"That well?. Good. I'll be down with Laura to start our tour in a few minutes. Can you put a complete Mark III out as a display when we go through?"

"Fine. Thanks.  I plan to have Laura wear it . No, its a surprise."

"Fine. See you in a few."

***

"Suzy, I understand my position has been, um, vacant for several years. How did that work?"

"Terrible.. He had Jocelyn, the research head up here every day and Natlie and I spent a lot of time on special projects. Our our work got behind and Mr. Hancock and his brother spent too much time working out problems that shouldn't have occurred. The company has been slowed down for those two years. We all hope it takes off with you here. Mind you, the company is profitable, it just was less of an adventure. We all miss the old smell of success."

Suzy started pulling folders from the cabinet, rifling through them and explaining the meaning. She was extremely knowledgeable. I wondered what I could add she wasn't already doing.

We were halfway through the cabinet when my plug vibrated. I jumped.

Suzy said, "What?"

"My plug just vibrated."

"Boss wants you. That's his favorite way of summoning one of us."

"So he can activate any of our inserts? I thought his remote was keyed just to mine."

"He's the boss. Special Projects gave him a way to reach any of us in range. I don't know how it works. You better go. My office is next door when you want to continue." She got up and moved toward the door.

"Thanks, Suzy. I'll see you when he's done with me."

I went past Natalie into his office. He was sitting at his desk which was bare save for the open laptop.

"Yes Sir, You buzzed me."

"Yes. I find that method of calling you quite pleasing. Suzy has briefed you on your job so now I want to take you to meet the Special Projects team, at least all of them in the plant today. Then we'll have lunch and I'll show you the exercise and test facility.. Any questions?"

"Will I have to say anything?"

"No, just greet the people I introduce and try to remember their names. Suzy has a file with the project members bios and pictures you can use after the meeting. Let's go," and he stood up.

I instinctively fell in behind him to heel position. He stopped and motioned me up beside him. "Not at work, Laura."

"Sorry sir."

I walked beside him to another part of the top floor. He stopped in front of a heavy door of gray steel. He said, "This is a high security area. We use the same precautions here as in our classified military work. There is a white noise generator on the inside of the door and all the outside walls and windows. Your bio data isn't in the system yet, so I'll have to open the door. Yours will be collected later today. Anything you hear or see in here can only be discussed in here. Don't use your office. Since you'll be involved in what's happening in here, you have an office in here, too. No window, sorry."

He put his fingers into a shrouded keypad and punched in a long series. "We use long sequences and feel." He motioned to the keypad.

I held my hand up to it an felt chilly air blowing out of it "Cold?"

"We don't want anyone to see which keys have been recently pressed with a thermal scanner, so we refrigerate the pad. We also change the combo every day. and look," he pointed up to a camera on the wall. A security monitor will only open the door to a recognized, authorized person that enters the correct code. Armed security staff will be here in a few seconds if anyone unauthorized tries to access the room."

"Are the things behind this door important enough to justify this degree of paranoia?"

"Sometimes. Let's go see." The door swung open onto a short corridor with a similar door at the other end. "Airlock," he said.

Inside the facility three armed guards sat behind a bulletproof glass enclosure. Master spoke to the one in the center, "Good morning, George. We have an appointment with Dr. Rodisch. Do you know if they're ready?"

"Yes Sir. They're in the large conference room. Do you need a guide?"

"No, I'm quite familiar with the layout.. Please call the conference room and let them know we're here."

"At once, sir."

Master led me down a hall and into an open door. It was a medium size room with two large tables shoved together and ringed by chairs. There were ten people in the room and they all stood up as we entered. Six men and four women. All the women wore the distinctive nose rings and collars of slaves. Three of the women and four of the men wore white lab coats over their street clothes. A man and a woman stepped forward. Master said, Dr. Rodisch, Dr. Lewis, this is Laura Billings, my new executive assistant. Laura, this is Dr. Emily Rodisch head of microelectronics and Dr. Paul Lewis, head of IT.

In keeping with our rather informal organization structure, Laura will be the link between this organization and me. We will continue our monthly meetings. You will send weekly status reports and any other communications to me through Laura. Any questions?"

Dr. Rodisch said, "No sir. Welcome aboard Ms. Billings."

These were obviously high powered people. What was Master thinking putting a journalism major in here? These people would quickly discern I was over my head and standing on top of their communications with the boss. Well, the best I could do now was be noncommittal. Laura, please. Its good to meet all of you. I would like to talk to each of you as soon as convenient and learn about your work."

Master said, "All of you go back to work and Dr. Rodisch and Dr. Lewis, if you have the time right now, would you take us around, introduce us to your people and show us what you're working on.."

The people scattered and soon Dr. Rodisch was taking Master and I around her bailiwick. We'd follow Dr. Lewis when she finished.

The doctor was more interesting than the incomprehensible things she talked about. Her eyes were dark blue, almost indigo, with flecks of gold that flashed when her eyes moved, and they were always in motion, like her brain was excited by all the new things she was seeing, even in her own lab and offices. She was mesmerizing even, or maybe, especially, because I only understood about one word in four.

Master seemed to understand most of her explanations, at least he was asking coherent questions. I mostly watched her. But, the last thing she showed us caught my attention. It was like an alien's version on my butt plug. It looked like mine, but the exterior ring had an extension, thin and triangular and sort of a squared off "U" shape with a sort of tulip shaped flange that ended in a soft, thin organic shape.

"What's it for?"

She explained, "That's a prototype of our Mark II, Female Location Control Device."

"OK, what's that part for?" I pointed to the extension.

She said, "The Mark II only affected the anal area. The extension reaches into the vagina and as a result also lets an owner exercise fuller control."

"OK, this is hard for me to understand. You and several of your team are females and you're designing a device that lets your man exercise better control over you?"

Dr. Rodisch smiled and relied, "Like you, Ms. Billings, all of the women on my team are submissives. We enjoy subjugation by our men and our work has several aims. One, of course, is to increase our subjugation because we like it. Another is to make the controls we wear more comfortable and convenient for us and our men. And we are always trying to make them safer, cheaper, and more reliable. The model before you is one of ten prototypes. I'm wearing one and so is every woman you see here. We've changed the shape to make it more comfortable, it has several more sensors to make it safer for us, and it doesn't have to be recharged at night.  Also, the extension you indicated prevents rape and also allows our men to induce an orgasm if they think we deserve it."

I said, "So it really does reach into our vaginas."

Master spoke up, "Emily, what do th testers think about it so far.?"

"Sir, everyone has favorable comments, so far. Personally, I like it much more than the Mark II."

"OK. Do you have one Ms. Billings can test? I'd like her to see what your team can do, personally."

"Yes sir." She opened a cabinet and handed him a copy of the new, improved plug. It had a pair of keys and a remote tied to it with a string. "You can use my office to try it," she suggested and handed him a tube of lubricant. "There are tissues on the desk."

"Thank you, Emily. We'll be right back." I followed him into her clearly labeled office and carefully closed the door behind me.

"Lift your skirt."  I obeyed. He unlocked the chastity belt and I stepped out of it. I turned my back to him and he unlocked and removed my plug. I straightened up and rubbed the indents from the belt. It felt glorious to be free of the belt, but strangely lonely and empty without anything in me. I was free, still collared and ringed, but now my girl parts were free of any control. I felt uncomfortable, exposed. How strange. I always used to be like this, now it was alien, threatening.

"How does it feel?"

"I like not having the belt. It was tight. But I'm missing the plug. I've grown used to it."

"This new plug should be an improvement several ways." He handed it to me. I saw he had smeared lubricant on both parts that were to go inside. I took it..

"You should insert it. See how it feels."

I gingerly stuck the new part inside my labia lips and guided it through my inner lips. I felt a pulse of arousal run through my belly. I paused to calm myself." This is very strange, Master."

He didn't say anything, just put his hand on my back to steady me.

The probe was fully inside my love canal now and the wide flange was pressing on my pussy. I felt the tip of the plug nuzzle rest against, then go into my anus. I consciously relaxed my sphincter muscle. A newly acquired bit of control. The plug slipped inside and my anus rested comfortably in the wasp-waisted constriction in its shell. I took my hands away and stood up, cautiously. It felt fine. "It feels OK. Nothing pinches or anything."

"Walk around, squat, sit in a chair."

I obeyed and there was no pain or pinching.. "It feels OK. No pain, but the thing in my pussy is making me aroused."

"Its supposed to. Aroused, but not close to an orgasm unless I do this." He pushed a button on the remote and the thing in me came alive with a strong vibration, a pulse of warmth and a tiny shock. Suddenly my belly was spasming in an instant orgasm. I bent double in the chair as the indescribable pleasure ripped through me. I gasped and couldn't do anything but clutch at my rampaging belly. It went on and on  until he turned it off.

I was gasping for air and slowly uncurled.

"I take it that was nice for you?"

"Oh. My. God. That was unbelievable. It was so strong, so quick. I was completely unprepared. You can do that whenever you want, but make sure I'm not holding anything valuable."

"OK. We'll take it. Stand up."

I obeyed. He lifted my skirt in the back and pressed the locking stud on the plug.  I felt the part inside me unfurl and make it impossible for me to remove it until it was unlocked.  It was comfortable to know he was watching me. I watched him pocket the remote and keys. He left my old belt and plug on her desk and opened the door.

Dr. Rodisch was waiting for us. She looked nervous until she saw th smile on my face, then hers lit up. She asked, "I take it you liked it?"

"Why didn't you warn me about the instant orgasm?"

"I take it he demonstrated? That's one of my favorite innovations. Of course my Master doesn't make me orgasm at work so I have to wait until I'm home. Its a wonderful greeting."

"I imagine, but didn't you build in some sort of backdoor so you can try it at work?"

She, grimaced and looked at Master, "Of course not. Mr. Hancock would not approve."

Master agreed, "You're correct, Doctor. Once a slave / Master bond develops, the slave gives all power to the Master. Only he gets to decide when the slave receives pleasure. I'm glad to see you've respected that transfer."

Dr. Rodisch said, "Of course, sir. All of the girls here realize that. We discussed the possibility, but only because the men here who are not Masters brought it up. I'm afraid they don't really understand, but they respect our decision."

"Good. Make sure it stays that way."

"Yes, Sir."

I had one more question, Doctor, you said these are safer. What do you mean?"

"Even your old unit had safety provisions. We enhanced them with redundancy. If you unit stays in too long, the pressure may rise to a harmful level. If the pressure gets too high, the safety interlocks open and it unlocks so you can remove it. If you don't remove it yourself, the internal pressure will push it out. Same for temperature. If you develop a fever, same thing."

"OK. Thanks." It was something I had wondered about."

Another question popped up. "Doctor, I think you said this unit doesn't need to be recharged. How did you do that?"

"TEGs. Thermo-Electric Generators. The science has progressed far enough we can now power the unit with your body heat. All you need to do now is clean it regularly."

"OK. Thanks, Doctor." Hmmm. Body heat.

Dr. Lewis's tour was much shorter. He talked about artificial intelligence and machine language. I finally had to say, "Doctor. I'm not a technical person. Talk to me about goals and what you expect to accomplish, not how.."

"OK, sorry Ms. Billings."

After that the tour was more useful. He talked about getting his computers to recognize faces, gait, voices, mannerisms and to infer intentions from actions.

He showed me a simulation where a stick figure of a girl was trying to enter or mount a succession of vehicles. His goal was to not let her get into a position to control it. The software was able to recognize when she tried to get in the driver's seat of a car, van, truck, side-by-side ATV. It had trouble with the single seat things, like a motorcycle, ATV, and bicycle. It never did get a skateboard. He said, "We're trying a new learning algorithm that has a lot of promise. Come back in a week and I can say whether or not it will be successful.


Chapter 9: Exercise

Master took me to lunch after we had finished there. As we walked out of the security area he cautioned me, "Remember, we don't discuss what we saw or learned inside here, until we're back inside."

"Yes, sir. I assume we can discuss the people and other non-technical items?"

"carefully, and then when we are sure we're not overheard. Our offices are swept every morning so we can talk freely there about most things, except the technology."

We went into the cafeteria, into the executive dining room. Nice. Linens, china, and real silverware. A waitress who wasn't a slave took our orders and I got to use utensils to eat with. The first time in a week. It lacked the intimacy of Master's hand, but it was less embarrassing in a dining room.

"Master, I was surprised to find so many very intelligent women have chosen to be enslaved. I guess it seems like their intelligence and capability to stand on their own would make them more independent. I only have a BA in Journalism. I can't compete or manage those women."

"Laura, intelligence is a tool for a person, just like height or speed. What you do with your tools is driven by your desires, what you want from life. I look for competent women who have a need to be submissive. I find them in BDSM clubs, and on the internet.

I look for women who show a submissive side and are competent in their field. I bring them here for an interview and let them talk to girls like themselves who have submitted to a man. If they already have a Master, I offer them a job too. I can afford to be generous if they are a good match. Its always proven to be a good investment.

"But, sir, why do you look for such women when you only keep one slave at a time? Not that I'm complaining. I like having your full attention."

"Such women have proven to be very loyal and trustworthy. They've never been able to be open about their lifestyle. Here they can be open and find friends to talk to, have real friendships without big secrets. There's no vanilla environment job that can compete."

"I guess so. How are the special products marketed? Amazon?"

"Strangely, yes, among other places. We don't put our own name on the ads or products. We have some distributors in places that don't share information with outsiders. They take a percentage and the customers seem to like our products. They don''t care where they're made."

"The ones I've used are very well made. How can you make a profit from them?"

"Volume covers the R&D. They aren't cheap, but almost any employed person can afford one. Last year we sold over a hundred thousand of the Mark IIs."

"Wow. I didn't know there were so many slave girls."

"In a world population of three plus billion women? We have three customers who bought thirty units, each, all in SE Asia. They're popular in some harems, I guess. But most sales are single units. Most in the Americas, Europe, and Asia, but some on every continent, well except Antarctica."

"There are many women who like to be controlled, or can't stop it, I guess. There are probably lots of unscrupulous men who want to control women too. Pimps, men with harems. men with straying wives. I think its mostly women who want them. We advertise them in magazines and web sites that mainly women use."

"Do you ever feel guilty about selling devices that let men control women so thoroughly?"

"No. The men who control women non-consensually used to do it with violence, or with drug addiction. This is at least more humane for the woman, and it gives  pleasure to the women that want more control."

We had finished our lunches with a little small talk. I looked around the dining room and saw fifteen men and twelve women. Most of the women were with men and there were a couple of tables with three or four diners. I could see the faces of only five of the women and three of them had nose rings. The odds were pretty good that some of the women I couldn't see sported them too. At least they were common here.

"So, sir, how many women that work here are slaves?"

He looked at me and smiled, "Twenty five. and yes, all of them are in responsible, high paying jobs. Some of them earn more than their Masters. I hire competent submissives as often as possible for reasons I just gave."

"So, In the club, there are five who don't work for you?"

"Yep. There's a doctor, two lawyers, an accountant, and a teacher."

"Do you know if any have children?"

"I asked six months ago and none did, and of course we would all know if any of you got pregnant. I suppose someone could have adopted, but no. I don't think so. Why?"

"Just curious." I was too. I didn't want children, at least not anytime soon. I was just wondering if parents told their kids?

We went back to work. I called Suzy in and we started going through the files again. I learned a lot, but still didn't know what I was supposed to do. Oh well. I'd learn, I was sure.

Master took me home at five. I stripped as soon I was in the door, put my clothes away and put the cuffs and anklets on. Back in full slave mode before I was ten feet from the door. It actually felt good to get rid of the clothes. I still had the corset on. I couldn't take it off, so I guess it counted as slave attire.

Audrey was fully clothed and set me to work dusting in the dining room and living room. When I finished, dinner was ready so I set the table for Master. Audrey told me to go tell Master that dinner was ready.

I found him in his study reading something. "Master, dinner is ready."

"Thank you." He stood up and I followed him to the dining room. He took his place and I went to the kitchen to get his food. I served him and knelt beside him.

"Laura, I'm going to take you to exercise class after dinner so you need to eat lightly."

"Yes, Master." Finally I get to see what the girls had hinted at. I needed exercise. I hadn't been able to run for a week.

He only gave me a few bites of food and I was still hungry when he got up. I looked longingly at the food but I followed him dutifully. He took me to the bath and let me use the toilet then the plug went back in. He locked my hands behind me, clipped a leash on my nose ring, and took me to the car. Audrey and Max were already in the car and she was now in slave girl attire. I couldn't see her feet so I don't know if she was hobbled. The ride was short and he stopped by a long, low building he called the stables. There were maybe twenty cars already parked there.  He led me inside and I saw a cluster of slave girls, all wearing their collars and hobbles, hands locked behind them in pony girl attire. Hoofs, bridles and bits. Some wore corsets like mine. The girls were all standing in a line, leashes tied to a railing. The men were on the other side of the railing, talking among themselves and ignoring the girls.

Master handed Audrey my leash. Her feet were free. She took me into the tack room, tied my leash to a post, and started putting pony girl gear on me. I held still.

The bit was the worst. I didn't want the nasty thing in my mouth, but I couldn't prevent it. She showed it to me after my bridle was snug. The "U" shaped mouthpiece slipped inside my mouth and its serrated bottom held my tongue down so speech was impossible. Plastic guards lined the parts between my teeth to protect them and let the bit rotate freely. After it was in place, Audrey tightened the strap under my jaw to hold the bit in place. When she was finished, she led me out to the rail and tied my leash in place, last in the string of ponies.

Audrey stepped to the men's side of the railing and announced, "Masters, today we have some new ponies so we are going to start with a review of the basics. Please take a set of short reins annd a whip from the rack and put the reins on your pony. We'll practice high step and rein training for the first hour. Go."

The men got their gear and came to their girls. Master appeared beside me, clipped the reins on the rings at the end of my bit and put my leash in his pocket. He led me away from the rail and said, "Lift your left leg as high as you can and balance on the right foot. You will have to learn the pony boots at the same time as the steps and reins."

I obeyed.

"Good now shove your left foot as far forward as you can, in a straight line with your right foot. Just like high heels."

"Good no lift you right foot until you hobble stops you."

I obeyed.

"Good. Step forward."

Good. Always walk and run this way when you're in harness. To communicate, stomp once for 'yes' and twice for 'no.'

I stomped my left foot one time.

"Good. Now the reins. I will pull on your left when I want you to turn left, right rein for turn right. Long pull on both while you're moving forward means slow down or stop. A long pull on both when you're stopped means back up. If I shake the reins it means walk if you're stopped or faster if you're going forward. OK"

Simple enough. I stomped once.

"If you fail to high step or don't respond properly to the reins, I will swat your ass with my whip. OK?"

I wasn't going to screw up. I stomped once.

"Let's try it." He shook the reins.

I started high stepping forward. I responded to left, right, stop, back up, stop, forward, speed up, left, right. stop. Master stayed right behind me, never pulling on the reins until he wanted to command me.

"Good job. Now let's talk about speed. If you're stopped and I shake the reins, that means walk. if I shake the reins while you're walking, that means fast walk. If I shake the reins when you're fast walking, that means trot, an easy jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging, that means trot, a fast jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging fast, that means canter, a run. If I shake the reins when you're running, that's, gallop, a sprint. always with a high step. You will need a lot of practice to be able to move fast in a high step, much less with your ankles chained, but you will learn to do it."

I didn't think I could, but I stomped once to show I understood what he said.

He guided me up and down the long stable making me speed up then slow down . He got me up to a fast jog and it was all I could do. I started collecting whip marks for not high stepping. Only twice in that interminable run for failing to respond to the reins properly.

At last Audrey's voice rang out. Masters, that's all the ponies need now. Please put the eight newest members on the walkers and get the rest ready for the galleys."

Master took me into another, smaller room with seven other men and their ponygirls. I forgot to high step and he striped my ass hard. I jumped and squeaked.

"High step when in harness."

He took the reins off my bit. He led me over to a tall, red, spindly thing with four long arms with chains hanging down. He stood me next to one of the dangling chains and clipped it to my collar.

"This is an exercise machine. Its to help you increase your stamina. Just keep up with it as it moves. Remember to high step."

Three more girls were put on the machine with me. The others went on the other machine. Master and the other three men positioned themselves beside their ponies. Without warning the machine started turning. It pulled on my collar and I started walking. One of the girls forgot to high step and a master gave her a stroke with his whip as she passed him.  All of the masters were standing ready to correct the girl walking toward him.

I strained to do a good high step. It worked for a while, then the walked sped up. We were forced into a trot. The high steps became harder to do correctly. I collected four or five new stripes until I got into the faster rhythm. So did the other girls. I was feeling pretty confident, but I was getting tired. It was harder to lift my legs.

Again the walker sped up, this time to a canter and we had to run in our chains. The high step seemed impossible at this speed. I was whipped by every man for a couple of revolutions, then it seemed to come back to me. I was high stepping at this ridiculous speed. My legs were a blur, but the whip stopped hitting me. We made a whole revolution with out any girl feeling the whip and the machine slowed down to a trot. Thank god.

Sweat was running down my body and I saw it on the girl in front of me. Her entire ass was covered with red stripes. just like mine, I bet. It felt like it anyway. The walker slowed to a walk and we did that for five minutes before it stopped. I was so grateful for the rest. Master unclipped the chain from my collar. I was breathing hard and looking forward to some rest. I was being forced to train harder than i had ever done myself. It felt good now that I had stopped, but I doubt I could start up again right now. I was limp. Master took me into the tack room and stripped the pony gear off. It was so good to get that bit out of my mouth. I'd never think badly of a ball gag again.

When I was back to just another sweaty slave, he put the leash back on my nose ring and led me out of the tack room. He took me into another room, labeled, "Galleys."

The room was brightly lit and filled with two long structures. They looked like narrow rooms, side by side, four feet apart. They were each five feet wide,  thirty feet long, and seven feet high. I could hear a slow throb, like a deep drum and heavy breathing like a gang of people in a tug of war.

Master led me to a sort of control console with many lighted switches and wide screen displays above it. The displays  showed two lines of ten  or twelve women, seated in a single file,one behind another. They were rowing a boat. Two boats, But I couldn't see any water. The women's bodies were moving forward and back in precise unison to the beat of the drum. They were galley slaves. Their necks were joined by taut chains so they had to row in unison. Their hands were chained to the oars.

I couldn't help it, I had to know, "Master, may I speak?"

"No. The girls are in a galley simulator. Those two structures in front of us. There are pressure sensors on the 'Oars,' so if a girl just pretends to row she gets shocked. The oar's resistance is controlled by a computer that matches it to the pressure a galley slave would feel in a real moving galley. Its just for exercise now, but who knows, we might arrange a real galley sometime for them. Maybe races. You'll get a turn in here in a little while. I want you to be nice and fit."

"Yes, Master." Galley slaves. I wonder how special projects might fit in with ponygirls and galley slaves? What about pet play? What other kinks were there to investigate? "Master, may I ask a question now, please?"

"OK, go ahead."

"Master, all the other girls here are wearing Mark II's aren't they?"

"No, actually there are nine of the girls here with Mark III's, including Emily."

"Master, Dr. Rodisch is in this simulator?"

"Yes, why?"

"I have a germ of an idea I'd like to talk to her about tomorrow. Probably nothing, but a weird idea. If she thinks it might work, we'll tell you about it."

Brad was tempted to force it out of her, but Laura was here on a wild idea of his own. He decided to let her run with it. He hoped it would work, not because he needed the idea, but because he wanted to see what she could do once she got up to speed. He knew what he saw in her was elusive and layered under years of failure. Maybe with enough rope, she'd shed all that shielding. "OK, let me know if you two agree its workable."

Oh boy, he's going to let me try. I studied the displays some more and noticed strings of numbers running down the edges. I pointed to one set and asked, "Master, what are all those numbers?"

"That's telemetry from the girls. We use it to check their health and see how tired they're getting."

"Master, where is it all coming from? I don't see any wires on any of the slaves."

We get it from their plugs. We get a lot of health data from them. Its all recorded then we can watch for danger signs and take action early. "Master, is mine sending my data to the computers, now?"

"Yes. I want to make sure you stay healthy. We analyze all the data from every girl and have the medical staff analyze it. They can tell a lot from it and order more tests if necessary. Its not as good as a lab visit, but we' maybe able to do that too in a little while."

That was interesting too. I didn't see how I could use it, but I'd keep it in mind. "Thank you, Master, Its nice to know you're concerned with all of me."

At work the next day Suzy finished reviewing the files with me and we went over the special projects schedules in more detail. There are three project reviews set for next week so I got the last reviews for those projects and went over them in detail. Two of the projects were a few days behind last month and the managers thought there was a good chance they could catch up. The third was slightly ahead of schedule.

I looked at the data spread out before me and I wasn't clear what I was supposed to do here. Master had been vague. It wasn't likely he didn't know, so he decided to not tell me. Was it a case of letting water find its own level? I was being treated like an executive and told to focus on special projects. Day to day management was obviously perking along without me.

There are only three kinds of people in a business: workers, managers, and leaders. I clearly wasn't a worker. Similarly, I wasn't a manager. He must want me to be a leader. The company made products to sell. Who were its intended customers? Its actual customers? How many things did he sell? Did he make a profit or was this a hobby. Who and what were his competitors. I had never seen and advertising for the things he put on and in me.

I brought Suzy back and had her locate production cost, special projects expenses, advertising, and customer data. I had some basic business courses in college that came back to me as I studied, so I knew some things to look for.

As soon as I had all the data, I wrote the totals for last year on a single sheet of paper. Production quantity and cost, sales numbers and income, R&D expenses, Advertising numbers, and customer locations and quantity. I looked at the sheet. It wasn't an elegant report, but it did speak for itself. I made a call.

"Natalie, I need to speak to Mr. Hancock. When can I see him?  I listened for a second.

"Business and urgent." I listened again.

"Fine, Call me when he's done."

The wait was interminable. I looked at the page and made a copy. I thought about approaches and now thought I had been precipitous. If I was correct, what did I want him to do? What did I want to do. I pondered what I could do. It wasn't a management problem. I drifted back over my business history class. Something...? Then it came to me: Tupperware.  Oh man, it was perfect. A.S.S. The Coffle. Burning Man. Folsom Street. I had an epiphany. The picture unfolded in my mind like a movie. I knew what to do.

My phone rang. It was time.

"Laura Billings." It was Natalie.

"He's ready for you now."

"Thank you." He wasn't ready for this, I bet. I put on my coat and buttoned it, got my papers, and went to see my Master, hopefully to show him he's not made a mistake bringing me on board.

"Hi, Laura, what's urgent?"

"Bradley, I've been looking at the data on special projects and know enough about it to final ask some informed questions. First, I think I've figured out why I'm here. You haven't given me a job description, only a rather vague title, so I looked at the work and decided what needed to be done. The special projects folks are doing a good job in making a high quality, effective product They don't need me for anything.  But looking at the data on your operations, there is a definite need a new viewpoint.

Here's some data Suzy and I compiled." I lay the original page in front of him. Special projects products are selling and made a gross profit of twenty million dollars last year on sales of two hundred thousand units. However, once you subtract R&D, taxes, and their pro-rated share of fixed costs, they lost a million dollars. You need to sell more units.

You didn't sell more units because you never promoted them. No advertising. All word of mouth. That's what I need to fix."

"I'm impressed you found the crux of our problem so quickly. I'm sure you also understand what a furor openly advertising items to control women would cause. All of our other products would be banned or blacklisted. We'd be out of business in a year."

"Not necessarily, sir. Not if you do it right. Its probably before your time, but have you ever heard of Tupperware?"

I talked for a few minutes, explaining my insight and the parties I had watched as a child. He got it right away.  I was so proud of myself and felt lighter than air when he stood up and took me in his arms.

He kissed me long and hard. My whole body was tingling with excitement, arousal and lust. My breasts were squeezed flat against his hard chest and my nipples had turned into hard nuggets of aching arousal. I wanted him to squeeze them and pull on my rings, excite me more. But he let me go. Anguish rose as he relaxed his grip but my hopes flew at the thought he might not be done with me, yet.

"Come with me." He took my hand and led me to a door I had thought was a closet. He'd never mentioned it and it had not been open when I was around. He opened it and I stepped inside. I was surprised to say the least. It was an apartment. He led me around it. A one bedroom apartment with a kitchen, bathroom with a great shower, like his at home. and a living room. It had been professionally decorated and the windows had great views of the mountains. I oohed and aahed  But I had to ask, "Master why such a complete apartment when you only live minutes away?"

"This is a visitors temporary quarters when they have to spend the night. The front door opens into a hall outside my office. The walls are soundproof. There are no hotels close to the plant. I had it put in next to my office so I could use it when I worked late. I used it a lot after my last girl passed.  I didn't want to be home for a while. I haven't been in here for a couple of months. But I didn't bring you in here for a tour. I want to reward you, in the way you like most. Strip."

"Yes, Master," I said very enthusiastically. I had everything off and on the floor in seconds. I lifted my arms and pirouetted for him.

"Lovely, as always. Turn around."

"Thank you, Master. Bind your slave tight. Make me your helpless slave."

He didn't say anything. He locked my cuffs together then wrapped his belt around my elbows, pulling them together until they were tight against each other. I moaned as the tight bondage robbed me of any ability to resist. I was helpless and loved it.

He led me into the bedroom and threw me on the bed. "Face on the bed. Lift your ass high."

"Yes, Master." I rolled onto my stomach and crawled onto my knees and lowered my face onto the surface. I thought he was going to remove my plug and take me, but no. As soon as my face touched the bed, I felt the probe in my pussy activate. It kicked me into an instant orgasm. My belly spasmed over and over giving me overwhelming pleasure. My love juices were pushed into my love canal and ran into my pussy, wetting my legs as I spasmed on and on, feeling the greatest pleasure I had ever felt. I screamed my pleasure to the world. My belly kept on pumping love juice, flooding my pussy with the warm stuff of my dreams. I moaned continually, unable to think, unable move, frozen in that mindless sea of pleasure, knowing that anything I do will make it worse. I was at th peak, the pinnacle of pleasure and joy. My mouth was open, my lips spread wide on the bed as my breath moaned out of me and whistled back in. I felt my ass shaking up and down with every contraction, every pulse of joy, hoping it would last forever.

But as most things do, it ended. The shining flare in my pussy quieted and my orgasm wound down. I was still awash in bliss as the overwhelming pleasure subsided. I slumped down on my side and realized I was sweaty and exhausted. How long had I orgasmed?

"That was beautiful. I trust you're warmed up?"

His voice made my heart jump. Master gave me this gift of pleasure. What? Warmed up? I hope he meant there was more. I needed to pleasure him.

"Yes, Master, I'm warm and ready to go."

"Open." He was holding a red ball gag in his hand. I opened my mouth wide . He plopped it in and strapped it tight.

"Get back up in position."

I struggled onto my face again, ass high. I felt him unlock my plug and slide the plug and its pussy probe out of me.

"Don't move."

I heard him running water in the bath and assumed he was washing my plug.  I felt him climb on the bed behind me. I was still slippery with my juices and felt him caress my pussy with his hand. I was so ready to do it again.

"You were a sight to see, Laura. Emily's invention is quite effective. Your orgasm was a great joy to observe, but its real purpose was to warm you for me. I hope you understand the difference."

I couldn't answer or even nod my head. I don't know how good his telepathy is now, but I tried. I wiggled my ass, swung my ringed breasts back and forth, and thought, "Yes, Master. I am here to serve you. I am fortunate indeed that by giving you pleasure I may receive some too. Thank you for Emily's gift."

He captured both my nipples in his hands and rolled them around. My arousal shot through the ceiling. He said, "You're entirely welcome, Laura. You earned it.

I felt the tip of his cock brush against my sopping pussy. My arousal sprang to climax imminent level, my nipples started aching, and love juices filled my pussy. I felt his cock probing my pussy. I quickly spread my legs and was glad I wasn't hobbled now. I was able to spread my legs far enough apart to also spread my swollen pussy lips. He didn't need it since  I was so wet, but I wanted to do my part. He slowly slid his erection into me and every single nerve ending in my love canal shouted in joy. Every millimeter was another nerve shouting, "At last," as he rubbed it. I gasped as his huge, rock hard, erection forced its way deep inside me. I screamed in pleasure into my gag as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, and my belly pulsed again and again as his huge shaft ravaged the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member. Tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina trying to pull him deeper, and I surrendered to his sexual and personal mastery of me.

She would always remember the frantic pulsing of her belly as she orgasmed over and over in her glorious release. She felt the denied orgasms of her entire adult life flooding out of her in long sought release of passion. Laura was beyond any rational; thought. The undoubtedly blasphemous phrase, "He is my God," ran through her mind, over and over.

Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless and mind-blowing orgasms, Laura knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. His relentless power forced her to open up and show her limitless capacity  for sexual submission. She knew it wasn't just capacity, it was her desire, her unknown but obvious goal.

Her green eyes opened wide in fear as his mighty hands griped her waist for his final assault. She felt him grow even larger within her, stretching her to the limit. She gasped as he  flexed his mighty arms and forced his now heroic cock deep into her with unstoppable power and she screamed in terror and joy as his huge member demanded she surrender her passage to him. His thighs mercilessly pounded her ass as he pulled her into him.

Deep in the maelstrom of her belly, Laura felt his rigid member flex and jerk within her as his hot spend flooded into her. She screamed her helpless submission into her gag. What she tried to say was, "Master, You are Master," over and over as a final gigantic climax sent a flood of hot love juices to mix with his spend and flow around his member and into her memory.

Laura panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, Laura moaned in rapture. She was lost in the ecstasy of her slave orgasms. That was what she had named them on the first day she begged to be his slave. She knew he had discovered what even she had not known. She was a natural slave. In turn, she discovered, he was, beyond any doubt, her Master.

She was conquered. She would obey him in all things.  She had accepted his collar and chains, sworn fealty and obedience.

She gazed shyly up at the man who had changed her world. She wanted to speak  of love and obedience and joy and of many things and blackly cursed the ball in her mouth.


Chapter 10: Planning

Jason asked, "Do you really think she's on to something, Bro?"

"Yeah. I feel kind of dense not seeing this before, but yeah, I do. We were looking at it from a Dominant man's viewpoint. Once you look at it from a submissive woman's viewpoint, a whole new dynamic appears. Anyway, trying out the approach will be free, then we can decide what to do."

"Isn't Bill trying something like this out of The Coffle?"

"Similar, as I understand it. But, you're right. We should get his opinion on this. I bet his girls will synch really well with ours and come up with several problems and approaches we haven't thought of yet."

"If she's right, we're going to owe her big time."

"Really, that's not how I see it. This is what she's supposed to be doing, serving me as well as she can. This is nominal performance for my slave. I expect extraordinary things from her and I'm going to keep giving her extraordinary pleasure."

"All I'm saying is that you should find out what else she wants and see if its possible. Maybe something for her parents?"

"I understand and I agree this is beyond what most slavegirls accomplish for their master, but its exactly what all true slaves try to do. I just gave her more opportunity and let her native intelligence have room to run.  I think that me accepting this idea as expected performance will make her feel great. Maybe a memorial trinket, like a nipple bell would be appropriate?"

"Yeah, it might be if you weren't belling her soon anyway."

"Oh, right."

***

I was at home with Master, in slave mode, but with my hands free. Master has asked Bill and some of his staff to come visit us and see how they might help us improve our basic plan. Their plane was due an hour ago and Master had sent several cars to get them. I had put up easels with big pads of newsprint and colored markers around the rec room. Jason and Jill arrived a half hour early and she helped Audrey and me with the arrangements. Dr. Lewis brought Dr. Rodisch, Emily, his slave just before the others arrived.

They arrived at the same time and we greeted them in the living room. I took the girls into the pantry and they doffed their street clothes. We trooped back into the living room, seven naked women in collars and nose rings. Emily and Dr. Lewis had arrived just after the California guests. The men greeted their girls and we all went into the rec room. The men sat in the comfortable chairs Max had arranged in a wide semi-circle. The girls knelt beside their men, except for Jill who curled up in Jason's lap.

Emily described the plugs she, Jill, and I were wearing. I spent a few minutes explaining how I wanted to increase sales and the benefits to the women. We had four samples of the Mark III laying on a table, one for each girl I had been told was coming from The Coffle.

Amber belonged to Bill, the owner. Valerie, her sister belonged to John, Nylla belonged to Sam. All six of them had been on a walk across northern Africa. The girls were in a slaver's coffle being delivered to customers. The three men had rescued them and found they liked both the men and their new life. Amber had been a model and was kidnapped by an important potentate who had been taken with her beauty. Valerie was her manager and had been picked up at the same time as a target of opportunity. They had been trained as pleasure slaves and were being delivered to their new owner when they were rescued by the men. Valerie confided to me that she had never seen Amber so happy before.

The last girl was Katy, a psychologist, She belonged to Adam, a psychiatrist. They were important in The Coffle's plans and Bill thought they would be valuable for our plans.

We were all wearing the basic attire of pleasure slaves, nothing but steel. Of course I had told them as much as I knew about the Mark III I was wearing.

Amber said, "So, your plan is to use word of mouth and personal demonstrations in people's homes to convince women to pay a thousand dollars so they can stick a control unit up their ass and give control of their lives to their husbands and boyfriends."

"Yep."

"Why would they do that?"

"Because I would let them give me a punishment zap and an orgasm. I think there are a lot of women who would gladly pay money to have access to unlimited orgasms. Mind you, I only expect women who have strong men in their lives would consider it, but there are enough unhappy women out there who would like to change their lives."

"You may be right, but they are also a suspicious lot with all the scams floating about. Why will they believe you? After all faking an orgasm isn't that hard, as you know. And all it takes is one suspicious woman to expose your approach to the internet and the authorities will come a knocking on your door. Bad publicity will kill it quick."

Katy spoke up, "Amber's right. You'd have better luck if you started with women who were already taking action to change their lives. There are probably a hundred groups of women in classes, organizations and therapy within twenty miles  who are unhappy with their lives and want to change them."

"Well, I know there are lots of unhappy women, but how do we find them?"

"Katy smiled, "Phone book. Weight loss groups and clinics. Addiction treatment facilities. Depression hot lines and therapists. Suicide hot lines. Master and I treat all kinds of women who want to improve their lives. This device will be a godsend. If it does everything you say, it and a strong partner can help them change. It can give instant reward for good behavior and instant punishment for bad behavior. Keep the wearer from entering at least some bad places."

Emily spoke up, "I'm ashamed to say I never thought about the control plug as anything more than a sexual aid, but now that you've brought it up, there are several intriguing capabilities we haven't exploited yet which could make it a better tool. It already detects and records sound, measures blood pressure, oxygen levels, respiration , pulse, and skin conductivity. It would only take a calibration procedure to make it an effective lie detector."

I hadn't known it could 'hear' things. I wonder what I had been recorded saying?

Katy quickly said, "Emily, that would be perfect. Then the partner can easily tell when the subject is following their treatment. They can also tell from the measurements when the subject is exercising hard enough."

Amber agreed, "If its as smart as you say then it could monitor the wearer's exercise, tell her when it was time and 'Encourage' her to increase her effort if needed."

Master spoke up, "It was a smart move to bring you here to discuss the ideas. You've made the plan a lot more feasible in just a few minutes. I think its time for a reality check and some relaxation before we continue. I'd like each of the girls to insert their controllers and they can play with their masters. Emily, Laura, Jill help them please. Bathroom first then controllers. Guys, get your girl's remotes and gather round while I show you how to  play without hurting your girl."

We all moved to obey. I helped Jill herd the girls into the bath. They were long over any shyness about body functions and were all empty and clean in a couple of minutes. I gave each of them a scoop of lube and they applied it themselves before we returned to the rec room. The experienced girls each took a new girl and  had them install the plugs themselves with helpful advice and an extra finger for guidance. Katy was the overflow and watched Emily help Valerie. Then she picked up the last controller and expertly inserted it herself.

"OK, girls, last step. Beside the ring is the red locking button. Push it in until it locks. It'll feel unusual, but it won't hurt. Trust me. I've done it a hundred times. I find its easier to reach if I reach between my legs." I watched as they followed my instructions and I saw the surprised looks as the inner portion expanded into locking position. They changed to relief as the buttons latched and the inner growth stopped.

When we all were stuffed it was show and tell time. Master had each man lock his girl's hands behind her. We all had grins at this. Then standing behind us, each guy triggered a warning in his girl. Jill, Emily and I were used to it and the buzz in our bottoms wasn't as shocking as it was for the Newbies. They started and a few gasped at the new sensation. The men repeated it a few times until we all were accustomed to it.

Master said "Gentlemen, now we'll give the girls a level 1 punishment. Its a mild shock and won't hurt her, but it will get her attention. Levels 2 through four will hurt and level five is like a stun gun. Its not for punishment, but when she has to be stopped for safety. Check and make sure you're set on level 1. OK?"  All the men nodded. "OK, do it."

I felt it in my bottom. Its was a mild electric shock that wasn't any stronger than I got from a static electricity shock sometimes when I put a key into a lock. Startling, shocking, but not really painful. All the same it was to a very sensitive part of a girl's anatomy, so we all jumped at it, even me. There was no getting used to this. It was just a demonstration of the least punishment a girl might receive. There were five levels of shock. Emily tells me it was set so that level five will knock us out momentarily, like a stun gun.

After everyone had settled down, Master said, "OK, now for the enjoyable part. Its time to reward the girls for all their good ideas today. Be sure they're someplace with no hard objects around. Go."

Finally! Emily told me there is a nerve cluster surrounding our vagina and anus that connects directly to the pleasure center of our brain. That's why stimulation in our girl parts  gives us so much pleasure. Men's bundle goes mainly to their cocks. No surprise there. She and her team designed the Mark III to directly stimulate that cluster. When the men pushed that button on our remotes, it sent all of us into double digit orgasms. We all screamed and doubled over. Some of us dropped to the floor and rolled around, savoring the joy that was rumbling through us. I don't know how long they held the button down, but my belly didn't stop spasming love juice into my pussy and pleasure into my brain for a long time. I had dropped to my knees and tears were leaking from my eyes. It was so good, so intense. All the girls were on the floor or on their knees when I noticed them again.

Amber said, "Master, I didn't quite get that. Could you do it again?" The men all laughed, but the girls just looked hopeful. That jolt was addictive.

Bill said, "You have to earn it, Amber." Some girls groaned, but I knew he was probably right. It would be too easy to become truly addicted and deferring pleasure made it all the better.

Master said, "All right, now you all know what we've been talking about.. Let's get back to work. Girls, there's refreshments on the counter, serve your master and bring things you'd like so he can decide it you can have it."

The men settled back into the chairs. I filled a plate with veggies I knew Master liked and took the plate and a bottle of water back to him. I knelt in front of him and he took a carrot stick. I put the plate and water beside him and turned to be close beside him and facing the easels.

Master said, "Everyone, the controller is a device Jason and I dreamed up for our own selfish purposes. It turns out, you experts here think it has potential to help women with some issues. I would like to sell one to every woman in the world, but obviously not all women need one. It is a lot like Pandora's box. Some women shouldn't have one because it can do them more harm than good, or their partner can use it to abuse them. If we let it be used on women who are not already slaves, then word of it will spread. We can patent it, but that would tell the world how to make one. And not everyone will honor a patent. But if we don't patent it, there will be too many copies in the world to prevent someone from reverse engineering it and copying it. Either way, there is a large market  for it and much too much money to be had to avoid copycats.  When others start making it, I'm certain a lot of women will have one put in them without their consent, and I find that unacceptable. What shall we do with this useful invention? Take a few minutes to think about this, then we'll go around the room and you tell us what you think. No one interrupt and I want to hear from everyone. Laura, go to the left easel and put the heading of 'Problems' on it, then list everything I mentioned."

Boy. That gave everyone furiously to think. I was just looking for how to market it and I never thought about all the implications Master brought up. He came with me and spoke quietly in my ear as I wrote. He had me put headings on the other easels: Solutions, Approaches, Markets, and Schedule.

We stayed in our meeting until dark. The final plan was not anyone's favorite, but it solved all the problems at the expense of severely limiting the market. Almost all the girls wanted a plan to disperse the controllers as widely as possible. We didn't seem to care that it meant widespread slavery for women. Heck, we were all already slaves and loved it. We were sure the vast majority of women would embrace the life as we had, and love it as much. The men were the ones putting the brakes on. All the reasons they gave were about preserving choice for women. I'll never understand men. I guess they feel the same about women.

They did decide to try their plan and reevaluate in a year to see if it should be changed. So the gist of the plan was that the controllers would only be offered initially to women who were already slaves and had issues. This meant searching lifestyle clubs, events, and chat rooms  and mining them for women with strong and reasonably well-intentioned masters that could be trusted to use the controller to fix the slave's issues.

Adam, Katy, and The Coffle crew thought we would find a thousand good candidates in the year, if we were diligent. Amber wanted to have all the girls in her coffle wear them to Burning Man in Coffle and talk them up. Katy and Adam would visit the L.A. Dungeons and look for clients, as well as in their practices. The other girls would look for candidates in th Coffle clientele. Master agreed to ramp up production to produce a thousand units over the following year and offered a ten percent finder's fee and commission on sales.

Before they went out to the cars for the return trip, Master Bill asked if Master would make a waistband like mine for Amber. I was flattered that he liked it. MAster agreed and he measured Amber's waist. Then they all left All of the girls hugged and most of our eyes were wet. I didn't cry until the doo closed behind them. Master fixed that by sending me upstairs to get in the pillory. Oh Boy.

Emily made the changes we talked about to the Mark II, plus more her team had conceived when they opened their horizons. Master volunteered me to be the guinea pig. It now was an effective lie detector. If that function was active it would sense when its wearer told a lie and give her a level 2 punishment. I put my foot down and made then use a vibration when I was telling a lie. It had to be calibrated to the person. Simple enough, just answer a few questions truthfully and a few falsely. It also reported level of physical activity: when, effort, and duration. Effort was shown as a number between one and five. One was normal activity and four was very hard. Emily also added a "Reward" option that was a reduced "Orgasm." It just gave a girl a brief flash of pleasure. Not enough to start an orgasm, just enough to tickle the pleasure center of the brain. Now her owner could give her instant punishment or reward without making it such a big deal. Personally, I would rather have the big deal, but Master had the final say on all of the improvements.

Master played with the new settings and added one. Our personal code was: one buzz was his summons, two meant call me. He added a standard code for the new model: three short buzzes meant "Are you obeying orders?" She had to say "Yes" or "No" within five seconds The plug's computer gave that signal randomly throughout the day. If the slave said "Yes" and lied or if she said "No" she got zapped and the negative was recorded. When it got a negative, it then repeated the question every few minutes, until her master reset it. God, he really, really wanted to control me. I had no doubt he evaluated every idea for the plug in terms of more or less control of me. I guess every worry he covered with the plug or something else meant more time he wouldn't need to keep me chained where he could watch me. That was OK with me.

We received new models, called Mark IIIA controllers in a couple of hectic weeks. Master was like a kid in a candy store. He had to try all the new functions. I enjoyed his rapt attention as he played with all the tether and leash functions. Not so much fun when he tried out the lie detector. He discovered he could leave that one on all the time, so if I ever told a lie, to anyone, I'd get zapped. I learned its machine guts were quite literal. Once Natalie asked me if I was busy and I was but I said, "No, what do you need." Well I intended to say that, but the instant I said, "No," my plug zapped me. I jumped and quickly said, "I'm afraid so, can you come back in thirty minutes."

She smiled and said, "I'm sorry. I should have known. I got zapped earlier when I tried to tell a white lie, too. We'll have to learn to be ruthlessly honest."

My life settled into a routine while we were working on the controller modifications. I'd go to work with Master by 9 am. I'd work with Emily and her team for a couple of hours. Then I'd tackle normal admin stuff like correspondence for Master, approve invoices from suppliers, write reports for Master, and read reports from R&D, engineering, and production. Lunch, usually with Master. Back to admin things. Most days I'd contact the LA folks and then write up a one page status report on 'The Project' and email it to everyone. Master would usually take me home by four or five. He'd always bring a stack of things to read with him.

When I walked in the door I'd strip and hang my clothes up. I couldn't take off the corset until Audrey unlocked the security belt, so I just put on my cuffs and shackles. Then I'd go help Audrey with dinner. Master and I usually ate alone, but Audrey prepared meals for all the house staff. They had their own dining room.

After dinner stuff was put away, either it was an 'off' day where there was no evening function or we'd get ready to go out. Sometimes I would go as Master's companion and wear fine clothes, or as his slavegirl. Either way I never wore any underwear. There was usually one function every week. Off days I'd stay with Master in his study for an hour or so. He'd read his reports, sometimes he'd tell me about them and ask my opinion on personnel matters. He was very good on not letting me know who he was talking about. A few times we played board or card games. I was free to read and sometimes I did, but usually I just watched my Master, studying his expressions and body language. I wanted to know when he wanted something before he said so. I especially needed to know when he would enjoy my touch, where I should touch him.

In only a few days I learned he enjoyed me holding his cock in my mouth. I discovered this when I offered to 'Relax' him and he accepted. Once I was in place I crossed my hands behind me and took him in me. I started very slowly and was gently sucking, holding my head still.

He said, "Laura, just keep doing that. Its a good feeling. It was a very Zen moment for me. I just held his semi-rigid cock in my mouth and sucked gently, then relaxed. He'd let me stay there for a hour, until he was ready to move on. Sometimes he would just have me get up, others, finish what I started. I loved the closeness, the patient warming of his body, the wonderful intimacy. I always thought the ultimate submission a woman could make to a man was oral sex. This was better in many ways. I was certainly submissive and obedient, but I was also passively obeying him, an entirely different thing from jumping to action at a command. I was giving him me.

Most days we would then go exercise for a couple of hours. He would have Max or a security guy, sometimes he would take me himself, to the stables. There was always a ponygirl or galley slave session in the evenings. Audrey usually ran the sessions. Master would do a five mile run, calisthenics and then practice unarmed combat with Jason or the security men. It turns out many of his security men, maybe all, were former teammates of either him or Jason. He remarked that once you've trusted your back to a man or woman in combat, you're pretty sure you can always trust them. So he hired a lot of them when they separated. He was still hiring them.

While he was keeping fit and making sure he remembered all the combat moves, I was dragging carts around a track, running races and learning to respond to reins with a bit in my mouth, my hands locked behind me, and high stepping in ankle chains. Sometimes I was chained to a simulated oar while a kindly gentleman with a whip ensured I pulled my best. It sound awful, I know, but I enjoyed my group exercises. I only felt the whip when I deserved it and I liked giving up all control and just running or walking at someone else's command.

After Master and I were home, that's when the great sex really started. Sometimes using the special furniture, sometimes on the floor, or the bed, on the grass, but always with me helplessly bound and orgasming at his every touch. I was such a sex slave. Bind me helplessly and I would orgasm at almost any touch, painful or soft. That's not right. Nothing was painful when I was bound tight enough. If I couldn't move, everything was just a different flavor of sexual stimulation. It was heavenly.


Chapter 11: Ellen

A little research had found BDSM and Bondage clubs scattered all over Arizona: Avondale, Tucson, Phoenix, Mesa, Bisbee, Flagstaff, Holbrook, and Kingman. We needed to visit these places and see if they could find some women with issues. From one point of view, we were really recruiting for A.S.S.,  undoubtedly the most exclusive since membership was by invitation only and members came to meetings, there was no "Drop in when you feel like it."

Hancock Industries had upped its production of controllers and we now had fifty on hand and had sent another fifty to The Coffle in L.A. California's famous looser lifestyle had spawned as many clubs in L.A as in all of Arizona. The Coffle alone had over a thousand members and nearly half of these were full time slaves. Bill protested that fifty wasn't even enough to equip his residents and staff. Master promised to send the next five hundred controllers to the Coffle. Jill, Natalie, Suzy and I worked with their staff on approaches and worked out a sort of script for initial contacts.

Master called a meeting of A.S.S. and distributed the new controllers. Each master's cost was two hundred for the upgrades and Emily explained the new features to the great joy of the men and the chagrin of the girls. No more secrets and accurate records of exercise work. Many of their bad habits were going to be exposed and, undoubtedly, eliminated.

After the controllers were switched, Master paused the meeting so the men could test their new remotes and ensure they understood the controls. Each man took his girl aside and I heard quite a few shrill yips as the lie detectors were tested. Quite a few girls had some regrets and tears. But they were followed by many screams of pleasure as the men gave them their first machine-induced orgasms.  When we came back together, none of the girls looked to have any regrets..

Master easily found volunteers to take their girls to the BDSM or Bondage clubs around the state and troll for possible recruits. Everyone else left and Master explained how he expected this to work.

Hancock Industries was marketing their products quietly. All expenses, travel, lodging, food, memberships. entertainment costs would be covered. The men would contact the clubs, join if required, and visit as many times as needed. They were to find out the busiest times and be there. Look for women who would say they were slaves not subs of a man. He wasn't interested in bringing in dominant women.  The girls would talk to the recruits and explain the level of control they had given their men, how their lives were controlled and improved. Just tell the truth. The men were to engage the recruit's owner and describe the level of control they exercised, show them the results of the controller: leash, instructions, lie detection, punishment, and orgasm.

The controllers were not for sale. The two had to join the club. The membership fee covered the cost of the controller. club dues provided profit to the company and funded events and club training, i.e., clubhouse, track, ponygirl tack, and galley maintenance.

Brad knew that people valued those things they paid for, and he was intending to make a profit while making sure both the men and women in the club valued their membership. If the couple agreed to join there were a stack of acknowledgements, contracts,   and really nasty non-disclosure agreements to be signed in a recorded, witnessed session. She would receive a physical exam, a controller and a nose ring, the club's symbol. Nipple rings were optional. She would be measured and her restraints and tack produced. When enough people in an area joined, the club would set up a clubhouse and track. Until then, they were required to visit our club regularly, accommodations provided by the club. Master foresaw a nationwide network of clubs in ten years. No place in the country more than a few hours drive away. We'd see. He sure didn't think small. 

I was working harder than I ever had before, but it was very pleasant. Natalie and Suzy took care of the assistant stuff for the main business while I dragooned Jill into helping me with the special projects. Neither of us had done this sort of thing before, but Suzy and Natalie were old hands and taught us what to do. Of course Master used his remote to correct any errors I let creep in. He remarked how pleased he was with the camaraderie that had developed in his office when Jill and I arrived. Neither of us had every worked with anyone before. Stripping and journalism, after all, were jobs that rewarded individual effort.

Finally we got everything running smoothly and I reported this to Master at the end of a long day. I asked Natalie, "Hi. Is he alone?"

"Yep, even off the phone. Go on in. She buzzed the door open and I entered. He looked tired. It had been a long day for both of us. "It’s time to go home, Mr. Hancock. Get your things and I'll give you some good news."

He stuffed a load of paper into a folder, tossed it in a desk drawer and stood up, walked to me, wrapped his arms around me and kissed me, passionately. I put my arms around his neck and kissed back as good as I got. He put me down and said, "Lead on, Ms. Billings. You can tell me on the way." We walked out and said goodbye to Natalie.

I said, "I think we've cleared up all the problems with  our special item production and delivery. The plant is running at capacity, our suppliers are keeping two days supply of parts on hand, our quality has improved to one failure in the last five hundred units, and that both tracked to a component from a good supplier. They jumped on it and found a shipment of capacitors with a few bad ones from a third tier supplier. They've been notified too and we're testing all the remaining ones before we install them. Bill has enough to last another week. We have fifty on the shelf ourselves and we're signing up new recruits at a rate of ten a week. Bill's crew is doing better, of course. L.A. is full of women with issues."

"Great news, Laura. How would you like to do a recruiting trip?"

"Sounds like fun, Mr. Hancock. Tonight?"

"No one has visited the club in Flagstaff yet. The weather's nice. Have you ever been up in a light plane?"

"No, sir. I've wanted to though. You're a pilot?"

"Yep, just one of the many skills Uncle Sam taught me. Let’s take an experienced couple with us to show us how they do it. Anyone you'd like to take?"

"My first thought is Jill. She's my oldest friend around here."

"No, she's not been on a recruiting visit yet. How about Suzy?"

"She'd be great. She's told me about her recruiting visits. I'd like to watch."

"OK." He called her at work and caught her as she was about to leave. She agreed to ask her master and call us back. We were in the car when the phone rang. Suzy and her master would meet us at the airport in a half hour.

We went home and I switched to slave gear  High heels, ankle chain, cuffs and collar. Master locked my hands behind me and draped a long cape over my shoulders, buttoning its single button. He put a leash on my nose ring and I was ready to travel.

Suzy and her master met us there she was dressed like me. Her master was Jonathan. He was in security and had been in Master's team for many years. Master called him "Sergeant" and he called Master, "Captain."  Both of them looked big and solid. I knew how fast Master was and I expect Jonathan was just as fast. Master took us to his plane, he said it was a Cessna 402. It had several rows of sets. He could have taken four more people if he wanted. The plane was sitting in front of a hanger and one of his security men was guarding it.

Master took me with him and talked to the guard. The breeze was whipping my cloak up around my waist. I was embarrassed by my complete exposure and inability to do anything about it. I needn't have worried. The guard ignored me. After they talked briefly Master put me inside in the second row. Jonathan took the right front seat and put Suzy behind him. Master put headsets on Suzy and I and fastened our seatbelts. Obviously we couldn't do it. Then he got in, closed the door and climbed into the left front seat. He flipped  switches and started the left engine with a whine when it was running, he started the right engine. We sat there a few minutes, warming it up, I guess. I heard Master's voice through the headphones, "Ryan Ground, Twin Cessna 4583 Tango, ready to taxi."

A new voice said, 83 Tango, Clear to taxi. use runway 15. Contact Tower on 125.8 when ready to depart."

Master's voice, "83 Tango copies clear to taxi, contact Tower on 125.8 when ready to depart. Thank you."

We started moving and taxied around for a few minutes. We stopped and I heard the engines' high pitched whine get louder then quiet down. Master's voice, "Ryan Tower, Twin Cessna 4583 Tango at runway 15, Ready to depart."

A new voice came on, "83 Tango, you are cleared for takeoff on runway 15.  Contact Tucson Departure on 128.5. Have a safe flight."

Master's voice again, "Cessna 4583 Tango copies cleared for takeoff on Runway 15, Contact Tucson Departure on 128.5. Thank you. Goodbye."

The engines roared again and we started moving. I watched the ground under us accelerate and suddenly we sprang upward like a goosed eagle. I could feel myself being shoved down into the seat. It was like an orgasm outside my body. Exhilarating, terrifying, exciting. I was flying. Flying. I watched the ground fall away below us.

Master talked some more on the radio, but nothing registered. I was studying the slowly moving ground below us, fascinated by the green fields with the tiny farm implements making dust trails and every other tiny man-made thing I could see. So insignificant from my God's eye view of the world.

We landed at Flagstaff in an hour and there was a limo awaiting us. Master lifted me down and took my leash to lead me to the limo. I saw the driver look at me at first in surprise, then he smiled. He just smiled when Jonathan led Suzy over. Another of Master's ubiquitous security men was watching the plane when we left.

The sign on the building said, "The Cave." It was a two story building, solid and secretive looking. Master led me to the entrance, showed the bouncer something and handed him some money. The door opened and all four of us were in a dimly lit bar. Not very large and half full. Master walked through the bar, leading me and followed by Jonathan. We got quite a few searching looks as we paraded through. Master seemed to know where he was going.

He led me up some stairs into the BDSM playroom. There were more people here than in the bar. Most of the women were strapped to furniture or hanging from their wrists. Most were silent, but a few were talking loudly, baiting their men to hit them harder. Master turned to me, unbuttoned my cape and threw it back over my shoulders. He whispered in my ear, "Look at the women. Find one who's sorry or sad." He led me around the room, slowly. He was watching the men.

The first two women I studied looked happy. The third looked high. The fourth one looked sad. She was twenty pounds overweight, but not plump. She was strapped to a St. Andrew's Cross, facing it, so she was going to be flogged or something. She kept looking over her shoulder at a man behind her, looking at the implements on a rack. Master stopped beside her and asked the man is she was his. He said, "Yeah, Melody's mine, but she doesn't obey worth beans."

Master looked at her then back at him, "Diet?"

"Yeah. Shows, doesn't it. She can't outstare a pastry. She's promised to diet and exercise for six months now. I bought a gym membership that's only a block from our house. Know how many times she's used it? Twice in six months. She's gained ten pounds on her diet. I'll tan her hide until she can't sit for a week. But it probably won't do any good. We've tried that before too, but neither of us can think of anything else besides surgery, and we don't want that."

"Is it OK if I let my slave talk to yours? I think we should talk privately."

He said, "All right. I'm Jim. I haven't seen you here before, have I?"

"I'm Brad, and no, this is our first visit."

Master led me to the cross and pulled my head close to hers and tied my leash to the cross. My nose was six inches from her head and neither of us could move. "I need to talk to you master. You two get acquainted."

"Yes, Master." I lowered my voice, "Hello, I'm Laura."

She said, "Ellen."

I said, "This is my first time here. Do you two come here often?"

Ellen replied, "Almost every night. Our apartment has terrible soundproofing and our play makes too much noise. Our snoopy neighbors called the police on us all the time before we found this place."

"If you don't mind, are you 24/7?"

She turned her face toward me. "From your nose ring and leash, it looks like you are."

"Yeah, I got my collar only a month ago. I work at a place that doesn't mind my jewelry since I don't see the public. My Master is a real control freak. I'm always chained at home or in places like this. I kicked my hobble to make it jingle. Of course I love it. That's why we're together. How about you?"

Ellen said, "No. Not yet. We both want it, but my job requires I meet the public all the time. I have an "Eternal" collar that I wear. It’s so common nowadays that even vanilla folk suspect what it means. A couple of times he's taken me out in public in hidden bondage. It was scary and exciting and we both liked it but it’s very limited. Handcuffs under a jacket is about all we've managed. I wish I could be leashed in public. That would be so cool."

"It’s possible, not a physical leash, but my Master has me fitted with an electronic leash. It does many other things, but it makes sure I have to stay close to him when we're in public."

"Really, like a dogs shock collar?"

"Sort of. I'm wearing it now. Have you ever had a butt plug?"

"Yeah, that's nice, but it just sort of fills me up."

"Mine is whole lot more. It controls me all day except in bed. I'm under orders from early in the morning until I'm put to bed."

"Put to bed?"

"You mean your master lets you sleep unrestrained?"

"Yes, of course. We didn't start the lifestyle until we were living together. I guess he didn't want to change sleeping."

"Mine makes me wear all my slave things at home, whether I'm in bed or not. Wrist and ankle chains, collar and he locks a chain to my collar for sleeping. Its long enough I can reach the toilet but I'd. better not wake him using it."

She asked, "How does your leash work?"

"Can you look down at my pussy?" I spread my legs as far as my hobble allowed and she craned her neck down.

"I see something on your slit."

"I've got a butt plug in me and it’s got an extension that sticks up in my vagina. After its inserted, I push a button and it locks in place. It unlocks with a key Master keeps."  I explained all the things it did and her eyes got wider at each one. I wondered which function she would ask about first.

"So how does it ensure you're following orders when you're alone?" Aha.

"It can tell when you're lying, and it can understand "Yes" and "No." Randomly or whenever your Master has set it for, it asks if you're following orders by giving three short buzzes in your bottom. You have to say "Yes" or "No." If you say no it gives you a small shock then repeats the question every ten minutes. So if you're on a diet and snuck something it would find out and punish you for it. It also keeps a record your master can read. If you truthfully say "Yes" it asks again later per your master's instructions. If you say "Yes" and are lying, it gives you a medium shock that hurts a lot and then goes to frequent checks."

"Wow, that is really tight control. It can tell when you're lying?"

"Yep. It’s helped me lose five pounds in two weeks. The punishment for lying makes you not do that again. But the reward it can give you makes you forget about any punishment."

"How good is it?"

"Remember the best orgasm you've ever had. If you're like most girls, there's a lot of preparation, setting the mood, clothing, location, and so on. Now imagine your master can give you that orgasm with the push of a button, whenever and wherever he wants and you'll drop to the floor screaming in such great pleasure you don't care who's watching.  And it will last as long as he keeps his finger on the button. Two or three of those and you're his complete slave. You'll do anything he wants from then on, in hopes that he'll be pleased enough to press it again."

"Are they expensive?"

"No, not at all, but they aren't for sale. They come if you join the club. Arizona Sex Slaves, ASS for short. My Master is probably telling yours about it now. He seemed to be frustrated with you."

"Yeah, me too. I just can't lose weight and keep it off. It’s a real yo-yo. I asked him to paddle me. I thought maybe I'd get the message if he did it hard enough. Is your plug thingy comfortable?"

"Yeah. It was designed by a woman and it’s very comfortable. I forget I have it in most of the time, unless it wants something. I run and swim and can do everything but make love with it in. It’s a great chastity belt too. It doesn't show unless I'm naked."

"Will it set off an airport metal detector?"

"Yep. I wouldn't wear it through an airport, so I don't travel that way anymore. Master's a pilot and has his own airplane."

"Hey, mine is too, but he rents a plane from the local flying club. He's taken me on a dozen flights in it."

"Well, I guess they are talking about more than their slave girls, then."

"Ellen, are you going to any weight loss groups?"

"No, I tried several, but anything I lost came right back."

"I want to come clean with you, My Master and I are here looking for new club members. He makes the controllers and several of the club slaves convinced him to try and spread the word. This thing will make any girl who tries it into a complete slave, but they'll love it, and be in better mental and physical health for it. We truly believe that a lot of women will be much better off with one."

"You sound sincere, Laura, and everything you've told me makes me want to try it. Is there anything negative you haven't told me?"

"Nothing I know of. As I said, it enslaves you to whoever holds your controller, but we like that. I think every woman has some submissive in her. Women are born smaller, weaker and slower. We evolved to need men to protect and support us. Maybe that's not necessary now, but we still want it. That's why we gravitate to successful men. For most of us, all it takes to make us happy is a strong, non-sadistic man at our controls."

"You're a good sales girl, Laura. I'm hoping Jim, my master, will try this. If he joins will I have to get a nose ring too?"

"Yep, It’s sort of the symbol of the club. You'll get used to it. It will get you lots of second looks. Embarrassing at first, but it grows on you. I know the men like it and most women look a little envious."

"OK. I've always wanted to do something daring. Do you take it out at night?"

"'Afraid not. They're solid titanium and not removable. Once you have it, its permanent."

"Oh."

Our masters came back into the room. Master untied my leash from the cross. Ellen's master unclipped her cuffs from the cross, turned her around and locked her cuffs behind her. He said, I've agreed to join the club, when Laura shows us the things Brad told me are effective. So no flogging for you right now."

Instead, we're going to a private room and install your controller. We'll try it out and if it works like Brad says, then we sign the forms and you get measured for your gear. This is going to cost me more than the other wasted things I tried on you, but it sounds more effective. You can tell me if you like it, but I may not let that affect me, you understand?"

Ellen said, "Yes, Master. I'm sure I'll like it from what Laura's told me. Do we get to keep it tonight?"

"If we sign up, let's go see." Ellen was dancing on her toes, excited and impatient like a kid on Christmas morning. He took her arm and she pulled forward, just a little, trying to hurry him along, but he was having none of that and swatted her bottom with a resounding 'Thwack.'  He said, stop pulling.

Master said, "Once she gets her nose ring, that'll stop."

Jim said, over his shoulder, "That's one of the best things in this deal for me. She's always so impatient. Instant gratification is her motto."

He led us to an empty room that was pretty good sized. It looked like a future playroom . No furniture but a desk and some chairs, but carpeted.

Master took a controller and a tube of lubricant from his jacket pocket. The controllers weren't large but boy were they effective. "Jim, have Ellen lay on her back on the desk then raise her legs and spread them wide."

Jim backed Ellen up to the desk, put a supporting hand behind her neck, "Lay back." When she was down he said, "You heard him. Get your legs up and spread."

"Yes. Master," she replied. She obeyed his command.

Master handed Jim the tube of lubricant and the controller. "Coat the controlled tip and the vaginal probe."

When it was lubed he said, "Now position the tip at her anus and use your free hand to guide the tip of the probe between her lips."

Good, now, Ellen, feel the controller at your anus. Try and relax your muscle and it will feel better. Imagine it’s you master's finger or cock and welcome it in."

We could see the concentration on her fac and after a moment, she did manage to relax her sphincter muscle. The controller's tip slid in a little farther.

"OK, Jim, push it in slowly and wiggle it a little. Don't let the probe slip out of her lips.  He followed the directions and the controller slipped into place with the sphincter muscle griping the wasp-waist of the controller.

"Good, now slowly push the rod in until it latches. Ellen's eyes grew large as the controller expanded inside her and locked itself in place.

"Now it can't be removed without this key." Master handed it to Jim. Don't lose it." He held up the remote, "And this is how you control her, watch while I show you the controls. There's card of instructions, too. Girls, kneel beside the desk while I show Jim how to make you dance."

We both said, "Yes, Master," and knelt, watching Ellen's master learn how to make her jump to his tune.

It was boring and exciting at the same time. I already knew what it could do and had told Ellen, but it was just intellectual to her. Would he be kind to her or would this new found power make him capricious? She was fidgeting and looking anxious. Finally Master got to the lie detector and asked her some questions to calibrate it. He wanted her to answer half of them wrong. The indicator light on the remote turned green after a dozen questions. Then they were ready to exercise Ellen.

Jim said, "Stand up and walk the length of the room. Stop when it vibrates."

She started walking. And he pressed a button. She yelped and stopped. She looked at her master, questioningly.

"You did not acknowledge my command."

"Ellen said, "Sorry, Master. I was concentrating on the plug and forgot."

"I know. Don't forget again."

"Yes, Master."

She started walking again. Halfway down the room she stopped. "Keep walking until it zaps you."

"Yes, Master." She walked on another three steps, yelped again and stopped.

"OK, come back."

She approached him and knelt at his feet.

"Ellen have you followed your diet today?"

"No, Master." She immediately jumped and said, "I'm sorry Master. I'll do better."

"I know. If you lie, the jolt it will give you is twice as bad as that. Since you told the truth, I'm going to give you a reward. He pushed a button and Ellen swayed, but didn't quite collapse.'

After a few seconds, she said, "Thank you, Master . That was ...very nice."

"Good. Now I'm going to give you an orgasm so you can learn what I can give you when you're very good."

Another button push and Ellen screamed and her head fell to the floor, then she toppled onto her side as her belly spasmed repeatedly. I had never watched a girl in the throes of a controller induced orgasm before. I had felt the mind blowing orgasm that went on forever, but never watched it. I could almost feel her pleasure as her belly continued spasming. I saw her love juices running out between her nether lips. Her screams had changed to a wheezing moan that just continued as her belly kept on pumping. Long after her master had taken his finger off her remote she continued spasming and moaning. Eventually, she ran down and lay there limp. I think she liked it. Another few minutes and Jim nudged he with his foot. She struggled up onto her knees and smiled dreamily u at him.

"That was amazing, Master. I'll be very good for you. Thank you, so much." She put her face down to his feet and licked his shoes. Both shoes, both sides, long, languid strokes. She raised up and looked at him. "Where do I sign?"

Master recorded them both signing and her verbally attesting she wanted to be treated as her master's property and that she welcomed corporal punishment when he thought it necessary. Master had them both read the non-disclosure agreement out loud before signing them.

Jim agreed to bring Ellen to Master's house in a week to see the clubhouse, have her new restraints fitted, and participate in the training. Master told them they were welcome to stay for a couple of weeks, he had a guest house they could use. They both looked interested but didn't agree yet. The happy couple left to go play. Master took me downstairs to find Suzy and Jonathan.


Chapter 12: Tiffany

Jonathan and Brad had agreed on the trip down that Jonathan and Suzy would look for an unhappy couple in the bar/dining room while Brad and Laura tried the play rooms.

Jonathan halted just inside the door and whispered, "Look for a couple with issues, Suzy."

She whispered back, "Yes, Master."

They both scanned the room.

"I see two possibles but they look neutral now and are just drinking," he whispered."

"I see them too, Master. We should take a seat. I see at least five guys and two women eyeing me. You'd think everyone in a bondage club wouldn't be surprised at the occasional slavegirl by now."

"You'd think." He led me to an empty table and sat where he could see both the target couples without being obvious. I knelt beside him where I could see them too.

A waitress came over and stood very close to me. I could only see  red four inch heels, black fishnet stockings and a black micro skirt that failed to cover her bare, shaved pussy.

In a sultry voice she said, "You're new. May I look?"

Master looked at her for a moment and replied, nonchalantly, " She here to be seen. Go ahead."

I was a little shocked when she took hold of my nose ring and lifted. She said, "Stand up, slave."

Master had given her permission. Even without the "Encouraging" tug on my sensitive nose I had to obey. I stood up and waited for my orders.

She opened the lower button of my cape and lifted it behind my shoulders so it hung down my back. She walked behind me and lifted it up. I felt her fingers on my cuffs.

She said, "Good quality. Do they unlock or are they permanent.”?

Master said, "Unlock."

I felt her hand on my ankle cuffs. She lifted my ankle chain and let it drop. "Short. I like it."

She walked around in front of me and cupped my breasts in her hands. "Nice breasts. Firm, rounded and large." She rubbed my nipples between her finger and thumb. They instantly swelled up and started aching. I felt a flash of heat and moisture on my pussy lips. She was making me quite aroused.

She dropped one hand to my pussy and rubbed my lips causing them to engorge just as fast as my nipples had. Now I was really aroused. I felt her feeling my pussy insert.

"Some sort of chastity belt?"

Master replied, "Sort of. Would you like to try it? I can give its wearer an incredible orgasm. Of course it’s wearer becomes my slave."

She smiled crookedly, "Not right now, I'm working. Will she be available in the playrooms?"

"Maybe. I haven't seen them yet."

"Do you want something to drink?"

"Two IPAs in glasses, one straw."

she smiled at the straw. Well it was clear I couldn't use my hands. She said, "OK," and walked to the bar.

I knelt back down and said, "Whew. She was something else. I'm sorry, Master, but I'm afraid I wasn't watching our possibles while she was exciting me. Have you chosen a target?"

"Yes. The ones on our left. She's wearing a collar and leather cuffs. The others started talking and smiling. They don't have any serious issues. We'll go meet them after we get our drinks.  You know I'm breaking the rules giving you a beer. Don't expect it to happen often."

"I know, Master. It’s been over a year since I had any alcohol. I never liked it that much anyway."

"Would you like to play with our waitress it we get a chance?"

"Only if you would like to watch two girls play with each other. She's a big, well-built girl. I might have liked it before I became yours. I liked experimenting but was always man driven. It’s a biological thing. Girl parts just don't fit together as well."

Our drinks arrived with a smiling waitress who dropped the straw in my beer with a flourish. "Enjoy." Master gave her a twenty and said, "Keep it and thanks for the show."

"My pleasure. I get off at twelve."

Master took a sip and said, "Go ahead, Suzy. I'm sure you need it. Then we'll go meet our new friends."

I leaned forward and sucked up a mouthful. I had forgotten how good a cold beer tasted. "That's good, Master. Thank you."

He had never released my leash. He stood up and took a drink in each hand. I stood up too and followed him to the couple's table. They were sitting across from each other, looking glum. Master approached the table and asked, "May we join you?"

The man looked up at him and asked, in surprise, "Should I know you?"

Master said, "No, not yet. I'm Jonathan and this is Suzy. We'd like to talk to you. We're not trying to sell you anything and we'll leave quietly if you'll just hear me out for a few minutes."

He considered this and capitulated, "OK. Five minutes." The girl with him said nothing.

Master sat down and I knelt beside him, next to the girl. I smiled at her. She looked blankly at me, then focused on Master. Reasonable, he was the one talking and he had me on a leash. I was not important, even to me.

Master said, "Sir, I am here to look for people who might qualify and desire to join a selective club. Only couples may become members. The man must be dominant and the woman must be a full time slave, not just a sub. I approached you because madam is wearing leather cuffs and a collar. If I am mistaken in my assessment, just tell me you are not a master and slave and we will leave you alone."

The man said, "You are correct."

"Our club is headquartered near Tucson and we have a sister organization in Los Angeles. All slaves must be so voluntarily. We will not employ any coercion. One of our founders has developed a device the slaves wear that let's their masters effectively control the slave at a distance. The device requires the slave to follow the master's orders at all times. This makes the slave, for example, follow a diet, follow her exercise plan, and avoid any addictive habits, such as smoking, drinking, or drugs. The reason I approached you is that both of you seemed upset."

The man said, "I'm Robert, call me Bob. My slave is Tiffany. What does this device cost?"

"It’s only available to club members and it costs a thousand dollars. There are also monthly dues to pay for facility and staff. We're just expanding and there's no facility near here, so you'll have to visit one elsewhere to  have Tiffany join in the ponygirl training and galley slave exercises. No doubt about it, it’s expensive, but the results are worth it to both dominants and slaves that want to make the slaves, healthy, fit, and obedient."

Bob said, "Forgive my bluntness, but this sounds like a scam to foist your device off on a horny dom."

"Only if anything I've told you is untrue. I brought Suzy along to show you the device in action and so she can answer any questions about its effect on her. If we can go to a private room I will put her through her paces and you can decide whether we should go any further. I have one for Tiffany so you can try it on her to see if want to join."

Bob looked at Tiffany with an appraising eye and finally said, "Can't hurt. Wait here and I'll get a room." He stood up and went to the hostess. He returned in a moment. "OK. I've got a room upstairs. He took Tiffany's hand as she stood up and led her to the stairs. Master stood up and I followed him.

He led us into a medium sized rectangular room, the windows were covered with heavy drapes. There was a St. Andrew's cross against a wall and a pillory across from it, but the room was mostly empty.

Tiffany and I knelt while Master showed Bob my remote and explained how it worked. After a few minutes, Bob said, "OK. I understand most of it. Let me try it."

Master said, its better if we position Suzy somewhere and you move around. Otherwise she could be cheating." He picked up my leash and said, "Stand."

I stood up. He led me to the far end of the room and had me kneel facing the wall. He walked back to Bob. "Go close to her, set the leash distance for something short and walk away." "Suzy, bark when you feel the leash warning."

God, how demeaning. Still, I didn't have to like my order.  I waited as he walked away. I felt the familiar buzz in my bottom and "BARK." He must have heard me and decided to test the punishment function because I felt the painful shock next. I yelped and Master said, "That's enough to show it works."

Bob tested the lie detection function, punishment and reward buttons, and a glimpse of the following orders function. Finally, he said, "It seems to verify what you claimed. Can I try it on Tiffany now?"

Master took his spare unit out of his pocket along with a tube of lubricant and handed both to Bob.

Bob said, "Tiffany, stand up and strip."

Tiffany said, "Yes, Master," and obeyed.

Master and Bob went to her and Bob spread lube on the parts intended to enter her. "Spread your legs, " Bob ordered.

She obeyed without a sound. I saw her pussy was shaved clean. Bob inserted it in her bottom without any resistance. She must have seen a lot of use there. He used his other hand to guide the vaginal probe in between her nether lips and the shield over them. When it was seated and wiggled he pushed the locking button. Her eyes grew as big as saucers when the inner locking plates extended, holding it secure inside her.

When the lock clicked Bob asked, "Comfortable?"

Tiffany said, "Yes, I guess. I feel full, but it doesn't hurt."

"Walk around , jump, sit, kneel, move around ." She obeyed and gyrated around the room. Finally, she stopped and said, 'It’s OK. Nothing hurts or is in the way."

"OK. Kneel while I set it up." She obeyed.

Master helped him with the lie detector calibration then stepped out of the room. To call Bradley, I guessed.

Bob he exercised Tiffany. All the standard functions worked fine. She yelped loudly when he tried the punishment settings. She screamed and cried on level three, so he stopped. She recovered and smiled on the reward button.

"Now for the big one. Let's give you an orgasm and see if it works on you as well as it seemed to on Suzy."

He pushed the button. Tiffany opened her eyes and mouth in shock as the current sizzled into her pleasure center. Her scream was almost a gurgle as she collapsed, writhing to the floor. The powerful spasms of her belly made her bounce on the floor like a beached fish. She moaned and her hands cupped her pussy as she rolled on the floor. Eventually she relaxed and lay limp and grinning from ear to ear.

Bob asked, innocently, "Enjoy that?"

She opened her eyes and said, slowly, that was the strongest orgasm I've ever had.  Would you do it again, Master?"

"Get up on your knees, Tiffany, and behave. That was just a test. You only get one of those if you have been a very good girl."

"Yes, Master. Meany." She rose to her knees and thrust her breasts out toward him.

He said, "OK. We'll join, but when will we get a facility close to us? Or do we have to go to Tucson to participate?"

Master said, I talked to my partner. He's signed up another member from this club and he's a pilot. Maybe you can get a ride to another site when he goes. I'll get you the contact data. Maybe you know him already? Jim and his slave is Ellen?"

"Could be. I know a Jim who's a pilot and he has a blond slave. I'll ask him."

"OK. My partner is set up in room four up here and you and Tiffany need to see him and finish the paperwork. Then you'll need to go to Tucson and pick up her collar and cuffs and they'll put her nose ring in then."

Tiffany looked startled and said, "Wait. I have to get one like Suzy? It’s too big. Everyone will know I'm..."

Bob raised her remote and pushed the level one punishment button.

Tiffany jumped and shut her mouth.

Bob said, "No complaining. From now on ask permission to speak. I own your body and only I get to decide if and when its marked or pierced. You can leave at any time, but that's your only choice. Get your stuff but don't put them on. Come with me."

She said, "Yes, Master," picked up her clothes and followed him out of the room, smiling faintly. I think she was happy with her place, at last.

The limo took all of us back to the airport and the flight home was boring. Suzy and I sat in the back, helpless as always but we wanted to talk. After we were buzzing along and nothing was coming over the headsets I asked, "Master, can you fix it so Suzy and I can talk without bothering you?"

"OK. We won't be able to hear you so if you need something, kick my seat."

"Thank you, Master." A loud click and he was gone.

"Suzy, can you hear me?"

"Sure."

"The couple we talked to were easy to convince. I was surprised. Just a demo and they were sold. Both of them. How about yours?"

"Same thing. We didn't have to do any selling. Just explained it and they wanted it. Think it was too easy?"

"I don't have any evidence, it just was too easy. I wonder if Emily is somehow helping us. I mean, what if the controller is always stimulating our pleasure centers, just a little, enough to make us really want to wear it?"

"Well. if she isn't, maybe we should suggest it. Free demos and rack up the sales."

"Suzy! Life isn't just about sales. Think of all the addicted women we'd make."

"Well, yeah, but think about all the happy women and no health side effects like with drugs."

"Except for turning them into slaves."

"But happy, healthy slaves."

Suzy and I both grew quiet. I thought about my feelings before and after I got my controller. Actually, I had changed when I got the Mark II with its fantastic orgasm capability.

Boy. Had we all been subtly conditioned to want to wear our controllers?  No one had ever complained about having the things in them or the additional loss of freedom they entailed. I hadn't either. Truth was I liked obeying my Master and the thing inhabiting me was just his tool to ensure I didn't violate his orders in a moment of weakness. And it could give me a fantastic orgasm when he wanted. I think it was conditioning me to be a better slave. Whenever I was near Master, all I could think about was serving him. When I was attentive and anticipated his need, he often rewarded me with a super orgasm. I worked very hard, trying to earn another one. Textbook conditioning. I had started as an eager slave girl, anxious to please. Now, I was fanatic about obedience and service. I tried to be as sexy as possible, in my walk, my voice, keeping my breasts thrust out and making my chains jingle in his presence. I always kept my wrists crossed behind me when he could see me. After dinner when I was with him and he was reading or watching the news, he would let me read. I love to read, novels, magazines, even newspapers. Ever since I got my controller, I've stopped. I can't read and watch Master. Now I just watch him, try to discern his mood, his wants by observation. I kneel very close to him and caress him whenever he lets me. If he's not into something important, He'll let me hold his cock in my mouth. while he absently strokes my head with one hand. He's become my center, my focus.

It’s hard to break that focus at work. I'm supposed to be professional and focus on making the company successful, but it’s so hard. When I'm in the same room with him I have to struggle to look away from him. Whenever I see him, it’s like he's hit the reward button. I get a thrill in my belly and the love juices make my pussy wet. I have to sit on the edge of my set and pull my skirt up behind me to avoid staining it. I keep several spare skirts in my closet at work, because sometimes I forget to move them out from under me, I'm so focused on him. Sometimes I don't even notice the wet spot and Natalie tells me.

There was nothing I could do about it. I wasn't sure I even wanted to. Master was sticking to his policy of only making it available to existing slaves. I was certain it would turn any woman into a slave if she wore it a few days, but he was trying not to let that happen. We all knew that if it became public, that was just what would happen. I wasn't really concerned about it, though. My life was a whole lot more enjoyable as a slave. Maybe that wouldn't be the case for every woman, but I was certain men were already exploiting women with force and drugs now. Maybe if every woman wore one, they'd at least be healthier slaves.


Chapter 13: Exercise

We got home around two and went right to bed. Master removed my controller so I could use the toilet. I had always slept without it and he would lock  a long chain on my ankle chain so I could use the toilet in the night, if necessary. It had never been needed and remembering my thoughts about the controller, I asked, "Master, would it be OK if I wore the controller in bed. I sort of like it and I've never had to use the toilet at night. Not surprising with my diet. Then you wouldn't need the long chain."

"You understand, you'll still be fastened securely in bed. No nocturnal wandering."

"Yes, Master. I'm used to being chained. I don't want to leave your side."

"OK, we'll try it."

He put the controller back in me and used a short chain to fasten my collar to a floor ring. He made sure it was long enough that I could still give him his morning blow job. I watched for this too. We both enjoy that all too brief beginning of my submissive day. He unlocked my hands and left them free for the night. That made it a lot easier for me to get in position for the morning play.

When Master turned off the lights I settled down and relaxed. I was dimly aware of the controller locked in me and I swear I felt more pleasure than I could account for. Was I imagining it or was the plug gently stimulating my pleasure center? It could be either. I was in the life of my dreams, lying beside a strong man who had sworn to care for me. Most of the responsibilities I had struggled with before were gone now.  I had an exciting, important job I could never be fired from. I was aroused every day and had multiple orgasms most days. I was fit, healthy and my Master thought I was beautiful. I didn't need the controller to be happy. To heck with it. I couldn't tell so I'd just continue to enjoy life.

After breakfast when I started to get ready for the office, Master stopped me, "You've done extremely well at the office, Laura, and I'm very proud of you."

I was happy and worried, at the same time. I was so glad he liked what I had done. Hell, I was pretty pleased, too. However, it sounded like there was a "But.." coming.

"I'm afraid I pulled rank and postponed your club training requirement. I was impatient to see if the controller project would be successful. Now that it is, you can miss work for a while and catch up with the training."

"Yes, Master. Is it permissible to ask what I'm going to learn?"

"You know curiosity is not encouraged in slave girls. Wait and see. I will tell you, you'll enjoy most of it and be very fit when you're current. You'll spend most nights at home."

"Thank you, Master." I assumed I'd be going now. I was right. I was still in full slave mode and he put me in his car and took me to the clubhouse/stables. We passed an armed guard outside the building. Inside, he took me to a, well, a dance studio.

There were ten girls I had seen before standing in a circle around a young woman I didn't know. All of them were slavegirls wearing the same cuffs, collars, and hobbles I was.  They all had wide dancing belts with chains of coins and diaphanous cloth hanging in wide colored strips, forming a long skirt with many slits for their legs.

There were two men dressed in black t-shirts and pants. They had whips hanging on their belts and both had a large phone or small tablet in their hands.

"These are your trainers and you dance instructor. Be sure and address them as Master and Mistress. Go to that table," he pointed, "and put your skirt on, then get in line with the women."

Yes, Master."

He walked over to the men and showed him my remote. Then I heard the instructor call out, "Attention girls.  I looked at her as did the others. She looked at me, "Hi, welcome, I'm Jill, What's your name?"

"Laura, Mistress."

"Welcome, Laura. Watch me and repeat what I do." I faced her and tried to follow.

She led us through some tiny movements of her feet and arms, hands spread and tilted just so. She moved slowly so it wasn't hard. I guess the other girls had done this exercise before. They were smoother and faster than I was. I knew stripper routines so I was sure I'd catch up soon.

We did breast exercises next. Before we started she told us to wait. She went to the table and picked up something small and red. She came to me and held them up in front of me. "You need these." They were pasties with tassels attached. She pulled off the paper and folded the sticky side around my nipple rings.

I had noticed the other girls had the tassels dangling from their breasts but didn't know where to get some. She had us move our breasts using out chest muscles, something I had never done consciously before. It was very similar to learning to control my sphincter muscle. It took me a few minutes to learn to move my breasts at all. Jill had the other girls exercise without me while she used her hands to help me learn how. Once I got some contraction in the desired muscle she went to the next until I could get some control of each muscle. When I could get my tassels to swing a little in each direction, she left me to practice in front of a mirror while she went to work with the rest of the group.

She was teaching us to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipple rings in a circle. The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded. Of course, these exercises caused all the slave girls to become aroused.

She worked with the rest of the group while I struggled with my heavy, stationary, breasts in front of the mirror. After a while, I was able to get the tassels to swing an inch or so. Not much, but I knew how to improve, now. She called us back together, told us to kneel, and announced a contest. The men would watch while each of us demonstrated our control of our breasts. The one they judged the best would receive a reward orgasm. There were wide grins from the girls. So, one at a time we were all invited to stand up and twirl our tassels. I was excused because I was new. I was interested to see how well the rest could manage.

It was , perhaps, the most excitingly submissive act I had ever seen. Ten topless, collared women trying to twirl their breasts in a circle at the command of two men. If I hadn't seen see the happy faces of these young women, I wouldn't have believed it. It was pure hedonistic exhibition. No worse than a wet t-shirt contest, I guess. but still.

The girls were relaxed and commented freely on each girl at her turn. Three of the girls were quite good and could make their tassels twirl immediately and fast. I don't know how the men judged them, but they announced that Sandy, a tall, buxom, blond was the winner.

One of them typed a few strokes on their tablets and Sandy exploded into her orgasm with a wild scream of ecstasy and rolled into a ball on the floor. We all clapped as she writhed in her pleasure. Finally she stopped and one of the men said, "Kneel, Sandy. Good work. "

She struggled back to her knees and said, "Thank you so much, Masters."

Jill let us rest a few minutes then got us up and working on some real dances. The dance room was lined with mirrors so the girls could see the instructor's actions. I enjoyed the dancing. I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all. Almost all  the action was in my hips and torso. I learned that all the floor motion used tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length. I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms. I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I learned how to dance. I cast furtive glances at the trainers as I moved. I noticed how they smiled at the girls in motion and watched as their cocks grew in their pants.

I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my Master and he was going to take me fully when the dance ended.

The dance class went on all morning. We put our dancing costumes, tassels too, back on the table, lined up and went to eat lunch. There was no sitting around a table and chatting while we ate. Discipline was important to the men with the whips. but I wish we could have talked. I had so many questions. We were fed lunch in bowls on the floor. We had to cross our hands behind us as we ate. I was used to Master feeding me my meals and this was much different. 

After lunch the entire class went into ponygirl training. We followed one of the men into the tack room and I found every girl had an open cupboard with her name above it and her tack hanging inside. We all put on the pony boots, bridles and bits. The men came around and fastened our hands behind us then. They fastened my wrist cuffs together to the ring on the back of the belt that locked my corset in place. Then they strapped my elbows together, tight. My arms were welded together and immobile. I hadn't been this helpless since Master showed me that two handcuff thing the first night we met.

One of the men pushed a stainless steel serving cart into the room. It was loaded with lengths of light chain and locks. They lined us up in a single line and  locked a four foot length of chain between our collars so we were standing in a single linked line.

He said, "Ponygirls, pay attention. You're going to practice the high step. I know some of you haven't done this before so listen up. All of you try it as I speak. Lift your left leg until your ankle chain is tight. Step forward with that foot keeping the chain tight. Now do the same with your right foot. Good. Now walk slowly forward as I tell you. Left. Right. Left. Right. Stop." He walked to a girl behind me and said, "You didn't keep your chain tight." SWACK. I heard a squeal as she yelped around her bit.

They had us high step around the room in a circle as they watched us. They used their whip several times while we improved I got a swat, quite unfairly, I thought. When they hadn't had to correct anyone for a few minutes they stopped us. "Stop. OK. You're all doing well. Now I want you to jog in your circle with the high step. We'll be lenient for a little while. This will be harder. Go. Left, right, left, right." Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was. They kept us at this jog from Hell for a long time. My legs were aching and we were all sweating when they finally let us stop.

The instructor said, "Good job girls. The high step will get easier and more natural with practice. Now we're going to strengthen your legs even more."

They led the coffle outside onto the track and locked one end to a post. The men walked away and we heard an engine start. They came back with an ATV pickup loaded with metal and concrete. They stopped on the track and unloaded a bunch of low trapezoid-shaped, metal trays or holders made of welded rebar.  All of the trays had a six foot long steel cable attached to the pointed end and ending in  "Y" shaped end. They lined them up across the tack, obviously one for each of their ponygirls and put a concrete block inside them. The assembly weighed maybe fifty pounds. One of them took the free end of the coffle and pulled us into a line across the track with the trays behind us. The two free ends of the "Y" were clipped onto either side of our belts. We were still in the coffle.

One of the men said, "This isn't a race. You're all going to stay in line across the track and high step around it, pulling your weight. If you get ahead, slow down. If you fall behind, we'll whip your asses, so don't. Stay in step. Start on your left foot. Go."

I started by raising my left foot, like all the girls. I had to lean forward in order to make the weight behind me move. It was hard going. The weight had a lot of resistance. I had to lean way forward to get it to move. Our line got ragged fast. I heard the trainer's whips and the resulting yelps. It was hard work and the track was very long., but I stayed ahead for a long time. I got very tired about halfway around and fell behind. The vicious little whip hit my ass two, three times before I =caught up. Besides the weight, the high step was tiring., too. It was so unnatural; my muscles were all stretching and working in new ways. I was afraid I was going to fall behind and not be able to catch up when I heard, "Whoa ponies. Ten minute rest. Stay standing. Flex your legs. " They came around and shoved a water bottle with a long nipple screwed on into my mouth over the bit. I was very grateful for the water. We had been working hard for a long time and I was parched, largely due to being unable to close my mouth because of the bit.

Soon I heard, "Back to work, girls. Halfway there. Get ready. Left foot. Go."

I raised my left foot and leaned into the harness. We were off at our slow trudge. The whips didn't crack so much this time. I guess we were getting better. A long, long time later we had reached our starting point. "Whoa ponies. Excellent job. We were released from the weights and taken back into the stables. The clock on the wall said we had only been pulling the weights for an hour. It seemed like all afternoon.

Another ten minute break and the men divided the coffle in half by unlocking the middle chain.  I was the second girl in my new, shorter coffle. One of the men started with the girl in front of me and clipped a rein to each side of her bit. He came to me and I saw that each leather rein was quite long and both had brass snaps spaced along it as far apart as our collars in the coffle. He snapped the second snap of each rein onto my bit and them went to the third girl, and so on. When he was done he said, "Girls, space yourselves as far apart as you can. If you get too close to the girl in front of you, you won't be able to feel the reins when I pull on them, then you will not do what they commanded and I'll whip you. For your own good, keep your coffle chains taut. The rules are simple and intuitive, I pull on your left rein when I want you to go left. Follow the girl in front of you. If I pull on both it means slow down or stop. If I shake the reins, it means speed up. This session, you're only going to walk. Always start on your left foot. I'll use verbal commands to start. Ready, Walk."

He was correct. It was simple. The worst part was when he pulled on a rein. It pulled my head, and that was OK, but any pull made the "U" shaped piece in my mouth press down on my tongue. It was serrated and hurt even with a gentle pull.  We all tried to respond very quickly to a rein, just to get the nasty thing off our tongues. I never knew that horses felt pain when a rider used a rein. I naively thought it just showed a direction. I wonder if horse's bits are like ours?

I had to watch the girl in front of me carefully in order to keep the chain taut. I made my steps match hers as closely as I could. All of us held our bodies rigid, no unexpected twitches or half steps, I had to step exactly where she did. Anyone trying to track our steps across the track would see one ponygirl followed by a man's boot. I imagined six pony boots coming down one after the other in exactly the same spot, compressing the earth a little more each time so it looked like one Percheron sized ponygirl had passed here.

He used all the rein commands to guide us: walk, left, right, stop, go, etc. in varying cycles until we had made a loop around the track. He augmented the reins with voice commands for a little while. He stopped us twice to whip a girl who had messed up. A single, corrective stroke followed by a low voice behind me. Then we started again.

It was strangely relaxing. My mind cleared of everything but following the girl in front of me and interpreting the shifting reins. There was no anticipation possible. The terrain was low and repetitive. I don't know if I would have been able to hold a conversation if the bit was removed. I was floating in subspace.  Alert for a command, but otherwise blank. Could I remember how to speak? I felt .. nonverbal. I was a pony and ponies didn't speak.

We reached the stables again and he stopped us. He took our reins off but my mind didn't clear. I waited. None of the other girls moved at all, either.  He led us alongside a tall fence and had us turn to face it. He went to each of us and unlocked our coffle chain from the girl in front of us and wrapped it around the top rail and locked us to it. Now we were all facing the fence, breasts tight against it, unable to turn. The blinders on my harness stopped me from seeing anything behind me, and only a pasture in front.

He returned and took the girl beside me away. I heard noises but couldn't interpret them. After a long time he returned her to the fence and unlocked me. He left the chain on the fence and put a leash on my nose ring. It wasn't necessary. I would have followed him. He led me to a light cart, a trap he called it, and fastened me to it. He put reins on my bit and seated himself. There was a long carriage whip standing upright in a holder beside him.

"Walk," and I felt the reins laying on my shoulders shaken. The trap and driver were much easier to pull than the weighted burden I had pulled earlier.

This time he went faster and spoke hardly at all. I spent a long time jogging in my high step. He drove me once around the track and stopped in back of "My" coffle.

"Good pony," and he gave me a reward shock. Not enough for an orgasm, but it felt very good. If he had held the button down just a little longer I might have orgasmed. He put me back against the fence and took the next pony off for her solo ride.

I really wanted to talk to the others. I developed a considerable dislike for my bit, but it was indifferent tome. I suffered in silence, unable to move or communicate. At last all the girls had pulled the cart and we were put back on the long coffle. The men took us inside and unlocked our hands. We took off our pony boots and put our shoes on. Then we were allowed to remove our bits and bridles but ordered not to speak. After we put all our pony tack away, one of the men came down the coffle and gave each of us a red ball gag and ordered us to put them on. I guess I was glad he let me do it because sometimes they left our hair under the strap. I put it on under my hair and pulled it snug. Another reason I would rather do it myself. The men always pulled it so tight it pinched the corners of my mouth. He came back down the line and locked our hands behind us. Finally they had us move to the center of the room and locked each end of the coffle to a post. We stood there as men came to take their slaves home . Only a few girls had been takes when Master arrived. I was so glad to see him. I was tired and dirty, but just the sight of him made me refreshed and horny. He always affected me this way. He was my Master, my owner, my protector.

He took me off the coffle and I rubbed up against him. savoring the feel of his solid body against me. I wanted him to take me right now and moaned as I touched him.

He took hold of my nose ring and pulled my face close to his. He kissed my forehead and said, "Not here, but soon."

God I loved this man. He turned and strode out to his car. I skipped after him, passing him in my eagerness to be home. He strapped me in and we were off.

When we got home he removed my gag and unlocked my hands. He surprised me by unlocking and removing my controller. He handed it to me. "Go upstairs, use the toilet, wash this, and shower. Make sure your hair is clean. Put the controller back in place then come to the study."

I was looking forward to being clean and using the toilet. "Yes, Master, But I was wondering if you would like to spend some time with me before I replace this? Please Master. I worked very hard today and all that kept me going was thinking of you and looking forward to tonight. We could start early."

"I'm tempted sweet thing. Go get clean, and pretty. Put the plug back and come seduce me in the study when you're ready. Oh, and leave your corset off." He unlocked the security belt on my corset so I could remove it.

"OK, Master." She bounced out and ran up the stairs, her ankle chain jingling as she practiced her high step.

Brad watched her go with a half-smile. She was like a kitten, interested in everything and completely fearless. He was afraid he was falling in love with this willing, intelligent submissive. He knew the signs. He also knew that every woman he had let into his heart had left, taking a piece of him with her. It wasn't their fault, it was his. Sex and submission were wonderful, but only those he let in had the power to hurt him so deeply. As long as he could even halfway believe they were property. it wouldn't hurt so badly if/when they left. Laura was getting deeply into him. He was starting to care for her as a person. A great part of him wanted to enfold her in love and shared intimacy but it was too painful if it failed.  She would have to remain a chattel, a ponygirl to be driven, a pet to be improved and played with, a slavegirl to be ordered, trained to perform, an intelligent, responsive, sex toy. He couldn't let her become a person, much less a love.


Chapter 14: Fun with Domination

I cleaned up and took my time with my makeup. I wanted to subtly enhance, not overwhelm., well, maybe just a little. I dabbed then rubbed, painted and thinned, plucked and highlighted. I put a little rouge on my nipples and pussy lips and watched them swell into erection. I was such a slave.  I dabbed a little perfume on both. I inserted my controller and as soon as I pushed the lock in, it began to vibrate, hard. It had never done that before. I was instantly aroused. I wasn't sure I could make it down to Master before I came. I hurried to him and , thankfully, the vibrator stopped halfway down the stairs. I hurried, but with less urgency, to Master's study.  He was sitting on the couch with a report in his hands.

He set it aside, smiled, and said, "You look gorgeous, come closer and display for me."

"Yes, Master," I hurried over, my ankle chain jingling. I stood, almost touching his knee, crossed my arms behind me, spread my legs, thrust my breasts out, arched my back, and, looking straight ahead, and used my pecs to lift my breasts an inch higher.

"Very nice, Laura. You learned a lot in just a day. I'm very proud of you."

He stood up and put his arms around me. I didn't move my arms or body. I hadn't been given permission. He used a finger under my chin to tilt my head back. He loomed over me, a tower of strength and I felt tiny and loved. He bent his head down and kissed me, chastely, at first, then he lifted me and held me to him and our kiss became very personal and hot. When he finally relaxed the pressure on my lips, I gasped, "Don't stop, Master, please."

I felt his penis pressing on my engorged pussy, my own stone hard nipples rubbing against his chest. If  my feet were on the ground I would have rubbed against him to sooth the aches, but I couldn't.  I forgot my ankle chain and tried to wrap my legs around his waist, but my feet were jerked to a halt as soon as I tried.  "Sorry, Master. I forgot."

"It’s OK. I enjoy seeing you in chains. I like having such control over you."

"I enjoy it too, Master. If you exercised a little more control over me, I'd orgasm for our mutual pleasure."

"An excellent idea, but first I have a present for you and I want to hear about your day." He set me on my feet and said, "Lift your hands over your head."

I obeyed and lifted my hands up high. He went to a table and took the lid off a rectangular box I hadn't noticed before, He took something wrapped in paper out and left the wrapping on the table. He turned around and was holding a larger version of my collar. Gold, six inches high. but almost two feet across. He walked back to me and held it up for me to see. It had the same deeply embossed pattern around its middle and the same engraving on the front, but there were no big rings on it. He put it around my waist and pressed it shut. It was very tight, much like my corset.

I said, "Master, its tight but would you take it off for a moment. I'd like to look at it some more."

"Sorry, Laura. It doesn't open, there's no release or keyhole. Its permanent. Really, the only thing you need to know is that it does have some attachment points built into it. They fold up from the embossed design it you press on them.  I'll show you." He pressed and a "U" shaped staple popped out. Then he folded it down. "Turn around and put your hands behind you." He locked them both to the same staple in the center of the belt. Now my hands were fixed to the center rear of the belt. He took me to a mirror so I could see. I was an elegant slavegirl. Gleaming gold adorned my neck, nose, nipples, waist, and ankles. Chain linked my ankles and nipple rings. Gleaming metal covered my pussy lips. I was beautiful and so available.

"Master, do you like me like this?"

"You are my dream, Laura, My property, helpless, erotic, and sexy as hell. You're my wet dream come true. How do you like you like this?"

"It feels so good, so natural, and I'm bound so well I'm having to hold off an orgasm."

"Well, you did so well today, I'm going to reward you." He dramatically held my remote up and pushed a button.  The orgasm blossomed in me like a huge flower unfolding, I screamed and collapsed on the floor. He caught me and lay me on my side. The wonderful, irresistible spasm wracked my body, flooding my pussy with steaming hot love juices. I moaned and twisted, uncontrollably as my mind lost everything but pleasure. When I came down I was curled on the floor looking up at Master. That was the best orgasm ever. Was it because I was strictly bound when the controller sent its wickedly effective charge through me?

"Thank you, Master. That was wonderful. It seemed stronger than before. Did you do something different with the remote?"

"No. It might be your imagination, or because you were tired from your work, or maybe it combined with stricter bondage. That might be something for Emily's team to research. Tell her about it when you see her." He helped me up. Good thing.

I followed him to the couch and after he sat down he helped me onto his lap. Strange to be sitting there naked and unable to move my arms at all. I rested my head on his chest and sighed. He put his arm around me and fondled my nipple.

"Master, much more of that and I'm going to come again, " I warned him."

"Bring it on, Love." He used his other hand to lift my face and we kissed again. He tasted good, soft, warm lips and tongue, faintly spicy and not at all flowery. He tasted like a man.

After we kissed he said, "Tell me about your day. I know you worked hard. Tell me what you did and how you felt about it."

I thought back to the morning. "I was one of twelve girl and we spent the morning learning to belly dance. That was the part I liked best. We worked fairly hard and I enjoy dancing. I'd never done belly dance before, but it was fun.  Let me stand up and I'll show you some things I learned."

He set me on my feet. I faced him with my feet close together. I showed him some steps I learned and twisted my torso as we'd been shown. I made a slow, sinuous wave with my torso, ending with raising my breasts and twirling my nipple rings in a circle.

"Bravo, Laura, that was erotic and beautiful. If you're done come back."

I sat in his lap and he rotated me around so I was sideways again. His arm was around me, supporting my back, his hand was cupping my breast. His fingers rubbed my nipple and played with my heavy ring, sending waves of arousal to my belly. It was pleasant and portended further explosions in my loins. While I wanted the festivities to start in earnest, I was very content, laying there. I was incapable of doing almost everything, but, at the same time, had no need to do anything. I had nothing to care for but my Master.

"I'll have to come watch you tomorrow. I want to see the whole thing with your hands free."

"We'd all like that Master. We strutted for our instructors but having a real Master there to show off to would be great."

"OK, what else?"

"We ate lunch. They made us eat from bowls of food and water on the ground, without our hands. It was pretty demeaning at first. I know we aren't free people anymore, but it was hard to believe that to them we're just animals."

"It’s part of your training. You need to internalize your new status as property, just like a dog or horse. It'll help you avoid punishment."

"Anyway, it was pretty demeaning, for someone who's used to being a woman. After that we dressed in pony girl tack. Boots, bridles, bits and reins. They fastened our hands behind us as usual but then they put straps around our elbows and pulled them so tight we couldn't move our arms at all. Very uncomfortable. They stayed that way all afternoon. The worst part of the day was the pain in my shoulders. Unrelenting, like a toothache."

"Was it any better at the end of the day?"

I thought back. He may be right. I remember feeling pain in my shoulders when were high stepping along in coffle, but not when we were dragging those damned weights around the track. I don't remember any pain there when I pulled the cart or trap or whatever it was called, either. "Yes, I think it might have been, at least I didn't notice it at the end."

"Good. Any pain from your new waistband?"

"No," I looked down at the gleaming gold band clamped on my waist. It was elegant and tight. I liked the way it looked, but I'm sure that sometimes I will want it off. Just to scratch, if nothing else. "It’s better than the corset. There's no restriction on my breathing, but it’s still tight. Do I have to wear this all the time?"

"Afraid so pet. It doesn't open. You'd have to get it cut off and that'd ruin it."

I was afraid of that. I liked it and the way it looked on me. "It'll have to come off it I get pregnant."

"True, and it will then."

"Master, if you make me pregnant, will you make an honest woman of me?"

Brad looked at her in surprise. Had to come up some time, he thought. "My pet, would it make a difference to you?"

"Of course not. I'm already yours and you make all the decisions. It might be easier for any children if the rest of the world thought we were more "Normal," like with birth certificates and legal matters."

"Maybe. If we had a child would you tell them about our relationship or pretend we were 'Normal?'"

"I don't know. They'd learn on their own, sometime. Thankfully, I don't have to decide anything. Your job, remember?"

"Too right. I'd have to think about that. For now just take your pills."

"Of course, Master."

"Back to your day. What was pony training like?"

"We spent all afternoon in pony gear. I've decided I like the bit even less than a gag. I can't talk with either one, but if someone pulls on the bit, it hurts my tongue. "

"OK, you were in harness all afternoon. What did you do?"

"First we were chained together in a coffle by the trainers. Then we practiced the 'High step." We all did it clumsily and with a lot of effort at first, but we learned to do it OK. It’s a damn awkward way to walk or run. I guess it makes us look more like prancing ponies. I admit we look good that way, but it’s still hard to do. I get tired more quickly."

"Well, I think the high step is a great way to display ponygirls."

"You would, Master. I think any man would." Then they hooked us to a heavy weight and had us pull it around the track, lined up in a straight line across the track. It took us an hour of hard work to make one pass around the track."

"For leg strength, obviously."

"My calves still ache, Master. Then they divided the coffle in half and trained us to respond to reins. That was OK. Simple and direct. Finally we each got a turn pulling a cart. The instructors were the drivers and they exercised us with the reins and a light cart. That was my favorite part. The load was light and I could get the feel of wind over my body. I sort of zoned out.  I imagine I had no more thought than a real pony during that run. I lost track of where I was or what I was doing until he unhooked me from the cart and put me back on the coffle. It was like my mind took a short vacation."

"It sounds like you learned something as well as getting good exercise."

"Master will I be doing the same thing every day?"

"My understanding is that your training will vary and at the end of the week you'll have the basics of pony play, belly dancing, and pet play. As well as being more fit. Oh, and you'll get some rowing in too."

Oh yeah. Galley slave. I was so not looking forward to that. "Pet play, Master?"

"Yes. You'll learn to play the role of a pet. A dog or cat, usually."

That sounded even more demeaning than a slave. Probably the same as a human pony, only on our hands and knees in the house.  We'll see. No choice. I enjoyed puling the cart, so, maybe.

That night Master removed my controller and put a short chain between my wrists, in front so I could wake him with a blow job. My collar was linked to a ring on the wall so I couldn't wander. I can't decide if he doesn't trust me, can't bear to be apart or just likes to see me in chains. He says the latter, but sometimes I think all three. I can't imagine any reason I'd like to get up in the night without him.

Breakfast was different. Today Audrey put my food in a bowl.  Master brought me downstairs with my hands locked behind me and the controller back in place. He fastened my collar to a floor ring with a short chain. I got a bowl of water too.

I asked, "Master, must I eat like this now?"

" During your training, maybe longer, you will eat all your meals on the floor like the pet you're learning to be.  Eat up."

"Yes, Master." I ate it, clumsily. There didn't seem to be any way to eat without getting food stuck on my nose ring. I hung into the food on every bite. It dipped into the water when I drank, but the food stayed stuck on it. I felt so helpless, unable even to wipe my face. Audrey brought a wet cloth and wiped my face and ring when she collected the bowls. She said, "Good girl." Strangely, I felt better hearing her tone of approval. Why was that?

When Master finished, he unlocked me from the chain. "Stand."

I obeyed and he put a leash on my nose ring. He must have been in a hurry because he took me directly to the car, strapped me in, and drove away. In minutes I was back in the training room and putting on the dance skirt.

Every day for the week I went to exercise during the day. It always started with dance class. We moved on rapidly, learning new steps and more complex motions as our bodies became stronger.

We did the rowing exercise as simulated galley slaves only twice for a couple of hours. Pony practice was all focused on getting us proficient at rein response and strengthening our legs. We pulled those damn weights around the track every day. We got faster though, so it was working.

Puppy play training started slowly. We got knee pads, gloves and gags. The gloves had a very stiff palm so we couldn't bend our fingers, covered in soft rubber so we couldn't hurt anyone. The bits were really two part gags. A ring gag was strapped in and then an insert shaped like a big penis that ended in a rubber bone was inserted. It latched that could be easily released if we had our fingers. Cute. We were ordered to kneel and leather straps were put around each leg, holding our knees bent so we couldn't stand. We learned to heel, and to walk on a leash, luckily clipped to our collars, not our nose rings.

We learned to walk, run, beg, roll over, bark, fetch, and lay down for sex. If we were too slow or sloppy the instructors gave us a single whip stripe. The pain was sharp and concise. It was always one stripe on our ass. It hurt terribly for a few seconds then subsided into a hot ache. We always tried very hard after one. 

When we had gained proficiency in movement and responded to commands quickly they put us in a dominate - submit exercise.  we had our controllers removed and double ended penises strapped into half  the girls. The other half were the "Victims." I was one of those. Our  wrists were locked together in front of us. The "Men" had to catch a "Victim," wrestle her to the ground and penetrate her. Either hole was OK. And we couldn't stop until every girl had had a forced orgasm.

I was targeted by Jeanne, a raven-haired beauty about my size. I saw her focus on me and start moving toward me. I retreated, but with my hands joined, she caught me easily. I struggled but couldn't get away. She threw me on my back and straddled me, the fake penis squeezed into my belly. I enjoyed orgasms, but this felt wrong, I only wanted my Master in me. I was owned and loved him. This felt like someone was stealing from my Master. I struggled to toss her off me, but she put one "Paw" on my hands to hold them down over my head and swatted my breasts with the other, saying, "Submit Bitch or I'll hit your breasts until you do." The pain was awful. Fear of real damage rose in me. I was in her power and even the instructors couldn't reach me before I was hurt bad.  Even padded, her hand punished my breasts. Finally I stopped resisting, "I submit. I'll obey you." I stopped struggling and felt her shove the cock into me. It was big and stiffer than a real one.

The instructors knew I couldn't orgasm unless I'm in strict bondage, so, as soon as I was on my back and impaled, the instructors intervened and locked my hands to the back of my collar. I'd been brought to orgasm by a girl before, but never fucked. I wondered how it would feel to have her boobs rubbing against mine.

I didn't find out. When I was helpless she got off me and rolled me over on my stomach. "Up on your knees. Get your ass in the air."

I put weight on my elbows and pulled my knees under me and I felt a hard blow on my ass. I yelped.

"You're my bitch now. Acknowledge your command."

Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Get your ass higher."

"Yes, Mistress." I got fully on my knees and thrust my ass high.

"Spread your knees wide."

"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed. and felt the fake penis touch my bottom hole. My weeks of wearing the controller had loosened my sphincter muscle so she slid the dildo in easily. I felt it go deep in me and the fake balls and her thighs hit my ass. Dear God, it was working. I was getting aroused.

She started pumping and slapping my ass cheeks with each thrust, one at a time, In, left, out, in, right...  It was getting to me now, the heat in my ass was going directly to my belly. I felt the spasms start. Soon I was moaning and my breath came raggedly.

Suddenly she withdrew and stopped. I was stricken with fear she might leave me unfinished, needy. "You're my bitch, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress, Yes."

She hit my left breast. "Say it, bitch."

I was.  I said, quickly, "I'm your bitch, Mistress."

"I know. " She started thrusting again and I came with a scream. and collapsed. I heard other "Victims" screaming, whimpering, pleading, but they were just noises to me now as I lay bound, savoring my pleasure. I could see Jeanne from where I lay. As I came down, I saw her rubbing her crotch and breasts vigorously. She was breathing rapidly and gasping, suddenly she came too. I think it wasn't as strong as mine. I still couldn't find the energy to move and she managed to stay on her knees and just slumped a little. She got the same dreamy smile I felt on my own face. I was grateful for my orgasm and even happy she got some too, but I also felt vengeful. Make me her bitch will she?

After I'd orgasmed they released my hands. After we'd all been 'Done,"  we switched places. My wrists were unlocked, the strap on penises were cleaned and one was put on me. It was really a double-ended dildo with a single set of fake balls. I lay on my back and the instructor inserted it in my pussy. I knelt and he strapped it on me. It My turn, I thought.

I looked up and found Jeanne. She was kneeling in the line of new "Victims" and looking sumptuous. We locked eyes and she looked a little nervous. I smiled and said, loudly, Jeanne, you're my bitch now. Girls, I claim Jeanne, I have a debt to pay. The former victims growled and each one claimed her former tormentor.

The instructors lined us up, "Men" facing "Women" five feet apart and after a short dramatic pause said, simply, "Go."

We all leapt toward our prey and soon had them on the ground. With their hands locked together they were easy prey, just as I had been.  I got her on her back, sat on her stomach, and, just like she had done, held her hands over her head, pinned to the floor. She struggled, trying to get loose, but couldn't move me. With my free hand I hit her breasts, back and forth, several times, until she cried, "Please. Stop. You win."

"Put your hands behind your neck, bitch, and don't move them or I'll knock your breasts off," I snarled."

I loosened my grip and let her pull her hands into place.  I held them there and took hold of her left nipple with my free hand. I pinched it hard and she winced. "I asked, softly, "How do you acknowledge a command, bitch?"

"Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry Mistress."

"Spread your legs, bitch."

"Yes, Mistress." She obeyed.

I lowered my mouth onto hers and raped that first. I forced my tongue into her surprised mouth and kissed her hard. At first she fought me, but soon she submitted. I raised up, shifted down, and looked at her sex. It was engorged and red as a baboon. She was ready. I thrust the penis into her pussy, with force. It slid in and she gasped. I used my hips and set up a steady rhythm, listening to her breathing.

I took a nipple into my mouth and sucked on it. I nibbled and licked and felt it grow large and hard. Soon it was like a knobby raspberry, full, succulent, and very hard. I shifted to her other nipple and did the same. By now, her breathing was shallow, rapid, and she was moaning, almost ready to come.

I pulled out and savored her cry of distress. I sat on her chest, putting the wet fake penis on her lips. "Clean my dick, bitch."

She looked at me in shock and need, "But..."

I slapped both her breasts aiming for the nipples. She gasped and I repeated, "Clean it. Now, bitch."

She opened her mouth and started licking her juices off my tool. After a minute I shoved it in her mouth. "Suck. Worship my cock, bitch."

She did a credible job and soon her eyes had that needy look in them. I pulled out and said, "On your stomach bitch and don't let your hands move. I just learned some new moves and I want to try them on you. You know the position."

"Yes, Mistress. She rolled over and got her ass in the air, knees wide. I slapped her ass four times, hard, on each cheek. "Just to warm you up."

I put the tip of the penis on her anus and it slipped in easily. She must wear the controller as much as me.

I alternated hitting her ass as I thrust, as she had taught me. When she was close to orgasm, I stopped and smacked her breasts. "You don't come without my permission. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"When you're ready, beg for it. If you beg well enough, I may let you come."

"Yes Mistress."

I started pumping her again and her breathing grew more rapid and she started moaning again. What a sweet, erotic sound. I now understood why men like to make us needy. All the sounds of an orgasm at your fingertips. She said, "Please Mistress, may I come?"

"No, be patient." I slapped her breasts a few times to quiet her need a little.  It worked, she moaned louder, fighting off the impending orgasm, but her breathing steadied. Soon it started speeding up and again she begged, "Mistress, Beautiful mistress. Your humble bitch begs to have an orgasm. Please Mistress, please."

"OK. Do it."

She screamed in pleasure and collapsed down onto her knees then toppled to her side all the while making little whimpers of pleasure.  I Knelt beside her. I had done this. I had fucked a helpless girl, forcing her to transform pain into pleasure, making her submit to me as if I were a man. I looked down at my tool and wondered what a man would feel now, watching his conquest mindless in her pleasure. His bitch.  Probably like I felt only with more pleasure of his own from his real tool.

The instructor came over and removed the dildo and unlocked her hands. Jeanne got up and crawled over to me. We were still in our puppy gear. She put her paws around me and we kissed. When we stopped, she said, "Thank you, Mistress."

"No, thank you, Jeanne. You showed me how and I enjoyed everything. I'm just Laura now and you're Jeanne, bitch."

"I'm happy to be your bitch, Laura. Glad to know you better.

"Me too."

The instructors called us all back together to watch one girl be gang-banged.

Olivia was a big, strong girl and managed to evade being penetrated until all the rest of us were done. The instructors gathered the rest of us in a circle and detailed three girls to take her. She was easily caught. Two girls held her down and the other penetrated her pussy and brought her near to orgasm before stopping. Her captors changed places and the second  girl used her bottom, again stopping before she reached orgasm. A final change and the third girl played with her breasts and pussy while Olivia begged sufficiently for an orgasm. Her final captor took her from the front and Olivia was whimpering and begging as she was pumped up. The two holding her down were slapping and fondling her breasts and she was nearly at orgasm when the instructors pulled them off her.  They locked her hands behind her and left her whimpering and crying in need. We all felt for her, but the lesson was clear. Obey or be punished.

The lesson was over for the day. They took the paws off us and had us take off the rest of the gear and put it up. Olivia's final captor was detailed to strip Olivia. Then we were put back in coffle to await our Masters.

Later lessons had us running on all fours to keep up with our Masters. We competed in fetching and racing. I was good, but not the fastest. We learned to play puppy soccer, both inside and out. It was fun, but tiring.

Master was interested in the puppy training, more than I expected. I the evening he always asked about my exercises. I'd describe them and he'd usually ask me to tell him what I felt about them. The puppy play was no exception, but his interest seemed higher.

"You enjoyed both sides? Both being submissive and dominant? Tell me more."

"Master, I'm not sure I understand it. I was the sub first and when she held me down and stuck that fake penis in me, it was almost like you were there. I felt like you were taking me. I could see her face, but at the same time I was in tight bondage and my love canal was being filled, pumped, and my body responded. I fought her until I was helpless because she wasn't you and I didn't want a girl sticking things in me. I just felt wrong. I mean, a tongue, sure, that's OK, but a plastic penis.. My mind tried to resist even then, but my body was overwhelmed by the sensations and my willpower wasn't able to even slow it down. I was totally lost and started orgasming, after just a few pumps of the penis."

"You understand, you're a slave now and have to obey free people?"

"Of course, Master, but she was a slave."

"Who told you girls what to do?"

"The trainers, Master," I said, very softly. Dammit. I still didn't want to do it, and I was forced, too., But I couldn't say that. Two months ago, yes, but not now.

"OK. You didn't like being taken by a girl, right?"

"Yes, Master."

"But you had an orgasm, anyway?"

"Yes, Master," I admitted.

"I take it you enjoyed that part, so how did you feel when the orgasm was over?"

"Better," I admitted. "It was just sex play and I know I'm a submissive, so I liked it after it was over. I think I will like it completely when we do it again."

'That's what I would assume. How was it being dominant?"

Alien, strange, I felt like a man must feel when you're taking a woman without her consent. Rape made me feel powerful. I liked it. I know I couldn't do it in the real world. I'm not aggressive or strong. But in that game, I relished dominating her, making her squeal and forcing the penis into her. I got aroused too, but since I wasn't in bondage, I never got close to an orgasm. I was just playing a role, but it made me very aroused."

"Good, Laura, you're learning the difference between having sex and being a sex toy. When you and I play, you're having sex. When Your master makes you have sex with someone they choose, you're a sex toy. I want you to learn to be a great sex toy as well as having great sex with me."

"I'll always obey you, Master."

"I know. But most girls aren't initially comfortable having sex with strangers. You're too vulnerable. What you will learn is to be comfortable and enjoy sex with whoever your Master directs. You are pleasing when you exhibit joy in obedience, whatever form that takes. What will you do the next time you are the sub in the game?"

"I will quickly lay on my back, put my hands behind my neck, spread my legs and beg to be taken, Master"

"Excellent, slave. Do not forget."


Chapter 15: Innovation

My week of intensive training finally ended and my life went back to normal. There were some changes though. I had  to eat my meals at home on the floor out of bowls without using my hands. I was allowed to eat lunch at work and meals out like a "Normal" person. My view of normal seemed to be changing daily.

My after work routine had sorted out to the stables Tuesday and Thursday for exercise and dance. Master would run with some buddies from the military while I was there. They did some other physical training too, but I never saw it. Monday I did housework, cleaning, laundry, gardening, whatever was needed.  Friday and Saturday he often took me out in public.

As a CEO of a major employer in the southwest, he was invited to a lot of events. He gave to many charities and attended functions for his business associates. I loved those. Of course I always wore my controller firmly seated in my girl parts, but it didn't show. If it was an affair where I could wear a gown, I'd have to wear my ankle chain, but I was allowed to use my "Safety chain" to keep it above the hem of my gown. It was a short chain with a spring clip on both ends. I hooked one end to the ring of my controller and other in the middle of my ankle chain. My collar and bracelets were often commented on, but no one ever said anything about my nose ring. Sometimes I overheard "..Goth.." but ignored it. After all, no one really cared about me as a person, only because I was with Bradley Hancock, and he was completely indifferent to what others said about him. The first time he took me out to an event, I was concerned about all the stares I was getting. I asked him if he would be hurt by vicious gossip. Master said, "I give these people a million dollars a year to help others. I walk on water. People may be shocked by what you do, but you're not here to be liked, and neither am I. Stop worrying about what people think about you. Worry about what I think of you."

The rest of the week is for fun and Master seems to like me as a ponygirl. Me too, I loved being in the open with Master. I guess it was the kinky equivalent of a vanilla couple playing tennis or watching TV. I put on my pony boots then clip the safety chain to my controller and ankle chain. It keeps the chain off the ground and lessens the chance of tripping. Then he'd put on my tack and I'd pull him all over his ranch. It was a big place and I learned all the trails and landmarks. He called it a ranch, but it was mainly farm plots and greenhouses. I enjoyed these outings. Master would harness me and hook me to a cart.

The cart was a lightweight aluminum frame with a single plastic seat on two bicycle wheels. I'd put on my pony boots and he'd lock my wrists to the back of my waistband. When the strap tightened around my elbows I couldn't move my arms at all. He'd put the bridle on and make sure my hair wasn't being pulled. My bridle had blinders on both sides so I could only see directly in front.  He always kissed me thoroughly then. I was grateful that was what he left me with before I was bitted.  Any possibility of speech was lost once it was in my mouth. When I was fully dressed, he'd put the reins on.

My ponygirl reins were different than a horse's, they had two parts. A thin chain joined the bit ring to the same side nipple ring and were short enough to pull the nipple ring tight so my nipple and breast hung from the ring, just a little. Then the long, leather part of the rein clipped onto the bit ring. If my driver pulled on a rein, it made three things  happen, two of them could be  unpleasant: my head was turned to the side, the bit in my mouth pressed its serrated edge down on my tongue, and my nipple was pulled up. I learned quickly to respond to a gentle tug on my reins. Master had a soft touch and handled me gently after I learned.

Ever since he'd put the rings in my labia lips, I'd been accompanied by the soft jingling of their bells when I moved. Louder when they knocked together, but never totally quiet. I had come to enjoy the ever present cheery sound. Everyone at work knew of them, of course. Some others had them too. They confided in me that they were embarrassing when a vanilla noticed the sound and they had gotten earrings with conspicuous bells to hide the source of the sounds. Master just said, "Ignore them," but one day he gave me a set . Love him. Anyway, Master decided their sound was too faint for a pony girl so he started hanging big, gold, heavy bells on my nipple rings when I pulled his cart. I always thought of "Jingle Bells" when I started running.

Sometimes we'd run into a worker and he'd stop and chat. Usually the men would talk about me and feel me for a while before their talk turned to work or football, or hunting. I enjoyed the rest and I really liked men to touch my body. Two months ago the bouncers would keep strange men from touching me when I was working. I was deathly afraid of what a man might do to me. Now all my fear was gone. I was a true slave and men could excite me with a glance or a light touch. Now I looked forward to any man  touching me. Especially if Master was around, but even in training or exercise class, a man's touch made me all shivery inside. Sometimes women too, but not often. Most women I saw were slaves and their touch moved my soul only if I wanted them. But free women were almost like men. I knew I had to obey them and they such power over me I couldn't help feeling a shiver of fear if they even noticed me.

I started back to work on a Monday. I had a stack of paperwork from when I was at training, but it was routine: invoices, memos on trivial things, reports to review, authorizations to sign. I saw that the controller sales were still high, L.A  wanted their usual hundred and fifty percent of production. Good for profits but it shorted everyone else. I had a report on the costs of expanding its manufacturing capacity and my own estimates on demand. The demand looked bottomless. The reports from members was that it was a very effective cure for all sorts of mental and emotional problems and let women get off of a myriad of drugs. The only limit was Master's insistence it only be sold to women who were already slaves or subs.

I was torn. It would be so easy to sell it to millions of women, but it was sure to be used to enslave millions more.  I was working on trying to change Master's mind. I was gathering statistics on white slavery and human trafficking. Basically I was going to argue that the women it might be used to enslave were already being enslaved by drugs and brutal force. This would make their lives easier. And, in addition, those women who weren't at risk for slavery anyway but that had mental and emotional issues could be significantly helped if the controllers were widely available. Millions of women could stop voluntarily drugging themselves or suffering unnecessarily.

I found a lot of statistics, government reports, and scientific papers to support my theory, but the knowledge of all the criminal enterprises currently enslaving women was thin and often anecdotal. We could find out if I was right or wrong by trying. Unfortunately, once this Jinn was out of the bottle, there was no way to stuff it back in. It was too cheap, useful, and sexually stimulating for men and women for them to ever let it go.

I discussed my ideas with Suzy and Natalie.  They were in favor of trying it if we could find an isolated community where we could control access and knowledge and above all, prevent escape of the knowledge. We didn't know of any, but Master had more access to information, especially non-public information, than we did.

When we ran out of ideas we agreed to take it to Master. It was his company and my owner. I had completed my staff work as far as I could. I had described the problem, offered a way to fix it that only needed his agreement to proceed. It took another four days to  finish the research and gather the production data. I was ready except for the presentation on Thursday and asked Natalie to find a time on Friday  where the three of us could meet Mr. Hancock.

Natalie was at the laptop controlling what was shown on the wall screen.

"So, our projection is that we can saturate our current market in five years at our current rate of production, thus we can't justify the expenditure needed for increased production. Next."

The wall screen changed at Natalie's finger motion.

"Our preferred option is to widen our market to include women with depression and eating disorders. This will open up a market of about twelve million women with depression and between forty and sixty four million women with some sort of eating disorder. I know it’s an amazing number, but it includes anorexia, bulimia, unhealthy diets, and obesity. With endorsement from the several thousand women now using the controller and its low cost, convenience and approval of intimate partners, we estimate an initial market share of eighty percent or forty two to sixty one million units. Next."

Natalie changed the display.

"It will cost the company five million dollars to increase production to two thousand units a month, but only ten million to achieve five thousand per month or sixty thousand per year. It should take a year to complete the build and to train the added workforce.  Marketing should cost about a million for the first two years then only a hundred thousand thereafter, once the product is known.

If you choose this expansion, the company will spend twelve million over the next two years. Profit from sales will only be from the thousand units a month we can build now, approximately, twelve million, paying for the expansion. Profit after reaching full rate production be about one hundred forty million dollars per year. Of course, sixty thousand units a year will only reach eight percent of the market in a year. Doubling up in the following year will double profits and take six years to saturate the market, if other competitors don't emerge.   If you choose to pursue this option, you should consider patenting the device. Next"

Natalie advanced the screen.

"This is my last chart. Before option two is chosen, we recommend a controlled test with volunteers that agree to non-disclosure to validate our estimates. This could be run similar to what is used for clinical drug trials, of course there isn't a way to do a double blind study without a placebo. That concludes my presentation, Sir. Do you have any questions?"

"Good presentation. Do you have the source material for your estimates?"

"Yes, Sir."

"OK I'll look it over. Let's meet again at 9 am tomorrow. Thank you, everybody."

Suzy, Natalie, and I rose to leave.

"Stay a minute, Laura."

"Yes, Sir."

I walked toward him as the others left. When the door closed he stood up and came around is desk. He opened his arms and I stepped inside them, putting my arms around his waist and hugging myself to him. He smelled good and felt even better. We kissed for a long time, our tongues cavorting inside our warm mouths. He said, "I'm proud of you, Laura. You're doing better than I hoped, and I had high hopes."

"Thank you, Master. You inspire me."

Thank you, Laura. It’s after three, shall we call it a day. I'm in the mood for a trot in the country."

"Yes, Master, Let's." I was so pleased that he thought I had done well.

We went home and I got  rid of my street clothes and we hurried to the stables. I was quickly harnessed and was jogging (trotting) out the gate and into the warm afternoon. It was warm and sunny so Master slathered me with sunscreen before harnessing me. I loved his touch. His hands were strong, yet gentle. He hung bells on my nipple rings after I was harnessed and ready to be hooked to the cart. He put a small cooler on the cart before he got on. I hope it had cold water in it.

As he steered me out the gate I started to slip into subspace. I knew where I was and where I had been. but not consciously. I had no names for where we were, that was human thought. I knew the land around the stable and I could have gotten home through sheer muscle memory. I saw only ruts and rocks, walls, and gates, streams and trees. All registered as I saw and passed them, but their memory vanished quickly. All I remembered was the sunlight, and the far hills. Just the pretty things. All the manmade objects vanished as I passed them. They were only things to be avoided. I was serenaded by the jingle of my chains and bells. Master hardly ever spoke while driving me. I was nothing but a dumb animal and savored the intimate connection that let me please him without ever hearing a command.

He let me rest by varying my speed up and down: walk, trot, canter, trot, walk. My training had paid off, I could keep this up indefinitely as long as he let me rest and get water for ten minutes every hour. When I rested he took my bit out. I had to stay standing when hitched to the cart. Sometimes he unhitched me and let me kneel.

There was one spot in particular that was idyllic. A shade tree next to a stream, far from any workers people. Sometimes he would let me suck him off and receive an orgasm. Not every time, for I had a hard time running for many minutes after an orgasm.  No matter. I liked them, but I could count on a real one at home. I think it made me run better to have a treat awaiting our return.

That evening, after we had washed up and ate dinner, Master sat in the study with a report next to him. I knelt beside him. I was allowed to read the magazines on the table or get a book from the library shelves, but usually I was content to just watch Master. He was my masterwork. I needed to learn everything I could about him, his needs, desires, what made him happy or sad, or angry. How to sooth him when needed or please him when I was permitted. I would talk with him when he permitted, but often he was engrossed in a report and happy as a pig in new mud. He would absently stroke my breasts or tousle my hair. Whenever his fingers seemed about to leave me, I'd try to capture one with my mouth and suck on it. I loved his taste. Indescribable but it overlay anything else I might detect.

I was like a pet dog in so many ways. I really needed food and him. I would follow him around when I could, kneel as close to him as possible, put my mouth around any part of him he permitted and suck or lick as long as he'd let me.

We had been in the study for a half hour and I was settled in and relaxing after my run.

"Laura, I had a call from Bill at The Coffle today. He has an idea that involves us. He and Amber will be here for a visit tomorrow. They'll probably be here a couple of days. They'll stay with us when we aren't working."

I was excited. I liked Amber and we hadn't seen each other for a month. "That's wonderful, Master. Should I plan on anything special?" Oops. I'm sorry. I will be a good slave girl, I promise."

"That's OK, Laura. Bill and I will have a plan, Amber and you can make suggestions, but remember your place."

"Will you punish us if we forget?"

"You'd like that wouldn't you?"

"You bet, Master."

"You're incorrigible."

"No Master, I'm needy and responsive, just like you've trained me."

"Quiet, slave. They'll meet us at the office around noon." He turned back to the report in his hand.

I lay my head on his knee and looked up at him, grinning foolishly. I loved him so. He reached out with his free hand, patted my head and took hold of my nose ring. He pulled it toward him gently and I shifted forward so my breasts were laying on his knees. I tried to shift my head over on top of the prominent bulge in his pants, but he held my nose ring in place over his leg. Damn.

"A little needy are we?"

"Yes, Master. I'm always needy around you."

He tossed the report on the table and said, "Me too, now." He took his stiff cock out and released my nose ring. "Go to it."

"Yes, Master. "I moved my head over and licked his tip. I took the head into my mouth and tasted his pre-cum. I wondered vaguely how many calories were in his cum. Didn't matter. They exercised us to sweaty exhaustion for hours two or three days a week plus getting to pull him around the countryside in between.

I wrapped my mouth around his semi-erection and sucked gently. He slowly swelled as I continued to caress him with my lips and tongue. His erection was growing with every suck I made. Now my head was bobbing up and down and he felt huge in me. I was taking him all the way in now, every time I rammed my head down on his huge member I slammed my lips into his balls and rubbed my breasts back and forth on his pants legs. I was getting aroused too. I wish my arms were free. The controller sealed off my loins, but I could use my hands to stimulate my breasts even more. Oh well.

I heard his breathing change and I knew he was about to come. He came with a flow of delicious, salty, musky, spend. I swallowed it all in several gulps. Then I diligently cleaned him as his erection subsided. I stretched languorously in his lap ten I looked up at him, needy as I had ever been.

"Still needy, Laura?"

"Yes, Master." I was hoping he'd take pity on me and push the orgasm button.

He took out my remote and held it up, contemplating it. "If you had this in your hands would you give yourself an orgasm?"

I knew the right answer. No. Only my Master got to decide when to reward me. But the truthful answer might get me punished. Yes, I would. I was so needy I'd have done almost anything to have an orgasm. He was looking at me. I had to answer. Yes or no. There was no halfway or temporizing answer possible. I could say "I don't know" but that was a lie too. I decided truth was better. He knew anyway. "Yes, Master."

"I know. but you know the correct answer. And that is the reason you will never touch your controller. I'm your conscience and you need me."

He was right, of course. It was why we required the girls we gave a controller to have a dominant partner to control her and let her reach her goal.

You owe me service and pleasure. I will give you a reward when I think you deserve and need it. Not now. Kneel." He put it away.

I  waited with as much patience as I could for him to finish. An hour later he put the report down and took me up to bed.

"I feel like playing a little Laura". He unlocked my hands. "Go get on the pillory."


Chapter 16: Reward

Oh boy. I love that thing. He could reach every part of me.  "Yes, Master." I went into the playroom. I took a minute and just looked at the pillory, potent in its solidity. I wondered how men had ever allowed those to go out of general use.  It was perfect for holding a woman in position for pleasure or pain. In my case, those were the same thing. What would life be like if it was considered as essential for a modern home as, say, a washer and dryer? We were in the process of demonstrating many women, if not most, would be happier if they were better controlled.

I guess a girl's first time seeing one would be scary. It was for me, but after being locked in one and played like a cello, I looked forward to my visits with it.. Master had put me in them before and my memories of those times were magical. It was exciting to be held tight, unable to move, so erotically positioned that  every erogenous zone and all of my girl parts exposed and available. Whenever I saw one I wanted to lock myself in it and wait for Master to have me, everywhere.

I looked at it now and lust and need made me tremble, eager to feel its oak enclose me, bind me, make me ready to serve my Master, and, most of all to unlock my orgasms. I wanted to be used, eager to serve. Would he remove my controller? He didn't need to. My mouth was available to serve his needs. A push of the button would serve mine. But I hoped he'd remove it. It was better, more intimate to feel him in me, owning me, conquering me. Whatever her Master wanted. He positioned her in front of it and lifted its locking bar of thick, polished oak.

I opened the locking bar, got my feet in position and fastened the chains to my ankle cuffs. I carefully lowered my head down and seated my neck in the open semicircle with my collar on my body's side. I pulled my hair to my left side and I put my wrists into their tight cutouts and the fit was snug. 

Master showed up in a few minutes, having undressed and put his clothes away. He lowered the bar and locked me in place. I was secure and comfortable.

The bar pressed slightly on my exposed wrists and neck. I felt the heavy catch lock. It was habit, I guess, because I couldn't change anything now, but I wiggled my wrists and neck. They were immovably held. It was a reality check. This was no dream. I was firmly and rigidly held, at my Master's mercy. I was at peace with the world, merely a vessel to stimulate and gratify my Master. I could do nothing now. I was just a female body to be used. I wondered idly what he would do first.

I found out as he held a ball gag to my lips and I obediently opened my mouth to receive it. He inserted it and buckled it tight. Rats.

I stared at the wall in front of me and my belly gave a fierce kick as I visualized myself, helplessly bound, my wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak, my ringed breasts dangling below me, my entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything.

I was surprised by a hard smack on my ass and  squealed into my gag and struggled against the device holding me, but it was much too late. The searing heat in my ass quickly changed into a surging heat in my belly and I moaned as a spasm wracked my loins. I could only tense vainly in my bonds and clench my jaw around the gag.

I felt his hands roaming, gently over my exposed body, caressing, fondling my dangling breasts, soothing my growing anxiety. His voice came to me, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming me with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite my big brain and my knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was my Master. I knew he would take care of me.

Brad walked around his slave, touching, enjoying her feel, several times she felt his face touch and rub on her bare skin as he felt every part of her. He stepped in front of her and she could see no higher than his waist. He briefly held her hands, more of a caress. He squatted in front of her and tilted her face up. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. He kissed her around the gag. His tongue licked across her lips before he stood up.

Brad gazed lovingly at his slave. He thought she was truly the one. He considered his options now. In the past he had whipped her bottom, just enough to get her through the superficial pain and into high arousal. Today he wanted to reward her for all her hard, dedicated work. He knew he was going to take her recommendation unless something truly damning showed up when he examined her data. He reached a decision. He took out his keys, unlocked her controller and pulled it out. He took it into the bathroom and washed it off, thoroughly and sanitized it. He went back to Laura and found her shaking and tears running off her face. Why was she crying?

Laura had expected him to whip her. He always had done that first, when she was in the pillory. He surprised her by unlocking her controller and pulling it out. A burst of joy and anticipation filled her. Her pussy and ass were free. He was going to take her. Oh My God. She was again surprised, this time by her own reaction. She had expected him to give her a machine orgasm, not  a real one. The real ones were so much more human, more intimate. Arousal spiked and her belly trembled in anticipation. She felt flushed and faint. At least she couldn't fall over. The thought reverberated through her brain until she started laughing and laughing. Tears streamed from her eyes. She couldn't stop.

Brad took her gag out, expecting to hear sobbing. He wanted an explanation. What he heard was laughter, great explosive belly laughs from this petite girl. He waited and the laughter subsided.

"Thank you, Master."

"For taking the gag out?"

"That too, but mostly for taking the controller out."

"It was funny?"

"Master, I was laughing in joy, no humor involved. I love the orgasms you give through the controller, but they aren't you. I was just so damned happy that you planned to really take me."

He put a hand under my breast and played with my nipple and its ring. "And that made you laugh?"

"No, Master, not at first. I felt a little faint when you took it out and I thought to myself, 'At least, I can't fall over.' That struck me as hilarious and I started laughing and laughing. And that's how you found me.

Brad supposed you had to be a girl locked in a pillory, awaiting whatever your Master had in mind for that to be funny. "Good for you."

He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. That had had good results before. He put it on Laura and pulled it tight.

To Laura's delight, as soon as the blindfold cut off her sight, her arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet her sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement. His hands stroked her nipples, making them ache even more,

"Submit now, Laura," the sound of her Master's voice and its insistent message sent another bolt of arousal through Laura's helplessly exposed body. His fingers grasped her hard nipples, rolling and tugging her exquisitely aching buds. Laura shuddered in an immediate orgasm, her belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding her gaping sex with love juices.

Surprised by her rush to orgasm, Laura could only gasp and moan as her climax overwhelmed her and she came, knowing that she had submitted as a slavegirl, to the order of her Master.

Brad smiled at the success of the blindfold. He smacked her ass, one side then the other while she writhed in her orgasm. The mild swats on her taut bottom, didn't hurt, she squealed when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and aroused by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers imposed their delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, smacked her bottom, and played with her rock hard nipples  over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Laura did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her rosy spanked ass to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. She begged him to take her,  over and over, even in the throes of wild orgasms.

Brad had watched Laura's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning obedience stronger. She was becoming a perfect sex slave. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. He was the source of pleasure and there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his. He went back into the bedroom and undressed. He moved slowly, deliberately, letting her wait, for he well understood that pleasure delayed is pleasure increased.

She was steeping in her desire, for her orgasms so far were not quite perfect. He had carefully avoided her pussy and aroused her through more indirect stimulation. She may not know why, but she did know she was still unfulfilled. He had held his own needs in abeyance in order to raise her to this second quanta of arousal, using the female's limitless desire for sex to give her orgasm after orgasm, yet leave her desperately needy. He had repeatedly given her joyous pleasure yet held himself back, delaying his pleasure in order to make her happy, yet desperately needy.

He went back to her rigidly restrained form and said, softly, "What do you want, slave?"

When she heard his low voice Laura realized he was ready to take her as her Master. His demonstration of power could not have been more explicit. He wanted her to beg. She thought, "I'll show him what I'm made of. He'll only respect me if I stand up to him." But when she opened her mouth, she heard herself say, "Master, please use your slave. I beg you." What?

Again softly he said, "Be precise. Tell me exactly what you want."

I had to think. Precisely? OK. "Master, I want you to fuck me in my ass and in my vagina, hard. She understood the unspoken message well. She was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, her body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. No matter how much she wanted him to use her body.

Her submissive passion did not wane with his demand. If anything, her passion increased with her words

Laura's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her submission and instant responsiveness to her Master's presence. She trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had never been in this excited state before.

She feared she would not be able to stand it. Alas, she knew that in her helpless bondage, as a total slave, she would have no choice. She realized that slaves must simply endure what their Masters decided.

Brad's eyes feasted on the slender curves of his sleek, sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. He knew he could take her at any time and he was a patient man. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to the well-stocked cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. "Since you asked for your ass to be used first, Laura, I'll oblige you. Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across her reddened ass, caressing and calming her heated whimpers.

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand and started gently massaging them. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Laura couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She quieted her soft whimpers of need.

Brad put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Remember what you practiced before. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. He could tell she was bigger now than when she first submitted. The influence of keeping her plugged during the day. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"This body you're wearing is mine now. I determine who uses it and when.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Brad watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. She was better than when he had started training her, but still slow to start. "Good, Laura, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Laura gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Laura climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Brad climaxed and Laura climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my gag.

"Laura, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful. Thank you."

He put the gag back in Laura's mouth and walked out of her sight. His nimble fingers played her body yet again. Locked immobile in the pillory, he aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the immobile redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a second onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Laura was already full slave. He methodically switched back and forth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to fasten on her swollen breasts , fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Laura shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her confined pussy and ran down her legs.. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed down her legs.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Laura bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in near a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her empty love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Laura shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Laura screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at the obdurate oak, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Laura orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around the still huge intruder inside her pussy, seeking an invader to milk of his seed m deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get missing sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Brad watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Laura's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, young woman, as submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Laura heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Laura's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She lowered her head until her chin rested against the oak beam and she closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on, but at last she was fulfilled.

Brad slid from her and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give.

Master released me from the pillory, removed my blindfold and gag and took me into the bathroom. I was asleep as soon as I hit the bed.


Chapter 17: Day Zero

I cleaned up work in the morning since Master Bill and Amber were coming. I finished early and reread documents to kill time. I was really excited to see Amber again. We had really clicked when we met at The Coffle. She was gorgeous and friendly and so full of life. It made me happy just being around her. Maybe that was her superpower.

Finally, Natalie called and told me they had arrived and Mr. Hancock wanted me to come into his office. I didn't quite run, but I hurried. I opened the door into Master's office and saw Master Bill and Amber. Master Bill was wearing a blue pinstripe suit. He looked like a senior banker. Amber, on the other hand, looked like a model standing beside him. She had on a tasteful light gray suit and the only thing that gave away her slave status was her nose ring and gold collar. Nose rings weren't all that rare anymore and her collar could be mistaken for a Goth bent, But I knew.

We hugged and greeted each other like long separated friends. which I guess we were. We were at work and wore street clothes, but now I wanted to strip them off and kneel by my man. This wasn't who I was anymore and I relished the freedom of nakedness. The naturists and nudists got it right. Clothes are just a mask to hide yourself from the world. My life away from work was much more satisfying. Amber and I sat at the corner table and talked while the men stayed by Master's desk.

After Amber and I sat down, I saw there was a man standing on the far side of the room. He looked familiar, but maybe it was his bearing. He stood erect and looked very alert. Master and Master Bill had that same look about them. Maybe it was their military background. I hadn't noticed him before and he was standing beside a large cardboard box on a cargo cart. Master would tell me if it was something I needed to know

"It’s good to see you again, Amber. How long can you stay?"

"I'm happy to be here, Laura. We can stay up to a week, depending on how things go with the men."

"So, what's up? Master didn't tell me why you're here, only that you had an idea."

"OK. You remember our club is called The Coffle, and where that name came from?"

"Of course. How could I forget a tale like that? You and your sister were kidnapped by a slaver, trained as sex slaves and were chained in a coffle for delivery. You walked across North Africa for weeks until Bill and his buddies rescued four of you from the coffle. You returned to LA, set up the club and all four of you liked your experience as slavegirls and your rescuers so much you became their slaves. Like Master and I with a coffle and professional slaver."

"Just right. You also know that The Coffle has been sponsoring a coffle of girls to go to BDSM and other sex specific events to raise awareness of our lifestyle and its benefits?"

"Oh yeah. You told me about it when I was there. I watched your video from Burning Man. You girls are gutsy."

"So, we're here to talk you and some of your club members into doing a coffle in Arizona and going to sex specific events here, like the Kink Karnival. We've found there is an active scene in Arizona and we think there might be a nice tie-in between your controller and the Coffle concept. Both need submissives."

"You just want us to chain ourselves together, naked, and show off to other kinks?"

"You've got it. What do you think?"

"Has it worked in California?

"Yes, surprisingly so. Memberships in The Coffle are way up. Master has opened a second club in the Bay Area and it’s at capacity too. We seem to have found an unmet need. Anyway, you just go to events, with some bodyguards, of course, show yourselves off, talk to everyone that's interested and get them to come to the club some night and try it. Once you've found a new submissive, its likely they need your controller too. Anyway your master seems to think it might work, so that's why we came here. I think our masters have a test of the concept in mind."

"Well, if Master wants to try it I won't have a choice. Besides, it intrigues me. I've spent a little time in a coffle in my exercise class, but mainly its ponygirl training."

"Oh, yeah, Master Bill thinks I should try some real ponygirl training while we're here. We do a little for exercise, but I never get to do it outside of the club. I'm told its exhilarating to run on a trail or road."

"I like it. I really zone out and enjoy the intimacy."

"Forgive my asking, but how is it intimate to pull a cart where you can't see your driver."

"I know it’s not obvious and maybe it’s just me. But being alone with your Master on a run, where he is giving you commands through your reins and you totally understand him, I found intimate. I can feel his hands giving me very subtle, silent, tiny commands, almost manual whispers, if you can imagine, is sensual and I think, intimate. You'll have to try it."

"You make it sound magical. I look forward to it."

I had been thinking over what I had heard about Amber's experiences with the coffle "Exhibitions" in California. "Are you still getting hostile reactions from the national women's groups?"

"For sure. They hate us. We're the 'Spawns of Satan,' and 'Trying to enslave women,' and those are quotes from a TV interview with some of their leaders. That box over there is proof of their hatred for us."

"You have proof of their hatred of you in a box? What is it? Propaganda?"

"Their assassin."

"A person?"

"A woman. They seem to think their creed requires them to use women for their wet work. They had several women surveilling The Coffle and then trying to kill Bill last year. They were caught, along with evidence to put them in jail for a long time. They made a deal to leave us alone, but I guess they changed their collective minds."

"So, is Bill going to release that evidence now?"

"Maybe. This girl isn't talking and we need to make sure it’s the same ones who sent her. Until she talks we can't be sure she's not from another group, or even working on her own."

"Good point. Why did you bring her here?"

"So you and your team can help convince her to talk. My Master's team caught her after she tried to kill him and me.. In the chaos of the chase she killed another woman and wrecked her car. It exploded and burned the dead woman just after she was extracted from the mess. The police and presumably, her superiors, think she's dead. The police and Homeland Security are swarming around The Coffle right now, so Master decided to bring her with us."

"What do you want us to do?"

"Use your device to get her addicted to orgasms. Turn her into a slave to your device. Master and I talked about this on the trip here. It won't hurt her, physically, and we need to know who sent her to kill us. Once she's under our control, maybe we can use her to lead us to them. After that we can deprogram her at our leisure. Our masters are discussing the details now."

We both looked at our Masters. They had their business faces on. They were talking back and forth like they were throwing ideas at each other. Neither one talked for more than a few sentences before the other one took it up.  They would occasionally point to some paper on Master's desk and say something about it. There didn't seem to be anything else to say about the assassin until our Masters decided what to do.

"We'll have to wait and see what they want us to do. Tell me about The Coffle. What's changed since I left?"

"Most things are unchanged.  We're full to the scuppers. Every apartment is doubled up now, A girl and her master or two girls hoping to find a man they can submit to. We need to start more clubs. There's a waiting list of over a thousand women, most with men already, but they need more exposure and practice to be fully committed."

I wanted to hear about her sister and the other friends I had made there, but before I could ask, our Masters came over.

Master said, "We're calling it a day now. We'll have lunch at home. Do you have anything to wrap up before we leave?"

I stood up and Amber followed. "No, Sir. I'm ready to leave."

"Good." He took my arm and Amber went to Master Bill. As we left he told Natalie, "We're leaving for the day. I expect to be back tomorrow. Ask Jason to call me at home in a half hour, please."

Natalie replied, "Yes, Sir. Thirty minutes."

We walked out of the office. The unidentified man followed us pulling the cart with the boxed assassin on it. He loaded it in the back of Master's SUV and took the cart away with him. I saw air holes in the top of the box. He got into another car, waiting with another man driving. They followed us to the house.

I sat in the back seat with Amber. Our Masters were talking about something I couldn't hear. "Are you sure she's OK. She's not making any sound."

"She was sedated for the trip. The doctor said she should wake up by one or two. Don't worry, she's well secured when she does wake up."

When we arrived all four of us went inside and the two men in the training car got the assassin's box out and followed us in. While Amber and I stripped, Max took the guards and the box into the study.  Master Bill set a bag on the floor and said to Amber, "Here's your things. Full slave mode."

She replied, "Of course, Master.

Master and he went into the living room while we changed. When we were done, we wore identical restraints: ankle chains, wrists cuffed behind us, and, of course our collars and rings in our noses, labia, and nipples. Maybe I shouldn't count our rings as restraints, but they sometimes used for that as well as ornaments. Amber's labia rings didn't have any bells attached and both of us had controllers installed. I guess those were the real restraints.

"Amber, is it weird for us to like being hogtied like this?"

"Of course, but I still think it’s best for me. I do like it. I like having a Master, being cared for and protected. Since I'm so helpless, I need more protection. Hell, girl, we're both submissives. I like having someone I trust take care of me, and I really like satisfying him."

"Yeah, me too, but I wonder if there's some middle ground where I'd be even happier?"

"Nah, I've been a slave longer than you. I've talked to a lot of other girls and no one knows of a better place to be. Some of them, like Katy are psychologists and they don't have a better answer for us either. Relax and enjoy it, is all I can say."

"OK. I was just wondering. We'd better go check in."

She followed me into the living room. Our men were sitting in facing chairs. We knelt beside our Masters and waited.

Master Bill was describing the assassin's attack in more detail.

".just pulling out of the garage when she opened fire. My car is armored. I had that done after the first attack . We cleaned up that group so I thought we were past the heavy duty attacks. But it was a good thing I had that done. She sprayed the car with an assault rifle. It scratched the paint but that was all. She took off down the street and skidded around the first corner. Some of my men were chasing her and I guess she panicked. Anyway she lost control and the car slid sideways into the curb and just flipped over. My guys got there and she was unconscious . They got her out in a hurry because they smelled gas.  The gas lit off when they were only a few feet away. They shoved her in their car and called me. I told them to take her to our old safe house. I wanted to question her myself before letting the cops have her. The cops showed up and after hearing what happened they called in the feds. Homeland security, the FBI and the local cops are still swarming around, looking for more forensic data. It turned out that when she flipped over, she killed a woman on the sidewalk. They found her remains after they lifted the burnt car off her. They're assuming it was her. There were no identifiable documents left on the body, so they're looking for missing person. It might well have been a homeless lady since no one has been reported missing around there."

Master asked, "So why bring her here?"

"When I could get away I went to the safe house with Sam to see if we could find out who sent her. She wasn't hurt but she wouldn't talk, either. Not a word. We aren't torturers, but we need to get her to open up. It was Amber's idea. She thinks your device, the controller, can be used to make her talk."

Master said, "We've only used it on submissives up to now. I consider it more of a therapeutic device rather than a coercive one. Of course it can be used to punish and correct, but if a girl doesn't already want to cooperate, won't it be like torture? She'll tell you anything to stop the pain?"

Master Bill turned to Amber, "Tell Mr. Hancock your theory."

"Yes, Master. Master Bradley, the controller I'm wearing can give me a memorable orgasm at the push of a button. I think any woman who is given repeated orgasms will soon become unable to imagine life without that stimulation. She will become a slave to the machine, and whoever controls it, controls her."

Master said, "What do you think, Laura?"

"Master, this is the first I've heard of it, but I think Amber may be correct.  Orgasms are very addictive. Like drugs, the controller stimulates the pleasure center of the brain directly. I think it’s possible to enslave a woman with a controller."

Master Bill asked, "How long do you think it would take?"

"I don't know, Master. I don't know that it’s ever been done.   You just want her willing to answer questions, right?"

"Yes, that's all we need. We need to know at least who sent her, but it would be most useful if she was willing to tell us everything about her assignment.."

I thought a minute and said, "Master Bill, this will probably be easier if we make her the slave of a person, not the device. Give her a Master to want to serve."

Master said, I think she's right Bill. Would you be willing to spend a little time with her? It would likely go faster and you could take a new slave home with you."

Amber put her hand to her mouth. She didn't say anything, but she didn't like that idea one bit.

Master Bill saw it and said, "Don't worry Amber. I don't want her to come near The Coffle or me again. Too easy for her employers to find her. Besides, I'm probably not the right one to try and enslave her. Wrong sex."

Master asked, "You think she prefers girls? Why?"

The previous agents sent after us before were, and Sam and I talked to her after her attempt. The revulsion in her voice and eyes was very apparent. Since neither of us ever saw her before, we decided she appreciated women more, much more."

Master said, "OK. You're probably right." He paused then continued, "Laura, how would you like your own slave?"

Now that was a thought. I had never even considered the possibility. But I remembered my thrill dominating Jeanne. What would it feel like to have a girl to dominate all the time? How would it affect my relationship with Master and the others I cared for? How would my life change? "I don't know, Master. Can I get rid of her if it messes up my life? How could I get rid of her if she trusts me?"

"It might be hard, but if this works to make her your slave, it should work to give her to another girl later. Maybe as a reward or punishment. I wonder if you could make her the club's slave. You know, keep it clean, repair tack, be available for all the members?  But none of that happens unless you get her to talk."

"Master, do you want me to do this? Try to enslave her and get her to talk to me?"

Master looked at Bill and Amber then said, "Bill would you like Laura to start or would you like Amber to do it? Or maybe they could both do it?"

Master bill looked at Amber, "Amber, would you like to subjugate the assassin or work with Laura to tame her?"

Amber, in turn, looked at me, "Master, I think she could become a slave to both of us. We could share her if it works at all. Two girls might have an easier time of choosing the proper course than one."

I liked the idea of working with Amber. I also liked the idea of having a slave of my own and sharing her with Amber might take care of some of the concerns I had thought of. Master looked at me and I nodded agreement.

"Master," I asked, "can I bring Emily in on this. I'd like to have more control than just a button to push. She already has the equipment she used to determine what was the best settings for the Mark III controllers. If I could use those we could set up a program of orgasms, like duration, intensity, frequency and tune it the subject."

"Good idea. Call her, get her to bring the equipment here."

"Master, one more thing. I'd like Emily to modify a controller for our guest."

"Now?"

"No Master, this can wait until tomorrow. I'd like to see if Emily can leave the pussy probe off and still give the wearer an orgasm. I understand the nerve cluster involved is shared between a girl's two uh, access points. I'd like free access to her pussy during this... procedure."

"Sounds like a good idea. OK, but save that for tomorrow. Get the equipment today and if we need a different controller for the tuning, have her bring it too. Don't tell her why we want the stuff. If she has to know for some technical reason, tell her I want to play with you. Now go call her."

"Yes, Master." I went to the front closet and got my phone. I told Emily what we needed. She was curious and asked what we were going to do with it. I told her Mr. Hancock wanted to play with me. She just said, "OK. I'll be there in less than an hour."

I thanked her and went back to Master and his guests. They all looked at me and I said, "Emily will be here in less than an hour, Master."

"Good. While you were talking to her, I arranged for Jason and a couple of his men to meet us at the Jericho building."

I didn't know what he was referring to and he must have realized our guests didn't either. He turned to Bill and explained, "That's a crop warehouse I own. Miles from anywhere, parking inside and a great place to work with our guest, unnoticed. They're going to bring everything we need to keep our guest safe, secure, and under control. They'll be ready for us and asked if we had a way to make her sleep for an hour or so while they work on her.

Master Bill smiled and said, "That's why she's so quiet now. A nice Ketamine nap. I'll give her another dose when we get there. I understand it also cures depression, which her failure might have caused."

Master asked, "Can we see her now. She sounds like a mystery whose solution might leave her in our hands. Is she attractive?"

Master Bill said, 'I'm not sure. She had such an expression of hatred and disgust when I saw her. She's strong and fit. Her body looked quite nice. Let's go see. I haven't seen her asleep and she might be an angel now."

We all went in the rec room and Bill told her guards to take her out of the box. They opened the top and reached in. They lifted her out. She was in a sort of steel framework that surrounded her. She was held immobile in a kneeling position. Straps encircled her limbs and torso and held her snug to the frame. Her head was strapped against a curved plate behind her. She was gagged. It was impossible to get a good idea of her looks with the distortion from the gag, but a quick glance told me she was pretty, slim, and fit. She was dressed in snug, black, fabric and she wore a bra, so I couldn't tell much about her breasts, either. She was sleeping soundly.

Her hair was jet black and shoulder length. Her ears were pierced but no earrings. She was barefoot and her fingernails were long and painted crimson.

Master Bill said, "She'll wake in less than an hour. Leave her here so you can talk to her when she wakes?"

Master eyed her, "Yes. I don't expect to learn much, but I want to see her awake."

Master Bill asked, "Were you able to get a waistband for Amber?"

Of course, I forgot about it. It’s in the storage room. Do you want to put it on her now?"

"Of course. I love Laura's"

"OK. Follow me. We all followed Master into the storage room. He opened a cabinet and took a box out. He drew out a waistband like mine and handed it to Master Bill, "There is a top and bottom. Is shaped to fit her waist so it’s a little wider on the bottom. Just put it around her and push hard until it locks. Its permanent, there's no way to open it after its on."

"Understood." He held it up and inspected it. "Great workmanship."

Master said, "Thanks. I have a craftsman who does really good work."

"Come here, Amber and lift your arms over your head."

She obeyed and Master Bill fitted it around her waist and pushed the ends together. Master helped hold it in place while Master Bill pushed them together. It  closed and locked with a loud snap.

"OK, lower your hands."

Amber obeyed and with a pained expression said, "It’s very tight, Master."

Master said, your body will adjust quickly. It will be comfortably snug in a couple of hours. Right, Laura?"

I looked at Amber and said, "Yes, Master just a couple of hours."

Amber looked relieved but still strained.

We went back into the living room and Audrey served lunch.

Master asked Bill, "I've been training Laura to pet play and have been feeding her from bowls on the floor. Do you have any preference for Amber?"

"When in Rome. She knows how to do that, so feed them both the same. Maybe with enough practice she'll stop getting food on her nose ring."

"Hah. Laura hasn't learned that yet."

So we ate from bowls on the floor, facing each other about two feet apart, nose rings chained to the same wall ring. Both of us wound up with food on our rings. I don't think it’s possible to eat without that.

Max came in when we were cleaning up and spoke quietly to Master.

Master waited until Amber and I had returned the room to its formerly pristine condition, then announced, "Our guest is awake. Let's go see her, but first, you two go get back in your street clothes."

Master unlocked  me and Master Bill unlocked Amber. We ran to the front cabinet, put our chains away and got dressed ASAP.

We all went to the rec room, curious what we'd see.

The girl was still strapped in the frame and gagged. Her eyes were open and flashing an angry deep green.

Master Bill told his man, "Remove her gag, please. But be ready to replace it if she's too strident."

He unbuckled the gag and pulled it out.

Her response was immediate. "I want a lawyer."

Bill waved a hand dismissively and Master said, "No. We're not cops and you don't have any rights with us. What's your name?

No response except her mouth twisted into a sneer.

"OK. Take your time."

She looked at Amber and I who had hung back. She smiled and said you two must be their slaves. I see you collars and the big bull rings in your nose. I bet you were told you could leave at any time, didn't they? Try it and see what happens you poor naive bitches."

I looked questioningly at Master and he nodded.

"Hello, I'm Laura and this is Amber. Yes, we're both slaves and these are our Masters. We both volunteered and they resisted for a while, but we really wanted it . I know my life is better now. We have an offer for you. If you tell our Masters everything they want to know. Amber and I may let you be our slave. We'll have such a good time."

She opened her mouth then closed it. Finally she said, I'll die first. I'm not a slave. I'll do my best to see you all in Hell."

Master Bill motioned to his man and he tried to insert the gag back in her mouth. She clenched her teeth and he slapped her breasts, hard. When she opened her mouth to yell, he shoved it in, cutting off her shout of anger.

Bill had his men put her back in the box and get ready to move her. We all went back into the living room and waited for Emily. It wasn't long. She showed up with a piece of industrial luggage with its own wheels. We brought her into the now vacant rec room. She unpacked a few small boxes and plugged them together.

She had a controller she sat next to it on the table. One of the items was a rugged laptop. She showed our masters how to set it up and watch the results on the laptop screen. Like the standard remote this equipment conversed wirelessly with the controller. She showed them the code on the back of our remotes so the equipment could connect to our controllers.

Our Masters were like kids on Christmas day. They played with Amber and I for half an hour after Emily had left. Finally we got in the car and went to the Jericho facility. It looked like a big, tan, bow with many large roll-up doors. One of the doors obediently rolled up as we approached and we rolled inside. It was a bright cavern of a building, Master parked close to a man-sized door on the far wall. We went through several doors and found Master Bill's men, Jason and three security men standing around a room, watching Klaus and Agnes work on the unconscious, naked, nameless, assassin. She was lying on a table, unsecured and the tow workers mover her limp body around freely. She was like a rag doll.

Agnes had finished her nose ring and labia rings and now was working on her nipples. Klaus had her collared and her ankles were banded and joined by a short foot of heavy chain. He was putting the heavy bands on her wrists when we entered.

Agnes pierced her nipples with a thick needle. The girl moaned at the sudden pain but didn't move. Agnes did her left breast first. She finished the right breast just after Klaus got both her wrists banded. When she finished they rolled her over on her front. There was short chain attached to the back of her collar. Agnes pulled it down the middle of the girl’s back and held it taut. Klaus folded her right arm up as far as it would easily go and locked it high up on her back, then her left arm was fastened beside the left.

When she was trussed up, Agnes and Klaus stepped back and looked at her. Agnes said, "Such a pretty girl to be an assassin."

So they knew the story too. I guess it wasn't much of a secret anymore. I hoped the tradition of not telling the outside world what went on inside our community was going to be tested again. This was an awful juicy story to keep quiet.

Jason took several close ups of her face. I gathered these were not the first. Probably the first with a ring in her nose, though. I wondered what she would think when she found out?

Klaus said, one more thing then we're done.

Agnes said, "Right, Hold her up, please.  Klaus and one of the guards lifted her to a sitting position. Agnes

put a black leather hood around her face, smoothed it around her head, and pulled her hair into  ponytail and through a hole in the top. Then she laced it, starting high and working down, pulling the laces tight. I watched the leather stretch over the bones of her face, getting tighter as each lace was pulled. When finished she tied the laces together around a small "D" ring on the bottom of the hood. Finally, the attached collar was buckle around her neck, above her metal collar and covering the tied laces. Klaus handed Agnes a small padlock and she locked the hood on the girl.

The smooth black leather covered everything but the girl's nose and mouth. Her ring was just like Amber's and mine. Gold, thick, heavy, and so potent with meaning. The girl knew its meaning and she would feel its weight when she woke.

Master stepped up to the table, "Turn her face down. let her legs hang off the table and spread her ass cheeks apart." He had her controller in his hands. While she was being positioned, he spread lube over the controller tips. He placed the end of the anal part on her loosely puckered anus and reached under her to position the vagina part for insertion. He slowly pushed it into her. I watched it smoothly enter her and finally plop into place as the waist of the device reached the sphincter muscle. He pulled on its ring to verify it was seated properly then pushed the locking rod home. It locked with a solid click. She'd wear it all day. It had to be recharged so one of the guards would take it out, clean it and put it on the charger at night. It would go back in first thing in the morning.

"OK. take her to her room."

One of the guards, a big man, almost as tall as Master picked her up. A wrapped slave, ready for finishing. He carried her out and we all followed. She was placed in a smallish room, bare except for a sink,  toilet, and a length of chain descending to lay on the floor from a massive ring on the wall. The guard with the girl took her to the chain, set her down, and locked the free end of the chain to her collar. The chain was long enough for her to reach the toilet and sink, but no closer than ten feet to the door.

Master brought the equipment for activating her controller in and put it on a table near the door and far out of her reach. He plugged it in and showed us how to start the program.

Master Bill said, "She should wake in a few minutes. Let's leave her alone for a while to explore her new environment. We can watch from the control room." He gestured at the cameras mounted on every corner of the ceiling.

We waited in the control room. Klaus and Agnes had gone. Amber and I knelt beside our Masters and we all watched the video screens. After a long time, she stirred, captivating her unseen audience.

She rolled over, trying to use her arms and finally managed to get into a sitting position against a wall. She called out, "Hello. I know you're watching me. I want a lawyer. You can't keep me here." She repeated her pleas for maybe an hour, finally stopping when there was not a sound in response. After a few minutes of silence she shook her head from side to side, testing that new sensation in her nose. She repeated the shake a few times. Finally she moaned, sorrowfully. A few more minutes and she seemed to notice the intruder in her girl parts. She rolled her hips, apparently feeling them, but she soon stopped, realizing she needed her hands to explore them with.

Master asked Amber and I, "Girls, it’s your show now. Do you have a plan?"

"Master," I said, "I've never done this before. I thought Amber and I would go in make sure she knows we're both there and start the program of orgasms. Emily left the equipment set for a medium hard, ten second jolt, repeated every thirty minutes. That's what the orgasm setting is on our controllers and it works every time for us. Why not start there and see how she reacts.”?

"I don't have anything better, Bill?"

Master Bill said, "Do it, girls."

We stood up and went to the room. The door wasn't locked. No point. The girl turned her head toward us as we entered. Reflex, since she couldn't see anything.

Her voice was tremulous, frightened, "Who's there?"

I said, "Hi, Its Laura."

Amber spoke up, "I'm Amber."

The assassin said, "The two slaves with the nose rings."

I said, "Yep, just like yours."

The assassin shook her head, "Get this off me now or..."

"Sorry, slave, we can't. Just like we can’t' get ours off either, but we like ours and you'll like yours soon."

I waved to Amber who started the program. The nameless girl stiffened in shock as she was thrown into a huge orgasm. Amber and I watched in silence as she writhed on the floor, trying to sooth the cauldron bulling within her belly.  Her wild scream changed to a wail as the current stopped. But her belly kept spasming, squirting love juices into her pussy to leak onto the floor under her.

After she had lay quiet for a minute, Amber asked, "Like that?"

She said, "No. Please don't do that again." Her voice was low and plaintive."

I asked, "Really?"

"You can do this to me whenever you want? How?

I said, "Yep. Whenever we want."

She said again, "Please don't do it?"

We didn't answer, knowing it was going to be an important part of her life for a few days, anyway.

I said, "We have to go now. Someone will feed you twice a day and you'll have to obey them or no food. It won' be hard. You've undoubtedly noticed a device in your ass and pussy. It will stay there most of the time. Explore your room and you'll find a toilet. You can pee with the device in place, but it will have to come out if you need to crap. Just call out 'Crap, 'Potty' or 'Number Two,' or something like that and someone will come remove it. They'll wash it and put it back when you're done. Enjoy."

Amber and I left.

We went back to the control room and we all watched the assassin go through another orgasm. I never get tired of watching another girl orgasm. She pleaded for someone to make it stop. We'd turn off the program at night. Let her get seven hours of sleep and turn it back on in the morning. Master arranged  schedule so Amber would see to her while I was at work or exercising and I would have the duty other times. I hoped it would only take a couple of days. We'd see.

Master took us back home and Amber and I changed again. It was exercise day and Master Bill wanted to watch so we went to the clubhouse / stables and Amber joined my group. She was really good at belly dance. The instructor had her show us a couple of sequences even she had not seen before.  Ponygirl training was tiring as always. Master drove me and Bill drove Amber. They took us back to the Jericho building so we could check on 'The Assassin.'

By now she had been through six machine orgasms. The guards said she had gone through the first four begging for them to stop. She hadn't asked for the toilet . They had taken a meal to her just before we arrived and she'd eaten it all, hungrily. She'd balked at first at eating from a bowl on the floor, but when they started to take it away she dived in.

After the meal she asked how long the orgasms would go on. They had not responded.

I could see her lips moving but didn't hear anything. I asked to have the sound increased. It was full of static, but I could hear her saying, "Please help me," over and over. Was she praying? Who to?

The next orgasm hit her then  She screamed in pleasure, I think, this time. The guard quickly turned the volume down. She was leaning against the wall and jerked her knees up, against her stomach as she yelled.. No words, just an animal scream of pleasure. I watched her belly spasms send love juice out her pussy, around the insert, down her lips, and onto the floor. She stamped her feet as she spasmed. Unclear whether she wanted to stop them or encourage them.

She laid limp against the wall and let her feet slide out after the orgasm. She looked drained but I saw her lips moving again. I can't read lips, but I thought I recognized the simple two syllable expression. I had the volume increased again and I was right. She was repeating, "Thank you," over and over. This might not take as long as I feared.

I said, "I'd like to go see her now and make her feel better. OK, Master?"

"Go."

I went in and said, "Hi. Its Laura, stand up, please and I'll get you cleaned up."

I helped her get to her feet and leaned her against the wall. "Don't move."

I got a cloth from the cupboard and wet it with warm water. I cleaned the dirt off her body where she had been sitting and laying on the floor. More water and I cleaned her loins and thighs of their silvery dried deposits.

"Would you like some lipstick?" I knew it was girls first line of defense against a hostile world.

"She whispered, "Yes, Please ,.. Laura."

I carefully applied some and let her dab her lips on a tissue, then, "My name is Laura, but you must call me 'Mistress' when you're my slave."

"But I'm not your slave," she said.

"Not yet. Tell me your name, please. It would be nice to know who I'm talking to."

She hesitated and said, "Call me Alice."

"Thank you, Alice. I'll tell Amber. She'll be helping you tomorrow."

I got a yoga mat from the cupboard, unrolled it, and lay it on the floor beside her. "I've laid a mat for you on the floor. It'll be better than the concrete. Do you need to use the toilet?"

She nodded.

"Number one or two?"

"Both," she said.

"OK, first let's go to the toilet. I took hold of her nose ring and gently led her to the toilet. It was only a few feet, but her closely chained ankles made it slow. Mine were chained too, but my chain was more than twice as long.

As she stepped cautiously after me she asked, "Are your feet chained too?"

"Of course, Alice. I'm a slave, just like you will be. It’s nothing big when you have a long enough chain. I can't kick or run fast, but that's all. Everything else is like being loose, except having to be careful not to catch your hobble and fall."

We reached the toilet, "Bend over and I'll take out you plug. It won't hurt all the slaves here have them."

She bent over. I used the key Master had given me and unlocked her controller. She was tighter than girls who had worn them before, I was careful to pull down so both parts had a clear exit. It popped out with a smacking sound as I pulled. I lay it in the sink and started the hot water running. I straightened Alice up and backed her down onto the toilet. As she did her business I cleaned the controller, sanitized it, and lubed it. When she said, "I'm done," I pulled her up, bent her over, wiped her ass, and inserted the controller, guiding both parts into place. When it seated I pushed the locking bar in and she jumped just a little as it expanded inside her. I led her back to the mat and said, "Got to go. Nice meeting you, Alice."

Alice said, " Thank you ... Laura."

I was happy. I'd gotten a first name. Might even be her real name. She'd get a few more orgasms tonight and Amber would have her tomorrow until after work.


Chapter 18: Day One

After breakfast I watched Master Bradley take Laura to work. I don't know how she managed. It would drive me crazy to go to work in the morning, dressed as if I were normal, and have to interact with others like I was free. Underneath she was still in the grasp of the controller and her Master's remote. Then come home and be a perfect sex slave or be punished. Though to be honest, I don't think Laura ever had to be punished. She was a true, extreme, submissive.

Master took me to see 'Alice' after they left. I know he feels exposed and vulnerable until he can learn who is after him. He's right and I want to help as much as I can. My job is to enslave her as fast as I can. Laura was nice to her, and I know that's the intelligent interrogator's job. Pain just gets you lies to stop the pain.  It was hard for me to be nice to a woman who tried to kill my Master. My world would fall apart if Master was killed. This wasn't like a marriage where I could go on and find another man to live with and have sex. I was totally dependent on this man. How could I ever find another man I could trust so completely with my life?

I looked at Alice on the monitor. She was in the same position and place as when I last saw her: sitting up, leaning on a wall. I chided myself, where else could she go?

I looked over the logbook. The guards were keeping a close eye on her, recording her movement, mutterings, and bodily functions. Nothing unusual showed up. She had received breakfast and urinated once this morning. She had also received two orgasms since the program was restarted.

I had brought a few things from Master Hancock's house to help me. I went into Alice's room. I put my things on the table and turned off the orgasm program. I picked up the whip and a carabineer and went close to Alice. She was sitting on the mat Laura had given her, she was a bondage doll. Arms locked tight together with her hands fastened to her collar, ankles chained close together, hooded so only her ringed nose and mouth visible, collared and chained to a high wall ring. The chains were thick and heavy, more punishment than security.

"Good morning, Alice. I'm Amber."

She made no response.

I laid a thin red line of pain across her breasts. She yelped and jumped..

" I am your mistress. You should greet me as such, Alice."

She clenched her mouth shut.

I started laying the whip about her body. She moved, struggling to find a position that didn't hurt. She even managed to roll over so I could get to her ass and back. I don't think she expected me to keep it up, but I did. Eventually she opened her mouth and said something. I stopped whipping her and she said, "I'm sorry, Mistress. I'll do better next time."

"Alright. Stand up, Alice."

She painfully gathered herself and struggled upright. I said , "Good girl," and pushed the reward button on her remote. I saw her slight tremble as she felt the short pulse hit her pleasure center. I always wanted to reward obedience as much as I punished resistance. I could have used the punishment buttons when she was obstinate, but I also wanted to see her marked. Petty, I know, but she did try to kill my Master.

I said, "Back up against the wall," and  used her nose ring to guide her back against the wall under the ring holding her chain. I used the carabineer to fasten her collar to the dangling chain so she had to stand up straight.

"You know you're going to be my slave, don't you?"

She was silent.

"Oh my. I had thought you had learned the proper response." I took her left nipple between my finger and thumb and squeezed a little. She gasped nicely in response. "Do I need to repeat the lesson, Alice?"

She delayed a little then replied, "No, Mistress, I remember."

"Good. Answer the question."

"I understand you want me to be your slave, Mistress."

I dropped the whip and leaned forward and kissed her. She resisted briefly then returned my kiss with interest. I wrapped my hands around her neck, above the steel collar and slowly increased the pressure. Her breathing became shallower and rasping as I made it harder for her to draw a breath. Tightening even more her breathing stopped and I counted five seconds and relaxed my hands. Her breathing returned to normal and she started rubbing her loins against mine. I held the kiss and lowered my hands to her breasts. I fondled her and used my hands to rub her nipples against mine. Her breathing became faster again. I broke the kiss and she whispered, "Please, Mistress, be nice to me."

"Will you talk to me Alice?"

"I can't, Mistress. They'll.."

She's afraid of someone. I pushed the reward button again and she shivered. Good.

I released the carabineer and said, "Face the wall, Alice." She turned around obediently. and I gave her another reward. I put the carabineer on her nose ring, lifted it high and clipped it onto the chain. I snuggled up against her, pushing my pussy into her ass, hard, until her pussy was against the cold wall. I reached around her and cupped both of her breasts in my hands. I felt her heart beat speed up and her breathing become shallower. I rubbed her breasts and played with her rings, lifting them and pulling them out to the side. I smelled her arousal and knew she was getting close to coming. I slid my hands down her belly and around her slim waist. Her breathing was getting more rapid now and I felt her belly tremble. Her remote was strapped to my right wrist. I put my left arm around her waist and held her tight. She moaned softly.

"Alice, what's your real name?"

I heard a sharp intake of breath then she said, "Monica, Mistress."

"Monica what?"

"Monica Denise Arlington, Mistress."

"Thank you, Monica," and I pushed the orgasm button.

She screamed and writhed in my arm. I wrapped my other arm around her and held her up so she couldn't put all her weight on her nose ring. Good thing too, her legs collapsed and she squealed in pleasure for many minutes, writhing all the time. When she stood on her own. I let her go and she whispered, "Thank you, Mistress."

I took the carabineer off her and picked up the whip. "Don't ever lie to me again, Monica."

"No, Mistress. But I can't answer your questions, either."

I got a gag from the table and returned to her. "Open your mouth." She complied and I gagged her, then I left, turning on her orgasm program again. I left my stuff on the table. I'd come back after she had a couple more orgasms and take her a little farther.

I went back to the control room and Master was there with two guards. He was sitting and looking at the display.. I knelt beside him and he said, "That was excellent work, Amber. Did you learn that at The Coffle?"

"No, Master, when I was walking across Africa in my first coffle. We all learned a lot."

"Well, where ever, it was perfect. He got out my remote and gave me an orgasm. I squealed and reacted just like Monica. When I was over the effects, I got back on my knees and lay my head in Master's lap. "Thank you, Master."

"You earned it, love. Let's take a walk." He stood up and I stood and followed him. We went outside into the hot, dry Arizona morning.

Master took my hand and we walked slowly down the dirt road, he was meandering, not going anywhere. Just a couple strolling down a dirt road. We weren't the sort of couple one sees in the media. I was a slave girl and he was my Master. But we were both happy with our lives. "So she's under some sort of compulsion?"

"I think so, Master."

"She couldn't know she's presumed dead, so that may be the key to getting her to open up. I think we will have a better chance of getting the full story if she's already accepted slavery. She'll be looking up to her mistresses and trying to please them. What do you think?"

"I agree. she'll be my slave by tomorrow. Master, I don't want to share her with Laura. I mean, I love Laura like a sister, but I really felt a connection to Monica. Would you talk to Master Bradley and see what he thinks?"

Sure. But I thought you didn't want a slave of your own."

"A girl can change our mind. It’s our only right."

"OK. I'll talk to him. Meantime, what will you do the rest of the day?"

"Master, I thought I'd let her have a couple more orgasms then visit her again. I'll arouse her and see if I can get her to tell me what she's afraid of, I'll reward her and leave the gag out."

"OK, don't push too hard on her yet. I want her deeply dependent before we go too far. I'm afraid if we go too fast she'll flip on us."

"I'll be careful, Master."

We walked another mile before he turned around. When we got back she had had another orgasm and was just sitting up. I'd go back to Monica in forty five minutes. I went into an empty room and practiced my belly dance moves. This is my favorite form of exercise. It wasn't the same without the music, but I managed.

I went back to the control room. Monica had her last orgasm ten minutes ago an she was laying on her mat, saying something. I turned up the volume and she was saying, "...I'm not a slave. God help me. I'm not a slave..."

Promising. I went into her room. She got on her knees with a little struggle. She was getting better with her chains. "Hello Monica, how are you?"

"Amber, Mistress? I'm the same, still naked and chained to a wall. Should I be kneeling for you?

"Yes, Monica. A slave should always kneel and greet her mistress when she visits you." I pushed the reward button on her remote and watched her tremble and smile. I went to the table and turned off her orgasm program. Then I brought up the lie detector monitor. It wasn't calibrated, but Master Bradley said he'd set it up to show strong emotional responses in red. I'd watch and see if I could trigger it.

"Lean over and put your forehead on the mat, lift your bottom as high as you can." I waited until she got in position. "Now spread your knees wide. This is a slave's 'Punishment Position." You can feel how exposed and vulnerable your bottom is. Masters prefer to whip a girl's bottom when convenient. A girl's bottom is well padded and the marks last for a couple of days. Don't move." I lay the braided leather of the whip on her bottom and ran it lightly across her. She shivered delightfully, making her nipple rings sway. I'd have to get her some bells.

Monica asked, in almost a whisper, "Mistress, am I to be punished?"

"Have you been bad, Monica"

"Yes, Mistress, I need to be punished."

"Why?" The screen flashed red.

"I tried to kill a man."

"Who?"

"I don't know. I was just told where he would be and given a description."

"Why did you try?"

"He was evil. They showed me what he had done to people, defenseless people, and...I,  I can't say any more."

"Why not Monica, no one can hurt you now but me."

No response.

"Is someone you love in danger?" The screen flashed red.

"Yes, No, I mean..."

"Is it your lover? Red.

"Yes, but I can't say anything else."

I knelt beside her and lay the whip on the floor. I rubbed her bottom with one hand and her breasts with the other. "You have a nice body, Monica. You keep in shape. Do you prefer men or women, Monica?"

No response.

"Answer me, Monica. It can't endanger your lover. There's millions of people in any kind of relationship one can imagine." I spanked her ass, hard, twice.

"Women, Mistress."

"Good girl." I pushed the reward button and she trembled. I kept rubbing both ends while I wondered what to ask next. God, I loved having this slightly rebellious girl under my control. She was totally helpless and I could do anything I wanted. I felt a great urge to whip her ass and make her tell me everything. I didn't know I had that sadistic streak in me. No, save that for later.

"Why were you chosen for this hit. Were you in the military?"

"No, I'm just a good shot. I would have succeeded too, it’s not my fault his car was bulletproof. Now they think I messed up and they'll go after Jan." Red screen. I pressed the reward button.

"I know, Master had the car secretly armored after someone else tried to kill him a few months ago. He's pretty high profile now with all the publicity The Coffle's been getting. You know, if we knew how to find Jan, we could protect her."

"Her response was slow and flat, "The police can't protect her. They only catch criminals afterwards."

"We're not the police. My master and his men are all ex-special forces. This is what they are trained for. They're good."

"Monica said, "I'm sorry, Mistress, I just can't take the chance."

I guess I could fish a little. "Let me tell you how this happened. Tell me if I'm wrong." I kept rubbing her as I watched the screen. "The bad guys, or is it girls?" Red screen.

"Let's say girls, saw you and Jan shooting somewhere, so it was probably a public range." Red screen. "Because if people go somewhere private to practice, they don't want to be seen. If it was a public range, they probably saw you there more than once and watched you to make sure you were good enough and they could coerce you. It was probably an outdoor range," Red screen, "because you had to use a long gun and those aren't allowed indoors."

"Since they watched you several times, You and maybe Jan, are likely members." Red screen.

So now we have to find where Monica and Jan are members of an outdoor shooting range . I'd say it’s probably near The Coffle," Red screen, "because the bad girls would want to minimize air travel, it leaves too much of a trail. Driving distance to The Coffle, hmmm. I bet there are no more than ten outdoor shooting ranges within a hundred miles of The Coffle. All we have to do is look for your name in the membership lists. Maybe there'll be a Jan there too, but if not, we can get your address and then we can easily find Jan." Red screen. "How did I do?" I already knew.

No response.

"Does Jan know she's been threatened?"

"No, Mistress, they said they'd kill her  and me if she found out. Where did you learn how to do that?"

"Master taught me." It was true too. I had watched when he and Sam interrogated the previous 'Bad Girls.' But the lie detector function of the controller was invaluable. It showed me I was on the right trail even with her saying nothing. Keeping her hooded had an unexpected bonus. "Thank you, Monica. We'll continue this later." I pushed the orgasm button and watched as she dissolved into squirming Jell-O. I put the stuff away and turned her orgasm program on before I left.

In the control room I knelt in front of Master. "I think that worked well," I said, modestly.

Master hauled me into his lap and kissed me. "Amber, the world lost a great interrogator when you weren't born twins. You were magnificent."

"Thank you, Master." He took out my remote and pressed the orgasm button. He held me tight while I soared over the moon. I know I squealed when I was zapped. When I came down, I was still in his lap, very relaxed, his arms wrapped around me. What a wonderful reward.

Master said, I've already given the information to Sam and his folks are looking for more information now.

Master and I were still in the control room watching Monica when Laura and Master Bradley arrived.  Master filled them in with the data we got from her.

Master played a recording of my interrogation. Laura said, "My God, Amber. That was like a scripted TV show. You were great. Did Master Bill really teach you how to do that?"

Master stepped in, "I didn't show her that. She's smart and pays attention. That's why I chose her."

"That's why I chose you, Master," I said with a wry smile, "And don't forget it."

He smiled back, "Yes, Mistress."

We discussed how to proceed with Monica. She had had one more machine orgasm since I left her so she was ready for another human session. We all agreed there was no need to play our hole card yet.

Laura had brought a small bag with her. She opened it and took out what looked like a Mark II controller, just a wasp-waisted controller without a vagina insert.  She held it up and said, I don't know if we should call this a Mark III b or a Mark II b. Anyway it can give its wearer an orgasm without the vaginal insert. She handed it to me and I examined it. "So small. Can I have one too?"

Master Bradley said, "This is just a prototype. We'll get the first production ones in a couple of weeks. I don't think we'll make as many of these. The current style has some useful features. But I'll make sure Bill gets some."

Laura was eager to see what she could get out of Monica. She took the new controller back and She and Master Bradley went to Monica's room.

Master and I entered Monica's room together. He went to the table and started changing the laptop's program to talk to the new controller I was well aware everyone was watching me perform so I focused on settling down when I entered her room. She was sitting with her back against the wall. "Hello Monica."

She replied, "Hello, Mistress Laura," as she struggled onto her knees.  I went to the table and turned off her program.

I ordered, "Stand up and bend over."

"Yes, Mistress. She obeyed quickly. Her movement was smoother. She was getting used to her chains.

I unlocked her controller and warned, "I'm removing your plug. Relax your muscle and it won't hurt." I wiggled the controller and felt the tension relax, then I pulled and removed her controller. It came out easily and I heard a small gasp from Monica.

"Don't move."

"Yes, Mistress."

I cleaned the old controller and put it on the table. Master handed me the new one. I lubed it and went back to her. "I'm putting a new one in. Relax your muscle and it won't hurt." I put the tip against her puckered anus and pushed, it slipped into place and the anus tightened around its constriction.  I locked it and heard another tiny gasp from Monica.

"Mistress, it feels different."

"Yes, nothing in your pussy. New design. Not needed. Punishment position now."

"Yes, Mistress." She sank to her knees and put her forehead on the mat. I went to Master and watched as her turned on the lie detector program and set it to calibrate. He handed me a piece of paper. It had questions typed on it and instructions whether each one was to be answered truthfully or falsely. I read them and looked at him. Without a word he handed me her new remote.

I sank to my knees beside her, lay the remote beside me, and cupped a breast in my hand, I let her nipple ring slip between my fingers. I put my other hand on her ass cheek and said, "Monica I'm going to ask you some questions. Every answer must only be yes or no. Give me a truthful answer. These won't be about what you did or about Jan. Understand?"

""Yes, Mistress." I started fondling her breast, moving my hand and fingers in soothing motion . At the same time I caressed her ass.

"Do you use lipstick?"

"Yes, Mistress." I stuck a finger between her nether lips and she wiggled a little. Very erotic. Her pussy was wet. She was aroused. I removed my finger and wiped her juice on her ass..

Do you like red lipstick?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good." I pushed the reward button on her remote and felt her jump. "Now I want you to answer the next two questions falsely. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress, answer falsely."

"Do you have pierced ears?"

"No, Mistress."

I rubbed her pussy again. "Good. Do you shave your armpits?"

"No, Mistress."

"Good." I  pushed the reward button again. I moved my hand to her other breast. And rubbed her ass some more. "Now answer the next two questions truthfully. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress, be truthful."

I went through rest of the questions on the sheet. When I had answers for all them I looked at Master. He gave me a thumbs up and left the room. The lie detector function was now operative and I could see its evaluation on her remote.

"Monica, you tried to kill a man you didn't know. You think your lover is in danger if you talk to us. We want to understand what happened and find those responsible so we can stop them from trying again. The device in your bottom is also a lie detector. If you lie or even think about lying, it will shock you. Understand?"

"Yes. Mistress, but they said they will kill Jan if talk to the police. They have a spy." A green LED shone on the controller.

"We're not the police. They won't find out if you talk to us. What's Jan's name?"

She hesitated then said, "Janice Mayfield." The red LED on the remote lit up and Monica yelped and spasmed, "OW."

I remarked, conversationally, "The device thinks you lied to me, Monica. You've already given us enough clues to find her. You can save us some effort and time and let us get on with saving her if you tell us the truth. What's her name?"

"OK, Mistress, Janice Worthington, we both live in Riverside."

"Address?"

"13457 Juniper Sierra, apartment 115. Both of us." The green LED lit up.

"OK. Why is Jan in danger?"

They kidnapped her. I found a note when I came home last Wednesday. It said they had Jan and if I wanted to see her alive again, I shouldn't call the police. I didn't know what to do. They called me  and a woman said they wanted me to do a job and they'd let her go. I talked to Jan. They had taken her from home and blindfolded her. She didn't see who took her. They proved they had an informant in the police." Green LED.

I pushed the reward button. "How?"

They told me to report a theft and file a police report. I did, the next day they called and told me what I had reported stolen, a bicycle." Green LED.

"So you agreed to help them kill a man you didn't know."

"I couldn't let them kill Jan.  Besides they sent me proof the man was a monster. He killed children and he was in the Army so he got away with it. He was using drugs and torture to enslave women in LA. They had pictures of him with women in chains." Green LED.

I pushed the reward button again. This was good. "Where's this evidence."

"They told me to burn it when I had seen it. To protect me from his thugs, they said." Green LED.

"What did they look like?"

"I never met them. They sent me a gun and instructions, maps I drove around the area to learn it. Then they called at night and told me he'd be coming out of the garage at nine the next morning. They had me use a car they provided. I picked it up at eight in  a parking lot. The keys were under the floor mat. I never saw anyone. I always talked to the same woman." Green LED.

I couldn't think of anything else to ask right then, so I said, "Thank you Monica." I stood up and pushed the orgasm button, she screamed, as usual and while she was lost in pleasure I turned off the lie detector function , went to the table and resumed her orgasm program.

When I entered the control room, Master Bill was on the phone, My Master motioned me over and he kissed me, long and hard. "You were great Laura. Bill's passing all the info to Sam and he'll keep us informed on his findings. Now we can start tracing the bad girls.

Amber was kneeling beside Master Bill and looking at me. Her lips silently shaped the words, "Thank you." I nodded at her.


Chapter 19: Day Two

Master tired of watching Monica orgasm after a while (I could watch and enjoy her endlessly.) We went to the stables and our Master's harnessed us both to a two person carriage. Once Amber and I were bitted we couldn't speak any more. When Master shook the reins Amber and I started off on our left foot as we were trained, high stepping to the merry jingle of our chains. I could hear the men's quiet voices as we pulled them along the well maintained gravel roads but couldn't make out any words.  Besides their quiet voices all I could hear was the crunch of the gravel and the soft tinkling of our ankle chains and my labia bells.

I couldn't see Amber or anything to the side because of the blinders, but I could hear her breathing through her nose. I sounded just the same. Without conscious effort, soon Amber and I synchronized our breathing as well as our steps. Master held our reins and never said a word to us, just gently pulling on the reins or shaking them to steer us and manage our speed. I enjoyed the quiet slow pace, the absence of any mechanized hurry or bustle, just being out and experiencing the scenery. He changed our pace every few minutes: walk, trot, canter, walk, over and over. It worked to keep us refreshed.

When we got back at the stables, they released us to put our tack away and shower. Clean and dry they drove us back home. When we walked in the door, Master said, "That was quick." There were two of the new model controllers on the hall table with a note from Emily. It said, "It was easy to convert these from a Mark III. Do you want any more?"

They replaced our old ones in the hallway and sent Amber and I to clean the old ones and put them in our rooms. We came back downstairs to find our Master's talking in the living room. We knelt beside our men and listened.  Master Bill was telling Master about the situation in L.A. but stopped when we knelt by them.

"Brad, I think we should test these modified controllers to see if they really work like the old ones."

Master said, "You're right, Bill. I would never trust a new techie toy in the field until I had tested it myself.  Let’s go out back. Come on girls." Amber and I followed our master's outside. We looked at each other and shrugged. We were going to get zapped, but there was no arguing with a Master who wanted to play with you. Master stopped at the back door and got something out of a drawer before going outside.

Master said, "Laura was telling me about the puppy play exercises the trainers were putting the class through. Sounded interesting. Maybe we can use puppy play exercises for our tests. More fun than just having the girls walk back and forth."

Master Bill said, "Excellent idea."

When we got to the grass, Master said, "Punishment position, girls. We knelt , crossed our hands behind us and bent over until our foreheads were on the grass. Master and Master Bill came up behind me and Master said, "Watch. Then he did something to my controller.

Master Bill said, "Shiny," and went to Amber. After a moment, Master sad, "Hands and knees, girls."

We obeyed and looked at our Masters.

Master held up two small locks in his hands. They each took one.  They used the locks to fasten our ankle chains to the metal belts that gripped our waists so tight. "Hands and knees girls. Face the lawn." We obeyed and waited. "Remember girls. No human speech. Barking and whining only." We both barked once. Twice meant "No."

"Laura, fetch." He tossed a tennis ball twenty feet in front of me. I scampered as fast as I could. This was much faster than before I was first trained in puppy play, but still pretty slow. I picked up the ball in my mouth and hurried back. I knelt up and waited for Master to take it from my mouth.

He took the ball, tousled my hair and said, "Good girl. He gave me a reward zap and I barked once, then turned around and waited.

Master Bill threw the ball for Amber next and said, "Fetch, Amber."  She retrieved the ball and Master Bill rewarded her too.

Master said, let's take a walk around the garden and see how effective the leash function is. Laura, I've set it for twenty feet. Remember you two are playful puppies. Explore and play ."

Master Bill said, "Amber mine is set the same."

I followed Master with Amber beside me. The men walked slowly and talked. I got bored just walking behind Master so I sidled up to Amber and brushed against her. Suddenly I was so horny. I wanted her. I wanted to taste her honey. I pushed her over, playfully. She rolled over and I fell on her, my face landed on her belly, close to her pussy. My lungs were filled with her musk. I could see the moisture on the flesh around her slit. She spread her knees apart, inviting me in. I rolled over and got between her legs. I stuck my face on her pussy and her aroma filled my lungs. I started licking and sucking her pussy . She was so good. It was almost as good as Master's cum. Suddenly the controller shocked me and I felt Amber jump under me. She hissed, "Get off me, quick.".

I looked up and our Masters weren't looking at us, they were walking away. It was the controller's leash. I had missed the warning buzz in my arousal and We had to get moving or we'd get a level two shock soon. I rolled over and got back on my hands and feet as did Amber. We padded off after our Masters as fast as we could, anxious to get closer than our leash's limit. My arousal seemed to get stronger the farther we went, her erotic body crawling beside me, I couldn't stop looking at her bouncing breasts and firm buttocks. We followed our Masters around for a half hour, I raced ahead of  them and Amber matched me. She must have been horny too.. I wanted to try again to eat Amber out. I didn't know if our Master's would stop us. I may have been crazed by my arousal, but I thought they wouldn't stop two puppies from harmless play. They'd enjoy watching us.

I tripped her again and dropped between her legs. I started licking and sucking. The men stopped right beside us and just watched. I thrust my tongue in between her pussy lips and she started humping my face. She put a hand on my head and took hold of my nose ring with her other. She pulled my nose deep and Arched her back, trying to get the angle just right. I licked and sucked as hard as I could. I heard her breath quicken and get shallow. Suddenly she squealed and her love juices flowed into my hungry mouth. I sucked and swallowed everything could get. Her hands held me fixed in place and shoved hard into her belly. In a few minutes she let go of me and slumped into the ground. She was moaning slightly. I saw our Master's shoes standing beside us. Without a word they walked away. I raised up and nudged Amber. She opened her eyes and followed my gaze. I moved over and she rolled up on her hands and feet. She put her hand on my breast and fondled it briefly. I looked at her, she released my breast and held a finger to her lips, motioning for silence. I nodded and we both followed our Masters.

They sat on a bench and motioned us to them. We knelt in front of our Masters, waiting and wondering what they would have us do now.

Master said, "I think we should test the lie detector now."

"OK." They both manipulated their remotes.

Master Bill said, "Amber,  I want you to fib now. Understand?"

She barked once.

He said, "Amber, do you love Laura?"

"Bark, bark, groan. I saw her head sag as the punishment shock struck her. In a moment she raised her head.

"Good girl." He pushed another button and Amber Squealed in pleasure as the orgasm hit her full force. She collapsed forward onto her hands and moaned, her back moving up and down as her belly spasmed, rhythmically.

Master said, "Your turn, Laura."

"Ruff."

"Laura, I want you to fib now. Understand?"

"Ruff."

"Laura, do you love Amber?"

"Ruff, Ruff," then the blinding pain of a level two punishment shock hit me and I yelped and almost fell over.

When the awful pain subsided I straightened up and looked at Master.

"Good girl, then he pushed a button and something wonderful happened. I rolled in unbearable pleasure on the ground. When I was able to move again I got back on my knees and smiled goofily to Master.

Master Bill said, "Well, I guess they work just like the old ones. Tell Emily she does good work.."

"I will and give her a reward orgasm too. Let’s go inside. The girls deserve a break."

They unlocked our ankle chains and helped us stand up. Then we all went back inside. They sent us to get cleaned up and rest for a half hour.

When we came back down Master and Master Bill were in the living room, talking. We knelt beside them and Master Bill said, "Glad you're back. Sam called and he had some interesting information. He found the driver's Licenses for Monica and Janice. Monica's address matched what Monica gave us. Janice's was a different one, in Pasadena. He sent two teams out to watch the home address and see if they could bug the place. He also got some friends to find out if they had cell phones. Both did, at the same carrier. Family plan, only a couple of months old. He got their phone records. Hasn't had a chance to review them yet. The surprising thing is that when they got to her address, Janice was at home and there's another girl with her. They went out together and Janice looked happy. We've got the apartment wired for video and sound now. It’s best not to jump to conclusions yet. We'll have a better idea what's happening pretty soon, I think."

Master asked, "Girls, any thoughts?"

I said, "Master, its odd that Janice is home already and happily going out with another woman. Do we know where they went?"

Master Bill said, "Not yet. They're being followed. They are not in Janice's car, so we hadn't bugged it yet. Now that we have the license, we're checking ownership They're now in Newport beach, heading south on 101."

Amber asked, "Master, did Janice file a report on being abducted?"

"No. Not a peep.  We'd reached the same tentative conclusion before you came in. It looks like Janice is a part of the plot."

Master asked, "Bill, how did they when you would be coming outside?"

"Yeah, The Senator's office called to change the time of my appointment. They delayed it by fifteen minutes. Anyone who knew my location could make an accurate estimate of when I'd be leaving. We looked into that and know who made the call, but ten people in his office could have seen the schedule. Sam is cross referencing the phone records from Monica and Janice with the possibles there.

It’s a good thing he has high friends in Homeland Security. We promised they could have all our data and credit for the investigation.

Master Bill said, "I'm beginning to have less enmity for Monica now. It looks like she was duped and convinced to shoot me under duress. It’s still bad policy to shoot people, but I'm thinking it’s time to improve her situation a little."

Master agreed, "Yeah. I think she was fooled a couple of ways. Girls, would she be more cooperative if we removed her hood and let her use her hands?"

Amber asked, "Still be our slave?"

"Yes, I think so."

I asked, "Can we tell her everything?"

Master Bill said, "Why not? Everything we can tell her now helps her case, but it will be more convincing if we can show her some proof. Photos of Janice and another woman, the police report that she's thought to be dead. I can get Sam to email me that sort of data in a few minutes."

I think we all wanted to see Monica's reaction when she learned what her lover had been up to. We all went to see her.

I spoke first, "Hello, Monica. Amber and our Masters are all here.

Monica had scrambled to her knees when she heard us approach. She said, "Hello, Mistresses and Masters. It’s unusual for more than one person to be here."

Master said, "Yes, your information has helped us. Your situation is better and we have some things to help inform you. Stand up."

She obeyed. He went to her and released her hands, for the first time in three days. He helped her lower them and massaged them to help restore circulation. She was in a lot of pain and could barely move them. It took several minutes before she could control them. He put a short chain between them and used another chain to fasten them to her ankle chain. She couldn't lift them above her waist while standing, but at least she could use them for some things now. Then he started removing her hood. He cautioned her to keep her eyes closed until they reacclimatized.

I turned off the lights in the room.

He pulled the hood off her. Her face was pink like she had a sunburn. Monica said, "Thank you, Master."

"Kneel again."

She obeyed.

I got her remote from the table and gave it to Master.

"Monica, we now believe you were coerced into trying to kill Bill. We also believe you were duped as part of that scheme. We think there were several people involved in the scheme. We have clues, but don't yet know all of the people involved. We think you can help unravel this mystery, but even if you can, you'll still face a lengthy prison sentence for the attempt. We may have an alternative, but we'll discuss that later. You deserve a reward for your help." He pressed the orgasm button and she screamed and collapsed to the floor, rubbing her hands on her belly in time to the spasms clearly wracking it. Her moans of pleasure were loud as her body pumped its love juices into her pussy. Finally she stilled and opened her eyes. They were limpid pools, rimmed with tears.

"Thank you, Master. Duped?"

"On your knees, Monica, and we'll show you what we know."

"Yes, Master. She got to her knees much more agilely now that she could use her hands.

Master Bill told her what we had learned and showed her the pictures and police documents Sam had emailed.

She took it all in with expressions of disbelief, surprise, dismay, and anger playing across her face. Finally she said, "Janice told me she loved me. We made plans for a life together. It was all a sham. I was a fool to believe it could all happen so quickly, with no problems. Please forgive me, Master. She was gone one day and there was a note saying she would be killed if I went to the police. I talked to her on the phone. She said the families of the dead would kill her unless I killed you. It was so believable. They sent me photos of what they said you did to their children. I thought you were a sadistic deviant. I was convinced you had escaped and would never be brought to justice. They were so convincing."

Master said, "We understand what happened. Now we need to find the ones behind the plot. Will you tell Amber and Laura all the details you can remember?"

"Yes, Of course. What will happen to Jan?"

That depends on why she was in the plot. We don't know enough yet. There will be consequences, though, ranging from jail to joining you as a slave."

"It would be nice to have her as my slave. She owes me a life."

"Dreamer. If you're very good it might be arranged."

Laura and Amber will talk to you now. Bill and I will see you later." Master handed me her remote and the men left us with her. I turned off her orgasm program.

Amber said, "Hello Monica. Tell us what happened on the day you tried to shoot my Master. Be as specific on times as possible."


Chapter 20: Bad Girls

I left Monica in Brad's care and brought Amber back to L.A. with me. She was back at work and I was attacking the pile of paperwork any business in California had to suffer through. At least I was trying, but my mind was on the investigation. I gave up and went to the security office. I hated to look over their shoulder, but, I had to see what was happening and  if I could help.

Abe, my Security chief and three of his guys were standing in front of a large whiteboard with circles connected by lines. Names and phone numbers were written inside the circles. Several men were looking at pages with columns of numbers on them. Phone logs, from a distance.  "Tell me what you've found, Abe."

He stepped to the board and pointed to a circle on the far left, "This is Monica. She called or was called by Janice. He pointed to the next, connected circle.

"Janice didn't use her phone a lot. Most to Monica, but a few others. On the day she supposedly went missing, she called an LA Police precinct house twice, and it called back once. We're trying to find out who that belongs to now. And, finally, most went to this number," He pointed to the next circle. "This is listed to Sapphos Corporation and its located at a private home in Bel Air. The home is owned by Sapphos, a California "Financial Consulting" corporation." I haven't been able to find anything else on them yet.   The President of Sapphos is listed on the state business license as C. H. Laine. Now the really interesting calls were made from this number to a number in Michigan. I thought it looked familiar and it was. It’s the number where we found Ann Range, six months ago. A house near Orono, MI. There were only two calls, both made the same day three months ago. That's all we have so far on the phone calls.

"Janice Worthington is a fake name. There was a woman with that name in Sonora, but she died last year in a skiing accident. Someone resurrected her between two and three months ago. Look at this timeline." He handed me a sheet of paper. " The phone call to MI. from Bel Air was ninety days ago. 'Janice' got a credit card and opened a bank account with twenty five thousand in cash, eighty three days ago. She joined the gun club where she met Monica seventy eight days ago. She called the police office a couple of times, including the day she was supposedly kidnapped, and the day after. She got a call early on the day of the attack from the Senator's office.

"OK, Abe I see the pattern. What's the worst case?"

"Just a guess, boss, 'Janice' is another RAW agent. Sapphos wants you out of the way and called RAW to get rid of you. Whoever RAW assigned, took Janice's identity,  found Monica at a shooting range, seduced her, coordinated with a police mole and another mole in the Senator's office to get Monica to agree to kill you and take the blame for the killing. The attempt failed and everyone thinks Monica died in the attempt. Which means 'Janice' will likely try again.

"What are you doing about it?"

I've got Andrew Jameson, Gerry Donaldson, and Ryan Torkelson watching Janice now. Gerry's got a couple of good head shots and I've sent them to J.S. at Homeland. He's running their facial recognition programs on her now. Ryan's got her apartment wired for sound and her cell phone set up as a portable bug. Gerry's got the Stingray unit in his van so we can trace and record whoever she calls. We he plates on that other girl's car.. Its registered to Amanda Sullivan, also a gun club member, so it looks like Janice is trying again."

Aren't those men the same ones you used in Michigan?"

"Yes, because they're the best. Andrew Jameson is a former Marine sniper, Gerry Donaldson, an ex-Ranger  surveillance tech, and Ryan Torkelson, a former SEAL with lots of infiltration experience.  Sam's been in touch with Andrew planning where the cameras go."

"Abe, I'd like to get info from the house in Bel Air and these guys sound like a good 'Black Bag' team.. Can you send someone else to watch Janice and send these guys to get us data from Bel Air? Oh, and is the surveillance stuff still in the Michigan house, or did they retrieve it?"

"Still there, but we have to be close to get the feed."

"OK save that for later."

"All right, I'll get someone out to relieve the team. It can't be before midnight. Bel Air is a fancy, security conscious neighborhood. "

"Thanks, Abe. I'll be in my office." I went back to my office and decided to call it a day. I checked the time and found almost an hour had passed while I was in the Security office. It was time for the Amber and Valerie show. I hurried into the dining room and went to my private table.  Sam and John were already there and Nylla was kneeling beside Sam.

Just as I sat downthe lights dimmed except for a spotlight on center stage.   John, our announcer, handyman, and bartender walked into the light.  He told the patrons that The Coffle had a short play prepared for their entertainment.  The play was set in present day in New York.  Then the curtain pulled back and I saw Amber and Valerie seated at a table.  Valerie dressed as a teenager and Amber as her mother.  The announcer told us that Amber was the new wife of Valerie's father and Valerie was unhappy. He left and the play began.

Amber said, "Valerie dear, you are going to have to work much harder in school. Your grades are atrocious..."  She went on for several minutes listing all Valerie's faults.  Then she assigned her work around the house.  Amber told her she had to go to a fund raiser for the homeless shelter and would be back by four.  Then Amber breezed out and into the back room.  

Valerie washed the dishes and was starting to sweep when the phone rang.    We heard her friend telling Valerie that she had seen the stepmother meeting a stranger at a local hotel and going to a room.  Valerie fumed over her adulterous stepmother.  She made up a plan to keep Amber under control when her father was away.  

Amber returned home.  Valerie confronted her with time and location and Amber  admitted it with many tears.  Valerie exuded dominance using her voice and posture and large gestures.  She was convincing and Amber submitted.  Valerie said she would tell her father.  Amber begged and pleaded with her not tell.  Amber was afraid Tom would divorce her and she would starve.  Valerie said she couldn't trust Amber.  Amber promised to do anything, forever, if Valerie kept her behavior a secret.  Valerie made Amber call her boyfriend and break it off.  Amber had to write a confession and give it to Valerie. Then Valerie told Amber she had to agree to be her pet girl when father was away.  Amber agreed, with more tears.  Valerie said, since father would be away a few more days, it was time to get started.  Valerie made Amber get down on her hands and knees.  Valerie put a leash on Amber's collar and led her into the back room.

Music played while they were changing.  A big digital clock face on the back wall counted down three minutes.  Then Valerie came back onto the stage.  She was now wearing the stepmother's clothes.  Amber crawled after her on the leash.   Amber had a two foot metal bar between her wrists.  Her legs each had a broad leather strap holding them folded so only her knees could reach the floor.   A chain connected the middle of the metal bar and her ankle chain.  Amber had to stay on her hands and knees and couldn't raise her hands above her head.  A bit gag and clip on puppy ears completed her ensemble.

Valerie led her to center stage.  Valerie made Amber do puppy tricks.  Roll over. Play dead. Beg. And she paraded Amber around and up to many of the women in the audience.  Amber licked some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.

When Valerie finished showing Amber off, she led Amber back to the stage, had her sit on her haunches and bark.  The audience went wild with applause and laughter.

I remarked to Sam and John, "No matter how many times we've shown that same skit, everyone applauds like its brand new and I recognize half the patrons in here tonight."

Sam said, "You're right I think the girls are getting better. They're more realistic in their roles. Anyway, it’s funny, the evil stepmother gets taken down a notch or two, and Amber is spectacular to look at."

Amber and Valerie came out and knelt by our table. Amber to my right and Valerie beside John.

"Good performance, Amber, Valerie. The audience loved you."

They both smiled and said, "Thank you, Master."

Every cop knows surveillance is boring and wastes a lot of time as well as your sleep. It’s also a vital part of the job. Searching a place or bugging a phone requires a warrant. You can't get a warrant until you have probable cause to suspect a crime is being committed. You get probable cause by observing a  lot of suspicious activity that can't be reasonably explained by non-criminal activity. But if you aren't police, you can skip all that time consuming evidence collection and bug your targets. Of course now you're a criminal too. If that doesn't bother you, you're pretty much free to collect everything you can. If you want the justice system to look at your target's activities, you can always send them an anonymous tip.

Gerry had bugged every room in the apartment for sound and put a video transmitter in the living room and kitchen while Janice was out. He found a laptop computer and installed a hitchhiker program to send everything she typed to Gerry's computer in the security office. She left her purse on a hall table so he made a tiny slit in the liner and slipped a tracker inside the lining. A drop of crazy glue made the slit disappear. She didn't have an alarm system so after her lights had been out for two hours, he and Ryan had gone back in and found her cell phone plugged into a charger in the kitchen. Gerry had cloned the phone and installed a separate tracker. Ryan had stood overwatch with a stun gun in case Janice came out of the bedroom. Andrew stood watch outside in case Murphy showed up.

They exited and relocked the door behind them. Their relief showed up in a half hour and they went to the address in Bel Air. There was a fancy gate blocking the entrance which Ryan opened in two minutes. The house was a mini-mansion with its own gate and looked like a movie star resided there. They parked their car in the driveway of a less fancy house three doors down, next to an oft-repaired Acura, probably a child's auto. All the houses in the block were dark and only a few had area lighting turned on. They donned their ninja suits and put on their third generation Russian NVGs.

Ryan scouted ahead, finding a route free of motion detectors or security cameras. The target house got by with cameras and motion sensitive lights only on the front and back. He unlocked and opened a side door to the garage, disabling the magnetic alarm switch with a heavy magnet that blocked it from triggering. He fastened the magnet to the door with some long screws into the top of the door frame, placed where the holes could not be seen from the ground.  The inside was dark and Gerry and Andrew installed the bugs while Ryan watched the bedroom doors. They finished in a half hour, exited, removing any traces of their visit. Outside, Gerry hid a relay unit behind a thick bush. It was designed to look like a telephone junction box. Egress was as easy as following the same route back out. They didn't see a moving car until they were out of Bel Air. They went home to rest for whatever was needed tomorrow night.

Corrine Laine was an early riser, a real morning person. No matter when she retired, her internal alarm clock woke her at five thirty every morning. She was showered, dressed and finished with her yogurt and granola breakfast by seven. She worked from home and had a large office on the main floor of her home. Two secretaries came to work at seven thirty.

Sapphos Corporation had thirty more employees. It was the only escort service in L.A that dealt exclusively with lesbian escorts. 

Sapphos phones were open from eight a.m. until nine p.m. Sometimes a client would call after nine, but very rarely. They were always anxious to have their dates well underway by then.

This morning Corrine had a hard time getting focused on work. That damned Bill Stafford was still messing up her business. Another client dropped her yesterday because of his meddling. She said she had found a "New Happiness" with her current partner and it was all due to the impulse controller she had gotten from Success, Inc. she had tried That was the fiftieth client to drop Sapphos because of Success's device.

Corrine had tried to have one of her girls sign up for a device, but they were only letting women with male partners get them.

Corrine waited and fumed until seven fifty, the only time her contractor would answer. She dialed a long distance number and it was answered on the second ring. The voice said "Identity?"

Corrine said, "One twenty seven."

"Go."

"Confirm special package delivery date."

"Ten days."

"Revise to five days. Rush charges approved."

"Confirm five days rush delivery."

The line went dead.

Good, it was done. It would be worth it to get this particular thorn out of her paw. Stafford was not only ruining her business; his methods were anathema to her company and her way of life. If he continued, both would be destroyed. Thank God she had learned about RAW. They were expensive but had an excellent record.

"Janice Worthington" had to change her plans. She couldn't rely on getting Amanda locked in in only five days. She got her special list out and looked down it. All the entries were nicknames and the phone numbers rotated one place so a one zero three area code was entered as three one zero. It was a short list for their skills were unique. She decided to call "Sketch" a pretty, petite sniper that was as ruthless as she was pretty.

The number was answered on the second ring. The lilting voice said, "Yes?" I recognized the twang.

"Sketch, Double D. I need you in two days. Double fee."

"Why a double fee?"

"It’s dangerous, no cover, and the subject's hard."

Intriguing. Where?"

"LA."

"OK. I'll have to bring my toy with me so I'll have to drive down from San Fran. I'll call you in two days when I'm in LA."

They both hung up. "Janice" thought, "Nice to deal with a pro."

"Now," she thought, "I need to make sure he's on time."

She dialed another number, it was answered on the first ring, "Senator Johnson's office."

"Hello, this is Janice Worthington. Is Ellie Thomas available?"

"I'll ring that number. One moment please."

Several rings later a voice she knew answered, "Ellie Thomas, how may I help you?"

"Ellie, this is Janice. Free for lunch?"

***

I'd only been in my office a few minutes before Abe called. I saw it was him and answered, "Morning Abe. Got something?"

"Yes, sir. Could you come to the security office?"

Coming." I hung up and left.

"I used my card key to open the door. Abe and several people were standing and working at the large whiteboard. I saw there was more data written on it than yesterday.

"Morning. What do you have?"

Abe said, "Boss, short version: the natives are getting restless we think they're importing a hit woman."

"Interesting. Who's the enemy?"

"Either Sapphos Corporation, or just its President, Corrine Laine. She called "Janice Worthington" this morning and told her to speed it up. Get it done in two days. Then "Janice called a woman she called "Sketch" in San Francisco for a special delivery on a hard target in two days. "Sketch" accepted and is driving down . She said she would bring her own toy and had to drive. We have to assume it’s a fifty Cal sniper rifle with AP rounds, so she couldn't check it of buy a substitute here in two days. Sketch is going to call when she gets to LA. "Janice" also made a lunch date with Ellie Thomas from Senator Johnson's office."

"On another front, we've sent Gerry's excellent pictures of "Janice Worthington" to J.S. at Homeland. He's running it through their facial recognition data base. We got the Driver's License picture of Corrine Laine and sent it to J.S. but it looks like she's legit.  We've got ten cars and trucks with SSB encrypted radios to tail Sketch after they connect. All the teams have good cameras and we'll try to get her photo to J.S. ASAP."

"OK. Sounds like you are going to be ready for her. Meanwhile start checking around here and the Senator's office for good sniper perches. Be sure and keep a good log of where Janice goes. She has to be looking for one too. Use one of the mapping programs to ID the best routes between here and the Senator. Look for common chokepoints. I'm sure she will too."

"Already on it, boss. We're watching her like a hawk, physically and electronically."

"Good."

I found backed up work to keep me busy until  after lunch. I stopped in security and found Abe and a different crew bustling around. A large scale map of L.A was on a wall and a girl, Abe's slave, Susan was wearing a headset and holding a marking pen, obviously ready to add more markers to the map as she got the data over the headset.

"Hi Abe. How long have you been here?"

"I don't know, but I'm having a ball. I'm keeping Suzy with me and we take  short naps in my office when we need it. I put her to work too. She wanted to help and frankly, I enjoy looking at her."

A chorus of agreement by every other man in the office erupted. Suzy blushed nicely.

"OK. Stay alert. What's happening?

J.S. says Janice is in their database as an associate of Ann Range. They are certain she's a RAW agent or contractor. She's suspected in five terrorist or kidnapping attacks in Europe but hasn't been seen here before. She has a close resemblance to a former KGB "Sparrow" agent. She's pretty enough for it. They consider her dangerous and would really like to talk to her when we're done.."

"Gladly. What's she been doing today?"

"She started with an hour on the computer. Gerry's got his set up to show us what she's seeing. She looked at routes as you predicted."

"No surprise there, it’s just what one would consider for a successful hit."

"We think she dismissed the idea. As we had already determined, there are just too many good routes from here to the Senator's office and not many crossings. Certainly no common points. Anyway she didn't focus on anything. Then she pulled up satellite views of The Coffle and then the Senator's building. She used the mapping program to find unobstructed views of our main garage entrance and the Senators foot entrance. She got the address of five likely buildings for each site, all within a half mile. Then she used the 'Street view' function to eyeball the sides of the buildings facing her target areas. You know, I had never considered how easy this technology makes it to set up a hit. In an hour, from her living room, she had everything she found the best locations in the city. Without it she would have spent days just finding those sites and exposing herself to discovery. Anyway, since then she's been visiting those sites she found. The downtown ones are office buildings so she'll probably go for the roof unless she finds an office for rent inside. I've got a team of men and women following her and listening to the bugs she's carrying. A different one for each building so she won't have much reason for suspicion. They'll hang around after she leaves to see if there's any advertised space for rent in the building."

"OK, I guess all we can do now is wait for Sketch to arrive.

***

Laura watched Monica on the display in the control room. Monica was laying on her side, curled into a fetal position, and crying. Her body wracked with sobs.  She examined the log. Monica had been conditioned to receive an orgasm every half hour. Since her hood was removed, she had been given one then, as a reward. That was six hours ago. She had been conditioned to expect regular orgasms and was experiencing withdrawal. Master and I had discussed Monica after Bill and Amber left. There were two things Monica didn't know. He decided to tell her about the woman her car wreck had killed and to hide the fact that only we knew she was the assassin..

I felt only a little sorry for her. She did try to kill Master, even if she was coerced. It was time to make her mine.  I got a standard length ankle chain, went to her room and opened the heavy door. She immediately got on her knees and smiled wanly.

"Hello, Mistress. I missed you."

I went to the table and picked up her remote. "Hello, Monica. I'm glad you remembered your instructions." I gave her a reward jolt. It wasn't enough to trigger an orgasm, just enough to brighten her mood. "Kneel up."

She raised her body up off her legs and I replaced her very short ankle chain with the standard length one. I unlocked the tether chain from her collar. "Stand up. Follow me." I took her outside. One of the guards followed us at a discrete distance. The warm afternoon sun bathed our bodies in a golden glow. I loved this time of day. I was a morning person and I enjoyed relaxing and letting go about now.

"Walk beside me, Monica."

She said, "Yes, Mistress," she moved up beside me and put her hand in mine. I held it.

"Why were you attracted to Jan?"

"She approached  me after I finished shooting. She complimented me and bought me  a drink. We talked and we had so much in common. We liked the same movies, cars, art, music. It seemed like we had known each other forever. You know I prefer girls, I like some guys, too, but they scare me, mostly. They're big and strong, and don't last very long in the sack. Women are gentler,  more sensitive lovers. She came home with me and our love was memorable. She moved in a couple of weeks later. She always did most of the housework and we never disagreed over anything. She always paid half the rent and utilities. She was  perfect lover and roommate. How could she pretend to be kidnapped and in mortal danger? I really cared for her. I was beside myself with fear and worry."

"She is a professional and needed you to love her or her scheme wouldn't work. So she worked hard to gain your trust before she abused it. People like her don't love. They use people as a means to an end. Most con artists are the same. They think of people as marks, not human, just sources of money or something they want. They are oblivious to any pain or suffering they cause because they don't see their marks as human. One thing you need to know: everyone in California thinks you're dead. When your car crashed it rolled over on a pedestrian, a woman, and killed her. After you were pulled out of the car, it exploded and the fire destroyed all evidence of the woman's identity. The police think the assassin was killed in the car wreck. Jan and the police think you're gone leaving to thing to lead the police to her. She already has another mark living in your bedroom, getting her ready to take another try. My Master won't allow that to happen and shortly Jan and whoever hired her will join us here."

"You really think so, Mistress?"

"Yes. Now, about you. I can keep you here as my slave. The word has nasty connotations, but what it really means is that you will obey me and my Master. You will receive security, a happy life with the most incredible sex you can imagine, no responsibilities except keeping me happy, good food, exercise, a complete loss of pride, honor, respectability, embarrassment and privacy. You'll have a better retirement than possible otherwise. You'll always be chained like I am. Strangely enough, I love being a slave and I hope you will too. It’s really just like being a woman in today's society except you'll have no worries, no responsibilities, and lots of great sex.  How does that sound?"

"Mistress, I like you a lot, and Mistress Amber. Your masters scare me to death. They're just so much. So impressive, they dominate a room just by being in it. Can you really make those things you said happen? No offense, but you're a slave too. How can  you promise me something? Can't your Master just ignore what you want.?

"Sure, if it’s just something I say. But this is what he told me and he doesn't lie, not to me anyway. But don't misunderstand me, neither you or I have any say in the matter. Master will decide if you can be my slave or go back to California to bear the consequences of trying to murder his friend. You committed willful, deliberate, premeditated. attempted murder. An innocent woman was killed in the attempt. That's felony murder. The penalty could be life in prison without parole or the death penalty. Master believes a person should bear the consequences of their actions. So, if you had the choice, would you rather be my slave and be loved or face the California Justice System? Both sentences are for life."

Monica stopped and turned to face me, I did the same. There were tears running down her cheeks. She tried to raise her hands but the restraining chain jerked taut with a rattle. I used my hands to wipe her tears away. She turned her head and kissed the fingers on my right hand. She smiled and stepped into me. Our eyes were level and she kissed me. I took her in my arms and pulled her tight. She was trembling. My heart went out to her, she was alone, helpless and afraid. She had messed up in a big way and couldn't fix her problems. The way overused adage, 'The road to Hell is paved with good intentions' popped into my head. It was too flippant for the moment, but how true. Her life was in the hands of others who had no reason to be kind.

She broke the kiss, drew her head back a tiny amount and whispered, "I'd like to stay with you, Mistress. I want to be your slave."

"Good." I pushed the orgasm button again. She squealed and I held her up as she jerked and held both hands against her wildly spasming belly. I held her up and waited for her to stand on her own when the spasms subsided.

"Monica, you understand that if my Master allows you to stay with me, he is in charge of me and you. He will require you to swear obedience to both me and him. Your life will be focused on sex and submission. If you prove too obstinate he can change his mind and give you back to the authorities at any time. You will be trained in the erotic arts. You will be nothing but a sex toy at first. No matter what you do or think, no man will ever trust you. There are more benefits than penalties for declaring obedience to a man, but like me and all the other slaves, you will always be under total control. The chains we wear and the controller locked in our bottoms are the most overt of our controls, but the most stringent is in your mind. You will desire nothing but obey and serve your Master."

"Mistress, I've had men as well as women lovers. Both feel good. I will be honored to serve your master and you."

I looked at her remote and the 'True' LED was green. She believed that.

"Good. He hasn't talked about any details yet, but I will ask him if you can stay with us at night. I expect you'll be secured at night like me . I'll ask him to keep you close. By the way, that thing in your bottom is  standard for slaves around here. His company makes them and that are called controllers. They control us a lot. Among other things it acts like a lie detector, an electronic leash, a locator, a communications device, and, as you already know, it can give you a small reward, an orgasm of shock you for punishment. I'm going to show you its leash function." I already had it set for a ten foot leash. I held up the remote. If you get ten feet away from your remote, it will vibrate. If you go another three feet away, it will shock you. The severity of the shocks goes up with every three feet. and they repeat until you lower the distance. The most severe shock is like being hit with a stun gun. Very painful and it knocks you unconscious. Try not to get that level." I stopped. "Keep walking until you feel it vibrate."

She walked slowly forward. She stopped after a few steps.

"I felt it vibrate, Mistress."

"Good. Now walk forward until it shocks you and stop."

"Yes, Mistress." She stepped forward very hesitantly.

She jumped and said, "Ow. Mistress, that hurts."

"Stand still." I walked up beside her. "That was the lowest level. There are four more and the strongest will knock you out. Respect the leash."


Chapter 21: The Best Laid Plans...

She was Jordan Marlowe. She had credit cards, driver's license and passport to prove her identity. It was one of her better identities, carefully vetted and valid with all the agencies involved. They had cost her a small fortune, and her namesake in Rhode Island would never know she had a twin.

She had started early and by nine she had passed through Paso Robles and was halfway to San Luis Obispo, on Highway 101. I-5 was faster, but too hot, dry, and sterile. She preferred the most rural route with its rolling hills and green farmlands.  Jordan was a careful driver and stayed within the posted speed limits. Her rental was an economical, non-descript blue-green, four door sedan, very popular with young office workers who hadn't found a well-paid husband yet. She had chosen one with  California plates and tossed handfuls of dirt on its back and sides before she left this morning.

She planned a leisurely drive to arrive in L.A. about four. She'd have a light meal in Ventura at Dargan's Pub, it reminded her of home,  and call her employer from there. She wanted to enjoy the cover of rush hour traffic in L.A. It made tails so much harder, not that she expected to be watched, she knew her employer was careful, but extra caution was always good insurance in her line of work.

She had a nice little pie,. The steak was tender, the potatoes were solid and meaty, the gravy good. She finished her pint and pie, paid her bill in cash, and called "Janice's" number on a burner phone she had bought in Gilroy this morning. She had three more, all bought in different stores along the way. She had a better, personal phone that she used for its smart functions and never talked business on.

"Janice" answered on the first ring, "Double D."

"Sketch in Ventura. Meet?"

"Marrakesh, 1976 Newport Rd, Costa Mesa.

Sketch consulted her personal phone's GPS and replied, "ETA seven," and hung up.

***

"Janice was a half hour away. She got her purse and left immediately. She drove to Costa Mesa, parked in the Sandpiper's lot, across the Costa Mesa Freeway from Marrakesh and got out her binoculars and settled down to wait and watch. She didn't think her phone was tapped, but one couldn't be too careful.

***

Bill Stafford's desk phone rang. He saw the call was from Security. "Stafford."

Abe's voice was calm, the same calm that well trained people use when something important is occurring, "Boss, the new assassin just contacted 'Janice." They're meeting at a restaurant in Costa Mesa at seven."

"I'm on my way."

The usual crew was standing in front of the big wall map. Abe turned to Bill, "The assassin, a woman, called from Ventura. 'Janice' set their meet at Marrakesh restaurant in Costa Mesa for seven. She got in her car and is heading that way now. Sam, Alex, Gordon, and Ryan are headed there in Gordon's van and Alex's car. It’s only going to take 'Janice' a few minutes to get there so she's probably going to watch from a distance to see if anyone sets up surveillance."

"What's the area look like around Marrakesh? Are there any parks or other places she can see the restaurant from?"

Abe motioned him to a computer on a nearby desk. The screen showed the area of Costa Mesa around Marrakesh from an overhead satellite view. He said, "Goggle Maps is great for scouting an area. 'Janice' probably looked at this same view before choosing the meeting place." He pointed to the screen, "This is   Marrakesh " then he moved his finger an inch up the screen, "and this is the Sandpiper Motel parking lot. Its directly across the Costa Mesa Freeway from the entrance to Marrakesh's parking lot. I'm betting this is where she's headed. I've alerted the team and we're watching the movements of her car and phone."

"You're planning on bugging Sketch's car at the restaurant?"

'Yeah. Ryan's got his bike and helmet. Once she gets inside he'll put a tracker on her car. You'll have to watch this. He's pro. If you're not in just the right place and watching closely, you'll miss it. Gordon's got a new drone he wants to try. It’s quiet and has a stabilized telephoto lens. He'll try for a photo of the new girl from far enough away the sound will be covered by the freeway noise. Let's see how "Janice" is doing."

I followed him to another station. A tech was monitoring two screens, both showing a blinking green dot on both. I looked closely and both screens were identical. The tech pointed to the left screen and said, "Phone."

Both dots were on Newport Blvd, just blocks away from The Sandpiper. "Looks like you were right, Abe."

We watched her car enter the Sandpiper lot and park facing the freeway and directly across from The Marrakesh's lot entrance. The restaurant's front door faced sideways to the main road.

Abe called Gordon and Alex and told them where "Janice" was watching. Gordon said he'd tell the other team. We watched their tracking dots enter the screen and stop a block back from the restaurant.

At six, Gordon reported in. Ryan was dressed as a bicycle rider with backpack and was ready to plant a tracker on Sketch's car. Gordon had flown his drone in at very low altitude staying behind trees and buildings to mask his approach from the freeway. It was now parked on top of a one story building facing the restaurant's front door and partially hidden behind a palm tree. Andrew and Alex were going to leave their car and call a cab to take them to the Marrakesh for dinner at six thirty. Gordon sent his feed to us and a tech put it on the big screen. The room was quiet at seven approached.

Everyone's eyes widened as a small, late model sedan pulled into Marrakesh's lot at a minute to seven. It stopped facing away from the restaurant, Gordon centered his focus on the driver's door. It opened and a woman with short blonde hair emerged and looked around. It was a good thing Gordon had taken the time to conceal everything but his drone's lens behind the spreading fronds of a palm tree. Her gaze slid over it without a flicker. He got a perfect shot of her face. Abe said, quickly, take a screen shot. The tech had already done so, but he took another. The printer was already spitting out her photo as she walked to the restaurant. The door had not quite closed when Ryan whipped through the lot, coming from the backside of the restaurant and passing right behind the suspect's car. The car's bulk hid him from Gordon's camera but after he was out of the lot, he reported, "It’s in place." Now a blue dot was blinking on the screen in the restaurant's parking lot. I looked at the green dot from "Janice's car. It hadn't moved. She was looking for a tail car. Smart, but useless now.

Abe said, "Call coming into Janice's phone." He put it on the speaker. "Sketch in place."

"Clear. There in five." They hung up.

I watched the dot from "Janice's" car. It backed up and pulled out of the motel lot. The nearest way over the freeway was the W. Bay St. bridge. She crossed it and drove randomly through the back streets before pulling into the lot. She parked beside Sketch's car and did the same defensive scan before going in the restaurant.

We had them all identified and located now. I told Abe, "Pick them all up tonight, after midnight. and take them to the airport. I'll have the plane ready to take them to Brad's place. For the police clerk, Ms. Laine, and the Senator's secretary, leave the default 'Sorry I missed you' messages on their land lines, and  send short emails from their own computers to their work addresses claiming they have to go home for a family emergency. Wipe everything down and make copies of everything on "Janice' and Ms. Laine's computers.


Chapter 22: Six Little Ducks...

Master and I were playing Gin in the rec room when his phone rang. I looked at the clock and it was just after eight p.m. Master said, "Hancock." A short pause then, "I'm putting you on speaker, Laura's with me." He turned to me, "Its Bill."

Bill's voice came out softly but clear, " Hi. We've found them. All five. One was the client; the rest were on the hit team. We're picking them up tonight. We should be at your place by eight tomorrow. Can Jericho take five more?"

Master said, "That's great. I'll want all the details when you get here. Yes, its plenty big there are twenty rooms you didn't see. Have your men take them there and you and Amber stop here for breakfast. I'll have it ready. Need anything special?"

"How about five controllers and all the fixings for them?".

Master laughed, "Be sure and bring Amber. She's our star researcher."

Amber's voice came from the speaker, ""Wouldn't miss it for the world. See you tomorrow."

Master waved at me to speak. "Hi Amber. Looking forward to seeing you."

Master Bill said, "If it’s OK, I want to bring Sam, Ryan, Alex, Andrew and their girls with me. They haven't seen your place and They may be able to help with our guests."

Master said, "Great. We have lots of room and we can have a party when you're finished. Tomorrow morning, then. Goodbye."

Master said goodbye and hung up.

"Master, do you want me to do anything?"

"Yes, call Emily and get five more controllers, as many of the new ones as possible. We'll need them here tomorrow morning. Find out what you can get by, say, nine."

"Yes, Master."

I went to the landline and called Emily. I heard Master talking on his cell. After I talked to her I went back in the rec room. Master was waiting for me, Well?"

"Master, Emily has four new models so she'' go in early, get them and one old one and bring them here by eight. She doesn't have any more programmable equipment. It was just for lab use and she only has the one set. But she can use it to control up to ten control sets at the same time. She just has to put their IDs in the computer."

"Excellent. She can eat breakfast with us and we'll go out to Jericho together. I talked to Jason and he's sending a team out to make sure the building's ready for our new guests. He says he'll need to make a few modifications, but he'll be done by morning. He's also sent all the other things they'll need and will make sure Klaus and Agnes are there." He waved me to come to him while he was talking. When I touched his knees, he pulled me into his lap. I melted up against him, the thin cloth of his dress shirt slid delightfully across my breast sending tingles of arousal dancing through my belly. I snuggled close, making my curves touch as much of him as I could. It was never enough, but much better than not.

When I settled down, he said, "Bill wants to get everything about this RAW organization out of the girls, then give them to us. I'm going to make them your assignment so you should be thinking of what you want to do with them. We'll show them the evidence we have on them. It’s enough to send them all to prison for life. If they agree to be slaves for five years, they'll be freed, manumitted, if that's what they want. I won't be surprised if some of them want to stay. We'll keep the evidence just to make sure they go far away. Then, just like the rest of you voluntary slaves, they'll be free to leave."

My own chain of slaves. Visions of six naked girls in coffle, a team of six ponygirls pulling a heavy cart, six puppy girls on lashes begging, six naked, chained serving girls at a party with all the guests elegantly dressed danced through my head. Then the doubts arose.  "Me? What will I do with them?"

"They were all party to trying to kill Bill, twice. I think they should be punished for a while, then trained and used so they generate some benefit. Possibly they could advance the sale of the controllers, or maybe they can be a display coffle, like Bill and Amber are doing in California. If you can't think of anything else, maybe you could use them as a chain gang and keep the roads in this place tidy. You can train them to be servers at parties and rent them out to club members. No need to decide now Bill won't be done with them for a week or more. He's tired of being a target for any woman who gets pissed at him. He wants to clean out this RAW. It’s possible you may get more hostile girls to punish and use, so be sure your plans for these six are expandable."

Master was right. This could be just a beginning. I wondered how many we were talking about? One thing was clear, I needed to more controllers and programming units built. I'd see Emily at breakfast and ask her to build me at least three more program setups." My mind was whirring with possibilities. I needed a team to look at the possibilities. I'd see if I could get the girls coming in with Amber together with Natalie, Suzy, Emily, Jill, and I. We'd hash out a plan for these six and make sure it could take more in the future. "Master, could I plan on using Jericho for my plans?"

"Sure, its surplus for the company now. Nice to have a use for it. See if you can come up with a plan for the girls that makes money so I can charge you rent."

"Master! I don't handle money anymore."

"Maybe you should. Your handling of the controllers is starting to show a profit. How'd you like to be President of a branch of the company?"

"No, Master, please. I just want to be your slave. I don't want any responsibility other than serving you. I'll be happy reviewing things and giving ideas like I do now. It’s interesting. Being responsible for people and money is what you took from me. Its more restrictive than the chains I wear for you. I never want that again. Just take me to the playroom and give me another visit to heaven, please, my Master."

"OK. Just checking to see if you changed your mind. For now just add the role of whip master over these miscreants on their way here." He lifted me onto my feet and stood up. He clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me to the playroom.

My heart soared as we passed through its door. "To the pillory, slave," he said in his deep voice.

I practically skipped to the big oak device. Flutters of heat shot through my belly as I put myself in position. I lay my neck in its cutout, above my collar. I pulled my hair to the left side so it wouldn't drape over my head. I nestled my wrists down into their tight cutouts. His footsteps approached and he gently, careful not pinch my flesh, lowered the bar down, locking me in place. I almost orgasmed right then. It was so good to be tightly bound. I had really given all control to him. He could literally do anything he wanted to me and I wanted him to do so much. I knew I would orgasm many times before he let me out. His every touch sent me flying toward the edge.

He fastened my feet to the floor, wide apart, my hobble tight. I felt his fingers rubbing my bottom, gently, soothingly. It wasn't enough. "Please, Master, spank me. I want to feel your hard hands warming me."

No response. He unlocked and removed my controller. Oh joy unbounded. He was going to use my bottom. I had dreamed about this all day, ever since he had casually patted my ass when I passed him after breakfast.

She felt his hands roaming, gently over her exposed body, caressing, fondling her dangling breasts, soothing her growing fear. His voice came to her, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming her with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite her big brain and her knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was her Master. She knew he would take care of her.

He walked around me, touching me everywhere, enjoying my feel, my sharp intakes of breath. I pleaded with him, "Master please take me, I need you."

He stepped in front of her and I could see no higher than his bare cock, erect and huge. He must have dropped his clothes behind me. He kissed my neck, my ears, my fingers. I wanted so to kiss him back but there was no chance of that.

Brad went to the cabinet and selected a long, thin whip and swung it whistling in a rapid arc, back and forth.

I heard the whistle and knew precisely what it meant. My whimper was soft and barely escaped past my lips. I knew it could strike anywhere on my exposed body, but I didn't fear it, I longed for it. I trembled in anticipation, but my Master would choose when and where to wake my senses.

He was going to do whatever he wanted. She was excited in her strict bondage and eager for him to begin. He said the marks if left on my ass were erotic and beautiful. They hurt a little when he applied them, but they quickly aroused her and flung her into orgasm. He could apply them slowly, pause between strokes, and make her linger in a state of high arousal for hours, or he could apply them quickly and fling her into orgasm in seconds. Whichever method he chose, the first orgasms were just to warm me for his use. The later ones were the best, the strongest, the most intimate, when I came with him inside me. He would choose what I felt and how long it took. He could keep me locked in the pillory for days or minutes. I trembled wildly, hands clenching at air, my ass swaying back and forth, staring at the wall, looking for some way to get him to start.

Brad watched her frantic gyrations. He knew she wanted the whip. He intended to use it on her, he knew delaying the start would make her even more needy and appreciate it more.

I heard his wry chuckle and knew there was nothing I could do to influence him at all.  He was like a computer, intent on giving me optimum pleasure, no matter how it hurt. I understand that, I want it. I just want him to start, dammit. The waiting was making me crazy hot.

Brad watched her struggles understanding. "Good girl. You understand. You are my slave and submission is your duty. You'll become accustomed to the pillory and understand that I'll rarely use it for punishment. We both prosper when you're well used."

"Yes, Master. I understand, but I hope you'll start soon."

He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on me and pulled it tight.

I was always surprised at the impact a blindfold had on me. As soon as the blindfold cut off my sight, my arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet my sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement.

He said, submit now." His fingers grasped my already engorged nipples, rolling and tugging my exquisitely aching buds. I shuddered in an immediate orgasm, my belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding her gaping sex with love juices.

I could only gasp and moan as my climax overwhelmed me and I came as a slavegirl, on the order of my Master.

The whip whistled down to sear a scorching stripe of fire across the taut skin of my bottom, but my squeal of protest to the blazing heat on my naked skin died in a gasp of surprise when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into my belly and my bottom gyrated in abandon as I spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and punished by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, whipped her bottom, played with her rock hard nipples, then punished her thighs, over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Laura did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her whip striped skin to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance or free will left in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over her and would obey every order, seek every opportunity to serve him and savor the delight of pleasuring him All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. Then she would be complete.

Brad had watched Laura's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. She was seeing him as the font of all pleasure and he would try to keep it that way. And there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his

He put the whip back in the cabinet and caressed her breasts.

I knew when he put the whip away he would leave me to simmer for a while. my Master was an artist. He had often advised me that pleasure delayed is pleasure increased. I also knew my arousal would not, could not, decrease when I was clamped in the pillory.

His disregard of my desperate need served well to reinforce my subjugation. I understood the unspoken message well. I was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, my body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. If he decided I would wait for his pleasure, then I would wait. It was my duty to pleasure him. He would give me the pleasure or pain he thought I deserved. It was flippantly called Total Power Exchange by those wanna-bes. They had no idea how fulfilling the reality was. I would wait because I had no choice.

"No choice, that's what I want," I thought, I needed a strong, dominant Master. It was necessary to what little pride she had left that only such a man could conquer her so completely.

Laura's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her instant responsiveness to her Master's fingers and whip and she trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had seldom been so excited before.

Brad's eyes feasted on the slender curves of the naked, whip striped and sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to the well-stocked cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. He coated his fingers and probed her anus. It was looser because of wearing her controller so often, but still tighter than  her pussy.

Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across the lingering stripes, soothing, caressing and calming my heated whimpers.

He went behind me and let his cock brush my bottom. I jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand and started gently massaging them. His fingers found my nipples were still wearing their covers. He popped them off and dropped them on the floor. I could feel the hard nubs of my nipples growing harder and starting to ache. My breathing grew more rapid. I couldn't help but move my ass back and forth, rubbing it against Master, caressing his cock with the only means I had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in my belly. She resumed my soft whimpers of need.

Brad put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Remember what you practiced before. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Remember your lessons. Focus on muscle control.  Tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Good, keep it up.  Loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  Match my strokes."

Brad watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes and lips squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincters.

"Good, Laura, you're doing great. Arch your back. Thrust your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Laura gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Laura climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Brad climaxed and Laura climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my blindfold.

He released me and we took a warm shower. I fell asleep as soon as he finished securing me. I slept very well and didn't wake until he roused me. "Bill's plane just landed. They'll all be here in an hour. Get up, get ready and go help Audrey get ready. There'll be eleven more for breakfast."

"Yes, Master. I'll hurry."

We all ate in the dining room. Luckily Master's table is large enough for all the men to sit on one side of the table and watch their women eat. We  knelt in a row, facing the table and Audrey put out bowls of food and water in front of us. Audrey was a good cook and the food was delicious. Still, I'm convinced there's no way to eat from a bowl without getting food stuck on my nose ring. We all had the same problem and our hands were locked behind us for our meal. The men came over and wiped our faces and rings afterwards, enjoying our dishabille greatly.

We hurried because we wanted to tend to our new guests ASAP. We trooped into a couple of big vans and went to the Jericho building. The drivers parked inside, out of the sun and we went to see our guests. Four of the six miscreants were in the work room being equipped by Klaus and Agnes. All four were unconscious. They had finished with Corrine Laine and she was in the room next to Monica. They were working on "Janice Worthington" now. The other three were still strapped in their shipping crates.

It looked like Klaus had started at her feet and Agnes at her head. Klaus had her wrist and ankle cuffs installed but there was no hobble on her. He was just finishing  her collar.  Agnes had "Janice's" nose and nipple rings installed and was putting rings into the piercings in her labia lips. She had threaded a chain on her nose ring before sealing it. I guess that's pretty appropriate for hired killers.

We all went over to inspect "Janice." She was angelic in sleep. It was hard to imagine she was a cold blooded killer when awake. Well, her fangs were pulled for good, now.

That was all the restraints so Klaus and Agnew were ready for the next one. Two of Master's men picked "Janice's" limp form up, lay her torso face down on a cart and let her legs dangle off the end. One of them picked up a controller and wrote its serial number on a pad. He lubed it and inserted it in her bottom. The controllers weren't so big. He didn't have any trouble. He shoved in the locking rod and it latched with a sharp snap. They put her completely on the cart and wheeled her out of the room. Two more took the next girl out of her crate and lay her naked form on the work table, face up. She was young and pretty with good hips and breasts. Agnes picked up the piercing gun and started cleaning it. Master followed the cart with "Janice" on it. I followed him and several of the other men and their women followed us.

We went into an empty room there was a pulley hanging from the ceiling with a long chain through it. One end was fastened to a wall and the other hung down on the floor. It had a two foot bar with sturdy clips on either end. Janice was lifted off the cart and laid on the floor. Her hands were pulled up to the bar and her cuffs clipped to the end. One of the men went to the wall and took the chain off its ring. He pulled on the chain until "Janice's" feet were off the floor then reattached the chain to the wall. Both men took a foot and used a chain and some carabineers to pull her feet wide apart and secure them to floor rings. "Janice was now spread and hanging by her chains. When she woke up she'd be in some pain.

There was sturdy, narrow table against the wall behind "Janice." A tube of lubricant, a whip, and several water bottles were on it. One of Master's men put her remote on the table. Master walked out and I followed him, of course. He went in the next room and I saw a woman hanging in the same way as "Janice." It wasn't Monica, so I assumed it was Corrine Laine. She was a bottle blonde, judging by her bush, Older than everyone else by five years, but still fit. She must visit a gym. was still asleep.

By noon all the girls had woken up and were angry, disoriented, and in a little pain from their suspension. Master's men had cameras in all the rooms feeding separate screens hung on a wall. We ate food provided by Audrey before we left. Sandwiches for the men, salads for the girls. Of course we had to eat out of bowls on the floor. Such a pain. Reminded us of our place, I have to admit.

We had five new girls to interrogate. First item of business was to get the lie detector function calibrated. No one expected the girls to cooperate so we spent some time discussing what questions to ask and how to get them to say anything. From the number of threats and complaints coming from the cameras, it looked like Corrine Laine was not going to be a problem. The rest had complained a little but were quiet now.

They master decided to do them all simultaneously with a master and his girl talking to each of the five miscreants. Bill and Amber would monitor from the control room and help when they thought they could. Master and I and Jason and Jill would watch from the control room, too. We could watch the video from all the rooms at the same time, but only one audio was played. If someone wanted they could use headphones to listen to any of the audio. 

Master wanted to listen to "Janice's" interview. He thought she'd be the hardest to crack. That was also who Master Bill and Amber chose to tackle.


Chapter 23: Confessions

Janice was alert and watched Bill and Amber enter her room. She had sweat beading on her forehead.

Bill said, "OK. You tried to kill me. Twice. I know it wasn't personal, just business. We have enough  evidence to put you away for life in California. Also to  put you in a Federal Supermax if we give you to Homeland Security. There may be a third choice, depending on your cooperation."

"Janice" asked, "What's that?"

"Later, if you cooperate, we'll talk about it. Will you cooperate?"

"Up to a point. I won't rat on my friends."

"Nice. A killer for hire with scruples."

"I only take certain kinds of cases."

"What kinds?"

"Guys who harm women. I work for RAW, the Radical Army of Women. We work for women, make them more equal."

"Right, but only when your clients can pay. Makes you kind of a hypocrite, doesn't it? Never mind. Amber is going to ask you some questions. If I believe your answer, I'll reward you. Amber."

Master Bill stepped behind "Janice" and Amber walked in front of her.

"Janice" said, "Nice. Like your outfit. I'd show you a good time but I'm all wrapped up in chains and things."

Amber stepped close. The chains held the captive girl suspended with her legs spread wide and her feet six inches above the floor. Her head was only an inch or two higher than Amber's.

Amber reached up an grabbed a handful of the girl's hair and gently pulled her head forward, then she kissed her. It lasted a long time with only tiny movements of their heads. Amber pulled "Janice's" head back and held it as they looked into each other's eyes. Then Amber bent her head and closed her lips around "Janice's" right nipple. She sucked on it, as it swelled and got hard. "Janice" started moaning, "More, please. Let me down and I'll make you happy."

Amber released her hand and her mouth and lowered her hand to "Janice's" pussy. She stuck a finger inside the girl and stroked up, down, up before she withdrew. She looked at her finger and said, "Wet. I'm glad you're enjoying this." The held her hand in front of "Janice's" mouth and said, "Lick it clean."

"Janice" stuck her tongue out and licked the finger as Amber rotated it. and, when it was clean, replied to "Janice's request, "That sounds nice, maybe later. I need to ask you a few questions first, Orders you know,"

"I'll make you feel better than that guy. I know how to treat a girl, especially a sweet sub like you."

"Alas, I'm a slave, not a sub and I obey my Master.  You need to get his permission before you can have me."

"Not too likely, is it?"

"I don't think so, but he always surprises me." Amber stepped close to "Janice" and took a few strands of her bush between her forefinger and thumb. Master requires me to shave my bush every week. I imagine this will all be gone soon," and she plucked the hairs out with a snap of her wrist.

"Janice" jumped and clamped her lips shut.

Amber said, "I'd like to have you too, and that's a lot more likely to happen. I'm Amber. What's your name.”?

"Janice's" face ran through a gamut of emotions, fear, arousal, love, anger, acceptance before she said, "Janice Worthington."

We all knew this was false. so presumably, Master Bill told the controller that was a false answer.

"Who's your client?"

Alice Johnson, regional head of NOW."  False.

Amber picked up the whip and gave "Janice" four vicious strokes across her breasts. Forehand, across the top of the breasts, Backhand, same place, forehand on the bottom backhand, bottom. "Janice squealed and fought her chains to no avail.

Amber said, "We have a recording of you and she talking. What's her name?"

"Corrine Laine." True.

"What does she do?"

"Runs a company called Sapphos. It specializes in lesbian escorts." True.

"Why does she want my Master dead?"

Master had focused the video in tight on "Janice's face. We all watched for indicators of lying. Master had coached me on this so I was paying attention too.  As soon as Amber asked this question, "Janice's" eyes started darting back and forth, like she was looking for a way to escape. A good tell for a lie. She also looked up and to her right. People do that when they're accessing their imagination.

Master asked, , "Is she lying, Laura?"

"Yes, I think so, Master."

"I agree." He zoomed out so we could see Amber.

She thought it was a lie too, four more hard stripes in the same place. "Janice" cried out, in pain, a wordless suffering, then said,, "I'm sorry. She said Stafford was ruining her business. I don't know how." True.

"Where did you meet your first assassin?"

"At a gym." False.

Amber again lay four stripes across her breasts. "Janice squealed and started sobbing. "Damn you. Hit me anywhere else, Please. I told you the truth." False.

Amber hit her four more times, this time square on her newly pierced nipples.

"Janice" screamed and bounced in her chains, hurting herself more. She writhed in pain, rotating her hips while trying to draw her limbs in to cradle her smarting breasts.

"Where did you meet?"

"Janice" whispered, "At a shooting range. How did you know?"

Bill held up the remote so we and Amber could see it. The Lie Detector LED was glowing green. It was ready.

Amber nodded then got very close to "Janice" and whispered, "Because Monica's alive and knows what you did."

"Janice's" eyes grew large and her mouth opened in surprise."

"And she's anxious to meet you. Not in a good way."

Bill came around in front of "Janice" and said, "You've been somewhat cooperative, as much as you could , anyway, so I'm going to reward you." He pushed the orgasm button and she squealed which eventually morphed into a moan. "Janice" couldn't move, but her gyrations were entertaining, nonetheless.

Eventually she opened her eyes and looked at Master Bill. "That was very nice. Please don't do that again."

'No promises. You need to be aware that plug up your ass is an electronic controller. Among other things, it can tell if you lie to us. If it’s turned on and you tell us a lie, it will give you a strong shock. It will repeat the shocks until you tell the truth. Let's try it. There's something I've been dying to learn, What's your real name?"

She looked at Bill for a long time, and finally said, "Jill Clark." The lie detector LED flamed red and she squealed and thrashed some more.

Bill said, "It will keep shocking you until you tell the truth."

"Janice" clamped her mouth shut and suffered through three more shocks while we all watched her  take it. Finally, she said, "OK. Fiona Range." The LED turned green and the shocks stopped. Tears were streaming down her face. I felt strangely sorry for her. Yes, she was a murdering bitch, but now she was helpless in the hands of her intended victim and suffering with no hope of escape or mercy. I felt moisture seeping into my pussy and I realized I was aroused. I was a little ashamed of myself. I looked at the screen , at Amber, and saw her legs were wet to. Holy cow. Do all of us get aroused when a girl is being whipped and punished?

Master Bill and Amber were facing Fiona nee Janice and we couldn't see their faces, but Master Bill's voice was happy, "So. A family business. Are you Ann's sister?"

"Cousin. We grew up together."

"OK. That's enough questions for now. You were more cooperative than I hoped." We went to the table and turned on the lab test setup from Emily. "I know you don't want any more orgasms, but they'll make you relax and be even more helpful when we start again. I'm setting this to give you a fresh orgasm every fifteen minutes. Just relax and enjoy them." He picked up a ball gag from the table and walked up behind the suspended girl. He paused until she opened her mouth to protest.

"Please, don't do that. I don't mmph." He jammed it between her lips when she opened them and buckled it tight, despite her rapidly shaking head.

"You understand we're conditioning you to obedience. Your body is being addicted to orgasms. Soon your only desire will be to procure your next orgasm. You will do anything to please your Master because he is the only one able to give you an orgasm. In an amazingly short time you will be unable to think of anything but pleasing me. You will become the most obedient woman on the planet. Here's your next orgasm."

Fiona stiffened and a faint squeal slipped past her gag. She closed her eyes and was lost to the maelstrom of arousal flooding her. We all saw the spasms whipping through her belly as her muscles contracted, relaxed, contracted. Pumping her love juices through her body to drip uselessly on the floor below.

***

Fiona Range awoke in pain and confused. She had set her alarm and gone to bed, satisfied that her contract would be completed in the morning.

My arms hurt. I was groggy and couldn't focus. A hangover? I don't remember drinking. I never did in an op. My head was killing me. I must have slept on my arms. I tried to roll over but I couldn't. My eyes were glued shut with dried tears. What was happening. I shook my head and felt my arms. What in hell? I managed to rub my eyes against my arms and clear them enough to get them open. I was in a strange bare room, hanging from my arms. How did I get here? A single bare expletive leapt from my mouth, "Shit."

My feet felt funny too, I craned my neck down. Two things were immediately apparent. I was naked and I had huge gold rings in my nipples. I had been ringed while  asleep. I felt so violated. As I stared down in disbelief, something else, gold, moving, caught my attention. I had to focus closer. Oh, shit, there was ring dangling from my nose with a thin chain dangling from it. I had a ring in my nose too, and I had a leash hanging from it. My feet were spread wide and chained to the floor, six inches above it. I was helpless and someone had gone to a great deal of trouble to put me here, like this.

I knew who. Stafford had captured me. I resolved not to talk, no matter what he did. I also knew that he could break me eventually. I only needed to hold out long enough for the rest of my team to take notice of my disappearance and flee.

I wiggled everything, testing for any weaknesses. Nothing, except, there was something in my bottom. I felt full, a feeling that in another place might have felt lush and erotic, like I was being filled by a large penis. But not here, suspended by my arms.

The only way I was getting down was to have someone realize I was awake. The sooner they started interrogating me, the sooner they'd finish and maybe let me down. I did the only thing I could. I started yelling. "Hey, I'm awake. Let me down. I want a lawyer. I know my rights, and so on. I knew I didn't have any rights here. The police wouldn't leave me like this. It had to be that misogynist Stafford.

I guess it worked because a door opened behind me. I looked around and saw Stafford and his favorite slave girl come in. She was naked, collared, and wore an ankle chain. Her hands wore bracelets and were free. That was how he liked his women. naked and submissive. Well he'd soon learn I wasn't.

They walked around in front of me. Stafford told me he had enough to put me away for life. I didn't doubt him. He had to know a lot to have picked me up at just the right time.. He said there might be an alternative if I cooperated. I wanted an alternative, but probably not the one he had in mind.

I watched his slave, he called her Amber, go to the table I had seen earlier and come back with a single strand whip. "Oh good, now comes the coercion," I thought.

I liked the way she looked. So erotic, so happy. God, I wish I could look like that, but I knew it was unlikely. I seemed to have been born under a cloud. Nothing ever made me happy, just less angry. Well she wasn't going to make me feel any better with that whip and her happy smile.

I tried bantering with her. It worked for a while, but she tired of it and stepped close to me. She ripped out a couple of my pubic hairs with her fingers. It hurt enough to make me jump and hurt my arms even more.

She asked me questions about my contract. I gave her the cover answers, but she already knew the right answers. When I lied she hit my naked breasts with her whip, four times in rapid succession, left, right, left, right. The swish of each stroke was clear and then it contacted my skin and the fierce, biting pain, like being cut with a dull knife, drove deep into my chest. I had never felt such pain in my life. I screamed and screamed until the sharp pain diffused into a harsh ache in my breasts.

I told her the truth. More questions followed. She seemed to sometimes know when I lied. They must have been tests or just a way to whip me more. After she whipped me for  lie, I told her the truth, but sometimes she didn't know. Finally she told me that Monica had survived and told them everything she knew. Thank God. I had felt so bad about that. I liked her and she was a fine lover. I still missed her.

I had concealed all the important things from her, but these guys knew even some of that. They must have used Monica's information to find more.

Stafford walked bake to where I could see him. I guess I had told him enough. He said was that he was going to reward me.  Then my belly exploded into an orgasm. It was a wonderful experience. I felt my belly spasming and with every contraction, pure pleasure flowed out of my belly, suffusing me in warmth. I couldn't feel anything but the spasms, pumping joy. When they stopped I opened my eyes. Yep, still hanging naked, Stafford and Amber in front of me with grins on their faces. An evil thought crossed my mind. If he could give me such pleasure and pain so easily, I was lost. No girl could resist such power. I was going to tell him everything and be enslaved to my sex drive. I asked him not to do that again. I liked it too much. It was one of the hardest things I ever did. I wanted more, and now.

He told me the thing in my bottom was a controller for women. It could give me orgasms or pain. He said it was also a lie detector and if I told a lie it would shock me and keep on shocking me until I told the truth. I had never heard of such a terrible, insidious thing and thought he was lying.

He asked me my real name. I couldn't tell him that. He'd find out about my relatives and my history. I lied and the thing in my ass did shock me. It hurt, not as much as the whip, but a lot and the shock was at the core of my body.  I screamed with the pain and it hit me again. He reminded me, with an evil smile, that it would repeat the shock until I told the truth.

I groaned and held my tongue through three more terrible shocks. I had to stop it. I blurted out my real name, "Fiona Range," and the cursed thing stopped shocking me. He gloated for a while then he stuffed a gag in my mouth and left me hanging there. His parting remark was that I was going to get another orgasm every fifteen minutes. If that happened, I would be a slave to his orgasm machine very quickly. It was more addictive than any drug could be. It operated directly on my pleasure center, instantly. I tried to beg through my gag. I screamed, "No, not that. I'll tell you everything. Please," but it all came out as "Mmph."

***

Bill and Amber held each other close and watched Fiona writhe in her tight chains.

Master had his arm on my shoulder, holding me close. I turned my head toward him and said, softly, "I've always heard the best interrogations result from being kind to the prisoner."

Master said, "Bill has you to thank for making the enhanced controller available. Without it he'd still be trying to get her to talk to him. I think Bill's assessment is correct. She's going to be a complete slave in a few days. Probably all six of them. Have you thought any more about what you'd like to do with them?"

"Master, I have. I don't think we need more slaves hanging around the house, so my thought was to put some cells in the stables to keep them secure. I could find some helpers to train them properly. Amber wants us to make a display coffle to go to events in Arizona like her girls are doing in California. Maybe we could use these girls as the core members and add volunteers from the club. Make regular appearances at alternate lifestyle events. We could use them as demonstrators for the controllers and increase 'Penetration' of the product." I smiled at my pun and master smiled back.

Alex came back into the control room with his girl, Meg. She was a pretty brunette with piercing blue eyes and a sweet disposition. We had talked briefly at breakfast, but I hadn't learned anything substantial about her.

Alex said, we finished with Ms. Laine, for now, anyway. She was cooperative, considering. RAW contacted her over a year ago and offered their services to eliminate any problems she might have, especially with men. They approached her because she was a woman in charge of a private company. I guess there are too many reporting requirements for publicly held companies. She indicated she had no problems then that she couldn't handle and they left her a client code and a phone number to contact them. She used it after Bill's promotion of the controller for unhappy women caused her clientele and business to decline. She had several clients tell her about the controller and how it had solved the problems her clients were using her services to lessen. She could see she'd be out of business in months. So she called the number and "Janice" showed up. RAW was getting fifty big ones to stop Bill. I gave her a couple of orgasms and she's recovering from the last one now.

The other interrogation couples came in one by one. They had all had good success. The prisoners knew they had been caught in criminal activity and they were well aware they were in the hands of their intended victims, not the authorities. We weren't interested in justice and I guess they eventually believed we weren't after vengeance either. They were helpless in the hands of people that could use their own body's evolved survival characteristic of reproductive pleasure to coerce them.

The police clerk was Elaine Jorgensen. Twenty six, two year criminology tech degree. Parents live in Oxnard. She was recruited by RAW in school and just acts a mole to let the agents know what the police are doing. Lesbian and her father was abusive so she was easy prey for RAW.

The Senator's secretary is Michelle Wallis, also twenty six. Much the same. She was recruited by RAW after she divorced an abusive husband. She had good reason to dislike men. Straight as far as we can tell.

Sketch's real name is Skylar Glenallen. She grew up in Belfast with Ann and Fiona Range. They were all active IRA members whose families were destroyed by the troubles. They were the founders of RAW and decided to try and solve women's problems with men by force. She told us there are more active RAW agents, but n details. Sam and Nylla will work on her some more tonight.

So we had six captive girls who we could prove were in a plot to kill Master Bill. He thought there were still more at large in RAW. We could just turn them in to the authorities and be done with them. Master's idea was different. He thought they would be good test cases for learning more about using the controllers to change behavior. These women were actively hostile. If we could tame them a vast new field of penal rehabilitation could open up. It would be possible to empty the female prisons and save huge sums of money if we could reliably correct female behavior. So far the controllers had only been tried on willing submissives. These girls were different. Corrine was a successful business owner motivated by money. Monica didn't want to be involved but was sucked into shooting at Master Bill because of love. The others were driven by anger with Fiona and Skylar at the extreme - hatred strong enough to kill.

A new plan developed. The captives would be offered a choice: face the justice system or agree to be slaves for five years. They would be like indentured servants. They would sign a contract similar to mine. They'd be employees, their earnings paid into an account they couldn't touch until the time was up. They would agree to sex, corporal punishment, and any restraints Master wanted. They had to stay five years or they and their records would be delivered to the authorities. After that they could leave whenever they wanted with new identities and their earnings. There were other details, but it was my deal with a five year initial period.

Amber pointed out that we couldn't just hand them back to California authorities. We had put rings in the noses and nipples already and that would get us in trouble.

Master Bill agreed with Amber and said that if any girl that rejected the contract slavery idea he knew a brothel in Algeria that would pay good money for them. Young white women were a valuable commodity there.

So we had part of a plan. Now what do we do with them for five years?

Amber wanted us to form a display coffle like hers. She had been taking hers to events for months now and they were getting good press and many new members. Sometimes when you have a tough problem it’s hard to solve. But when you have more than one, maybe they can solve each other. The germ of an idea was forming as I considered the issues. These six could be the core of our display coffle. I had a vision of these six and any others Bill brought in would be a team. They would live full time in the coffle, just as Amber had for so long. I'd make someone like Corrine or Monica their "Captain" and let her be the "Bad cop" to discipline them. I could use their guilt as well as the rewards of frequent orgasms to motivate them. I'd give them more freedom and more reward if they were successful. They'd keep the others working hard and too tired to even think of any trouble. I liked it.

Master shot me down quick. He wanted them to quickly acquire masters and learn to live as slaves. He thought that was the only way to test his long term plan. He said I could train them for the display coffle, but they had to live much as I did. He thought it would not be difficult to find men and women to accept them as slaves, at least to try them out and start their training.

I guess he's right, before any of my plans for training them would be effective, they needed to believe they were slaves. These girls had not behaved as submissives, some of them might be, but it wasn't that hard to make them so.

We all contributed ideas. The masters agreed on a plan. The girls were released from the painful suspension used to interrogate them, but the wrist bar and chain were left in place as a reminder of things that could happen again.

None of these girls had every had or wanted a master. They were here because of their enmity toward men and their resulting behavior. All of the other slaves, in whatever places they were, had a Master. Not just someone to obey, but someone to care for then, to love them and protect them.

We had a plan. a loose plan, but a plan. Which option would the girls choose?


Chapter 24: Choose Wisely

Master had them put in coffle and brought to us. The Masters sat in chairs, We slaves knelt next to our masters. The guards brought in the six girls, chained together by the neck, wrists and ankles chained. The placed the girls, kneeling, in front of the row of chairs. All the girls were gagged with red ball gags.

Master said, "You six participated in a plan to murder Mr. Stafford that resulted in the death of an innocent woman. The evidence is sufficient to prove that beyond a reasonable doubt. But we are not bound by any legal restraint as to your fate. We pierced you and put rings in your flesh, so we won't be returning you to face legal justice. You have two options, and only two. I will explain these and you will each have a chance to speak. Your gags will be removed one at a time. You may then ask questions and choose which option you prefer."

He explained, that they could agree to a five year period of slavery. He turned to me and said, "Laura, tell these girls what your day is like and anything else about your slavery."

I was surprised. He hadn't told me this was coming. I said, "Yes, Master," and paused, ordering my thoughts. I told them about waking beside my Master, how I had to be careful not to wake with the noise of my chains, how I carefully aroused his cock and how good it felt when he used his engorged cock to fully awaken me. Our showers and my feelings of security and love. I described my meals, how sometimes he fed me while we talked. If he was in a hurry, I ate like a dog from a bowl on the floor. My change into street clothes for work in an office. Lunch as a free woman. Living with the hidden controller in my bottom. The delicious fear that someone, somehow might learn that while I looked free, I was really tightly controlled, on an invisible tether. Always proud that I was found beautiful enough to collar and secretly a little ashamed that I had so easily renounced the freedom so many women had fought to gain. The relief I felt when I came home and could doff the restrictions of society along with my clothes. The relief I felt as I dropped all responsibility when I locked the chains on my limbs, as I became again what I wanted to be., who I really was. I described my exercise classes, the exhilaration of dancing and arousing all the men who saw me. I waxed eloquent about the joys of pet play, dispensing with speech, serving my master as a dumb animal. Forgoing the formality of speech as I responded instinctively to the tug of the bit in my mouth. How I felt at one with the world and for the first time could let my lizard brain truly enjoy the beauties of my world.

Master stopped me then , "Enough, Laura." He pointed to Corrine and said , "Please remove her gag,"

The guard behind her removed it.

Corrine worked her mouth.

Master said, "Do you have any questions?"

"What will happen to my business. I have employees and clients that shouldn't be harmed because of me."

Master Bill spoke, " If you choose slavery, I will buy  your business. I'll pay a fair price to your account. If you don't choose slavery, I'll still buy your business, for one dollar or you can just leave it to die."

"What will happen to me if I don't choose slavery?"

Master said, you’ll be delivered, as you are now to a brothel in Algeria. The proprietor, a ruthless woman will put you in a tiny room with  bed, chain you to the wall and sell your services to men and women. Worst case, you will never see daylight again. You'll be beaten, quite cruelly, for the slightest offense and you'll likely die from a venereal disease in five years."

"How will being a slave here be any better?"

"In both cases you will give up all freedom. Someone else will choose where you go, what you do, how you sleep. The difference is that here you'll have a master or mistress who will treasure you, protect you, care for you. You'll be kept clean and healthy and have great sex and good food. You will come to love and love serving you master. They will become the center of your universe and you'll never want to be away from him or her."

"OK I'll be a slave for five years. Then I can leave?"

"Yes." He motioned to the guard who put her gag back in then he removed Fiona's gag.

In the end, all of them chose slavery. I wasn't surprised. The brothel sounded like a living hell.

After talking to Master and Amber, I was in charge of training these new slaves to be our display coffle. I wanted them to be memorable so I decided to have them trained to perform belly dances in the coffle. Belly dancing was well suited to girls in a coffle.  Most belly dancers worked alone, some as a pair, but the dances mostly didn't move very much. The action was all in the girls moving parts of their body in erotic ways: hips, legs, belly, breasts, arms. I envisioned them as a chorus line with all the girls moving together, in unison, while throat-linked.

My main discomfort with the plan was not enough time to spend with them, what with my other job for Master. Master Bill came to my rescue. He agreed to send one of the original coffle girls, Amber, Valerie, Nylla, and Julie, over to train them, with their masters and rotate them through so each girl would stay with us a week at a time the first month. That would give me time to solve the problem.

I took advantage of the right girls already being here to have long meetings with as many of them as their masters would spare. We worked out a daily schedule and a long term training rotation. The next big Arizona Alternate lifestyle show was six months away and we wanted to turn these non-submissive, angry women into a polished chorus line of slaves that performed belly dances in a coffle. Luckily, none of us wanted to go easy on these murderous females so ready to mess up our lives.

Master solved the issue of finding masters for the girls by simply asking for volunteers from his security force who might like to be responsible for accepting and training a new slave girl. He told me he had twenty volunteers in the first hour. He chose five men and a woman and left it up to me to see who was compatible.

I set up a rotating instructor roster. I put each volunteer with one of the girls for a day and night. I had beds put in the girl's rooms and had the volunteer stay with the girl for a day and night then rotate so every combination was tried. The volunteer held her remote and did all the hands on care she needed as well as making her do the exercises and training.

After all the combinations had been tried I talked to all of them, in private, to see if any pairings were likely. I found some likely combinations and let the rotation continue. After the second week I took the data on preferences to Master and he chose five of the volunteers to pair with specific girls. The odd girl out was Fiona. She was fiercely independent and remarkably dominant. I liked her though. We seemed to hit it off better than any of the volunteers. I asked Master if I/we could keep her.

He looked at me oddly and said, "When Jason and I were children, I asked my parents if I could have a dog. They refused, arguing that I would not take care of it and they would wind up feeding her and walking her, basically that I wasn't responsible enough yet to keep a pet. It was another few years before I got one "Are you ready? How do you think it will change our lives?"

I was intrigued by the idea of having another slave. I wanted girl talk. I desperately loved Master, but I missed the intimacy of two girls sharing our feelings and fears, solving those nagging worries that females always had. Just talking together, about anything. I wanted to open up to a girl. Now, granted, Fiona was so different from me, maybe we'd have nothing in common, but the idea of having someone as close to being my sister was alluring. I was confident we could make it work. "Master, I think it could work. Imagine what having two slaves in bed might feel like. Two willing, available, compliant, helpless women ready to do anything you can imagine. I'd like the female company just so I can have girl talk occasionally."

"The nice thing about owning a slave is that I can spank the little darlings whenever they deserve it. I can see that my arm will get quite a workout if I let you two get together. Sure. Let's try it. I can always send her to the brothel if it doesn't work out." He said he wanted Fiona thoroughly enslaved and responsive. He told me I could have her, but first he wanted Master Bill's girls, when they were here, to be her mistresses. I could have her when the last of them went home. I didn't want to wait, but I understood the reason. Bill's girls had much more experience than I did. I could wait. It would just be better if she was more trained when I got her.

***

I hung helpless to resist as the powerful orgasms ripped through me. One had scarcely ended before another began, they were identical, a machine repeating its program, pleasuring my body and enslaving my mind. There was no warning, no build up, my body would just start spasming, pumping my love juices through my flesh, stimulating myriads of nerves in my belly into intense pleasure normally reserved for intimate coitus with a lover. Now I was empty physically and emotionally. My body tricked into making love to a machine with no love, no emotion, no intimacy. I couldn't help but fall into rapturous bliss as the machine stoked my arousal into orgasm and I lost contact with reality as I soared through the sky in pleasure beyond description.

Then I would fall back to earth empty and exhausted, fearing for my future. I would feel nothing for minutes, not even the pain in my arms, then my body would start to tremble and my longing to return to Heaven would grow strong. Strong enough to trample my fears of enslavement. Then another orgasm would begin.

I opened my eyes and saw two men, just standing, watching me. I raised my head and they lowered me to the ground. My arms and legs were stiff and dead. They removed the bar from my wrists and the chains from my ankles. I couldn't move anything. They locked a short chain between my ankle shackles then they turned me over and locked my wrist shackles together. I was able to stir, feebly by then. They lifted me up, gently and carried me to a wall, and set me down, on a thin mat close to the wall. They locked a long chain to my collar and then to a wall ring. I was still gagged, but it didn't matter. I had nothing to say. They left then, closing the door.  The controller was still secure in my bottom.

I lay there, slowly moving my arms and legs, getting some feeling back in them. Soon I was able to get on my feet and look around. I was helpless again, in a new way. But at least I could move a little. The only thing interesting was the table against the far wall. It held electronic gear, some water bottles, and whip. I could move a few feet into the room but couldn't get close to the door or the table. I was foxed, but good. I was sitting back down on the pad when the next orgasm hit. I squealed into my gag and fell on my side on the pad. My belly was spasming harder than ever and I felt the moisture dribbling out of my slit and running down my hip. I stopped seeing anything but shifting sky. When I ran down, I was exhausted, but wanted more. I opened my eyes and saw the drab room around me. I did manage to sit up and lean on the wall. I was ready to cooperate; indeed I was.

I was staring at the wall wondering when I'd get the next orgasm when the door opened and toe new men came in they didn't say anything to me, just wheeled a stainless steel cart to the table and loaded the electronic gear onto it. One man picked up a water bottle and asked, "Thirsty?"

I nodded my head several times, As I did, I became aware of how I looked. I was naked with chains on my limbs and rings in my nose and nipples I was collared and chained to a wall. I had a leash dangling from my nose ring. It didn't matter. He could do whatever he wanted to me and I'd be happy if he gave me water first.

He came over and removed my gag. He unscrewed the bottle and tilted it to my lips. I drank deeply. I hadn't realized how thirsty I was.  I drank it all and said, "Thank you."

"My pleasure pretty lady. I've got something else for you." He went to the cart and took two pails out of the bottom rack and set them beside me. One was full of water and the other had a lid. "For your needs."

He squatted in front of me and dipped a finger into my pussy, slipping between my nether lips and feeling inside me. I didn't know what to think. I had never been felt up so thoroughly, no casually before. I felt like a pet being examined by  a vet. I opened my mouth to .., I didn't know what to say. I was violated, but it felt so good. I wanted him to do it some more. I closed my mouth. I looked like the slave Amber called me. I was naked, chained to a wall, helpless and a man was feeling my sex. And I liked it. Was it the endless orgasms, or just how I had been treated? Was I really a submissive?

He lifted his damp finger to his nose, "Wet," he observed, "Clean it," and he held it in front of my mouth.

I could smell my musk on him. I was lost for a fiery retort. The fact was I wanted him. I opened my mouth and leaned my head forward. I licked and sucked his finger clean. I didn't taste bad.

He stood up, bent down and grabbed my ankle chain. With casual ease he pulled me off the wall so I was laying on my back a foot from the wall. "Pull your feet up to your ass." I obeyed. It was what I wanted, but I still got a thrill out of following his orders. I guess I was a submissive, after all.

He dropped his pants and he had a fine cock, long, straight, erect, and wide. I smiled and asked, "May I service you?"

He got the whip from the table and asked, in a quiet voice, "May I service you what?"

"Master, may I service you, Master."

He put the whip down and lowered himself onto me. I welcomed his weight, holding me down, making me feel secure. He kissed me and I realized this was the first time in many years I had kissed a man. It was good. His sweet taste was masculine yet fresh. I savored his taste, sure I would remember it forever.

I felt his rigid cock probing at my nether lips. I stretched my knees as far apart as I could to open for him. He slipped into me easily. I arched my back to better align my passage with his member. The feeling as he slid in me was fantastic. Every one of my tight packed nerves sang in joy as he passed. hIs balls touched my nether lips as he fully filled me. My vagina muscles clamped around him as he withdrew, striving in vain to hold him in me. His rhythmic thrusting was driving me into high arousal. My breathing became rapid and shallow and I moaned as my pleasure grew.

II felt his mouth close around my nipple despite the huge ring piercing it. He sucked and nibbled as he continued his thrusts. I flew into orgasm as he continued. What a sensation, to be in the middle of an orgasm while he was still driving my arousal still higher.  I came down off my orgasmic high to find myself nearing the edge yet again. I orgasmed twice before he finished, the last one I had when he orgasmed into me, filling me with his hot spend and pushing me over the edge yet again. He kissed me again with his shrinking member still filling me.

"Thank you ma'am. I'm Michael. You were fine. Would you like to be my slave when they let you out of here?"

Right now, yes. I said, "Thank you Michael. I'm Fiona. I don't know if they're going to let me out of here."

"Don't worry about that. I'll be right back."

He left and came back in a few minutes with the other man, carrying a twin bed frame and they set its head against a wall. They made a couple more trips and brought in a box spring and a mattress, Light bedding was next. They made the bed and the other man left.

Michael said, "Stand up."

I did. He unlocked the chain from my collar and picked up my leash. He used it to lead me to the bath and removed the controller. He cleaned it and reinserted it after I had done my business. He stripped and took me into the shower. The warm water was heavenly and his strong arms soaping and rinsing me was even better. He was gentle as he rubbed the loofah all over me. My skin tingled from the rough, slippery fiber. I thought I would swoon when he cleaned my sex. After we were both dry he led me back to my room.

He locked the long chain to my collar and put me in the bed. It felt so good after the pad. He surprised me by undressing and getting in bed with me.

"Am I your slave now, Michael?"

"I'm not yet your master. But you must call all men 'Master' from now on."

"Yes, Master, but why aren't you my master now?"

"The boss is having several people try you out to see who is most compatible. It’s one day at a time. I'll be in someone else's bed tomorrow. I'll be back again."

"So this is like speed dating, only with sex?"

"Right on, babe."

He wrapped his arms around me and we fell asleep. "I've fallen down a rabbit hole," I thought as I drifted into sleep.

I woke up later. Michael was gone. The light was  on. I needed to pee. I raised up an found the pail Michael had left me. I managed to get the lid off and squat over it. I was careful and got all my water inside it. I dropped the lid twice before I got it to stay on. I lay back down on the mat and thought about my day.

A lot worse than when I'd gone to sleep in my own bed, Monica's bed, really. Still I'd gotten laid by a good lover which mostly made up for the bad beginning. I still wanted Amber though. Bi or not, I still preferred a submissive between my legs. "Probably never happen again," I thought, feeling the fetters on my limbs and neck.

I dozed again and was awakened by the door opening. Michael entered the room and said, "Rise and shine, sleepyhead. Breakfast."

I looked at him. He had two bowl in his hands. One had a spoon. He set the other one on the floor a few feet away and said, "Eat. Now."

I clumsily got to my knees and he shoved the bowl in front of me. I bent over and tried to get some of the oatmeal in my mouth. My nose ring and leash kept falling in. He took hold of the leash and used it to pull my ring up toward me forehead. This worked so I could get some food in my mouth. I ate everything and licked the bowl, it was delicious. I raised up and he scraped the food off my ring and leash with a tissue.

It’s time for your exercise."

I asked, "Exercise?"

I watched him pick up the whip. He said, "Stand up."

I struggled to my feet. Not easy with your hands and feet chained.

I finally got up. He unlocked the chain from my collar and let it drop to the floor. He fastened the lock on my collar. He picked up my leash and I followed him, preferring not to feel its tug on my nose. He dropped the whip on the table and led me out the door.

He took me to a bathroom. clipped the end of my leash to a wall ring and made me bend over. He used a key to unlock my butt plug and pulled it out of me.  I  sat down and did my business. I watched him clean the thing she took out of me. He used hot soapy water, then sterilized it with a bleach solution, and coated it with lubricant. When I was done, he had me bend over and wiped me then reinserted the plug. It plopped into place and she did something that made it swell inside me, not to emerge without the key. Damn.

He led me out into a large, concrete floored space. There were several men standing in the middle of the room and a woman I knew, Corrine Laine, my client. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised. They had to have her. Who else besides Monica had they found?

Michael led me over to the group. One of the men lifted a four foot chain locked to Corinne's collar and locked it to mine. He then put another length of chain on the back of my collar using the lock dangling there. They were building a coffle like I had seen Stafford's girls in on TV. Soon two more girls were brought out and locked into our coffle. Skylar and Monica. The men were watching us closely and carrying whips. I was quiet like all the other girls on the coffle. We were all sure the men didn't like us very much right now. Soon we were joined by the last two girls in my team, Angel and Michelle. Recriminations shot through me one more time. They got us all. All because Monica survived and they got her first. Damn.

I heard Amber say, in a loud voice, "Face me."

We all turned to our left and looked at her. "It’s time for a little exercise. No talking or you'll all be gagged. You're all wearing controllers in your butts. They have an electronic leash function, its set for a hundred feet from this remote." She held up a small black TV remote with a lot of buttons. If you go outside it will shock you. It will give you worse shocks if you go farther away. The last one is like a taser and will knock you out. Your exercise is to walk in single file around the inside of this room. The instructors will tell you how fast to go. Get used to walking in coffle. You'll be doing it a lot. Go on now." She put the remote on a stand

One of the men took hold of Corinne's leash and led her away. We all followed. We walked, jogged, ran around that big room for hours. There was an instructor for each one of us. They stayed with us and used their whips to correct us. Michael stayed by my side and encouraged me with his voice. Corrections always required the whip. Still, it was nice to have a known voice helping me. Every hour or so they stopped us and gave us water. We were all sweating profusely and had to stop for water every half hour. Finally they stopped and walked us back to where Amber was standing. She was gone for most of our exercise and had just come back out on our last lap. She was cool and dry whereas we could barely stand.

"Good job girls, Here's your reward."

She pushed a button on her remote and we all got an orgasm, I squealed and fell to my knees. I didn't see what the others did, but I heard a lot of noise. The pleasure flowing through me was unbearable. I couldn't think or tell where I was. I was lost in my rapture. When I was able to look around, all of the girls were on their backs or sides. Corinne and, I think Michelle, were moaning.

The men got us back on our feet, unlocked us from the coffle and Michael took my leash and led me back to my room. He locked the chain back on my collar and asked, "How do you feel, Fiona?"

That was a damned good question. I was tired of course, but I wasn't angry anymore. All they had done to me since I answered their questions was keep me in chains, give me a really good fuck, and make me sweat. I said, "Tired, and confused. Are you really going to keep me a slave?"

"That's what you chose. I think it’s the best option. I'll stay with you until my replacement arrives. You'll get to try out four more men and a woman to see who will be your best master. This is probably the last time your opinion will matter.  From your history, I take it you enjoy sex with women?"

"Yes, yes, I do."

"How about oral sex with men?"

I was a bit ashamed of this, but now was not the time to lie. "Yes, I do."

'OK, get on your knees and service me, slave."

I looked at him and he wasn't kidding. I dropped to my knees, and said, "Yes, Master."

I sank to my knees and licked the head of his cock and sucked it into my mouth. I licked it more and sucked more of him in.  Soon, I had his whole length in my mouth and was pumping like a locomotive.  He swelled larger until I was afraid he would choke me.  I heard him grunting as I got him close to the edge.  Then he exploded in me, filling my throat with his hot spend.  I swallowed again and again, trying to keep it all in me. I had read about this, but never practiced it before.   

I considered sucking a man's cock to climax the greatest act of sexual submission a female can make.  He knew I was his woman.  I had volunteered to submit to him and he would look at me harder than any other woman for a long time.  I had branded myself his.  Cold and calculating?  By God yes.  I had risked the stigma of a cock sucker to set myself one notch above the other women.  He would first think of me when going to bed tonight.  I wanted him to fuck me every single day and I was willing to take this step into subjugation to get it.

When he pulled out, I opened my mouth to show him I had swallowed his load. "Thank you, Master.  You were wonderful, and yummy, too."

He took out a smartphone and looked at the time. I remember having a smartphone. It connected me with the world as well as my contacts and clients. Gone now. I expect I'll never touch one again. They gave a girl too much power. Slaves don't get power, or clothes.

Michael led me back to the big room. This time, in addition to the guards/instructors, there was another slave. She had on a belt festooned with bells and a skirt of diaphanous, multi-colored material. We were put back into the coffle, our hands released, and the new slave introduced herself as Amelie and said she was there to teach us belly dance.

I didn't want to do that. I always considered it as a male-attractive device they used to keep women in shape and out of any useful occupation. But the men with the whips were a very convincing argument for obedience.  So we all learned and practiced.

Most of today was focused on which muscles we need to strengthen and exercises to do so. I learned I had a lot of muscles I didn't know were there. Hours of exercise later, most of them were sore, but I was able to lift my breasts almost an inch before my pecs gave out.

When class was over, Amber gave us all another orgasm , "For our hard work." God help me It was wonderful and I wanted it to go on forever.

Michael took me back to my room, locked me in place, brought me another meal in a bowl, watched me eat and took me to the bathroom. I didn't need my hands. He took me back and locked me in.

"Fiona, if you get bored, practice your dance moves. You were very good today. You seem to have a talent." He left and closed the door.

I did get bored, so I practiced and worked my newly discovered muscles. If I had to dance, I wanted to be good at it. I avoided the thought that I wanted my master to be proud of me.

When the door opened later it was woman. Not a slave, a free woman. Fully dressed and holding a whip. "I'm Sasha. You can call me 'Mistress.'

***

We kept using the Jericho building for training the new slaves. Master Bill brought in five more RAW girls for a total of eleven. All the new ones chose the five year slavery over the brothel. We used the same process for finding masters for them. In the end Master agreed to my proposal and I became Fiona's Mistress, though really, Master has both of us. The others all found masters of their own, including two mistresses.

Master sent the new masters and mistresses to the training class we had prepared for the men whose women got the controllers on their own. I set up the training regimen for the new slaves to ensure they were well conditioned to obey and needing orgasms every day, more than one. They learned all the rules for slave girls and besides getting machine orgasms, was used in every hole almost every day.

Fiona got very good at oral sex with men and women. She was a knowledgeable amateur when she started and became a virtuoso with her lips and tongue. She knew just how hard, and how often to use her lips,  tongue and sucking to give anyone a wonderful orgasm. I think she got so good because she really, really liked the taste of all their fluids. It was the best desert she could get. She always offered to service anyone who held my leash.

She confided to me that escape was never an option and she didn't mind. This was actually more fun than trying to find ways to kill people.

Now, group training could begin in earnest..


Chapter 25: Laura's Coffle

Master Bill had brought the six miscreants to stay with us in September. He had brought five more in October. After questioning them for a week, he said he's convinced there are three more members in Ireland, but they seem to have quit the organization a couple of years ago. He didn't think there were any more active members left. He got a list of their clients and their activities. He also found their headquarters and recovered papers and computers. He had started contacting the former clients, letting them know that RAW was closed and "Encouraging" them to either ignore or support the new wave of women's actions he was sponsoring. The "Or else" was clear.

A.S.S was flourishing. We had new clubs in Phoenix and Flagstaff., as well as affiliates in Nevada, New Mexico, Utah and Colorado. We had ten new paying members in our local Tucson club, the HQ, as well as the eleven RAW girls. They hadn't contributed any money, yet, but I had high hopes.

I spent a lot of time with Amber talking about the coffle. She had spent much time on one and walked for weeks across North Africa before she was rescued and brought to L.A. She had spent more time setting up and participating in the coffle demonstrations for the club. I wanted to learn from an expert. Actually Bill and Sam helped since they had actually driven Amber's coffle across much of Africa before they changed their minds about delivering the girls. I eventually got to a plan they approved. Master agreed and I got busy.

The first thing I did was have the girls measured and recorded. I wanted them to look uniform and erotic. I was going to put them in permanent chains that looked good. They were going to be elegant coffle slaves. I talked to Klaus and he understood at once. He thought he could have them made in two weeks and installed in another week. I had Klaus engrave the girl's first names in large, bold font on the front of their collars, then color them black so they were legible fifty feet away.

Arizona's Indecent Exposure law prohibits recklessly exposing one’s genitals or anus, and for females, the nipples and areola. Girls could be bound in public as long as it was voluntary. I was certain the RAW girls were there, but I'd verify before taking them into the world. So the coffle girls would wear skirts and I had Agnes design a sunburst shield for their areolas. Master had already had Klaus design a cover for the slave's nipples. We'd have to remove their rings, slide the sunbursts in place, and put in new rings, but since they used existing piercings, there wouldn't be any healing time.

There was no benefit to waiting so Amber and I set up the first training day for the whole group. The first batch was in decent shape so now we had to catch up the newcomers. We had all tried to come up with a catchy name for them for advertising purposes. The best we got was "Desert Desperados." So we just called them Laura's Coffle until we found something better.

Amber and I went to the first exercise session for the whole group. We still used the Jericho building for training because of the big enclosed space. All the girls stayed with their masters and mistresses at night and were brought back  in the morning for training. I set the broad parameters for training and left the actual instruction to the girl's owners and Amber or whichever girl Master Bill sent us. The first week, it was Amber.

Amber said four feet apart was what she was used to so I had the guards cut some four foot segments. We had plenty of chain for eleven girls. We didn't have their permanent chains and nipple covers ready yet so we just used the lockable steel collars and shackles that Klaus had made up. The guards brought them out with wrists and ankles chained. After their collars were locked to the chain they removed the wrist restraints and left the leg irons on them. After all the girls were on the common chain, the guards moved the girls into a line facing Amber. The guards loved cracking their whips and watching the girls jump. Boys and their toys. I stood off to the side and watched Amber start the training.

Amber began the day with a group orgasm.

"Good morning, slaves."

A chorus replied, "Good morning, Mistress." They had been briefed by their day's masters.

"Good." She pushed the orgasm button and all the girls scrunched over, a couple fell to the ground amid screams and moans. They pulled down the rest and in a flash. the whole coffle was writhing in orgasmic ecstasy on the ground.

"They're all yours, Amber. See you tonight." I left and went outside where Max was waiting. He drove me home and unlocked my ankle chain so I could change into my business attire, then he drove me to the plant.

***

After Laura left I watched the girls slowly pull themselves back together. "Stand up as soon as you can. Come on stand up. Finally only one girl was still sprawled on the ground. The girls chained to either side of her could only get as high as kneeling until she got up. I motioned to one of the guards. He went to the sprawled girl and slashed his whip across her thighs. She squealed and tried to get up. She made a mess of it, somehow getting her leg tangled in her neck chain, pulling her neighbor down. The guard hit her a couple of more tomes on her back and ass. Finally she got up and everyone was standing. Now that she was up I saw it was Angel, the police mole. I switched my controller to just her and said, "Ignoring and order," and pushed the level two punishment button. She screamed and half doubled over. "Stand up Angel. Don't move." She straightened up. "Failing to acknowledge an order," and pushed the level two punishment button again. Once more she screamed, but she didn't move. Maybe she would learn.

I put them through some calisthenics until I thought the weakest would faint. Most of them were in fine shape and would train up soon. A couple were in worse shape, but I thought they could do it too, just take a little longer. They were all bright. The instructors were told to use their whips freely, but by the end of the exercise they were mostly just watching. I gave them a brief rest then set them to pulling heavy sledges around the floor.

The sledges were just wooden frames with concrete blocks stacked on them.  They had steel poles with cross handles for a girl to push on.  Each position had a two foot long chain dangling that was locked to their collars. The instructors led the coffle around to each sledge.  At each sledge, the appropriate number of girls had their collars chained to their vehicle and unlocked from the coffle. There were sledges sized for one, two, three, and four girls. I had them pull the sledges around and around that warehouse until they collapsed.  They were fun to watch and the guards laughed continuously.  The guards followed the sledges around and flicked the asses of girls they thought weren't working hard enough.

I felt like I was back in Morocco, watching myself in my first days as Alexander's slave. That was my first experience with the coffle. I was a model and pampered. I remember it was much more demeaning than it sounds like.  I had read stories where it was described, but its impact on me was breathtaking.  Even with my hands free I was more confined than in the cell.  I could only move in unison with the rest of the coffle.  I couldn't kneel or stand or walk unless we all moved together.  There were thirty young, healthy women on my first coffle.   We were easily controlled by four guards. Heck, one was enough.   All our education and fitness and desire were useless against the collar and chain.  We learned to coordinate our motions to move smoothly with our neighbors.  Failure meant jerks of all our necks and whips striping our asses for clumsiness.

I suppose it is the same revelation for every girl when she finds herself chained to other new slaves. I could see the fear and shock on the faces of girls who had never strained to move a heavy weight in their lives. Men had always helped them with such tasks before. Now the men had whips and made them strain every muscle to the utmost. There wasn't even a purpose, just pull it in circles.

I don't know if any of these girls thought of themselves as submissive. But I was charged  with making them submissive as soon as I could. So I would have to make them submissive slave girls.

I had the guards get the girls into a line facing me Then I yelled out positions, like, Stand, Kneel, Punishment, Lay, etc. The guards corrected the girl's positions, gently, helpfully, at first then angrily, with the whip, later. These girls never felt the whip before and they were astonished at how persuasive a training instrument it was.  All of the girls collected several painful stripes, often because they didn't like the demeaning positions they had to assume. I ran through the positions over and over, I wasn't going to stop until every girl had performed every pose successfully. It took eighteen repetitions until they were perfect.  I gave them all an orgasm when I was happy. It was very moving to see and hear eleven naked women orgasming at the same time.

I taught them how to heel and give obeisance. They learned all sorts of slave positions and behaviors, such as when their owner entered the room to kneel and put their foreheads on the ground. They learned how to properly lick their master's feet. Long slow strokes, from the toes to the heels. They learned not to speak unless they received permission and learned never to ask questions.

Above all, they learned never to express an opinion, but to wait for orders.

When I was relatively satisfied with their performance, I sent them on the usual training hike around the room with the guards "Helping" them along with different gaits. After an hour of that, I gave them a group orgasm and let them rest, still in coffle for an hour. Then it was time for dance class.

Laura had had the girls measured for their permanent irons when they arrived. We had to wait until they were fit and slimmed down for the waistbands, so those weren't even started when the rest of their restraints arrived. We gave them the day off and brought them in one at a time for Klaus and Agnes to "Complete" their ensemble. They already had their nose and nipple rings, so Agnes only had to fit them with the labia rings and bells. Klaus needed more time to replace their old iron fetters and collar with the new, sleek, better fitting golden restraints. Once these snapped shut, there was no way to remove them without cutting and since the titanium alloy was so tough, it was impractical to even try.

That evening I initiated the girls into another secret.  After eating I had them put back into coffle and lined up in the big room with their hands locked behind.  The guards ordered them to bend over and keep their legs straight.  The guards walked down the line behind them at a slow pace. As a guard passed a girl he whipped her ass one time.  

They all yelped at the sudden burn in their ass.  It was the shock.  They hadn't expected it and it was not nearly as hard as their noises sounded.  The next stripe was long coming and when it did they just grunted.  The third one just increased the heat in their ass and started their arousals growing. They didn't make any noises then.  Number four was welcomed for the raging fire in their bellies and they started moaning.  They were close to an orgasm. Number five pushed a few girls into orgasm based on their collapse and screams of pleasure. The sixth one did for the rest and then all eleven were writhing in joy on their knees.

Since their heads were already near the ground, kneeling didn't jerk anyone's neck. Soon all the girls were on their knees and the guards stopped their parade.  In a little while I released them to their masters for the day. There was a schedule posted so all the guards knew who they were with tonight and tomorrow. Now the girls knew they would orgasm to the whip, if that was their master's desire.

Master had pressing business back at The Coffle so he left me with Master Bradley and Laura. The first few nights I stayed with them in a guest room, secured of course, but I was used to sleeping with my Master. I had trouble sleeping alone for the first time in years. I asked Master Bradley if it would be OK if I stayed in the Jericho building with my charges. I admitted I wanted to work with Fiona more. She was the most stubborn of the girls. There was a feral look in her eyes that needed taming. He talked to my Master and he agreed so that's what I did. I had my own room with a bed and toilet and the guards would secure me in the evening, just like the captives. I didn't mind. I was so used to being a slave I would have felt vulnerable without it. After my room was ready I

I brought Fiona with me and fastened her wrists to the back of her collar. I wanted her helpless. I chained her collar to the floor beside my bed with a long enough chain that I could let her lay in bed with me when I wanted.  I had be secured by ten p.m. so I'd lock  a long chain to my collar. The guards could watch everything in the room so if I failed, they would come in and do it. I was so used to being under observation I didn't even think about it. Slaves have no privacy, ever.

I'd have her eat me out first and clean the room. Then I'd fasten her collar to the floor ring. She was so conditioned to daily orgasms that she became needy by noon and begged for relief the rest of the day,  when I let her. If I held her at bay, by five she was a mass of trembling nerves, almost unable to put a coherent sentence together. She was addicted to frequent orgasms.

***

Amber chained me to the wall and made my hands useless, she looked at me with hunger in her eyes. I knew what she wanted, I lowered my knees to the floor  and opened my mouth to speak, but she put a hand over my mouth and then slid her thumb between my parted lips..

"Suck," she commended. I obeyed and longing rose in my chest like a tide. She was a slave, but she was my Mistress, too. She could do anything with me. All my anger and fear vanished as I sucked her thumb. I was hers. I needed her touch. I thought of washing her with my tongue, licking all the dust of the world off her perfect body, and I desired her. She stepped close, her long, slender legs pushing against my breasts and took hold of my leash. I leaned forward and pushed into her, she removed her hand and my forehead lay against her thighs. I tentatively licked her leg, just a fleeting touch and tasted her salty, musky skin. She gently pulled my leash up. I tilted my head back and looked into her eyes. She moved her hand to grasp my nose ring and smiled, "Remember when we first met, you said you'd like to show me a good time?"

"Yes, Mistress, and I want to."

"Good," she pulled my nose into her pussy and said," follow my instructions. Lick my slit."

I couldn't help smelling her scent, musky, sweet, wonderfully intense. My arousal shot up. I stuck my tongue out and started licking her sex lips. I made long, slow, languid licks up and down. I listened to her breathing, it started normally and slowly became more shallow, she spread her legs apart and I heard her ankle chain jingle. My arousal jumped at the sound. Her movement had pulled her sex lips slightly apart.  Amber had rings in her labia lips and small bells dangling from them. I sucked them into my mouth and tugged gently, she gasped at the pull and her breathing got more rapid. Small moans were escaping from her lips now.

I heard Amber say, "Go inside now, hard."

Her pull on my nose ring tightened. I thrust my tongue between her spread lips and licked hard. After a few strokes I thrust my tongue into her love canal and sucked up all her love juices slowly trickling down.

She was gasping now, trying to come. I sucked her hard clit into my mouth and sucked and licked it.

She squealed and came in a huge orgasm. She thrust me back and collapsed to her knees. I could see her spasms flexing the muscles in her belly. She released my nose ring and pressed the remote she held in her other. Suddenly my orgasm brought me to the floor. It was so unexpected and sudden. I was already greatly aroused by Amber but now I lay beside her writhing in my chains as she used her free hands to soothe her straining belly muscles. Neither of us spoke or moved for a while. I heard her say, "Thank you, Fiona." It was really nice to hear someone call me by my real name. It had been a long time. I felt intimate with Amber, chains or not. She was a slave too. It took me  moment to realize I had just thought of myself as a slave. How odd.

She got up and left. I couldn't go anywhere. It was sad, I didn't have anywhere to go. It would have been nice to go with her.

***

I watched the progress of the coffle and adjusted when appropriate. The routines had minor changes over the next couple of weeks.  Basically it was eat, exercise, rest, train, rest, eat, shit, whip, orgasm, sleep, repeat.   One change was increasing weight on the sledges.  The other was the training changed topics every few days.  Positions changed to deportment. Then sex: blow jobs, eating out women, anal sex.  When they were skilled courtesans we improved their  personal appearance skills. Like makeup, hair styling, and the duties of a lady’s maid.  Then they learned food preparation, meal service, and banquet service.

By late November, they were trained pleasure slaves, able to give great sex to a man or woman, very obedient, skilled at serving food or their master or mistress in whatever way desired, and very anxious to please. They were also skilled and graceful in the coffle as well as good belly dancers.

I was anxious to get Fiona home. Amber had done a great job with her before she went home. I was ashamed, a little, but I enjoyed Fiona's need. By the end of Amber's time in Arizona, Fiona was desperate and would sigh whenever anyone touched her. She was completely dependent and very attentive. All the other girls in the coffle had masters and mistresses now. They took them home at night and brought them back for practice five days a week. Other days they did what they wanted with them. I noticed Skylar sported a tattoo on her ass cheek proclaiming, "Property of Adam Evans."

I claimed Fiona and took her home with me. Master put another pillory in the play room and a sturdy cage in the bedroom. My routine changed a little for Fiona. Now, after work, Master would drive to the Jericho building and I would go inside in my work clothes. They gave her to me with her hands locked high on her back. I would take her nose leash and lead her to the car. She was always glad to see me and tried to kiss me as soon as the guard let her go. I'd usually let her for a minute then I'd tug on her leash and say something like, "Enough girl. Masters' waiting." When I led her anywhere she cuddled up close and tried to stay in contact with me as much as possible. Affectionate and needy. I liked her that way and so did Master. She'd jump in the back seat and I'd strap her in.

When we got home I'd fasten her leash to a handy ring that kept her out of the way than I'd hang my clothes up and put my ankle chain on. She was my slave, at least in name. I had her remote. I had some housekeeping chores around the house assigned by Audrey and Max. Usually I'd set Fiona's leash range to include the house and garden then release her hands and set her doing one of the chores. I gave her the most distasteful ones like cleaning the bathrooms. She was a slave! Master had given me access to a lockbox for her remote so I could lock it in there and know she was tethered. He had one for me too.

Master's routine changed too. Now, after dinner he would take us in the living room and have us kneel on either side of his chair while he read or watched the news. Sometimes he'd play a card or board game with us. Around nine he'd take us upstairs and into the bathroom. He'd take out our controllers and wash them. Then we went into the play room. We'd both get locked into side by side pillories, then he'd stimulate our bottoms with one or more implements until we begged to come. Then he had us each tell him a story about ourselves or each other. The one with the best one liner got released and ordered to make the one still in the pillory com, using only her tongue. Now that was an interesting feeling. If the girl was successful, he'd  put her back in the pillory and take her himself. Then all three of us would go to bed, both us girls suitably chained. If the girl in the pillory didn't come, then he'd put the loose one in the cage in the bedroom and take the one from the pillory and take her to bed. He'd always take one of us and sometimes both of us would get to orgasm.

Fiona said she didn't mind spending nights in the cage. She said it was restful. I didn't feel like that at all. I hated that my Master was fucking Fiona and I tossed and turned in that damned cage all night. Sometimes I got so mad I'd make too much noise. Master would gag me and truss me up in the cage so I couldn't move. When that happened I'd see Fiona grinning at me and she'd be ever so good to Master when he returned to bed.

Now that all the girls were fit and "Mastered" it was time to make them into the display coffle our Masters expected. I had watched videos of Amber's coffle at Burning Man and in the Folsom Street events. They were erotic and attracted lots of attention from men and women. I wanted something more. A coffle of naked girls, especially the toned, fit women Amber displayed was enough to stop traffic. What I wanted was for the men to be excited and entertained and the women to want to strip and join them. I wanted every woman to see how much more was available to them than current civilized society. I wanted my slaves to inspire women. I wanted to celebrate the female body and its beauty. I wanted them to be sexy and erotic, maybe even classic, a flashback to essential instinct and shedding societies veils with their clothes.

Suzy, Natalie, and I had all taken dance classes as girls. Natalie had continued them into her teens. I sat down with them and we watched videos of the Crazy Horse dancers, belly dancers like Sadie and Katie; Shakira, Didem, and more. We all had favorite moves and looks, but in the end it all came down to remembering the dancers were in coffle and we just had to find dances we liked that we could have everyone do in coffle. We dropped the idea of a choreographer and decided to just use our dance instructor, Isadora, as a model for everyone to copy.                

Isadora was enthusiastic. She already knew the girls but so far had only gotten up to basic body movements. She said she'd love the challenge of making these untrained girls into good dancers. We told her what we wanted and showed her some clips we liked. Our final instruction was to find ways to have the dancers work in unison, be a finely coordinated team, like the Crazy Horse dancers. They had to be in coffle, she could design costumes so long as the girls were obviously naked, and try to have each dance convey an emotion, fear, anger, desire, love, etc. We also agreed to let her have the girls eight hours a day for six days a week, if she needed it. The guards would help her with the girls and be foils for the dance if needed.+

I watched the training as often as I could. The girls were enthusiastic about the dance.  It was not only about the beauty and skill of the dance.  It was also a strenuous athletic and grace test for the performers.  The harder the routine, the more it required the girl's skills.  Although every girl here had learned submission, they were also proud of their beauty and grace.  Master now had eleven dancers and one instructor. She had volunteered to be a soloist if needed.  Four security men had volunteered to be the male in the routine.  Their parts were limited since they represented the lordly masters commanding the girls to perform.

Isadora designed her routines around a slave girl's emotions, which we all knew so well. Her first, demonstration routines were designed to show fear, anger, despair, and love. The girls practiced these every day and they were getting good.

Isadora came to me with an idea. She considered the girls were now very good at belly dance, but there were other modes they could learn .She wanted permission to bring in another instructor that was an expert in several types of step dance. She had friend in mind from the club who she was sure would like to work with the girls. Master approved, so he gave her a budget for another trainer and costumes.

Master agreed to have us come earlier to pick up Fiona so we could see some of the practice. The girls were getting good. They now could do Irish step dances and another style I didn't recognize. It still looked good.

I wanted to try them out in public, bur first I had to be sure they considered themselves voluntary slaves now. After all, if any of them screamed for help and claimed they were being held against their will, that would be bad. I went to the Jericho building after lunch and interviewed all of the girls. I was wearing my business attire. My nose ring and collar showed I was a slave, but, I was one with clothes. They all wore controllers so I brought them in one at a time from practice and had them kneel in front of me. I turned on the lie detector function and asked them a few simple questions to loosen them up.

Hi, Corrine. How do you feel?"

"Fine, Mistress."

"What do you feel about life here?"

"I liked having money and power, but now I don't have any worries and I'm in better shape and I get so much more sex than I ever had before. Oh, and of course I have a man in my life now, Phillip, my Master. I'm happy to be here."

"Will you leave us when you contract is up?"

"Oh no, Mistress. I'm very happy now."

"How do you feel about dancing in public on the coffle?"

"Scared, Mistress. I can't get used to the idea of being bound in public."

"Phillip will be there, applauding you and your courage. Everyone who sees you will applaud you too."

"I guess so. Have you seen us, Mistress? What do you think?"

"Both I and Master have watched you practice. You're all very talented and beautiful. You're going to be adored."

"Thank you, Mistress," she beamed.

"OK, that's all. I was just wondering how you felt. I'll take you back and get someone else."

"Thank you, Mistress. I'm so happy you like us."

All the girls said they were happy and wanted to stay. I recorded all the sessions as evidence, just in case. As some politician famously said, "Trust, but verify."

Another few weeks went by and Isadora said they were ready. I wanted to start getting the girls in public and test the waters. Master Bill and Amber were anxious to see a real performance, and if it went well, would start training their coffles the same way. I talked to Master and he was OK with it. I started looking for likely venues. It needs to be public, but with the right sort of audience.

I found a Phoenix BDSM club was having a retreat at an area hotel . They were reserving the whole place and had an outdoor dungeon planned for the second weekend,. I called the organizers and got a slot for a performance in the outdoor dungeon in two weeks. Master sent them the fee and reserved six rooms in the hotel, one for the performers who would stay in coffle the whole time, one for Isadora, one for him and I and the rest for the security men he was bringing. He had me send an invitation to Master Bill.

Isadora told me she was ready for me to watch the whole performance. She thought the girls were almost ready. So I went out to the Jericho building. I had one of the security team take me. I still wasn't allowed to drive a vehicle. I probably never would again. At least I had a driver for approved trips.

Isadora and the coffle were ready for me when I arrived. The girls were lined up near the far wall and had their dancing gear on, including bells and nipple shields on their ringed nipples and ragged skirts of many separate panels so their legs could slip through. One of the guards turned on some music, all drums in a steady beat. As soon as the music started the girls high stepped, in unison, arms straight down by their sides, like a real chorus line across the floor toward me, in time with the drums. I stopped to watch. They approached to thirty feet or so then did a perfect column right maneuver, each girl pivoting ninety degrees right on her left foot until all were lined up crossways to me and facing to my left.

The drums continued and the girls pivoted to face me one at a timer on the beat. Then the music changed. The drum sped up, became more shrill, a violin then a bagpipe entered and the girls went into an Irish step dance. They were fast and good. They all moved their feet in unison with occasional runs where only one girl did a few steps, then her neighbor would start and the first would stop. It moved like a wave down the line then returned. Then they made all sorts of patterns as two then three then four at a time danced and the others rested. It was a tight, well executed team dance. It was like watching the Riverdance shows, but with only eleven dancers, plus the slave bit.

Finally they finished and I saw a sheen of sweat on their foreheads.

Isadora came over and said, "Now is when I thought you or your Master would come out and introduce them, thank the audience for coming, describe them and how long they've been practicing. Whatever else you want to say. I've got a list of the dances they're ready to do. The last one is for an encore, if it’s appropriate." She handed me the list. There were several dances with names and descriptions, three belly dances, a Russian folk dance, another Irish step dance, and the final, encore number was a Spanish Flamenco.

"These look like a wonderful selection. Are they ready to do all of them?"

"All except the Flamenco. They just started learning that. They should be ready for that in another two weeks. They started slow since it was all new to them, but once they got the first one down, the others went very fast."

"Good, show me the rest of the performance."

Isadora called to the guard, "Start the music," then to the girls, "Continue."

Middle Eastern belly dance music started and the girls all lifted their right arms and spread their feet, waiting for the cue. They were perfectly coordinated and moved in unison. They had learned great control of their bodies and could move their breasts up, down, left, and right with apparent ease. At one point all of them were twirling their nipple bells in a circle, all in unison. . They went through all the dances with short rests in between where Isadora told the audience what was coming up, the things that were notable about the work and praised the dancers. The audience, that is, now, just me, the guards, and the girl's owners, applauded the performances. They were good. They were going to wow the kinky audiences. Nothing like this had ever descended on them before.

When they were done I praised them and told them how good they looked. I told them I was very proud of them and they were going to be the stars of the show. Then I took the group controller and gave them all an orgasm as a reward.

When I got back, I gave Master a glowing description of their show and convinced him he should go see a practice. We went out the next day. He was just as impressed as I was and went back to the office and wrote a glowing press release for the dance team performing at the retreat. He called them "Laura's Coffle."

Our show wasn't until three p.m. and it was about an hour's drive away. We took our caravan to the Jericho building and loaded the girls and equipment. They were waiting with their masters when we arrived. Each was naked and their masters were holding their leashes. Amber and I were wearing our slave gear and long, white cloaks that buttoned down the front. I handed the masters and mistresses identical cloaks for their girls. Once they were covered we looked like a church choir.  We boarded our vehicles and left about ten. We had a suite and rooms for every couple and guard, so everyone could have a few hours to relax. The outside dungeon opened at nine and the masters were free to take their girls out and explore. We asked them to keep the girls covered until after their show.

Fiona was my slave so Master took both of us with him. We went to our suite and Master let us use the bathroom. When we were ready he took us outside to the outdoor dungeon, both of us still wearing our cloaks. All the coffle girls had permanent leashes on their nose rings. Only those and the collars showed above out cloaks. Master put a leash on me for the event too, my first time in public as a slave. He could have just used the electronic leash, but slave girls came to a place like this to be seen. I guess I was no different. I was glad he put me on a leash for everyone to see. Fiona was nervous. She pressed up against me like she was a scared puppy. I whispered, "Stand tall. Be proud. You're beautiful. I love you."

We stepped out of the elevator in the lobby and the people waiting to get on looked like urban wanna-bes. The girls wore extra dark eye makeup, leather dog collars and skimpy halter tops. There was a lot of black leather. The men all looked scared and tried to look tough.

Master sauntered through the lobby, nonchalant, leading two collared slaves by their leashed. I looked around and saw scores of men and women wearing leather and talking. I only saw two women in any sort of bondage, both had short skirt, pale tops with  armbinders clamping their arms into a single narrow sheath.

He led us out onto a sun drenched patio. There was a large swimming pool and a wide expanse of lawn surrounded by a stone fence. Several St. Andrew's crosses and, suspension frames were set up around a wooden stage. There were a hundred chairs scattered around the yard. A group of people, including two white, cloaked girls, were gathered around one of the crosses, watching a scene, I guess. I could only see someone's arms strapped to the top of the cross.

Master strolled over to look. A slightly overweight, naked woman was strapped to the cross, facing it. A bearded man was using a flogger on her, slowly and not too hard. Her bottom was faintly pink and she was yelling, angrily, "Harder, you wimp. Hit me harder. I could better than that. Hand the whip to a man..."

He didn't seem unhappy with her statements. He was smiling. When she ran down he walked close to her and said, "Is that the best you can do, Peggy?" He took something small out of his shirt pocket and reached around her. She squealed in pain, twice. then she said, "Thank you, Sir."

Master walked around the cross and I could see metal clamps gripping her nipples. 
Master stopped beside the only man I saw wearing a suit and said, "Are these two regulars?"

The man said, "Yep, Our founding members. Margaret is a pain slut. She isn't happy unless she's being stimulated. John has to keep her gagged when she's not being whipped or no one has any peace and quiet. Mind you, we all love them both. She's only like that in play time. When they walk out of here, she'll be wonderful company. I don't remember you. I'm Mark Wallenby, I'm the club President," He stuck out his hand.

Master shook his hand, "Hi, I'm Brad Hancock and these are my slaves, Laura and Fiona. They can't shake right now so consider their hands shook. Laura say hello."

I said, "Hello Mir. Wallenby, I'm Laura. Glad to meet you.

"Hello Laura, Nice to meet you."

He looked at Fiona. She said, "Hello, Mr. Wallenby. I'm Fiona and I'm Laura's slave as well as Master Bradley."

"Pleased to meet you, Fiona."

"Mr. Hancock, forgive me for asking, and please ignore me if you'd rather, but I am curious. Your relationship seems complex, how do you make it work?"

"Please, call me Brad, for me it’s simple, both of these lovely women are my slaves. When we're together they both obey and I treat them the same. When I'm not there, Fiona obeys Laura. Right, girls?"

I said, "Yes, Master, that's right."

Fiona just nodded her head.

"Brad, its Mark, there's no need to keep your girls covered. We accept anything here. In fact that's the reason most people come here, to see and be seen.

"Thanks, Mark. We're here with the coffle dance team. We're on at two pm. All the girls are covered up to not spoil the surprise. We'll take away their cloaks after the show."

"OK, quite all right, its whatever you prefer. But I'm intrigued by these beautiful ladies' nose rings. Are they real or costume?"

Master said, "Laura?"

"Master, they are real. you may touch mine if you like. I've had mine for almost a year. Fiona about half that."

Mark reached a hand up to my ring, gripped it carefully between thumb and forefinger and rotated it a half turn. "It’s quite heavy and I don't see an opening. Can you remove it?"

"No, Master, its permanent. All the girls'  are. And they are quite heavy."

"I'm impressed my dear. I don't know ant women who have are so involved with the lifestyle to have such a permanent symbol."

Master said, "Mark let me illustrate the difference between involved and committed. Consider a breakfast plate of ham and eggs. The chicken is involved. The pig is committed. All of the girls in our club and the performance are committed. They are all 24/7 slaves."

Mark gave a low whistle, "Wow. I've heard of 24/7 slaves, but never met one. After your show is over, could we talk? Wait, I know. I'm having party at nine in the Sonora Room, can you all come?"

Master said, "Certainly." He didn't look at Fiona or me. One of the benefits of slavery. Never any decisions to make.

We wandered around and looked at the scenes going on. They were entertaining but struck me as play acting.  and scripted. Not spontaneous or serious. What happened between Master and Fiona and me, that was real and enormously enjoyable. These players didn't seem like they were enjoying it themselves but trying to entertain the audience.

Master found a seat under a shade tree and sat down. We knelt beside him, his loyal pets. A waitress came by and he ordered a lemonade. When it came he shared it with us, holding it to our lips while we drank. Actually, Fiona and I got most of it.

It was actually quite entertaining to watch the people and not feel responsible for serving Master There were paid staff for that. Fiona and I could relax and watch the ever changing show flowing by us. I tried to understand the people who strolled by us. None of them seemed very happy. Only a few were smiling and these were mainly men. Most of the women seemed distracted, or anxious. And it didn't matter if they were young, old, fit, or let themselves go. Even those few happy women were not relaxed.

"Master," I said, "It seems to me that not very many of these people are very happy." He looked around and said, "Yes, I see what you mean. Not too many smiles and a lot of concerned looks. Even over by the scenes I can see. Everyone looks serious. Why is that Laura, Fiona?"

Fiona said, Master, Laura and you are right. Everyone looks like they're studying for an exam. Watching the scenes and the people, trying to remember everything. I thought this was supposed to be fun?"

"Girls, bondage and sex should be fun, make everyone feel good. What we have does for me.  Maybe these people are trying hard to find the magic formula for bondage that makes their sex lives happier. Are you two happy?"

Fiona and I answered in unison, "Yes, Master."

"Them let's not become like these folks. Maybe they can learn from our example. Want to try and help them?"

"How, Master?"

"Not sure. I'm not going to invite them to come watch us, that's for sure. Maybe we can tell them. Let's remember this when we see Mark tonight."

Master ordered us a light lunch of hors d'ourves and veggie tacos. We stayed where we were and he fed us under the shade tree.

I saw lots of women wearing leather collars and a few on leashes. There were more dom-sub female pairs than I expected, but I really had no data on that. We had brought eleven women with two having female mistresses. So that was about the same ratio. I guess I was surprised because I didn't lean hat way. Then I remembered Fiona. I was her mistress. Wow. Quite a change from a part-time, down on her luck, unpaid newspaper stringer and stripper from L.A.

We wandered a little more then it was time to get ready for our show. We went back to the suite and Master our cloaks off and unlocked our hands. Fiona fixed her makeup and hair.  I helped her into her shoes and skirt, then Master locked her into the coffle.  The girls lined up in a straight line and everyone else in the crowded room applauded them. Isadora was wearing a silver evening gown and would be our Mistress of ceremonies and introduce the girls and the dances. She was going to introduce me as their creator and manager. Master was not going to be introduced and just be the unannounced, but obvious owner of us all. He thought his plans would best proceed if he was not so public a figure.

Master had several of his men holding a seat for him in front of the stage. He had planned this out well in advance and we practiced it a couple of times. Then a knock on the door and an announcement that we were on in five minutes. The owners put the cloaks back on their girls, including me. All the performers had permanent leashes so their owners clipped the ends onto their nipple rings and the chains swung down from their nose rings through the front opening of the cloaks. The girl’s hands were free, but they would stand with them crossed behind them until the music started. They would go back there when the dance ended.

Isadora stood at the head of the coffle. Jason opened the door and Isadora led the coffle out. They would go to the staging area close to the stage and wait for their cue. Master took my leash and led me to his reserved seat. When we got there, all the seats had been gathered from the grounds and arranged in a near semicircle. five rows deep centered on the stage. Master took his seat and I knelt beside him. I saw a few other girls kneeling beside their masters, but only a few. The previous act, a man demonstrating a Shibari tie on a bikini clad young woman was just finishing. The club's President, Mark Wallenby stepped on stage, thanked the Shibari artist and announced a new act, in its premiere performance, A bondage dance group, Laura's Coffle.

He asked for a round of applause and got it. He stepped off the stage and Isadora appeared walking in front of our coffle of eleven young women, only their heads, collars, and coffle chain visible above their white cloaks. When the group was centered on the stage, Isadora stepped in front of the woman behind her, Corrine and announced the first ever performance of Laura's Coffle. Then she removed Corrine's cloak and announced, "Corrine", She walked to the other girls in succession and removed their cloaks and said their name in a clear carrying voice: "Fiona, Skylar, Elise, and so on, until all were revealed. Isadora paused after announcing each name and the audience applauded loudly for each of them.

Isadora returned to center stage and said, in her wonderful stage voice, "This troupe is the creation of a special woman, please give a hand to Laura, the Mistress of our dance." She raised her hand and pointed to me.

Master removed my cloak and I stood, myself revealed to the audience. I smiled and turned so everyone could see me in my naked, slave mode. I didn't have even the skimpy dance skirt of the performers. Everyone could see my ringed breasts and labia, my wrists cuffed behind me, my collar and leash. I saw a few shocked faces, eyes wide, mouths open on some women. Nothing but wolfish smiles on the men. I thought, "Yes, everyone I am a slave." And I'm proud of it. Everyone applauded and some even cheered. I heard a lot of wolf whistles too, of which I'm sure Master approved.

I completed my rotation, turned back around and knelt again.

Isadora walked to the side of the stage and the music began. The girls wore heavy Irish Jig shoes so they could make their feet heard. It wouldn't hurt the other dances. The first dance was an Irish step dance. As the jig started the girls all put their left foot forward, just a little, turned to the right and paused for their cue. Then their feet were a blur of motion with kicks and lifts and half turns, all the while their bodies were bouncing almost a foot in the air, all in perfect synchronization.

It was a lot of work and, after the initial group dance, they started to share the work. Some of them would stop and the others dance, then they'd shift place. The patterns kept shifting so sometimes only two girls were dancing  Throughout the dance, they moved around on the stage. They were chained at the neck so they kept the chains taut and bent  the line, usually symmetrically. Several times they formed shapes, like a square, rectangle, oval, circle. Mostly they were in a straight line, though.

Their arms were free and usually straight down at their sides, but sometimes, with expressive gestures they would put their hands on their waist for a few steps.

They mostly kept their heads straight ahead, but sometimes they would jerk them to the side, dramatically. They had a great deal of motion with other body parts than their feet. The synchronization was eye-catching.

They were beautiful and mesmerizing. There was no rustling, no movement, no conversation in the audience. They were entranced and deathly still.

When the music ended and the dancers froze, so did the audience. There was no sound at all for the longest time. Then a lone pair of hands started clapping, slow and powerful. In a rush everyone was on their feet, cheering and clapping. It went on and on and the girls looked so proud. They had started out as slaves forced to exercise. They had found a purpose and put much effort into their dancing and now they had earned the reward of their efforts.

I was proud too, because I had found the idea and made it happen. They did all the work, but my brain made it possible. I found I was crying. Tears of happiness and success, long awaited. Master stood and applauded. I stood too but couldn't applaud. Master took me in his arms and kissed me. When he broke the kiss he took the leash off my nose ring and put it in his pocket. He waved one of his men over and had him bring me a chair, then he unlocked my hands and we sat together, as a couple, for the rest of the performance. I was being honored and the symbolism wasn't lost on Fiona, who watched my change with a happy face She blew me a kiss. All the girls knew my Master was pleased with them, as well as me.

The music for the next dance. a belly dance started and the audience, grudgingly quieted and sat down Belly dances weren't as noisy or energetic. The girls stayed in synchronization, just the same. The months of practice showed . They had exquisite control of their bodies. They lifted and shifted their breasts and  hips with effortless grace. Their movements were now fluid and as a group they slowly drifted across the stage with tiny steps and slides.

I found myself just watching Fiona. I had never appreciated what a gorgeous creature she was so much as now. The graceful movement of her hands seemed to be an essential part of the motion of her seemed to be a part of her control of her breasts and belly and hips. I had the impression that in order to move her breasts, she had to lift her arms. Silly, I know, but the more I concentrated, the more correct my notion seemed.

I couldn't say afterward what dances they performed. My whole attention was focused on Fiona. I was watching her closely, trying to see beneath the skin, to divine her emotions, her very thoughts. Somewhere I remembered I had given her remote to Master for safekeeping while I was in slave mode. I half turned to him and whispered, "Master, may I have Fiona's remote. I want to reward her."

He smiled and said, "Just a little. We can't have her too distracted." He dug in his shirt pocket and handed it to me. 

I waited until they had finished the dance and looked at her. She looked back at me and smiled. I held up the remote so she could see it. She frowned, concerned, knowing what it could do to her.

I smiled, reassuringly and pushed the reward button. She twitched her shoulders and mouthed, "Thank you, Mistress."

I smiled benignly and lowered the remote.

The performance lasted an hour and when it was over, Mark strode back on the stage and thanked the girls, getting another round of applause for them. Then he thanked me and Master told me to stand and turn around. My applause didn't last as long as the girls, but it was just as loud. I sat down after a minute.

Then Mark thanked Master, by name for bringing Laura's Coffle to his club's event for their inaugural event and predicting that the troupe would soon be famous worldwide.  Master stood briefly and waved to the crowd. I wonder if he had any idea how true his prediction would be?

Mark announced that the next event wasn't up for an hour and Laura's Coffle would pose for pictures for those interested. The audience stirred and he told them to line up on the left side of the stage and pointed. Master's men formed them into a queue  and took the pictures on their phones, etc., if needed.

Isadora herded the girls close to each other and draped their coffle chain in front so it was very visible. The last picture was taken in a half hour and the girl's masters and mistresses went to them, took the coffle chains off, locked their hands behind them, and using their nose leashes, went out and mingled with the crowd as long as they wanted. Master sent me down to fetch Fiona. First I kissed her and told her how wonderful she was. She cuddled close to me and told me she had done it for me.  I loved her. I took her back to Master.

He stood up and I followed him. I didn't know how far he had set my electronic leash, or if it was even on. But I wanted to be with him anyway. I slipped my arm in his and held Fiona's leash with my other hand. We mingled. He looked at me and said, I turned on your lie detector. Tell the truth or, well, you know. Boy did I. But it was a good idea, so I turned on Fiona's lie detector and warned her.

We got just out of the rows of chairs before we were approached by the first person. We were thanked many times for the show. Both Fiona and I were asked about our slave status, whether our rings were real or costume, and many questions about what being a 24/7 slave meant. I was truthful, even when it was embarrassing. We also posed for quite a few photos, which Master sometimes took for the fans. Only two observant women asked about our controllers. The silver rings protruded slightly between our ass cheeks and weren't that obvious, but they were visible. A young woman with a leather collar asked, "Miss, is that a butt plug in your bottom?"

Boy. My answer had to be true or I'd get zapped. And it had to be what I thought was true. I said, "Yes it is."

She wasn't done, "Why do you wear it? Can I buy one like it?"

OK. "My Master makes me wear it. You can't buy one but if you join our club you will get one."

Persistently, "Why does he want you to wear it. You can take it out when he's not around, can't you?"

"It’s an electronic device. It lets him check up on me, punish me, reward me, and control where I go. It’s also an electronic leash. It locks, he has the key so I have to ask him to remove it when I need to go."

She thought about it and her man asked, "How can it reward you?"

"He can make me orgasm with it. Push a button and I come right then, wherever I am."

The girl asked, "And I have to join a club? Is it free?"

There's an initiation fee that covers the rings and the controller and yearly dues."

"I have to get a nose ring?"

"Yes, and nipple rings, but they don't show. If you're interested my Master will give you a card and you can look on our web site."

The man said, "I'll check it out" The girl just looked concerned.

Master also had business cards made for Laura's Coffle with a contact number. I had no pockets, so he had given a stack to all the girl's owners and the guards, as well as himself. He told everyone that he wanted to secure bookings and he's charged a fee based on the venue. He wanted the girls to be exposed at the right times and places. Of course the number on the card was a line in my office.


Chapter 26: Party

I saw Fiona was lagging. She had worked hard today and I asked Master, "Master, can we go to our room and left Fiona rest. She's getting tired."

He agreed and took us up to the suite. I let her use the toilet and cleaned and replaced her controller. I took her in the second bedroom and put a bottle of water on the nightstand. I set her controller to keep her in bed and told her so. I relocked her hands in front of her, locked her anklets together, and pulled the covers over her. She was asleep and breathing deeply before I turned out the lights.

Master turned off the news and we went out again. He left one of his men inside, guarding the  suite. It was dinnertime and we met Master Bill, Amber, Master Jason, and Jill in the dining room. The men wanted to talk business. so they let us girls kneel close together across the table from them and talk.

Amber was over the moon enthusiastic about the coffle and its performance. She had completely forgiven them for their past deeds and couldn't say enough good things about their appearance and dance, and behavior. Bottom line, she wanted to train her own version of Laura's Coffle for L.A.  I agreed it would be feasible and doable, if they could get someone like Isadora.   Amber wanted Isadora to come to L.A. to train her coffle. I didn't want to lose Isadora so I was resistant.

Jill was enthusiastic but didn't say anything about the details. Wise.

The Master's had much the same discussion, I gather, because they told us what they had decided. L.A. would have a version of Laura's Coffle. They would be a second team and billed as Laura's Coffle, too.  Amber would select the girls and send them to us where Isadora would train them while honing our girls and adding to the repertoire. Before the L.A. girls got up to speed, our team would perform in L.A. and I would handle the bookings.

Master explained this and asked, "Laura, do you see any difficulty with this arrangement?"

"Master, would Fiona have to go to L.A."

"Yes, but you and I will go with the team. I don't think this will be more often than once a month. You can keep her with you."

"Thank you, Master. No, I don't see any problem with this arrangement."

"Amber?"

"No, Master, no problem."

"Good. He turned to Master Bill, "See, they love it."

The food arrived and we rearranged our positions so the men could feed us. I saw many eyes watching us. Most looked amused, some interested and some downright wolfish.

After dinner we agreed to visit the party. Master got a small dinner for Fiona to go and we took it back up to the suite. I got her up and fed her then Master was ready to take us to the party too.  Master had left my hands free.  Fiona had her leash, of course, so I locked her hands behind her and led her around. I didn't want her to feel independent. It still gave me a kick to lead this pretty slave around on a leash. I felt unrealistically powerful. I didn't realize it would also make me a target.

In the center of the room Master Bill, Master Jason and Master Mark were Talking,  more seriously than I expected at a party. It was obviously business. A few feet away Jill and Amber were talking with a with a woman about my age wearing a red party dress and matching heels. Jill, Amber, Fiona, and I were the only women I saw who were naked and collared. This looked like a large dinner party except for us. The women were laughing and having a good time. Jill saw me and Fiona and said something. They all looked at me and got quiet. Their lips were smiling, but not their eyes. They were up to something and I was involved. I waved to them and followed Master, still leading Fiona. The men said hello and Master sent me to the women.

When I was close, Jill said, "Laura this is Anne, Mark's wife. Anne, this is Laura, Brad's slave we told you about and Fiona, her slave.

I said, "Pleased to meet you Anne."

Anne replied, "Hello, Laura. Your friends were telling me you were the inspiration behind the dance we saw today. Is this one of the dancers? I think I saw her dancing."

"Yes, Fiona is one of the dancers. I'm quite proud of all of them. Six months ago none of them were dancing."

"Six months? that's amazing. I would have guessed they had been dancing since they were children. How did you manage this?"

"Motivation. They became slaves just before they started dancing and they were highly motivated to succeed."

"Motivated? Were they whipped if they didn't perform? Anne had a wicked look on her face. I think she hoped the girls were whipped. I wonder if she knew how arousing a whip could be?

"No, they were whipped if they broke a rule, but usually I used a reward system. If they kept working hard and improving I had them given an orgasm."

"What do you mean, given and orgasm. Did you have a stud waiting for them to finish?"

"No, that might have worked, but even better we use their controllers to reward them as well as punish them."

"Controllers? A person?"

No, it’s the little device we all wear in our bottoms. You'd refer to it as a butt plug, but these are sophisticated electronic devices designed to control slave girls. Our masters have a remote they use to control us."

"That sounds awful. Big brother is finally here."

We don't think they're awful. They keep us out of trouble and give us wonderful orgasms. True, our masters control us with it, but, that's why we volunteered to be slaves. We can leave this life whenever we want, but the benefits far outweigh the penalties."

"What do the controllers do?"

Jill, Amber, and I extolled the virtues and talents of the devices. We talked about all the functions and described how women were now volunteering to wear them to maintain diets, cure alcoholism and drug dependency."

Anne said, "This device sounds like a panacea for all female ills that winds up enslaving its users to their partner. I like it. Can I get one?"

"if your partner agrees to help you. You will never get to operate the remote, only your partner. Plus you have to join one of the clubs to qualify. That means you'll get a nose ring like ours, too. It’s a trademark, if you will. Master, who makes the rules, wants every woman that has one to be a walking advertisement."

"But, I don't want a ring like yours."

"Talk to your partner. It may be worth it if it helps you fix a problem. You can always return the controller and have the ring removed later. But you won't Its more addictive than heroin or nicotine. It acts directly on your brain's pleasure center."

"Are you trying to scare me away from it?"

"Oh no. My controller is set to shock me if I tell a lie. I'm telling you the truth as I know it. It’s addictive, but so are many things and this addiction makes your devotion to your partner stronger and gives you much happiness without the medical problems of the addictive drugs."

"OK, I'll talk to Mark about it, but now, tell me about Fiona. How can you, as a slave, have you own slave?"

"It’s complicated, suffice it to say Fiona submitted to me and I accepted her service. She also submitted to Brad Hancock, now both our Masters. Then I put her in the coffle dance program with ten other girls and used the controllers. mostly to motivate them. All the other dancers have Masters or Mistresses, too. When Master is present, we are both his."

"OK. Another question, would you let Fiona dance for us now? This party needs some excitement."

"Sure, do you have  a way to play music? Master has their music on his phone. None of us slaves are allowed to have phones or computers. They think we're easier to handle if we're ignorant."

"I think so, wait here and I'll ask Mark." She walked over to the men.  They talked a lot longer than needed for the request. I wondered what was happening.

She came back as Master Mark and Master walked away. Master Bill and Master Jason stood where they were and looked at us. Anne said, “They agreed and Mark and Bradley went to get the music started. Why don't you get Fiona ready and she can dance when the music starts.”?

I turned to Fi and clipped the end of her leash to her collar, turned her around and unlocked her hands. I walked her to the middle of the room and Anne helped move the partygoers ten feet or so away from Fi. She stood there, feet together, hands at her side, waiting. Then the music started, the Irish step dance music. She waited, motionless for a few seconds until her cue sounded, then her feet were a blur. As she danced the crowd gathered around her and many people started clapping with the music. Fi smiled throughout the dance. It was clear she enjoyed performing

When the dance finished, Master stopped the music, and the crowd cheered and applauded loudly. There were calls of "Encore." Master walked up to Fi, who had frozen at attention when the dance was over. He kissed her and she melted into his arms. I felt a pang of jealousy surge through me, but it died quickly. She had earned. I wondered if I should ask to get more dance lessons. I could do a passable belly dance, but nothing like Fi.

Master broke the kiss and said to Fi, "Stand," and Fi crossed her arms behind her, arched her back, thrust her breasts forward as only a belly dancer can spread her legs until her hobble was tight. and held her head erect. She was beautiful and proud of it. The only pride a slave was allowed.

Master turned to face the crowd. Thank you all for allowing my girls to dance for you. Fiona is my slave and she, as well as the rest of the group enjoy performing almost as much as sex."

The crowd laughed. Fi blushed.

"The girls you saw today only became dancers and worked hard enough to become good at it because of the vision of another slave. Laura is mine also and the force behind this troupe, the girls came up with their name, "Laura's Coffle," because they knew who was responsible for making them excellent. Laura doesn't share the limelight with the girls, so I would like all of you to help me reward her."

Oh no. What was he doing. I didn't need any reward. I was a slave. I just obeyed him. He waved me over and I trotted to him a wary smile on my face..

He continued, "As my slave, Laura owns nothing and is a good girl. I usually reward her with a sweet or sex.  I don't have a sweet with me, so I'd like to reward her with great sex. Will you help me reward her?"

Many voices yelled, "Yes."

He looked disappointed, "I can't hear you."

The crowd replied with a shouted, YES," that shook the windows.

He said, "Great," and my "Friends" came over. Jill, Amber, Anne and Fiona. Amber pulled my hands behind me and locked my wrists together. I looked at Master, wonderingly.

He smiled and said, "Relax and enjoy the ride, Love."

He called me "Love." It was the first time. My mind wrapped itself around that word and spun and spun. "Love."

Jill put a wide leather blindfold on me and buckled it tight. I was suddenly in Stygian blackness. Not a bit of light reached my eyes. Many gentle hands walked me a few feet and someone took my ankle chain off, pulled my feet far apart, and put a spreader bar on me. I heard a rattle of chain and it was fastened to my wrists. They were pulled up and I was forced to bend forward until my body was doubled over.. I tried to lift my feet to relieve the tension on my arms, but they wouldn't budge. This was my reward? In front of a room full of strangers? I was too worried about what they would do to my helpless body to be embarrassed. I'm sure that would come along shortly.

Master said, in a loud voice, "Laura, has learned there is no real difference between pleasure and pain. She will become aroused from a spanking or whipping if it’s not too hard. Anne, would you like to try to make Laura climax with a whip?"

Anne replied, "I' would relish the opportunity."

Well, I knew what was coming. I hoped she was good enough. I hadn't climaxed in many hours. My body trembled in anticipation. I guess I didn't care who saw me.

Anne had never used a whip in her life and never had even imagined that she would, but as she sent her whip searing across Laura's tanned bottom, her eyes glittered with a feral pleasure she had never known she was capable of feeling. The pinioned girl squealed and hurled herself forward as blazing heat blossomed in her flesh, but her instinctive flight gave her no escape as the chain to her wrists dragged her back into position, her swaying bottom presenting an irresistible target. The yelp of pain and Laura's futile reaction aroused her in a way she had never known.

The pain erupted in my ass as a  hot, burning stripe across both cheeks. I jumped and yelped when it landed. Surprised at the force Anne had used. Didn't she know how to please a woman? That was a punishment blow.

For a brief moment Anne hesitated, suffused with pleasure, astonished at her own unsuspected sadism, but then she reminded herself that Laura was a pleasure slave for whom pain swiftly became pleasure. The brilliant red line the whip had drawn across the strained flesh was a joy to behold. It had sprung into being almost before the whip had flown by. Anne had to touch it, feel its convex ridge, its angry, hot red on top, fading to pink on the flat skin surrounding it, fading entirely in less than a half inch.

A warm hand rubbed my ass, soothingly, friendly. It smothered the flames and pushed the warmth deep inside me, heating my belly. It lingered moments and I couldn't restrain a wiggle of my ass, trying hard to push against the hand.

It slipped away and another line of fire crossed my ass, below the first. It was hot, so damned hot. The fire ran through me, forcing a soft scream out of me as if flared into my belly. A hand lay on my ass again, but it didn't soothe me this time. It slid between my spread thighs and caressed my labia lips. gently but so arousing. The heat in my belly turned into an inferno. Then a hand cupped each of my breasts and tugged on my rings. God, I was so aroused. My nipples ached and my sex was wet. The flaming heat in my ass was driving me to an orgasm. I thrust my sex into the hand, hoping it would stroke harder, but it faded away, frustratingly. "Harder dammit," I thought. My sex lips flared open and cold air rushed into my most private place.

I wriggled my hips in hopes she would take the hint. I was inviting her. I moaned, " fingers, please."

A gale of laughter and cheers surrounded mer. I didn't care. I needed to orgasm so badly. I wanted her to finger fuck me. But no, the fingers drifted away and I moaned in frustration. Then another stripe of whip flared white hot on my ass. I screamed and involuntarily lunged forward again and felt helpless need and hope as the chain on my wrists pulled me back to my tormentor. I heard more laughter as I dangled in desperate need.

The clever, sensuous fingers again stroked my ass, then descended into my loins. They were my friends, pregnant with promise of release. I felt the love juices running down my legs and the trembling in my belly. I was so close, in delicious agony. Unspeakable pleasure was within reach. I wiggled my butt in hope and the fingers thrust deep into my pussy, impaling me and flinging me over the edge into pleasure. The roiling cauldron in my belly erupted and filled my love canal with my love juices, pushing me into beautiful oblivion.  I woke in Master's arms, happy to be back and happy to have gone.

"Enjoyed your reward more than I expected, Love."

"Yes, Master. Thank you. Did everyone else enjoy it too?"

"Most certainly. Several people offered to buy you for truly ridiculous sums. I had to be most firm that you were not for sale. You were most impressive."

I looked around as best I could from my cradled position. "Where's Anne, Master. I'd like to thank her."

"Gone for a while. I gave Mark a controller and a remote. I gave him a manual, too. When she asked how you learned to orgasm to the whip, I told her it was due to the controller. She wanted to try it."

"Master, with all respect, I think you lied to her."

"Not at all. Once it’s in her, Mark told me he'll spend more time with her and see that she experiences all the joy she deserves. She's been a little bored lately. He intends to fix that. He has a tentative appointment in two weeks to bring her to the plant and have her ringed. He's in love with your rings. You and the other girls are hard to resist."

He set me down and I was surprised to see Fi standing behind him. Master handed me her leash and said, "Take Fiona to the bath and have her clean you up."

"Yes, Master. I took her leash and we walked toward the door. "Fi, did you help give me the orgasm?"

"No Mistress, Master held my leash all the time. You didn't need any more help. Jill and Amber were already helping."

In the hall, one of Master's men escorted us to a small family bath, checked it and waited outside for us. I freed Fi's hands and she cleaned my loins and legs. It was pleasant having a lady's maid. I can see why that was popular in more elegant times. While she was working on me she told me about what she saw when I was blindfolded. She said there was a lot of lust in the air, much fondling and whispered conversations between couples. Several couples left before I had orgasmed, intent on each other.

"He had a drink in his hand and was talking to a couple I had not seen before.  I led Fi up beside Master.

He said, "Laura, this is Dr. Brian Hopper and his sister, Sally, this is Laura and Fiona, my slaves."

Dr. Hopper said, "Pleased to meet you, Laura, Fiona. I enjoyed your performances, both of them."

I blushed and said, "Thank you Dr., I have to admit I did not have to work to learn mine while Fiona worked very hard to learn hers."

Sally said, "Pleased to meet you Laura, Fiona.  If I may ask, why is Fiona leashed? Has she been bad?"

Master explained, " Fiona is Laura's slave as well as mine.

"How interesting, you let your slave have a slave? Isn't that unusual?"

"I suppose so, but when I'm present, they are both mine. It works."

"Isn't Fiona one of the dancers?"

Yes, did you watch them?"

"Of course, they were good, much better entertainment than we usually get at club events, and such a novel approach. They must practice a lot."

"Every day and for most of the day. They've only been together for six months. I'm quite proud of them."

"Are they all yours?"

"No, only Fiona."

How did you get such pretty, talented girls to agree to spend so much time training?"

"They're all 24/7 slaves and they all have masters and mistresses that work for me. It wasn't hard. Besides, active training is a good way to avoid boredom, the curse of most full time slaves. You can only keep them in a cage so long before they lose it."

"They're kept in cages?"

"A figure of speech. No, they all have loving masters and mistresses to entertain at home. It’s likely some of them have cages for when they're bad, I have one for Fiona and Laura, but they don't spend much time there."

"Can I speak to them?"

"Certainly. Girls, remember only the truth. Would you like to be alone with them?"

Sally said, thoughtfully, "Yes that would be nice, come with me." She turned away and walked toward an unoccupied table and chairs.

Master waved me on so I followed her, she sat in a chair and Fiona and I knelt close to her. She quickly said, "No, no, you can use the chairs girls."

I replied, "Mistress, with all respect, our Master forbids us from using furniture unless he specifically orders us. We'll be punished if we violate his rules. Besides, hard chairs like these are uncomfortable when we're wearing our controllers."

"All right, but what controllers. Show me."

I stood up, turned around, and bent over.

"I see. You could take them out if you wanted to sit, I suppose."

"Mistress, no. They're locked in us and only our Master has the key."

"Really?  And you agreed to this?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Well, OK. I'm curious, what made you agree to a 24/7 lifestyle?"

"Mistress, I was very unhappy and depressed before. I was unable to orgasm and thought something was wrong with me. My Master discovered how to give me an orgasm and he is a wonderful man, so I asked to be his slave. Now I have two, three, or more orgasms a day and I'm ecstatic. I don't want to be anywhere but under his control. And he's enabled me to do some good things for other people, too, like forming this dance group."

She turned to Fiona and asked, "How about you?"

Fiona answered, "The same Mistress. I was unhappy and a pretty bad person. Master and Mistress found me and showed me how life could be. Now I'm quite happy to be Mistress Laura's slave, and proud too."

"Good. Girls, you're both 24/7 slaves so I suppose you have to obey any free person, right?"

I answered for both of us, "Yes, Mistress so long as the order doesn't conflict with my Master's orders."

"And you enjoy being subjugated, correct?"

I answered, "Yes, Mistress."

Sally said, "My brother and I are both Doms. I like subjugating women, so We're going to do a scene for all these friendly people. I want you to make love to each other here on the floor until you both come. 69 style. Fiona, you're her slave so you get on the bottom."

I had just had a stupendous orgasm and wasn't sure I could manage another, but I was  really good at faking one. Besides, it was an order. "Mistress, I can only orgasm if I'm tightly bound. That's what Master discovered.  If you would lock my hands together, that might be enough."

"I don't have a lock."

"Mistress, I can get one from Master, if he approves." I surely wanted him to disapprove and protect me from this woman.

She said, alright, go ask him and see if he has any suggestions."

"Yes, Mistress. Fiona, stay." I dropped her leash and stood up. I walked to Master and told her what Mistress Sally wanted.

He just smiled and handed me a lock and a small ball of quarter inch cotton cord. Ask her to bind your elbows. That should be enough." Damn. he was going to let her make us orgasm in front of this crowd of strangers. Dame. I smiled, mostly for Dr. Hopper's benefit and said, "Yes, Master. Thank you."

I took them back and handed them to Mistress Sally. I said, "Mistress, I'd like to get us in the mood before we start. We do much better when we're warmed up."

"Go ahead, get warm. This should be interesting too."

"Stand up, Fiona." She obeyed. My hands weren't locked yet so I embraced her and pulled her into a kiss. She responded perfectly and I felt her snuggling into me. I broke the kiss and lifted her left breast. I took the nipple into my mouth, ring too, and sucked it into pebbly hardness. A soft moan burst from her. I did her other breast and used my finger to stroke her labia. When she was moaning steadily and rubbing against my hand, I lowered my other hand to my pussy and started frigging myself. It didn't take long before I had both of us aroused.

My eyes had closed as I worked on us. I popped them open when Mistress Sally said, "OK. You're warm. Get on the floor. I was surprised to see a small crowd surrounded us  I backed up from Fiona and said, "Fiona, on your back."

The crowd cheered us on and offered to help in so many useless ways. I didn't want a crowd, but I had no choice, as usual.

Fiona didn't seem to mind the crowd at all, she just said, "Yes, Mistress," knelt and leaned back on her locked hands and lowered herself down on her back,  shifted her hands to the small of her back, and spread her knees apart. Mistress Anne locked my hands together behind me then wrapped the cord around my elbows and pulled them together. She wrapped the cord around my arms several times before tying it. Lots of people, including Master and Dr. Hopper were watching our show.  Jill, Jason, Amber, and Bill were also there. Nice to have friends, not.

Several men had coiled whips as part of their Dom costumes and Sally called on them to spur our action. Then she said, "Girls, get going," then, "Mount her, Laura."

"Yes, Mistress." I lowered myself to my knees and slowly lowered my sex onto her face. Her tongue licked at my sex lips hard and she started noisily sucking and licking me, slurping and snorting. The crowd cheered and I flamed scarlet as Fiona publicly enjoyed me. I felt the heat rising in my belly. I didn't think I could climax again, but my body didn't agree. I was already hot. I paused, her eager tongue kicking my arousal into wonderful agony.

Someone laid a burning stripe on my ass and Sally ordered, "Get down, bitch." I lowered my face toward her sex and lay my mouth on her sex lips.

I kissed her sex, then lapped at her lips with my tongue. I moved down and slid my face between her legs. Fiona spread her legs wide for me...with my mouth wide open, I buried my face in her honey-sweet pussy and fucked her with my tongue, marveling at the glorious torment in my sex as I tried to make it happen to my slave, too. She was silenced by my sex on her mouth, but I felt her writhing beneath me. It was easier for me since my knees were on the floor beside Fi.

I shifted my pussy back and forth, up and down as she sucked and licked me into high arousal.  She I smothered my pussy with deep kisses, purring into me with each one. "Oooooooooo...my my my...I DO love your pretty pussy, Mistress, Fi. loves your pussy...and I'm going to have it!"


Wow...did she ever... 

She sucked my clit into her mouth and nibbled and sucked hard, I climaxed with a squeal and stiffened as my belly spasmed over and over, send floods of my love juice into her.

The flaring heat on my ass snapped me back and my weight still pinned Fi under  me. I squealed happily! I dove face-first into her pussy and fucking devoured her, noisily eating her while holding her down...she writhed and squealed crazily and came for me immediately, feeding me all my cum and screaming like hell the whole time!

I swallowed every drop of her down my throat...my orgasm stopped, but she continued as I kept her pinned under me and greedily sucked her dry.  ravaging her pussy with my hot mouth...tongue-fucking, hard licking and sucking! Her body shuddered uncontrollably and she came again, sending MORE hot juice into her pussy for me to slurp into myself.

I wanted to continue, to feel Fi submitting under me, sucking up her sweet, sweet juices. The searing pain on my ass brought me back to reality. Sally was laughing, saying, "Enough, Laura, enough." I stilled and strong hands grabbed my arms and lifted me off Fi.

Fi looked up at me, grinned up at me and said, "Back to the bath, Mistress." I laughed too and Master said, "I like to see my girls getting along so well. Fi is right, back to the bath with you." He untied my arms and released my hands. He lifted Fi up and stood her on her feet.

I shakily took hold of her leash, "Yes, Master. Be right back." We went to the same bathroom, with the same escort. I released Fi's hands and she started running hot water. I put my hands on her shoulders and said, "Turn off the water, Fi." She obeyed and turned to face me.

"Fi, you were fantastic. I'm so glad you're here."

She said, "Mistress, I'm glad I'm here too. I enjoyed our session just now. Can we do that again?"

"Of course." Then we kissed and rubbed our bodies against each other. I was still aroused and the feel of her breasts on mine was so erotic. I broke the kiss and said, "Not now, Master's waiting. Soon."

\We cleaned each other off and when we finished, Fi turned her back to me and put her hands behind her, "Would you do my hands, Mistress." My heart did flip in my chest. I said, "With pleasure, Fi," and locked them together. I took her leash and led her back to the party.

I looked for Master and found him fifty feet away, surrounded by a loose ring of people. He was talking to a man. I couldn't see his face. Master saw us and waved us to come over. As I threaded our way through the people I saw a naked woman with brown hair was kneeling beside the man. Her hands were cuffed behind her and there was a leather collar on her neck. The man was holding a leash . I came closer and saw she was slender and her finger and toenails were painted light blue, like Anne's had been. We got close and it was Anne. She saw me and smiled but didn't say anything.

Master said, "Welcome back, girls. You had quite  effect on Anne. She tried a controller and Mark gave her an orgasm. She's decided it’s time for a lifestyle change."

Master Mark said, "Four."

Master repeated, "Four?"

""That's how many orgasms she had before deciding she wanted to be my slave.  Not one. Isn't that correct Anne?"

"Yes, Master, four orgasms for my freedom. A good deal, I think."

Master said, Anne's coming on Wednesday for her rings and collar. She wanted to do it quickly."

I said, "That's wonderful, Anne."

She blushed and grinned, "I think so, too."

I turned to Master Mark and asked, "Master, may Anne spend some time with us. We have a lot to talk about and we have some wonderful classes she can try. She'll learn to be a better slave girl and pony girl, and some dances."

Master said, "Mark has agreed to stay a week so Anne's piercings can heal some and so they both can go to some classes."

I'm afraid I gushed, "Anne, we'll have such a good time. I have lots of time available this week too.


Chapter 27: Next

On Monday I arrived at my office to find a stack of messages. Surprised I thumbed through them. They were requests for interviews from newspapers, radio talk shows and television talk shows. I knew what had brought this on. I took them in to Master and waved them , "Master, these are requests for interviews from newspapers, radio and television. Did you arrange this?"

He smiled, "Yes, I must confess. I had a video shot of the dancers and put it on the internet with your name and phone for more information. It’s gone viral, come around here.”

I walked around the desk and saw my dancers doing a belly dance.  They were striking.

He pointed to a number below the video. He said it’s been viewed over fifty million times in a single day. You've gone viral.

"But, but, Master, why. We're not ready."

"Laura, more exposure means more interest. Look at the requests you're holding. The media will tell millions, no, billions of people what you can do. Millions of women can benefit from the controller. Now you have an international audience to spread the word.

"But, Master, what should I do with all these requests?"

"Get Natalie to help you find the most influential shows and go on them. Limit yourself to a couple a week. Spread yourself around judiciously and practice. I've asked Bill to loan us Amber for a couple of days since she's been thorough this with her coffles in L.A. She'll be here in a few hours.  Rehearse with her, Natalie, Emily, Fiona, and Suzy. Get ready for all the hard questions you can expect.

God. I really don't want to do this. I want to sit in my office or pull his cart with a bit in my mouth. "Yes, Master. Anything else?"

"One more thing, nothing to do now, but Bill and I are thinking of trying the controller on some women now in prison for drug offenses. We'll be working with some of the penal agencies and institutions to arrange a pilot project. It’s just another untapped market we may be able to help.

Rats. I just wanted to be a slave girl. I don't want any responsibilities. I needed to get some backbone and stand up to Master. He. Who was I kidding. I was a natural slave. "Yes, Master. Tell me when I need to do something. "Thank you, Master." I went out and stopped at Natalie's desk. "We have some work to do."

The End
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