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Orgasm. :intense or paroxysmal excitement; especially : the rapid pleasurable release of neuromuscular tensions at the height of sexual arousal that is usually accompanied by the ejaculation of semen in the male and by vaginal contractions in the female.


Chapter 1: Tip

“Now? I'm just another female faking orgasms to make a man not feel so inadequate.” 
― Jess C. Scott, Kylie

I stared out the window of my second floor walk-up at my car. Shiny and clean on this side. The '96 Audi was the story of my life: twenty six years old, well used but serviceable. It was silver with one green fender. In car-conscious L.A. everyone's story was read from their car.  I hated it, but I could afford it and it fit my life perfectly. Once exciting and pregnant with possibility, now damaged but still running, my name is Laura Billings. I came to LA to be an actress and got a lot of experience in the food service industry. I had been a stringer for an LA gossip magazine and was now a regular stripper. I had won beauty and talent competitions in high school, starred in stage productions, graduated with honors in journalism from college, and was stuck in a city with too many pretty bodies. Perhaps I had set my standards too high, but I wasn't going to sleep my way to the top. I had my pride, I did.

It was late afternoon and still hot as blazes. It was time to see if Carlos had a spot for me tonight. I dialed his number from memory.

"Yeah." He sounded sated, disinterested in who was calling."

"Hi, its Laura. Got a place for me tonight?"

"Hi, Honey. Yeah. eleven to two. OK?

"OK. I'll be there at ten thirty. Cash?"

"Cash." He hung up. So did I.

I still had five hours to kill so I put on a two piece,  slathered on sun block, collected some fashion magazines and went down to the pool. It was hot and the apartment's children were playing in the water.  Several moms lounged around the pool gossiping and watching the kids. I sat as far away from them as I could. I wasn't friends with any of them and we usually ignored each other. They knew I was unattached and viewed me as a threat. I would have been too, if any of their men were interesting.

I knew the affect I had on men. I still had my beauty queen looks and runway smile.  But they were safe. I wasn't interested in married men or losers and that pretty well described all the ones who lived here. Not that I was some sort of stuck up prude. I was excited by studs, but the excitement always died with sex. Deep down I feared something was wrong with me. I had never had an orgasm. I had faked every one when I was with a guy. He'd get me excited, but my body wouldn't play along. I always had to use a lubricant . My body just didn't seem to think I was having intercourse. So I faked it just to salve the guy's feelings. I never had another date after trying sex. They seemed to enjoy it and called me but I never got with a guy after a failure. And my dates were always failures. Always hopeful, I'd try again after a few months. My few girlfriends were always finding 'The Perfect Guy  for me. So far with no success Sometimes I thought I should go out more, take more chances, but I didn't like the singles bars or the LA dating scene.  I was still hoping I'd find someone who'd really turn me on. Looking for true love, I guess.

I settled down to bake and thumbed through the magazines looking for beauty tips and tidbits I might follow up on about celebrities. I studied all the photos of men and women at fancy balls, galas, and charity functions.  I have an excellent memory and I wanted to be able to recognize fame when I saw it.

I found an article on nose decorations. Piercings had been around for a long time. One of the big names had produced clip on ornaments for the septum. Some were quite elaborate, dropping down below the girl's lips. A few below her chin. Looked awkward.  But I thought the idea might be useful for me so I decided to look at some.

I felt eye tracks on my cleavage. I looked up behind my dark glasses and found the manager's son, a strapping lad of sixteen staring at me while he pretended to sweep the walks. "Good," I thought. "Still got it."

I was getting too hot so I packed up my things and went back to my room. I felt his hot gaze on me all the way to my door. I showered and made a light dinner. Still three hours to go. I had to get ready to leave in a half hour. I was bored and cleaned up around the apartment. I had used up all the chores I could think of when my phone chirped.

The caller ID said it was Jill, my closest friend in LA.  I answered, "Hey, Jill."

"Hey, Laura. Are you busy tomorrow night?"

An instant image of her naked, tied in a spread eagle on a bed in the Dungeon sprang into my mind. A remnant from our last visit there. "Why, Jill? Feeling needy again?"

She snickered, "No, silly, well, maybe, but that's not why I called. Honest, are you free tomorrow?"

"I could be, If it’s fun. What's up?"

"I've lined up a great double date for us. Rich, sophisticated, in town for a couple of days. They want escorts to an event. They're young, rich studs and unmarried. Three thousand for each of us and no sex required. I showed them a picture of the two of us. How about it?"

"Not that one from the Dungeon?"

"No, the vanilla one from the beach. Three weeks ago. On my phone?"

"OK, But escorts? Really? Boy are you naive. How did you meet them?"

"No. It’s not like that. My brother does business with them and he knows them. They just need some nice looking girls who can carry on a conversation and not embarrass them at this charity thing. He'll be there too.  All we have to do is go to the event at the Four Seasons with them and have dinner while they accept an award. Easy and honorable and we get to mix with the society folks."

"OK. It sounds better. How does it work?"

"They want to meet us for breakfast. Nine a.m. at the Beverly Wilshire. If they like us, we'll make arrangement to go to the event."

"I don't have a gown for something like that. And it'll cost a fortune."

"I don't think that'll be a problem. Billy says they shit money. If they like us we'll just tell them they need to get us dressed appropriately. Didn't you watch "Pretty Woman?" Only this time there's two of us."

"Yeah. Right. Well I guess we can meet them and see what happens. I'll pick you up at eight tomorrow."

"Great. Thanks." We both hung up. A double date. A blind double date arranged by a friend's brother. Oh well, at least I'd get into a fancy event. Maybe I can do a piece on it.

It was time to get ready for my gig. I showered and shaved my legs, armpits and bush, then psyched myself up for the gig. The needier I felt the better my tips. I guess it showed somehow, but I never saw it, just felt it. I locked the handcuffs on my wrists, just snug and masturbated on the bed. I didn't want to come, well, yes I did, but if I climaxed it would reduce my "look" and my tips. So I just got close and stopped. I left the cuffs on while I did my face, a little heavier than normal. The bright lights demanded it if I didn't want to look like a ghost. I only took them off when I needed to get dressed. I rummaged through my underwear drawer and found my red lace bra and matching G-string. I had considered getting a bra with a front closure, but the girls had talked me out of it. They said the awkward moment when we reached behind us, up high was a sure money maker. The men loved to watch us do it.

I examined myself in the mirror. I really liked the way I looked. Those thrice weekly sessions at the gym and yoga class really paid off.  I don't think I could stand it if I got fat and stiff. Narcissistic, I know, but at least I wasn't bulimic.  I thought I was hot stuff and perfect now. I knew that was why Carlos always had a place for me when I needed dough.

I brushed my hair until it shone and threw on a t-shirt and shorts. It didn't matter what I covered my working clothes with and it was still eighty outside. I got almost the last parking spot in Carlos' lot. A good crowd tonight. I went to the back door and Tiny let me in. Tiny was big. A former pro wrestler he quieted a crowd just by entering the room.  He was protective and nice to all the girls and loved to see how far he could throw the occasional troublemaker.

Inside it was the usual strip joint. A large, well lit, rectangular stage raised three feet above the floor with a brass pole at either end. We would go on stage and do a number that lasted one song then switch off. When I got there I looked at the costume rack and selected what I would wear for my numbers. I had three hours to work and I saw five other girls in the dressing room. One was on now so there were seven of us. Normal for a Friday. So I'd be on stage for three or four times. I chose a schoolgirl, policewoman, stewardess, and a slinky gown. Then I made my play list and gave it to Suzy, our costumer, for the DJ.  I still had twenty minutes so I gave myself some rosy cheeks, donned the schoolgirl costume, my "stripper" sandals, and went out on the floor. When we weren't on stage or getting ready we served drinks and trolled for lap dances. The rule was no touching, but the closer we got the better the tips.

I greeted Carlos and Sammy the bartender. Carl "The Hammer" was the inside bouncer tonight. Another mountain of muscle. We never had much trouble in here. Not just because of the muscle. Carlos' place was two blocks from the precinct house and we always had a dozen or more off duty cops relaxing after their shift. Carlos greeted every cop by name and knew their wives and kids’ names. He gave them free drinks on their birthdays and made them feel welcome. Best protection in the world.

I worked the floor for a few minutes. Business was booming. More of the customers than usual were wearing suits. Must be a convention in town. I made fifty bucks in tips in ten minutes!. Then it was my turn on stage. I had chosen "Dangerous" for my school girl number. It’s about the baddest woman in the room and makes me feel like a star when I'm grinding away at the pole. It also leaves me in a deliciously licentious mood when I'm done.

Carlos' poles are spinners, they rotate on ball bearings so the pole rotates, not the girls. We kick off and start the pole spinning then we do our routine. Personally, I like a slow spin. It’s easier for me to concentrate on my vertical moves. Before I go on I apply a light dusting of resin to my hands and legs so I have better control of my fiction on the pole.

Besides my skimpy costume I use a small pink balloon in my routine. I start out holding it in my hands and as I do my first inversion on the pole, I transfer it to my mouth and hold it while I rotate and go inverted. I transition to a hard grip where my feet are spread wide above and below my body and I sandwich the pole between my ankles and the back of my shoulders. My hands are free but I can only hold it a few seconds. Then I climb to the top, upside down and do a series of reversals down the pole.  An easy dismount and my skirt and top slither off me to my obvious surprise. Then I strut and prance around the stage, slowly passing in front of all the admirers and coming close enough they can stuff bills into my bra and G-string. I don't touch the money unless it falls out. After my first dance I had collected over a thousand dollars. Some of the well-heeled guys were lining my undies with hundred dollar bills. I was careful to remember the faces of those generous souls. Between dances I'd see if any of them were interested in a lap dance.

After my first number I slipped on a translucent robe and worked the floor. I saw three detectives I knew staring hard at a laptop screen. I was curious because usually the cops avidly watched the dancers. I sauntered over and said, "Hi Marty, Will, Sammy. Need anything?"

Marty was the senior detective and replied, "Hi, Laura. I need a beer."

Sammy said, "Me too."

Will said, "I'm good, Laura. Later."

"OK. Be right back."  I got the beers and brought them back. "What's so interesting, guys?"

Marty said, "There's a new guy in town. Hasn't done anything we know about. The Federales asked us to keep an eye out for him. They think he's a senior Medellin Cartel honcho, but not certain. Take a look."

He turned the screen toward me. I saw a handsome Latino walking across a hotel lobby. I said, “Never saw him before. I'll let you know if he comes in."

"OK. Thanks, Honey," said Marty.

I got on two more times and did four lap dances. It was a good evening for all of the girls. I made just over three thousand in tips and hurried home when I was done. I had to get up earlier than usual to pick up Jill. I fell asleep dreaming of a stud who'd give me an orgasm. Foolish. I didn't even know what an orgasm felt like. I knew it was the ultimate in pleasure. I knew that all my friends craved them. I wish I could have one. History told me to look for something else in a guy. Security, excitement, fine living, travel. But I was an eternal optimist and I really hoped to have an orgasm.

It was another scorcher so I wore a yellow sundress and sandals. Jill was dressed similarly and we made it to the hotel a couple of minutes early. I tossed my keys to the valet and we strode in confidently. We had just got through the sliding doors when Jill said, "There they are and steered me slightly left toward a seating area. I saw two men look at us and stand up. They were gorgeous. Tall, dark haired, athletic and enough alike they could be brothers. They both wore expensive suits and ties and polished western boots?

The slightly smaller one took Jill's hand, shook it , and said, "Good morning Ms. Laughlin. You look lovely."

The taller one took my hand and, surprising me, lifted it to his face, brushed his lips across it and said, "You must be Ms. Billings. I'm Brad Hancock and this is my brother, Jason. I'm very glad you agreed to help us. Your photo did not do you justice. You are lovely."

I felt myself flush. I liked this man already. I looked him directly in the eye and smiled. "Thank you and I'm pleased to meet you, too,  Mr. Hancock."

"Please call  me Brad."

"All right, Brad. I'm Laura."

Jason said, "And I'm Jason, I have a room reserved for breakfast so we can talk privately. Please follow me."

He led us to a small dining room where the table was already set for four. The men were gentlemen and seated us. We made polite conversation until the wait staff had left.

Brad said, "Laura, Jill, Jason and I are businessmen from Arizona. Our businesses have prospered and we are able to help many immigrants come to the US and become citizens. It’s not only a worthy humanitarian effort but it’s also good business.  We need reliable employees, so we make the extra effort. As a result, a coalition of immigrant organizations asked us to come here and receive an award for our work. Its good business for them too since they can use our example to show Americans how this can be a win-win situation. So, since neither of us are married and it’s a white-tie affair, we would like you to accompany us to the gala tonight."

I faced Brad and made eye contact. I lifted my hand and played with my hair. I smiled, "Why do you need escorts, Brad. They just want you?"

"This is not the first such event we have gone to. When we go alone to such events we are mobbed by desperate females trying to get us into their beds. The curse of too much money, I suppose. The presence of two such attractive women will let us relax and enjoy the evening."

I nodded as he spoke and said, "So, Jill and I are insect repellent?"

Both the men laughed and Jason said, "No, no. We can survive exposure without any aid, but we would much rather enjoy ourselves with you than spend our time rejecting advances."

Jill spoke up, "Guys, we're both flattered by your attention, but we aren't professional escorts and we don't have the clothing required for a gala. I don't see how we can help you."

Brad replied, "Ladies, if you would like to go with us tonight, we will ensure your readiness. We guarantee you will shine like stars at the ball. Every man there will envy Jason and I and  every female will hate you."

Jill and I looked at each other and Jill nodded. I looked into Brad's eyes and said, "In that case, we would be delighted to accompany you. Now tell us, what do you do in Arizona?"

We lingered and got to know each other better. We paired up, Brad and I and Jason with Jill. We moved our chairs close together and found out what we liked and disliked. Brad was very easy on the eyes and I smiled at him all the time. I lay my hand gently and briefly on Brad's arm as we talked. Soon his hand was holding mine. Good progress. Movies, books, recreational activities, history.

When I got up to go to the restroom, I lightly lay my arm on his back when I rose and when I returned. We talked for a little while that somehow turned into two hours.

Brad looked at a watch and said, "We need to get busy now. Let's go."

We left the dining room and a thirtyish woman,  attractive and professionally dressed met us outside the door, obviously waiting for us. She asked, "Are you ready Mr. Hancock?"

Brad replied, “Yes," and turned to Jill and me. He said, "Ladies, this is Ms. Anglin. She will get you ready for tonight. We leave you in her capable hands."

I wanted to tease him a little so I asked, "Tired of us already? Or does going clothes shopping make you itch?"

Brad smiled and said, Well I might feel a touch out of place with you. But I'll be thinking of you."

She said, "Hello. Call me Ruth, and I'm going to be helping you today. We need to hurry now. Please come with me."

I stepped close to Brad, gave him a peck on the cheek, and said "I'm looking forward to this evening."

He said , "Me too."


Chapter 2: Gala

"The pleasure of living and the pleasure of the orgasm are identical. Extreme orgasm anxiety forms the basis of the general fear of life." 

Wilhelm Reich

Ruth led us out to the driveway and a waiting Lincoln Town Car. The driver opened the door for us then got in front. Ruth said, "Canali, George.
 

Yes, Ma'am." and started the car.

I asked, "What's the agenda, Ruth."

She replied, Clothes first, then shoes, then the beauty salon. We'll be back to the hotel by five, I think."

"That's a lot of shopping and money. How much are you authorized to spend?"

"Mr. Hancock was very clear. He said, 'Whatever you want.' He's doesn't believe in half measures."

"I see." I looked at Jill and she smiled back.

We stopped in front of a white stone and glass edifice. George let us out then gave the keys to a valet. He followed us into the store. Ruth was greeted effusively by a woman about her age wearing an expensive pantsuit and a colorful scarf.  Then Ruth half-turned to us and said, this is Laura and Jill. They are going to be attending a white tie gala tonight and you need to dress them, everything."

The woman said, "Hello, I'm Ann. Will there be a more intimate gathering after the gala?

I knew what she meant, but before Jill or I could speak, Ruth said, "I think we should allow for any possibility, Ann."

Ann smiled and said, 'Prudent, Ruth. I have a model that's perfect for both of them. If you'll go to the showing room, I'll select some options and have refreshments sent in."

She hurried off through a door. Ruth led us through another door to a cluster of chairs. Before we were seated a young woman brought in champagne and orange juice on a serving tray and set it on a table beside us. She asked, "Would you like any pastries or coffee?"

We shook our heads no and she left.

It was a delightful way to spend the day. We selected deliciously erotic lingerie and designer gowns that showed more skin than at a Cannes opening. After seeing dozens of choices -we decided. Actually Ruth decided and we concurred. My gown was a medium blue and diaphanous, full length, off the shoulder and had a slit up to my hip. Jill's was white with swirls of red running around her body. and just as diaphanous as mine.

Then we were stripped and measured. They left us alone to get dressed and I whispered to Jill, "Who do you want? Brad or Jason?"

She smiled and said" "Brad wants you. I saw the way he looked at you. That's fine with me. I'll take Jason, gladly. They both turn me on."

"Good. I feel something with Brad. I felt like we were tuned in, meshing."

Jill said, “Probably indigestion, but I hope you're right. They are both the hottest, most together dudes I've ever seen."

Ruth took us to a beauty salon next door and we got the  full spa treatment. First a long, intense massage left me tingling all over and limp as a reg. Next a facial and body wrap. Finally a manicure and pedicure. Next they tuned up our hair. Ruth provided a swatch of the cloth our gowns were made of for a color match. I thought we were great going in, but wow. When they were done my hair was a deeper red than when I started with loose curls falling down my back. Jill was just as spectacular with her naturally blond tresses in a classic French twist with wispy tendrils surrounding her face. The makeup artist spent some time with me explaining how to recreate the elfin glow she gave me. I looked like a fairy princess and I couldn't wait to don my new clothes and show my new self to Brad.

Ruth collected us and George piled all our new things in the trunk of the car. She was right. By five we were back at the hotel. I asked, "Where can we change, Ruth?"

She held up a pair of room keys and said, “We can use either of the rooms to change. Both the Mr. Hancocks are in a meeting. They expect to be back by six.” We filled an elevator with our things and Ruth pressed the button for the penthouse. She had to use one of the room keys to open the elevator door after it stopped. It let us out into a foyer with a door at either end. Ruth went to one of the doors and opened it. George lay the ungodly expensive boxes on a table while Jill and I ran to the floor to ceiling windows to look at the view. It was a clear sky and lights were just twinkling on. The view of the city stretching up to the Pacific was breathtaking. The sun had descended into the ocean leaving a rosy glow behind it. It was so romantic. I wished Brad were here to share it with.

I spun around and said, "I want to get dressed now. I want to look my best when Brad sees me."

Jill grinned and said, "Hold your horses Laura. You aren't married yet. We really should be harder to get."

Ruth said, "I agree. You should get dressed now. They may be hurrying back to see what their dates look like. George, go to the lobby and call me when either or both of the Mr. Hancocks arrive."

He said, "Got it." and left. Jill and I started ripping boxes open. We sorted the clothes into three piles, each. New and for now. New and for afterwards. Old. We were in Brad's room. Ruth took Jill's 'New and for afterwards,' and 'Old' to Jason's room. We hurriedly dressed and went into the bath to freshen our faces.

Good thing we hurried. Only a minute or two after we came out, the door opened and both Hancocks entered the room. They stopped dead in their tracks and stared at us. Brad was looking directly at me with joy on his face. Finally he said, quietly, "Wow. You look fantastic. You're beautiful."

He walked up to me and kissed me. I gave as good as I got. He was a wonderful kisser. He gave me his whole attention. He wasn't thinking about anything else. I was the center of his universe and I felt love tingling through my body. I felt it turn my belly into a bubbling, roiling cauldron of desire. I didn't want to go anywhere tonight but his bed. I rubbed my loins against his and felt his stiff cock pressing back. I half expected him to rip my expensive gown off me and throw me to the floor. Oh well, I thought, "Easy come, easy go." But he surprised me. He let me go and said, I'm sorry, Laura. I forgot myself. You are ravishing. "Damn self-control," I thought.

I said, "I'm glad you did. We can do it again, later."

Jason said, "We don't have to leave for a while. Can you two sit in those dresses?

Jill smiled and said, "Oh yes, they’re mostly body paint, you see."

Both men froze for an instant until Brad said, "Well, we'll have to be careful not to smear them, Won't we. Let's sit for a moment and talk about tonight. We don't want to arrive too soon."

The men took our arms  and led us to the conversation pit. We sat in a circle on padded cushions. Brad held onto my arm and Jason onto Jill's. I was struck by the precision with which he moved. There was not a wasted motion. yet he didn't seem to pay attention to himself. He was focused on me with laser like precision. He noted every twitch of my muscles as I walked and sat and turned my head. I felt like I was being examined as well as cherished. I had the feeling he was cataloging every nuance of me in his mind. I'll bet he has a visual memory and can call up exact images of me whenever he wants. I wanted to do that with him, too. After we sat down Brad and I studied each other and the silence grew longer while we feasted on the one before us.

Finally Jason said, "Jill told us that the two of you met at a BDSM club and that you're both subs without Doms now. What's your story?"

"Jill! Why did you say that?"

She said, "When I met them, I thought they were Doms and I wanted to find out. I think life is better when everyone knows the truth."

I looked at Brad and asked, "Well, are you?"

He studied my face for a moment and finally said, "Yes."

My heart fluttered and lust roared around my belly. Suddenly I felt empty and alone. He can't possibly know. "You mean you like to spank women and order them around?"

"No. That's not how it works. Jason and I are very poor Doms, but that's probably the closest word in common usage. We don't go to clubs and do 'Scenes.'"

I smiled and said, "Isn't that just semantics? Don't you just want to do it in private?" I was trying to goad him a little. A spat that he could fix with a little "Make up sex" then we'd see.

"I find the clubs too pretentious. I think safe words and limits stifles true feelings and closeness. If a woman doesn't like what I do, she is encouraged to leave and find someone she likes better. I want an honest, open relationship with nothing hidden or repressed."

He couldn't be goaded so easily. I smiled, put my hand on his arm and said, "I like the sounds of that. Will you give me a demonstration after the gala?"

"I think that would be interesting for both of us. Do you think you would like to be my Sub?"

"That will depend on how I feel when the night's over. Do you want to be my Dom?"

"We need to know each other much better before we make that commitment. To paraphrase an old adage, 'One should never own someone who is crazier than himself.' If you're interested in finding out, you should know that I am a strict Dom and keep my Sub on a short leash. Jason is the same way, Jill."

I had read all the "Gor" books by John Norman. Visions of my daydreams sped across my mind's eye. I just knew all the females in those books had orgasms. I wanted to live in a world with such men. I knew I would be a hot responsive slave in that world. Jill smiled and slithered into Jason's lap. She said, I like that in a man." Jason and Jill kissed and I turned back to Brad.

"Is this an interview, then?"

"If you want, Laura."

"Can we talk in private, Brad?"

He looked surprised but said, "Certainly. Jason, would you show Jill your room for a few minutes. Laura and I need to talk a bit."

Jason smiled and said, Jill, my room has an even better view . Let me show you. "

Jill smirked at me and they left.

I said, "I've got to be honest with you. Jill and I met at a BDSM club, The Dungeon, but I've never had a Dom. I was just curious. I'm not very experienced with men either. I've never had good luck with love. But I'm an optimist. I'm willing to try anything so long as we can quit as friends if it doesn't work out."

"Fair enough. Will you tell me more about your problems with men? I find you lovely and I like talking to you. I would like to do whatever I can to give you a good experience."

I decided to be direct. That was the way he talked so I thought he wouldn't mind. I've had this conversation in my mind a dozen times, so I knew what to say. "Brad, I like you too and I want this to be fun. My problem is personal. I just haven't been able to reach climax with a man. Or masturbation. I've not tried a woman. That just seems too weird."

So you've never orgasmed?"

"That's right. All my friends tell me it’s the ultimate in pleasure and I'd sure like to see."

"Laura, are you sure it’s not a medical problem?"

"Yes, I've seen a doctor and a specialist he recommended. As far as they can tell, I'm normal."

"And I suppose you had a normal, happy childhood?"

"Yes, I was happy and no trauma. I talked to a shrink and he couldn't find anything, either. I think I must just have a very high threshold." Maybe more extreme love is all I need. Anyway, it’s all I can think of to try. So, sure, I'd love to be your Sub if it makes me orgasm. Do you like to be addressed as 'Master?"

"In private or with friends. In public its Brad. How about you?"

"I'm easy, Master. I answer to anything you want. I'd like to be respected in  public if that's OK."

"All right. I guess this is an interview. My Subs do not use the furniture unless I order it. Let's start now."

"Oh. I slid off the chair and knelt in front of Brad. "Like this?"

"Spread your knees as far as the dress will allow, arch your back and thrust your breasts out."

I obeyed him and felt my belly get hot. This was different. I had never responded to a man like this before. I felt something else, a tickle in my pussy. Whoa. I stared, wide-eyed at Brad. Was I getting aroused? I had not expected to feel like this without even being touched. Was this the 'Joy of Submission' I had read about so much? My nipples swelled up and became little points of pressure, they ached and I wanted to rub them. Another thought intruded. "Master, I think I'm getting aroused. Would you rub my nipples?"

He looked at me seriously, "You're getting into it. Good. Cross your wrists behind you. Look straight ahead and lower your eyes to the floor."

I did as he ordered and my belly twitched and fluttered.

"Always verbally acknowledge an order, Laura."

"Yes, Master."

"Stand up, Laura, keep the same posture."

"Yes, Master." I rocked back on the balls of my feet and stood up in one smooth motion, keeping my hands behind me and arching my back.

Brad, my Master, I hope, walked around me and I felt his hands running lightly over my body. He said, "Don't move."

I felt his hands cup my breasts and his fingers close on my nipples through the paper thin cloth. He squeezed and rolled my nipples between his thumb and fingers. They were so sensitive. The pleasure rolled through my body, making my muscles soft and weak. My belly throbbed with hunger. I started to slip to the floor. His arms tightened around me and supported me. It was heavenly. When I stood by myself he turned me around and looked into my eyes.

"Your response tells me you will be having an orgasm tonight. But it’s time for us to leave now. I'll have a surprise for you at the dinner. Be flexible and you'll have a better time than you expect."

I was still lost in the hope that he was the one. He would give me an orgasm. I would finally have a man, a real man. "Yes, Master." I hoped I would say that from now on.

He took me to Jason's room and knocked. Jason opened the door. We walked into the room and Brad ordered, "Laura. Stand."

I took up the pose he demanded and my belly fluttered again. This was my first submission in front of an audience.

Jason and Jill stared at me. Brad said, "Laura wants to be my Sub."

Jason said, "Thought so, He turned his head, "How about it, Jill? Would you like to be my sub too?"

She said, "This isn't a decision, or a request, you understand. It’s just an interview." That was bullshit. She has wanted to be a Sub since her  Dom went to Europe. She's always told me she's happier with a Dom. I hope I am too.

"OK, stand up and copy Laura."

Jill said, "Yes. Master and I heard the rustle of her gown as she stood.

Master ran his hands over my breasts and I gasped as he stroked my stone hard nipples. Both his hands slid down to my waist and he pulled me back into contact. My hands rested against his stiff penis I resisted the temptation to caress him. He had told me not to move. How right this felt. I needed a master. And he was so good at it. He hesitated not all but took command and I responded like the submissive I guess I was. Was this it. Was I just a submissive who could only orgasm when I was submitting? Could I have an orgasm now? God.

He moved forward so I was standing upright on my feet again and his hands moved down my thighs and lifted my gown up to my waist. One hand rose and closed around my neck. It was so large his fingers completely encircled me. I had never felt so subjugated in my life. His fingers stroked my labia and my pussy was drenched in my love juices. I felt an orgasm beginning and I couldn't do anything about it. He continued to stroke me until I was one stroke away from orgasm. He whispered in my ear, "You don't have permission to come. Do not orgasm until I say so. Understand me?"

"Yes, Master, but..."

"No buts. Obey me if you would be my Sub."

He removed his hand from my pussy and I begged, "Master, please. I'm so close. I'm burning up inside. I can't stop now!"

"Silence woman. Obey me."

"I said, miserably, "Yes, Master." I fought down the need bubbling inside me. I was surprised I had at least some control over my body.  Or maybe it just obeyed my Master no matter what my mind wanted. I may not have any control. That was scary, but also comforting. Maybe I could have an orgasm if he willed it.

"When we're done with other people, I will let you orgasm, if you're good."

"I'll be very good, Master."

I heard Jill moaning quietly. I didn't dare turn my head, but she sounded like she was as lost in arousal as I had been. The difference was, it wasn't her first time. I heard Jason say. "I want to talk to Jill alone. We'll be ready to go in a few minutes."

Brad replied, "Fine. Don't mess her up too badly."
"Me? Never."  I  followed Brad back to his room. I realized I was heeling.

After the door closed, Brad sat in the same place he had been. I was standing in front of him. They say that standing when someone else is seated is a position of power. This certainly wasn't. I was acutely aware he held the power in the room. I wouldn't move a muscle until he ordered it. He looked me over from head to toe. At last he said, "Have you been spanked, Laura."

"Yes, Master."

"Who spanked you?"

"My father when I was very bad and rebellious. My last two boyfriends when I asked them."

"You like it, then?"

"Yes, Master."

Does it arouse you?"

"Yes, Master, Very much."

Would you like me to spank you?

"Oh, yes, Master."

"Not now. Maybe  later, if you're bad enough."

"I'll be quite bad, Master. I won't be able to help myself.

"OK, Laura, Kneel and watch your posture."

I knelt, careful to maintain the spread of my knees and keep my back arched.

"Tell me about yourself, Laura. Where were you born and raised?

***

He questioned me until Jason returned with Jill. She now wore a pearl necklace and matching earrings. She looked radiant.

Master said, I almost forgot. Thanks, Jason. He stood up and said, "Stand up, Laura, but don't move."

I stood and watched him go into the bedroom. He emerged a moment later with a small box. He came to me and opened it. It was a silver choker set with huge, square-cut emeralds. It was stunning. There were matching earrings in the box. He took the necklace out of the box and set the box on a table. He walked behind me and fastened the necklace. It was snug on my neck.. I felt light headed. My Master had collared me. I was his. This was no interview. He had collared me. I was his. Then he slipped the earrings into the holes in my earlobes and fastened them.

"May I face you, Master?"

"Yes, Laura."

I turned around and said, "I have to be a bad girl now, Master." I uncrossed my arms and put them around his neck. I pulled us closer and kissed him, unbidden. I hoped he would spank me later for my disobedience. He wrapped his thick arms around me and pulled me tight. I felt my breasts mushroom against his chest and loved it. We kissed for a long time.

Faintly, I heard Jason say, "Break it up. It’s time to go."

We relaxed our arms and I felt my heels touch the floor again. Jill and I hurried into the bathroom to touch up our lipstick and check our hair.

George drove us again, but this time the car was a huge white limo. I was surprised when Ruth Anglin joined us. She had changed into a rose colored gown and gold jewelry. Jason explained that she was their executive assistant and had an eidetic memory.

We got out and Brad told us they were going to mingle before dinner, that we would stay with them, and we could each have one glass of champagne. I said "Yes, Brad." Jill said, "Yes, Sir." He extended his arm and I laid mine on his. He pulled me close and we entered the ballroom, Jason and Jill behind us.

Ruth was on the far side of Brad and whispered the name and other data about people we were approaching. She seemed to know everyone in the huge room by name, their kids’ names, what they did and tidbits. I was reminded of Franklin Roosevelt's campaign manager, James Farley, and his meticulous "Farley File" on everyone the President had ever met. Except Ruth's files were all in her head. Brad and Jason traded off the front position every ten people or so.

I felt like I was in the presence of Royalty. Brad and Jason's presence was noticeable, even in this crowd of celebrities. They were large compared to everyone else, but more than that, they commanded the room. Everyone deferred to their path and cleared their way through the crowded room. Even though they were polite and friendly, everyone seemed a bit in awe of them. I swelled in the reflected glow of Brad's personality. I was his girl, tonight. I saw the furtive glances from the other men and the tiny frowns when some woman first spied me. "Tough," I thought. "He's mine, tonight."

I was introduced to Senators, Mayors, Corporation Presidents as "My friend, Ms. Billings. I wish I had a mind like Ruth. But no, all the faces and names vanished forever when we turned away. It was sad that I could so easily consign them to the trashcan of my mind. I consoled myself with the thought that Ruth would remind me if I ever saw them again. If Ruth was around, which really meant, If I was with Brad. In my mind I had already decided, but I knew it was his decision. I gave a silent prayer that he would keep me, fully aware that if he did, I would probably never make another decision.

We meandered across the hall, from one expensively dressed man to another. Most of the time there would be a woman on his arm like I was attached to Brad. We never talked to a single woman. The power structure was firmly fixed just like in the rest of the country, despite what the feminists wanted.

I was swimming among faceless strangers when I resurfaced. I recognized the man before us. It was the man the cops had been studying on their computer screen the previous night. What was he doing here?

Brad introduced him as Senor Corales from Mexico and said he was one of his suppliers. I said hello and accepted his compliments gracefully. After a few pleasantries, he vanished into the crowd. I asked Brad, "Brad, I think I've seen Senor Corales before. What does he do for you?"

Brad said, "Jason and I are here tonight to receive an award for helping immigrants from the south enter the country legally and find good jobs.  Hector works on the other side of the border and finds honest people who are having a hard time and recommending them to us. You wouldn't know it by looking at him, but he's a priest in Nogales. It’s a more dangerous profession in that part of the world than you'd think. The drug cartels have a price on his head."

"Why?"

"Because he helps people the cartels want, get out of the country."

Why do the drug cartels want people?"

They want young women, especially those with children as couriers and to keep them warm at night. They're sociopaths and don't feel any remorse for their deeds. A few times they've snuck into our plants thinking to kidnap some of the girls and take them back to Mexico. We keep tight security at our places because of them. "

Aren't they dangerous?"

"Yeah, but like a rabid dog. They aren't bright. We always go armed for bear with overwhelming force. They don't care. They just start shooting. We always call the sheriff and border patrol. They do the paperwork and take the bodies away. We record everything and no one's ever found fault with our methods. Roger, our security manager, calls it 'Evolution in action.' Callous, but there shouldn't be a place in the world for people like that.

We sat at a large round table for dinner. Rubber chicken and salad. I sat between Brad and Jason so didn't have to deal with strangers. I continued to get surreptitious glances from the men and slightly disapproving looks from the women. I just smiled and chatted gaily with Jason and Brad while mostly ignoring the food. Jill was chatting with the man beside her and Jason. She told me later, he was a US Senator from California. A real big shot.

I felt Brad's hand on my arm. He pulled it into my lap so the others wouldn't see it. I looked down and he was holding a small box, gift wrapped. I looked at him and he said, quietly. Jill has one too. Why don't you and Jill go to the private restroom for families and help each other with these. Read the instructions first. You will enjoy the experience. Discard the wrappings when you're done.

Mysterious. I caught Jill's eye and we stood up together and walked to the restrooms. We found the small one labeled for families and entered, making sure the door was locked.


Chapter 3: Orgasm

“I think that I shall never see a poem as lovely as a hot-gushing, butt-cramping, gut hosing orgasm.” 
― Chuck Palahniuk, Choke

We ripped open the festive wrappings and found identical heavy chrome butt plugs and a tube of lubricant. I had seen them before, but never actually held one. The base was flat with a rigid silver ring and a short, red rod, half the diameter of the ring, sticking out of the base. The instruction sheet was terse. "Eliminate. Lubricate shaft.  Do not press on red rod until inserted. Hold ring. Insert into anus, slowly, twisting. When seated, depress red rod. Enjoy."

Jill and I read and reread the instructions and giggled in embarrassment. I said, "You first."

She said, "Let's flip for first."

I said, "OK. Do you have a coin?" Neither of us did.

I said, "Rock, paper, scissors?"

"OK." We held out our hands. "One, two, three. I chose paper. She chose scissors. Damn.

Jill said, "Eliminate, Laura."

I hiked up my dress and lowered my G-string and used the toilet as she smirked at me. When I was done I said, "Your turn."

"No," she said, Lets finish you first. I've never done this and I'm sure I'll enjoy it. Spread your legs and bend over."

I bowed to the inevitable. I felt her lower my G-string and then the cold tip of the plug nestled into my anus. I instinctively clenched my muscles and she slapped my ass. "You know this is going in and if you tighten up, it may hurt. Relax, you silly bitch."

She was right, and I did want to see what it felt like. Brad said I'd enjoy it. I made a conscious effort to relax and I felt it slide into me, getting wider until I was about to yell, "Stop." But just then its widest part passed the muscle and it plopped into place. It wasn't bad, just very different. I heard a click as Jill pushed the red rod in. Then it shifted somehow and I gasped as I felt it swell inside me and grow warm. I was very full now.

"All done, stand up." She pulled my G-string back in place and pulled my dress down as I carefully straightened up. No problem. I did feel full. It felt good now. A warm glow was suffusing my belly.

"How is it?"

"Strange. Good. Warm." I couldn't think of another adjective. "Your turn."

Jill used the toilet and assumed the position. I pulled her G-string down so it was out of the way. I coated the plug's business end with lubricant and positioned its rounded tip on her anus. "Relax girl." I saw her tight, puckered skin relax a little and I started gently pushing and rotating the plug. It slowly advanced into her body until with a quiet surge it nestled within her. I pushed the red rod in and it easily sank into the plug until it clicked and its top was flush with the base. I pulled her G-string up and smoothed her gown in place.

We looked at each other. Jill said, “You don't look any different. How do you feel?"

"Neither do you. I expected more, but I mostly just feel full. Maybe a little more wanton now that I've been violated in a new way. But, mine got warm when you pressed the rod in."

"Mine too. It feels good, so far. Maybe it does something else?"

"I don't know. Let's go back."

We walked back and no one paid us any special attention, save all the eye tracks from the men.

Brad and Jason stood up and seated us. Brad leaned close and said, "Be careful sitting down." I realized at once what he meant and sat down slowly. Luckily, the seats were padded so there was just a little pressure as the rigid ring pressed on the seat.

Brad turned his head to look at me. He asked," OK?"

I nodded my head yes.

He pulled what looked like a car smart key with buttons on its thick grip out of his coat pocket and showed it to me. I didn't react. He pressed a small button and the butt plug started vibrating inside me.  My mouth drew into a puckered "O" and I made a small gasp. I saw heads turning toward the sound and I quickly relaxed my mouth into a smile. I said, calmly,, "My that is surprising, Brad. I don't know how to react."

Brad smiled too and said, “It’s just a fact of life we all have to live with, my dear." He put the key back in his pocket and the plug kept up its small dance inside me. I felt arousal rising in my belly like a tide. I looked at Jill and she was already looking at me. Jason must have turned hers on too. She was smiling, but it was strained,. I probably looked the same way. My body was reacting to the vibration and the heat. My belly was throbbing, slowly, in harmony with the vibrations. Then it started to pulse and I felt my pussy getting wet. I was lubricating. My body was on its way to an orgasm. If this kept up very long I was going to have my orgasm in front of this crowd.

It was good, too good. My belly was throbbing and I had to stamp my feet to hold off my orgasm. I turned back to Brad and whispered "Turn this thing off or take me home, quick. I want this to be special. Just with you. Please. I don't think I can make it to the car!"

He smiled beatifically and asked, "So soon. It’s been less than a minute?"

"Now, Brad. Please or I'm going to embarrass both of us."

Just then Brad and Jason were called up on stage to get their award. He looked at me and said, "OK. I'll turn it off while we're on stage. Just in case you're thinking of taking them out while we're on stage, forget it. You need this key to remove them and if you or Jill move from your places they go back on high. They've been on low so far." The show's almost over. Hang on and you'll love the ending. Jason and I won't embarrass either of you.

Seems like everyone thought it was a big deal. Anyway they got a standing ovation and said some words I don't remember. Mostly thanks for all the help. Anyway I was proud of them because all these important people thought they had done something good.  I beamed at Brad when he came back and oohed over his plaque. I really just wanted to get out of there and get him in bed. As I thought about him and what he would be like, I remembered he had not decided if he wanted me. I needed to find out if he had decided. There was really nothing else more important.

They left the vibrators off until we got in the car. Ruth Anglin was with us. Brad got out his key and said, "I think you'll last on low."

Ms. Anglin said, "Mr. Hancock, you shouldn't tease Laura. You know the effect your toy has on girls. It’s just mean to start too soon."

Brad smiled and said, "Of course you're right Ruth. Plenty of time when we get back to our rooms." He put the key back into his pocket and pulled me closer.

I asked, "Brad, where did you get these? I've never heard of anything like this."

"Had them made by an engineer at one of our companies that makes medical instruments. It has several other features besides those you've experienced."

"Like what?"

"That's a secret, Laura."

Back in the foyer we parted as couples. Jason and Jill to his room. Brad and I to his. Before we split up Jill and I hugged. I whispered, "Good luck, Jill."

She whispered back, "Don't worry. He wants you. It’s in his eyes." I felt the wetness forming in my eyes.

We let go and I spun around, with a big smile and jumped into Brad's arms and asked, "What shall we do now, Master?"

He carried me into the living room of his suite and set me down. I said, "I'll go freshen up and slip into something more comfortable." Without waiting for him to say anything I ran into the bedroom. I had just reached the door when the plug started vibrating again, harder than before. I spun around and yelled, "Not now, Master. Let me get changed. Please."

He smiled and turned it off.

The bedroom and the bed were huge. and all white. The only splashes of color were my bags, and old clothes on a chair and a dozen long stem red roses in a vase on a nightstand.

I stripped off the gown and undergarments. I fixed my face, dropped my new transparent pink nightie over my head, adjusted it and slipped back into the living room. Brad had removed his jacket and tie. His shirt had the top button open. He heard me and looked up. He whistled and I curtsied and said, "Why thank you, Master. You are my Master, aren't you?"

He half smiled and said, I don't think you could ever get a no to that question from any man, looking like you do now. But It wouldn't be fair to you to answer it now. Let's talk about it in the morning. Our time together now may change your mind. Do you recall we have unfinished business?"

“Oh, Sir, I've been very bad and broken your rules. I know I should be spanked, but will this plug in me cause a problem?” I asked in a tiny voice.

“You little minx. No, the plug won't be a problem for you. Spanking isn't much of a punishment for you is it? You like it."

“It makes me all shivery inside when a man spanks me.  I do like it. I like it a lot when strong men teach me my place,” I explained, truthfully.

“Your place. What is your place, Laura?"

"Under them, Master."

"In bed?"

"All the time, Master."

"You want to be submissive all the time?"

Master, it’s more than that. I am submissive all the time. It’s not what I want. It’s what I am. I obey any order I'm given I never rebel or ask questions. It’s just that most people don't notice. I'm a slave, through and through. I want to be your slave. I want you to own me, order me, take charge of me. I don't like my life."

"OK Stand like I showed you earlier."

I stood straight, spread my feet apart, arched my back, thrust my breasts forward and crossed my wrists behind me. I watched as he took two silk ties and walked behind me. I thought of "Fifty Shades of Grey."

He straightened my arms so my hands were palm to palm, pointing down my back. I felt a tie wrap around my wrists, loosely, then tighten as he drew the ends between my wrists. When he finished, the tie was tight around my wrists and I couldn't move them at all. He wrapped another tie around my elbows and pulled and pulled until my elbows were touching. He cinched the tie in the same way as my wrists. I couldn't move my arms at all.

He said, "Struggle. Try to get loose." I wiggled my arms a few times and replied, "I can't, Master."

He walked around in front of me and pulled his belt out of his pants. "You didn't try very hard, Laura. I want you to try hard, or I will have to encourage you. I said, "Yes, Master." I pulled and tugged, I rubbed my bindings against a door jamb. I jumped up and down. I tried shifting my arms from side to side. I kept it up until he said, "OK, Laura. I think you're well tied. Stand."  I agreed, I was helpless. He led me into the bedroom and stood me at the foot of the bed. " Open your mouth."

"What, I..." Then I saw the bright red ball gag in his hands, I had never been gagged before. I wondered what it would feel like. I had seen them on bondage web sites and even at the club. I opened my mouth and he pushed it in past my teeth and pulled its strap tight.  The ball pressed my tongue down so I couldn't form words. Just grunts and moans.

He turned on the vibrator and I groaned. I wanted him to fuck. I wanted to orgasm with him inside me. I shook my head but he ignored me. His hands slid up under the nightie and cupped my breasts. His strong fingers squeezed and massaged my breasts. I squeaked when they closed on my aching hard nipples. He continued to ignore me. My arousal was incredible. I had never felt such heat, such desire, sure terrible, fantastic pressure inside me. One of his hands slipped down and rubbed up and down my slit, driving me crazy. I twisted and wrenched my body around, trying to convince him to take me. It was hopeless. I was helpless in his brawny arms with my own securely tied behind me.

I was utterly vulnerable to his ruthless dominance and as Brad's clever fingers brushed lightly against my labia, I whimpered in terrible need and my belly churned with submissive passion.

The vibrator was rapidly pushing me to incredible heights of need while Brad took his time and allowed the tips of his fingers to leisurely trace up and down the full length of my sex, listening to my breathy gasps as he slowly built my arousal and my labia grew slick with the juices of my intensifying need. My entire body was burning with raging, unbearable torment and frustration, but my bondage and his arms of iron held me tight and I could do nothing to quench the inferno of submissive lust consuming my body in the flames of my enforced need.

He whispered in my ear as he continued his teasing of my sex and nipples, "You're hot Laura, you’re about to have the best experience of your life. This is just the start. I will make you orgasm many times a day. And every one will be better than this one. But this will be the first. This is the one you'll always remember. This is the first one your Master will give you. Now orgasm for me, Slave."

At his command, he thrust his fingers deep between my sopping pussy lips and I felt his wonderful fingers activating the nerves in side my love canal, one by one as they passed. I screamed and climaxed with ferocious power as he entered me, then climaxed again as his fingers stroked the inside of my belly. The double climax released a flood of scalding love juices over his magnificent fingers as huge, racking convulsions tore through me and I surrendered unconditionally to his mastery. I knew I was his. Everything faded to black.

I opened my eyes and saw him looking down at me. I tried to say, "Thank you, Master, but I was still gagged. My arms were still tied. I was laying on his bed. He pulled me to a sitting position and removed the gag. He held a glass of water to my mouth and said, "Drink."

He took it away before I was done. "How do you feel?"

"Master. You are my master, no matter what you decide. I'm overwhelmed. I had no idea what it would feel like. It was stupendous. How did you know what to do?"

"I didn't know. I guessed and was correct. I thought you might be a natural submissive and no one had pushed the right button before. I pushed that button and you responded magnificently."

I suddenly realized I didn't feel the butt plug. "Master, did you remove the butt plug? I don't feel it."

"Yes, it needed cleaning and recharging. You'll feel it again, never fear."

"OK. If you'll untie me, I need a shower."
"Not yet. We're not done. We've just broken the ice. All we've done so far is get you warmed up enough for the real thing." He picked up the gag and said, "Open."

The real thing? Another one? How could it be any better? I said, "Yes, Master," and opened my mouth. Maybe I'd better find out.

"Kneel on the bed."

He held my pinioned arms and helped me crawl up on the bed. When I was all the way on he said, "Now turn around. He walked my arms around as I clumsily shuffled on my knees. Finally I was facing the foot of the bed.

"Kneel down." I lowered my body down onto my legs.. I watched him go to the closet and return with several more neckties. "Spread your knees apart." I spread my knees apart. He crossed my ankles and tied them tightly together. He wrapped a tie around my left leg, strapping my calf tight to my thigh. He repeated on the right side. I couldn't extend my legs an iota. I had never been so helpless. I was curious, not frightened. I guess I trusted him.

"Just relax, Laura. You'll enjoy this."

My eyes widened in surprise and I moaned as he gently laid me on my back.

I was pinned by my own body. I couldn't roll over or move my arms at all. My calves tightly bound to my thighs and ankles I couldn't move a muscle or resist him in any way, even if I wanted to. I saw him coming toward me his belt held doubled in his hand. I squealed in horror as he knelt beside me.

I tried in vain to close my legs but they didn't move an inch. I stared up at him pleading for mercy in the only way available to me.

He smiled, not unkindly and told me, “Be careful what you wish for Laura. There's an old saying which I probably have wrong, but the version I know goes, 'Those whom the Gods wish to destroy, first they grant their wishes."

My terror evaporated like smoke. Here was a man. Not just a male human, but a strong man who would not let my pitiful fears dissuade him from his plans. Suddenly I was confident again. This was my Master, I knew it. I smiled around my gag and shook my head. I meant "I won't be destroyed. Grant my wish and see."

"Laura, you broke a rule, intentionally, to convince me to spank you. Understand that if I accept you as my sub, I will correct you for every infraction, as soon as it is convenient for me. That correction will always be the end of it. The purpose of the correction is to convince you to avoid errors in the future. Not to punish you. If you protest or plead, the correction will double. Sometimes I will whip you because I want to, or I think you need it, not because you've done anything wrong. I believe a female must regularly be reminded of her place or she will start behaving badly. Do you understand?"

I nodded my head. God, I wanted him so. I've been looking for him all my life.

His belt whistled down on my right thigh, burning a broad line of stinging fire into the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh.

I screamed into my gag but couldn't do anything else to lessen the furious burning pain that flowed into my body from my whipped flesh. I stared at him in horror and fear as he said, "That was just a correction. Do not break my rules again." I knew I would never dare to break a rule again.

His fingers gently rubbed my burning flesh, soothing the hurt. I trembled at his touch, submissive heat flaring in my belly as he stroked my thigh, slowly creeping towards my unprotected sex.

I felt totally exposed and helpless with my breasts and pubes exposed, knees stretched far apart, hands tied under me, and a gag in my mouth.   A submissive lust raged through my belly.  My love juices were hot and making my cunt slippery.  I wanted this man in me.

Surprisingly, he started gently stroking my breasts with one hand and my labia lips with the other.  He was gentle, but the impact was staggeringly strong. My nipples hardened into fully engorged rocks, aching both painfully and wonderfully.  I heard a low moan and realized it was me.  My cunt was awash with love juices.  I felt the lubrication on his stroking fingers. Then he moved his fingers just a little and gently pinched/pulled/rubbed my gloriously sensitive clit.  I exploded with a thunderous orgasm.  I wailed and gasped into my gag, my body quivering in his deceptively gentle grasp.  Everything grew dark.

Finally, I came down and stopped quivering. He asked, gently, “Liked that, did you?” He pulled the gag from my mouth and I worked my jaw into usefulness.  My mouth was very dry.

“Oh my God, I loved it.  Where did you learn how to do that?”

“I took a class in training submissives at the local YMCA,” he smirked. “But now it’s time you received your well deserved punishment, now that you're all warmed up.”

“Oh, No, ”I wailed, “I couldn't stand it.  Every nerve I have is standing on end. It would kill me.”

“No, it won't, Laura, but you will remember it,” he said. He raised the gag back to my lips and I quickly asked, "Please can I have some water first?  He just tilted my head back and to the side and put his mouth to mine.  The kiss lasted more than a minute and my belly started flip-flopping.  God, he made me hot.  I didn't need water after that.  He stuffed the gag back into my mouth.

He sat on the edge of the bed and effortlessly lifted me up, turned me over, and lay my body across his lap. His left hand reached under me and took a firm hold of my right breast. It didn't hurt, but his grip was like iron.  His right hand struck my left ass cheek hard. I yelped. It hurt more than I expected, but the hot mark it left flowed deep into me and excited me.  I felt his hand rub my cunt. It was so good.  Then he smacked me on the other cheek. and rubbed my pussy again. He alternated between sides, stopping to caress  and feel me between  each stroke.  The hand on my breast shifted and I felt him take my nipple between thumb and a finger. He squeezed and rolled my hard nipple. It was exquisite and terrible. I felt the pinch run all the way through my body. and inflame my belly even more. I heard a moan escape around my gag. I was breathing heavily, and was close to climax, again.

He said, "Now that I've found the right button, you're a hot, responsive girl, Laura. You're a natural slave."

Brad's hard hand continued smacking her bottom, but it had faded into the background and didn't hurt at all. It just kept her belly aflame with submissive lust. His light stroking of her labia between strokes was driving her crazy. Just enough to think that this time, she would get release, but no. it was never enough.

Laura blushed a vivid scarlet, knowing it was true. Not her fault, but her nature. She had just wanted regular, everyday love. But it never happened. Bless the Gods, this was so much more than she ever thought to have. Nature had made her what she was, but that didn't make it any less humiliating. He was going to make me his slave and keep me on a tight leash. OK. He could do whatever he wanted with me. I wonder what it will be like. It’s got to be an improvement over my life so far.

Brad ignored her embarrassment and shifted his free hand to her other breast, gripped it firmly, and shook it. The blushing blond squealed and shook her head as her nipple was captured.

Her protest was in vain as he captured her nipple and rolled it between his fingers. He moved his hand between her breasts and brought both nipples to straining rigidity. Laura moaned and gasped in full sexual surrender and her sex oozed wetly as he forced her arousal even higher.  But not to climax. Brad was expert in controlling female passion and wanted her to stay in high arousal, just shy of climax. He was training her to be the completely submissive pleasure slave he knew she could be.

Unaware that she was being conditioned to be a pleasure slave, Laura knew only that her whole body was filled with ferocious slave heat and that she would do anything, anything at all to be given the orgasm she needed so badly.

Laura's belly and breasts throbbed with unbearable torment and frustration as Brad played with her, keeping her right on the edge, but never giving her release. She tugged and pulled frantically with need but her bondage held firm, displaying her and offering her up for his pleasure and she could do nothing to quell the flames of submissive lust consuming her souls, her reason in thwarted need.

Finally, Brad could hold off his own need no longer. He turned Laura onto her back, ripped off his clothes, threw himself on top of Laura and thrust his huge, rock hard, erection between her hot, wet, trembling love lips. Laura screamed in pleasure as she climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, then climaxed again as his huge shaft lunged into the core of her being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member, as tremendously powerful spasms ripped through her vagina trying to pull him deeper, and she surrendered to his sexual and personal mastery of her.

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 necessary goal.

Her green eyes opened wide in fear as he gathered himself for his final assault. She felt him grow even larger within her, stretching her to the limit. She gasped as he lunged with unstoppable power and she screamed in terror and joy as his huge member demanded she open to him. His thighs mercilessly pounded her loins as he ravaged her.

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.  If only he chose to. What would she do if he rejected her. She blinked back the hot, salty, tears forming at the corners of her eyes.

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 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."

Then he untied my legs and feet. "Stand up, Laura." He helped me stand. My legs were asleep and I couldn't stand without help. I flexed my legs until feeling returned and he let go of me. I walked around the room, my arms still tightly bound and gagged..

"Let's get cleaned up. He guided me into the bath and stood me in the huge shower. No door, just a tiled floor and a curved glass wall four feet from a tiled wall. He turned on the water and used the wand and a soapy cloth to clean my breasts, belly, and pussy. It was a wonderful feeling - the clean warm water, his soapy hands rubbing all my most sensitive places. The warm glow of arousal filled my belly again. It wasn't the urgent, "Please fuck me now" sort of arousal. It was more  like feeling a deep, primal connection to the man gently cleaning me.  I wanted to sit in his lap and let him tell me about my new life.  I knew my old one was gone. I wanted him to reassure me I had a place with him. I didn't care what that place would be, though from the way I was bound and gagged, I suspected I would be, as he once said, "Kept on a short leash." I had never felt so mellow and limp.  He kept my back and arms dry and when he was done with me, stood me to the side and showered himself. I watched him shower. I studied his large, ripped body. His arms were bigger than my thighs. I wanted to caress him, to run my hands over his wonderful body, but he wasn't allowing that now.

He finished and turned on the heat lamps. He pulled me under them and they were wonderful. He got a bottle of lotion from the sink and rubbed it all over my body, even under my bound arms. Another thing I had never felt before. I felt pampered as well as helpless. What would I say to him when he let me speak again. He knew he had given me my first ever orgasm and he had watched me be driven out of my mind by the rest. "Thanks for the orgasms. They were the best. Call me. Maybe we can get together again sometime soon," just wasn't going to happen. I wasn't leaving unless he used force.

When we were dry, he led me back into the bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed and I stood in front of him. "Stand properly, Laura."

I spread my legs and thrust my breasts forward. "You're beautiful. Don't move. Close your eyes."

I closed them and heard some unidentifiable soft sounds.

Brad reached over and lifted one of the long stemmed roses from its vase. With a sharp penknife he cut the stem down to three inches, He removed all but the last three thorns. Holding the rose by its tightly curled flower, he gently spread Laura's labia lips a finger's width apart. She jumped at his touch and he said, "Keep your eyes closed and don't move."

He inserted the rose's stem fully into her slit and eased her lips closed around it. She gasped when her sensitive inner skin touched the sharp thorns, but she didn't move and didn't open her eyes, Brad noted with delight.

Laura felt his gentle fingers playing with her pussy. She wanted to look but he had ordered her not to. She knew with a cold crystalline certainty he wouldn't hurt her. Still, she was curious. What was he doing down there?

"Laura, look straight ahead and open your eyes."

She obeyed him.

Brad watched her face and said, "Don't move and look down." Laura bent her head and focused on her loins. At first she saw something red.  It took a moment, but then she recognized a rose and knew the sharp pricks she felt were its thorns. Her face was a kaleidoscope of emotions: wonder, surprise, recognition, finally, understanding and happiness.

Then she looked at me and slowly nodded her head. Approval? She seemed to me to be smiling around her gag.

""I'm glad you like it, Laura.

He led me back into the living room and removed my gag. I worked my stiff jaw and finally said, "Thank you, Master. For the rose too."

"OK, Laura, forget the 'Master' for now. Pretend we're just two people after a first date. I promised you $3,000 for helping me and I got my money's worth. The new clothes are yours also. If you want, I'll untie you and you can leave,  with my sincere thanks or you can stay the rest of the night and your arms stay bound. As you may have noticed, I'm a controlling bastard. You can make your decision any time tonight and you get your earnings either way.. If you choose to stay, you probably won't get much sleep."

I thought about it. I wanted to stay. If I did stay, the money was irrelevant. I wouldn't need it. It was only useful if I left. I could leave when I wanted. "I'd like to stay tonight. Would you like me to stay longer?"

" I like you, Laura. I'd like to stay with me."

"Longer than tonight?"

"Much longer than tonight."

"You mean live with you?"

"Yeah. It looks like we're compatible. But your feelings probably aren't too reliable right now. You've just had a major revelation and you may not be comfortable with what you've found. I'd like to take it one day at a time for a little while. Do you have any commitments to keep you here?"

He was right. I didn't know what to think. I was so, so happy to have finally seen what an orgasm felt like. I wanted more, but , I wasn't sure I knew how to act any more. What did a submissive do besides obey? Could I stand going back to my apartment? My loser neighbors? Stripping for more losers?  Trying to be an actress in this town, full of hopeful, pretty girls? Trying to get a real job as a reporter? Being Brad's "Kept woman?" Would Brad forget me and look for another submissive if I kept him waiting? With his looks and money he could have any woman he wanted.  I don't know why I tormented myself this way. He was the best man I had ever found. He was young, handsome, strong, successful, wealthy, and most of all, he could give me orgasm after fantastic orgasm. A feat no other lover I had tried had ever accomplished.

"Brad, I have a lousy apartment with loser neighbors, a couple of temporary jobs, no good friends save Jill. I have nothing to keep me here. I would love to try living with you. If it doesn't work out, we can still be friends, but I feel confident it will work out. You're the best man I have ever known. And you might note that I'm saying this with my arms bound behind me.."

"True, Laura, but we've already discovered you're a submissive and like being helpless."

"True, and I've discovered that you are a serious Dom, a controlling bastard, and like having your women helpless."

Also true, but I warned you about that before we got intimate.  I guess we're complete opposites and fit each other, at least so far.  What do you like to do for recreation?"

"I used to run and hike in high school. Lately I've had to work all the time to stay afloat. I like parties and dancing."

"OK hiking is a possibility. Have you ever been up in a small plane or glider?"

"Nope. It looks like fun, but I don't know any pilots."

"You do now. Ever been sailing, skiing, or horseback riding?"

"Nope. City girl."

"Well, I have a stable. Maybe we'll let you try some pony play."

"I've always wanted to try riding."

"Good. It’s only eleven now. Let's see how Jason and Jill are doing.  He got out his phone an pushed a speed dial number. "Hi, how are you and Jill doing. [Pause] "About the same.  Want company now? [Pause] OK."  He says come on over. Let's go. And it’s 'Master' again. Stand up. Posture."


Chapter 4: Jason

Rocked world!

Toes Curled.
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"Yes, Master." I stood up and followed him out the door and down to Jason's room. He knocked and Jason opened the door. I followed Brad in and saw Jill kneeling on the floor in front of a chair, her hands were tied behind her too. We went over to her. Brad and Jason sat in the chairs and I knelt in front of Brad.

Jason said, "Like the rose, Laura. I see you've found out Brad's a real Dom."

"In spades, Master. But he likes me."

Brad chuckled, "Yeah. It turns out she's a natural sub and didn't know it before tonight. She had never had an orgasm before this. When I tied her and spanked her she had her first orgasm. Then I showed her what a slave orgasm was like, several times. We've discussed her becoming my Sub or slave."

God. I had always lied to Jill about my sex life. I blushed and looked at her. She was staring at me with wide eyes. She hadn't guessed.

Jason was looking at me and said, "Brad, look at Jill and Laura. Jill didn't know Laura had not had orgasms. Laura, did you lie to Jill and others about having orgasms?"

""Yes, Master," I said miserably.

"Explain."

"Master, I was ashamed. I thought something was wrong with me. I saw doctors but they couldn't find anything. I lied so my friends wouldn't think me different or a failure.. I'm sorry, Jill."

Brad said, "Jill, how do you feel about Laura fibbing to you?"

Jill said, still looking at me, "I feel a little hurt. I wouldn't have thought any less of Laura if she had confided in me. But, I understand too. Orgasms are things that girls brag about among themselves. It’s a status thing. I thought Laura had good orgasms all the time."

Brad said, "Jill. I told Laura that Jason and I were very glad you helped us out tonight. You both earned you pay and the clothes are yours. You can leave anytime you want. I told her I wanted her to stay. Jason what about Jill?"

Jason looked at Jill and said, "I had a good time tonight. I like you and would like you to stay. It looks like Brad and Laura played very similar games to ours. It was clear you were no stranger to orgasms, so you may not be as submissive as Laura. If you stay with me, though, I will be every bit as Dominant as I was tonight. Jill, I'd like you to stay the rest of the night and longer if possible. I'd like to show you my spread in Arizona and see what it's like."

Jill and I looked at each other. Brad asked, Laura, would you and Jill like to talk in private? I know this is possibly a big thing and I' be surprised if you didn't want to discuss it."

""Yes, Master. I think it’s a good idea.."

Brad and Jason stood up and Brad said, "OK, both of you stand up and go in the bedroom. We'll wait. He opened the bedroom door and we stood up and went into the bedroom. After he closed the door, Jill said "Well this isn't what I expected."

"Oh, really, Jill, what did you expect?"

"Well, not to be tied up, well fucked, and offered a chance to be a kept woman by a rich Dom. I expected a well paid one night stand, then go back to looking for Mr. Right."

"Do you think Jason is Mr. Right, or at least close enough to try him out?"

"Fuck, yes. He made me come better than anyone before. He's a rich stud and I'd love to be his love slave. But isn't this all too good to be true? I mean, I'm an optimist, but this is like rolling a dozen sevens in a row. They're both probably serial killers just luring us into their lair."

"Yeah, you have a point. The odds of the two of us striking gold on a blind double date are poor. On the other hand, we've both been looking for Mr. Right for eight years and found no one even close.  Brad made me orgasm. For the first time in my life. And a dozen times after that, each one better than the last. I don't care if he is a criminal and murderer. He's just fantastic in bed. He's the strongest, handsomest, wealthiest hunk I've ever met. I want to go home with him and never see my dive of an apartment again. But it’s a big step. Is there anything we can do to make it less risky? I've thought of just spending the night, taking our earnings, going home, and waiting for Brad to call. I rejected that approach outright. It’s never worked before. Let's take a chance. There's too many other hungry girls in the world looking for these two. I'm ready to drop everything and go with Brad. How was it with Jason?"

Jill smiled and replied, "Not as mind blowing as having my first orgasm, but almost. He was patient and gave me several climaxes to, as he said, 'Warm me up.' He tied my hands first thing and then teased me to full arousal. He made me orgasm just to his fingers a couple of times. He removed that vibrator and used my bottom hole and I even orgasmed to that. I want to go back to him and have him fuck me the rest of the night. If he's as good as he was earlier I don't think there's any way I could refuse him."

"So, just stay the rest of the night and make our decision in the morning?"  I was trying to sound rational and analytical, but the truth was, I was going to beg Brad to take me home with him. I trusted him. Silly, I know, but I had watched them get a humanitarian award from a national organization. I had watched him greet many important people who seemed to be friendly. I know that's how politicians act, but these weren't just politicians. You can tell a lot about people by his friends and he was liked and respected by many people. That was good enough for me.

Jill was able to turn the doorknob and open the door. We went back into the living room. I went to Brad and Jill to Jason. We knelt in front of them and I said, "Masters, we beg you to keep us the rest of the night and we'll discuss the future in the morning."

Jill just nodded.

Brad said, "Good, Jill, stand up."

Wait.  What? "Master...?"

Jason said, "Brad and I often consult each other on important decisions. We're going to change partners and see what we think of our brother's choice. If Jill or you want to be paid and taken home, just say so."

Jill and I looked at each other. Jason was just as much of a hunk as Brad. But Brad knew how to make me orgasm. I've only spent a few hours with Brad. Maybe Jason's just as good. Anyway I didn't want to go home yet, or maybe ever.  I shrugged and Jill said, "OK, Brad. Let's see what you've got," and followed him to the door.

When we were alone, Jason walked to me and said, "Stand up, Laura."

I stood and thrust out my breasts to him. He was just as big and impressive as Brad. He pulled me close and I tilted my head back, inviting him in. He kissed me and it was intoxicating. Different than Brad, but just as heady. I felt helpless, weak, completely in his power. My belly started twitching. It knew what was going to happen. He made the kiss last a long time. I gave as good as I got and our tongues played in both our mouths.

"You are a good kisser, Laura."

"Am I as good as Jill, Master?"

"Yes, I think so. Were you always this good or did your first orgasm change you?"

"I was OK before. I think I'm better now. Before tonight I had not been tied up and kissed. This entire night has been a wonder to me. I've felt such pleasure. More intense and addictive than anything I've ever known. I like submission. I'm afraid of what I will feel like when I'm untied."

"Maybe I'll just leave you helpless and ship you home."

"But Master, wouldn't you like to taste me before you buy?"

He put his hands around my waist and effortlessly lifted me up and put my left nipple in his mouth. I was frozen and helpless in midair. I felt his hot mouth close on my breast and he sucked on the nipple. I was already hard and now intense heat flared in my breast and belly. I moaned in intense pleasure. It felt so good, so intense. Men had sucked my nipple before and it was never like this. My bondage, my submission must have closed a switch and turned me on. I was so helpless and under the complete control of this giant. He could do whatever he wanted with impunity. My belly blazed with arousal and I wanted him in me so bad. I wasn't being unfaithful. Brad had left me here for Jason to judge me. I was ready to be judged.

A bell chimed. Jason set me down and said, "Answer the door, Laura."

What? "Master, like this. They'll see me."

"Of course they'll see you. I don't want to keep you a secret. Be proud of what you are. Besides, why do you care what strangers think of you? You'll probably never see them again. Flaunt your body. Show them you're special. Go."

I walked to the door. I had to obey. I was scared. I remembered what he said. I'd show them I was special. I straightened up and thrust my breasts again. I'd make Jason proud. I got to the door. I had to turn my back to it so my hands could reach the knob. I turned it and twisted my body to pull the door open. It was spring loaded so I had to block it with my body.

It was Ruth Anglin. I blushed as she said, "Hello Ms. Billings. Nice rose. Mr. Hancock, here are the things you requested."

She held out a bag. Jason took it. "Thank you Ruth. I'll see you in the morning."

"Good night sir. Good night Ms. Billings." She turned and walked toward the elevator.

"Good night, Ms. Anglin," I called. I backed up and watched the door close. Well, that was embarrassing. When its latch clicked I turned around. Jason was holding his package and looking at me with a big grin.

"I take it you expected her, Master?"

"Of course."

"And you wanted me to think it was a stranger?"

"I was educating you. If you come home with Brad and I, you will often be naked in front of strangers, but we will always protect you, too. We want you both to make an informed decision."

"You'll make me do that a lot?"

"No. You'll want to do that a lot. Kneel and raise up."

I knelt as he said.

Bend over and put your forehead on the floor. Keep your bottom high. Spread your legs wide."

I adjusted my position.

"This is called 'Punishment Position.' It’s for using your bottom or punishing you. Remember it."

"Yes, Master."

You did not address me as Master for several sentences."

"I'm sorry, Master. Please don't hurt me."

"This is a minor correction. To help you remember our rules." He hit my ass with his belt. He hit hard and I gasped at the pain. My belly flared with furious, submissive arousal. He was my Master, too. I wanted him to take me. I wanted another slave orgasm. He rubbed my burning ass with his hand and I felt the pain subside. But my belly was frothing and contracting with pure lust.

I begged, "Please, Master. Take me now."

"Aren't you going to thank me for correcting you?"

"Thank you Master. Please take me."  Fuck me. Make me submit to you."

"Patience, Laura. First I want to change a few things. Stand up. Posture."

I struggled up and spread my feet. I thrust my breasts out and smiled at my Master.

He took something shiny out of the package and held it up for me to see. A simple steel ring, maybe six inches in diameter. He pulled it open, it split in half and was hinged. "This is a collar such as a sub or slave might wear. It is not decorated or engraved. All it means is that the woman wearing it is a slave.  To the initiated it is full of meaning. To the rest of the world, it is simple jewelry. He put it around my neck. below the emerald choker. He closed it. It gave a loud, ominous click as it snapped shut. It was heavy.

No. I want to be Brad's woman. What does this mean? "Are you claiming me, Master?"

"No. If I claimed you, my name would be on the collar as your owner."

"Master, what does a collar with no name mean?"

"It only means you are a slave and you don't yet have an owner."

He removed three small, flat boxes from the bag and set them on the table. Two were the same size and the third was a little bigger. He opened one of the small boxes and took out something silver. He held it up to me. Handcuffs. H took a second set out of the other box. The larger box yielded a set of matching leg irons.

He brought the shackles to me and ratcheted them closed on my ankles. I didn't say anything. What was there to say?

He untied my arms. "Rub them, move them around. Restore your circulation."

I did, and it felt good to be able to move my arms again, though I knew it was temporary.

After a few minutes. I said, "Ready, Master.".

He put a cuff on my left wrist, pulled it behind me and put the other cuff on my right arm, above my elbow. This was a surprise.

Then he picked up the other pair of cuffs. locked one on my right wrist and pulled it across my stomach. He locked the remaining cuff on my left arm, above my elbow. He had to pull a little to get my hand close enough. When he was done, my arms were held tight around my waist and I was even more helpless than with my arms tied. I couldn't move my wrists o arms and my hands were firmly held on opposite sides of my body. They couldn't act in unison on anything.

"Master," I said, in sincere praise, "this is very effective bondage. I can't get loose, even if I had a key, yet I'm comfortable."

"I can't claim the idea. I saw it online, but I did appreciate its effectiveness and utility. You'll notice all your girl parts are available and you can't cover any of them."

"Clever, Master. Will you use some of me now?" I really wanted another or three and I felt  delicious, submissive heat rising in my belly.

He took a dog leash out of his bag and clipped it onto my collar. My inner fires flamed up and I felt a small contraction in my belly. "Master, would you take me now. Please. I'm ready."

"Patience, Laura." He stepped back and tugged on the leash. I stepped forward and felt my ankle chain move with me. He stopped and I took up my pose again.

"Step forward with your right leg, as far as you can. and stop."

I raised my foot and stepped forward. The chain jerked my foot to a halt before I was anticipating and I lowered my foot to the floor.  He stepped back another step and the leash grew taut again.

"Now your other foot." I repeated. "Stand."

I moved my right foot beside my left and spread them as wide as my hobble allowed. I thrust my breasts out.

"OK, now you know how far you can step. Follow me." He turned and walked all around the suite. He didn't look back and I had to take short, quick steps to keep up with him. I felt my love juices flowing into my pussy. My body was ready for sex. After a minute of circling the rooms he said, over his shoulder, "Always stay to my left and close enough your leash doesn't jerk. When I stop, kneel beside me on my left."

Simple enough. I hoped he would end this and take me to bed. My belly was a swirling cauldron of heat. I was helpless and leashed. Even though I was standing and walking, I was completely subjugated. He controlled everything I could do. I needed him in me. He hadn't taken me yet and I was dripping all over the expensive carpet.

Another room and he stopped. I stopped too then I remembered what he said. I stepped beside him and knelt there. He rubbed the top of my head and I rubbed my shoulder against his leg. It was all I could do. He started walking again. I stood and followed him. I was strangely happy. I was getting the hang of this. It was simple and so submissive.

I thought about walking like this down a busy street. But only behind Brad. Maybe Jason, He hadn't given me an orgasm yet, but it was looking good. It wouldn't be so much different than stripping, except for no tips and more women. A slave on a leash, naked and helpless.  I'd be terrified but there would be nothing I could do to stop it. Once I was helpless, I had to obey. I would be ogled by men and scorned by women, secretly jealous of my Master. Everyone would take videos of me and post them on Instagram, Facebook, and YouTube. I'd be infamous. I would be both humiliated and proud to be led by such a man. The police would come and if I was following Brad, I would explain I wanted to be his slave and naked. I guess I'd have to cover my nipples and slit, I'd be sure and remind Brad if he wanted to take me on a walk downtown. 

He stopped in front of a chair and said, "Kneel in front of the chair."

I knelt, spreading my knees wide, and watched him sit, still holding the leash. My belly was  roiling, ready to climax, and I couldn't move under his gaze. I wondered if I would dare to move if he just dropped my leash and left the room. Not for a long time I'm sure. He ordered me to kneel and I wouldn't dare move for fear it was a test and he would "Correct" me if I disobeyed. He was a big, good looking man who liked to dominate me, dominate women. I had never met anyone like him or Brad before. Were they even of my species? They were bigger than life and I felt tiny, insignificant before them.

He stripped off his clothes and looked at me. He was ripped and his cock was huge, maybe ten or eleven inches and thick. I licked my lips.

"In a minute, Laura, tell me what you think about how I've treated you."

Master, I think you are a controlling bastard. I think you get great pleasure from dominating Jill and me. I think these chains are subjugating me much more than being tied. I think you have made me more aroused than I ever felt before tonight. I think I love how you are treating me."

He pulled gently on my leash and said, "Come closer."

I inched my knees forward. He kept up the gentle pull on my collar. I advanced until my chest touched the chair, between his legs. The soft touch of the fabric against my overheated skin sent a wave of ferocious heat through my belly. My belly was a roiling cauldron of superheated juices. He eased his pull and said, ""Have you given many men blow jobs?"

"Only a few, Master." This was a lie. It was the only sex act I was great at. Once I learned this, I practiced and honed my technique like good student. If I couldn't orgasm, I was going to make sure the guys remembered me!.

"Did you like it?"

"It was time to stop being shy. I was good at this and appreciated my skills..  I said, defiantly, "Yes, yes, I did, Master."

"Lick and suck the tip."

I leaned my head forward and stuck my tongue out. My belly's tempo increased. I knew a climax was close. It had to be my submission. He hadn't touched me but I was about to be as submissive as a woman can.

"Stop."

I pulled back in surprise and looked up at Jason. What was wrong? I was about to blow his mind with my skill, pleasure him, and maybe climax from it.

"Stand up and back up two steps."

"Yes, Master." I did as ordered.

He stood and stepped to me.

He put his arms around me and lowered his head and sucked my left nipple into his mouth. I gasped as an electric shock zapped through my pussy. My arousal shot through the roof and a climax boiled through my body causing me to jump and shake. His teeth were clamped on my nipple and held me fast. I screamed, "Yes. oh yes, Master."

He released me.

He unlocked all my restraints and tossed them, clattering, onto a table. He left my collar and leash where they were. He sat back down and said, "Cross your hands behind you and resume."

I was still shaky from the climax and felt more awkward than I should have, but I knelt and crawled to the chair. His cock was still erect. My belly was still, no longer roiling with heat. I felt like I was on stage. I wanted his approval, I wanted him to feel good. I wanted to show off and impress him. I wanted to pleasure him. I was not feeling aroused. This was more like a lap dance. I was very close and wanted to give him pleasure, but my pleasure wasn't orgasmic any more, just the pleasure of doing a good job. I leaned my head forward and opened my mouth.

"Stop."

Now what. Damn it all. Didn't he want me to blow him?

"Stand up and back up two steps."

"Yes, Master." I did as ordered. Deja vu, all over again. Now what?

He stood and stepped to me. He wrapped his arms around me and lowered his head. He sucked my right nipple into his mouth and bit it gently.

"Ouch, Master. That's too hard."

He released me and replaced all the restraints on me until I was helpless again. Magically, as each ratchet engaged, my belly grew hotter. My arousal was back.  This was too weird. It was clear, I was a bondage junkie. I needed to be in bondage. Would I always have to be chained to have orgasms? It was so unfair, but it wasn't my fault. Now I realized what I would give up if I rejected bondage. Would Brad keep me in chains all the time? Might not be too bad if he gave me orgasms all the time too, but I didn't see how that would work. I certainly loved the feeling.  I looked up at Jason in surprise. "Master, how did you know?"

No response.  He took me in his arms once again and I felt light-headed. He put his mouth on my right nipple and sucked. It was wonderful. The heat raged in my belly again. I wanted him to continue. I heard myself moan. He released my nipple and my body. I felt close to another climax.

"Call it an educated guess. Now kneel and resume."

"Yes, Master."

I brushed my long red hair against his bare thighs. Men go crazy when I do this; I caressed his thighs with my hair for a few minutes, making sure to get my long silky hair all over his balls and erection as well. 


I wanted him to caress my boobs, so I raised up on my knees and rubbed them all over his legs and he obliged by fondling them. I let him admire my rack for a while, savoring the attention and the sensation of his hands squeezing my breasts. He got my nipples even harder, tweaking them just right. Now they ached so good. 

I returned to my kneeling position on the floor, and I used my shoulders to gently nudge his legs father apart so it was easier for me to reach his cock and balls. I spent some time kissing his thighs, getting closer and closer to his balls as I did this. I made sure he could hear the kissing noises, loudly smacking my lips to affect his sense of hearing with erotic sounds.

He let out a loud moan when I put one of his balls into my mouth. I swished it around inside my mouth, then I switched to the other one; I was also stroking his thighs with my head. He started breathing hard when I managed to put both his balls into my mouth at once. I tenderly licked his balls while warming them up with my hot mouth. I used my tongue to move them all around; my lips were completely enveloping his entire sack, up to the root of his cock. My hands began to stroke his cock.


"OH Laura!" He didn't seem capable of saying much else. I liked that; turning a guy on so much he couldn't really say much besides "OH Laura!" I loved hearing my own name shouted out in pleasure.


I removed his balls from my mouth and licked his shaft with the tip of my tongue. I drenched his lap with my saliva. Starting at the root, I worked my way up to the sensitive underside of his cock, right under the head. I gave that area some licks, and then teased him a bit with some long slow licks up and down the shaft. When I knew he really needed some more direct stimulation, I finally put my lips around the whole head of his cock and started to gently suck him off. Fondling his balls with my hand, I slowly lowered my mouth over his entire organ, getting it deep inside my mouth.


I slowly bobbed my head up and down on his lap. I could hear his breathing getting heavier; I knew he was deeply enjoying this blowjob. I stopped for just a second so I could answer a question that might have been in his mind.


"Master, when you feel close to orgasm, don't worry. I will swallow! Just let your load out in my throat."


I told him this because many guys are not sure if a girl will "spit or swallow," so it is good to mention this in advance. I don't know why some girls are squeamish about swallowing; it is perfectly natural, and the guys fucking love it. I feel so empowered, making a man blow his load inside my throat because I got him off. Without being able to orgasm it was the closest I could come to sexual pleasure, sharing his. 

He began to buck his hips up and down; I stroked the root of his cock with my lips and swallowed his shaft again. Swirling my tongue wildly around the underside of the head of his cock, I drove him mad with desire. He was sweating; I could feel it on his thighs, brushing against my face. He kept groaning and moaning with pleasure as I became more firm with my sucking. I drooled and slobbered all over his lap, trying to make the blowjob as wet and messy as possible.


"Laura, feels good..." he whispered.


I sucked like a slut in heat. I made sexual sounds to excite him; years of watching porn had taught me that men love hearing erotic moans from women, even if they are just for effect, not because her pussy is actually getting stimulated.


"Mmm...Oh...Mmppphh...UM!" I moaned. It was hard to really say anything verbal with my mouth filled up. I swished his cock inside my cheeks, getting it as deep into my throat as possible while breathing through my nose. I was buried into his lap; his cock completely inside my mouth, his thighs pressed up against my cheeks, my nose in his lap. My eyelashes brushed up against his pubic hair.


Jason's groans were getting louder and his breathing more desperate. I firmly grabbed his dick with strong suction from my mouth as I fondled his heavy balls with my lips. His balls began to draw closer to his thighs, a sign that his orgasm was imminent. I intended to milk him dry; I sucked and licked him lovingly, while stroking his balls. I looked up; his eyes were tightly shut, and his hands were clenched around my leash. 


"Oh...Laura...I'm gonna come soon, I can tell. I can't hold it much longer..."


I didn't answer him verbally; I just sucked him faster and made moaning noises as I prepared to finish him off. My pace and intensity grew with each trip up and down his organ; I made loud slurping and sucking sounds with my mouth. His cock was rock hard and throbbing; I could feel it shaking. I visualized the hot white come loaded up in his balls getting ready to squirt hard.


"OH! Fuck! OHHHHH!" the contractions began, and his erection flexed. I focused the muscles of my mouth and tongue intently on the head of his dick. I felt the pre-cum that I had been tasting all throughout the blowjob start to drip out even more. Then the explosion came.


I have given many blowjobs and swallowed many loads of cum, but this was a very intense rush. Maybe it was because this was my first in bondage, or maybe it was because he had a lot of cum built up, but the intensity and amount of come was difficult to handle. I bobbed my head up and down and forced myself to quickly swallow it up, not wanting to lose a drop. He grabbed my boobs tightly; normally I don't like having them held so tightly, but I didn't mind, I knew his orgasm was really intense and he needed something to grip onto.


Spurt after spurt of hot cum shot down my throat. I was able to gulp most of it down quickly, but some of it filled my cheeks. His own cum mixed with my saliva as I licked the tip of his shaft, valiantly swallowing it all down. I struggled to breathe through my nose, which was buried in his pubic hair, as I finished him off, milking even more cum out of his balls with my lips Just when I thought it was over, his cock quivered with some involuntary aftershocks, and yet more creamy juice trickled down my throat. I kept his rock hard erection in my mouth after the main part of the orgasm ended; there was drop after drop of cum still dripping out of the head of his dick even though the huge spurting phase had ended.


He completely relaxed, spent and drained. His cock was still in my mouth, but I had stopped stimulating him as I knew his cock would be very sensitive. I slowly withdrew and gave the head of his cock a soft little kiss, licking off the last remaining drops of fluid. 

Eventually, I sat back on my heels. He looked at me with pleasure. "Laura, that was amazing. You are world class in so many ways. Did you enjoy that as much as me?"

"Maybe not as much, Master, but quite a lot."

"OK. Stand up." He led me into the bath, removed a heavy robe from a hook, threw it on a chair, and tied my leash to the hook, well out of reach of even my mouth. "

He left and in a minute I could hear his voice. I couldn't understand the words, but he sometimes sounded excited. I wondered about my life. I had enjoyed the last day more than I ever expected. Bondage, submission, ORGASMS, sexual plaything of two rich brothers. What would I do tomorrow? What were my choices? Did I want to go with them if they wanted me? My current life wasn't worth spit. I had been unhappy for years. These two knew how to turn me on. Would the joy fade over time? What would life be like with a "Controlling Bastard?" What did Brad mean by "A Tight Leash?" Like what I was wearing now?

I felt wonderful and I didn't mind being controlled at all. Would I come to hate it? If I did, later, would it be too late? How could I enjoy it now and leave if I wanted to? I needed more information.

Most girls married men with the expectation of changing them. Filing off the rough edges and making them better to live with. I don't think these two Doms are going to be the least bit malleable. Am I willing to be a slave to Brad?

Jason came back, dressed and said, "Open." I turned my head and saw he was holding a ball gag up to me. Oh, well. I'll have to ask later. I opened my mouth and he gagged me. Untying the leash he took me down to Brad's room. The door was open so he led me in. Brad was sitting on a couch with Jill kneeling in front of him. Her hands were now cuffed behind her and she wore a collar and leash like mine.

Jason led me to hi, handed him the leash and said, "Stand up, Jill."

She stood up, he took her leash and said, "Thanks, Bro."

Brad said, "You too," and stood up. They gave each other a "Man hug" and Jason led Jill out, closing the door behind him.


Chapter 5: Decision

“At the moment of orgasm you grow wings, defy gravity and your soul slips quietly across the universe like a shooting star.”

― Chloe Thurlow

Helpless, naked, and gagged I stood rigid, legs spread as wide as my shackles allowed, my back arched and my breasts thrust out toward the man who held my leash and my life in his hands. He walked slowly around me, winding the leash around me. He stood in front of me and I tried to read his expression, to divine his intentions and his mind. Nothing. He was smiling but betrayed nothing. I wanted to shout at him, "Do you want me?" but of course I was mute. 

"Jason tells me you are only aroused in bondage and that you have an exceptionally skilled mouth. I like that in a girl. So I think I'll leave you in your chains for now. Is that OK with you?"

I nodded my head enthusiastically. My belly was still hot and frothing. I would only need a little attention to orgasm again. He took the gag out of my mouth and said, "I really like the way you look gagged, but it does rather limit our communication. Maybe I'll let you sleep with it tonight."

I didn't want it, but I wanted to please him more than just about anything, so I said, "OK, Master."

He led me into the bedroom, threw back the covers and laid me down face up. "Pull your feet up to your ass, Laura."

I did as he ordered and he sat on the bed next to me. He started lightly brushing his fingertips over my breasts. Thrills of sensation flowed throughout my body, making my belly heat flare. I started panting and felt very aroused, then his hands dropped off my breasts and caressed my chest and stomach thrilling me even more. They dropped to my thighs, never touching my pussy, making me want him there more than ever I knew what he would do to me there, but he avoided it. I closed my eyes in sheer pleasure.

Then his warm tongue started bathing my breasts, all over. For a long time he avoided my hard nipples, but even without that my arousal was climbing higher. He made every one of the thousands of nerve endings of my breast stand up and beg for more. It was very intimate and arousing. Finally, his tongue started on my nipples, tickling and teasing them as I got hotter.

As my nipples hardened I felt his hands start caressing the folds of my sex. God. Having both erogenous zones excited at once was a double whammy. My love juices were making me very wet.

Then his hands and tongue went away and I opened my eyes, missing him so much. He was undressing Then he flung himself on me, his heavy body holding me immobile beneath him, his huge, stiff member sliding into with perfect aim. Time seemed to slow for me as I felt his member force itself into me, spreading my body wide enough for him to pass. I felt every inch of him as he imperiously demanded right of way from me. He was an irresistible force, conquering my body, subjugating my meager defenses, claiming me. My mind welcomed the change of government with open arms and singing hosannas to my new Master.

The populace rejoiced and I climaxed instantly, screaming my joy and welcome. His huge member pumped in and out, driving me to the edge and over as I climaxed again to even more screams of joy.  His cock jerked and jumped inside me, causing more joy and then his spend flooded into me and I climaxed yet again. My love juices mixed with his hot seed and squeezed between us to flow into my pussy in great spurts.

I lay there motionless, kissing my Master's neck and repeating, "Oh God, Oh God." I felt his penis shrink inside me and eventually he rose from me and withdrew. He lay beside me on the bed. Neither of us spoke, but we had a connection. I thought, "Bondage => Orgasm. My God. How simple. How hard to learn." I suppose I could move a little, but post coital ennui was on me and I just basked in the glow.

I felt him move and opened my eyes. His hand settled on my still engorged sex and began rubbing and started playing with me. He begins stroking and rolling my clit around with his fingers and it gets me going. I want to jump in and help but I can't move. Shit. He raises up and uses both hands. He slides his beautiful fingers inside me while  playing with my swollen clit. I start reaching that point and he is pumping and curling away. All of a sudden he starts pumping in me at high speed and touching me as deep as he can and he touches my G-spot. I explode in waves of pleasure and suddenly I'm crying and giggling like a banshee.

I have never ever felt that way before, I could not control myself and the giggling was just so intense with the crying taking over here and there. It was the most beautiful sensation I have ever felt. My god he is amazing.

Finally I wound down and he stood me beside the bed. He said, "For someone who had her first orgasm tonight, you are one hot, responsive girl."

"Master, I just needed someone who knows how to treat a girl to bring out the best in me."

"So, take away her clothes, put chains on her limbs, collar her, and fuck her senseless is what girls want?"

"That's good, Master, but it’s better if you spank her first."

"Right." He unlocked everything and led me into the shower. "Let's get clean and go to bed. It’s after three a.m."

We showered and dried off. He started to get in bed and I put a hand on his arm and said, "Master, you promised to gag me and I'd like you to chain me for bed."

"Really?"

"Really, and the collar too, Master. I want to see what it feels like."

He replaced all my restraints. It was amazing. I was helpless but didn't hurt anywhere. I lay down on the bed and he pushed me into place. He pulled the covers over me and turned off the light. I was facing away from him and he reached a hand across me and cupped my breast. It was intimate and I dropped off to sleep immediately. 

I woke up ravenous and mumbled something about food through my gag. Brad smiled and took me to the bath. He set me on the toilet and made me crap. When I was done he wiped my ass. I don't think anyone had ever cleaned me there since I was four. He had me stand up and bend over and he used his finger to smear lube around and inside my anus. He was very thorough and made me horny again. He didn't say a word and neither did I. Was this a morning ritual with him? I could get used to the intimate interaction.

He straightened me up and said, I'll order breakfast from room service. He led me back to the dining table and said, "Kneel there," and pointed to a spot. He called Jason who answered quickly. Brad said, "It’s me bro, had breakfast?...OK I'll order for all of us... No, she wanted to sleep in her chains. I. haven't let her go yet...Good idea. Jill too. ...Probably fifteen." 

He hung up and put coffee on to brew in the tiny pots the hotel provides. He called room service and ordered eggs, bacon, waffles, hash browns, biscuits and gravy, coffee and juice for four. Then he came over to me and removed my gag. I worked my jaw to loosen it up. He held a water bottle to my lips. I was parched. Probably because I had drooled all night around the damned gag. My pillow was soaked this morning.

"Morning sunshine. You slept well in your chains. I guess you were comfortable?"

"Yes, Master. I was comfortable except that I drooled all night around that gag. I'd just as soon get rid of that."

He didn't say anything. I let it slide. I was in no position to push it.

"Jill is restrained too. Jason will bring her over in a few minutes and we'll eat breakfast together."

"Master," I asked, somewhat hesitantly, are you going to let the room service people see Jill and I this way?"

"Yes. The sooner you get used to being naked and restrained in front of strangers, the better. That is, if you want to be our slaves and we decide to keep you. In any case, soon, you'll see what it feels like. Remember you'll never see them again and behave accordingly."

"Master, are you testing us?"

"Certainly. We need to see whether you can fit into our lives and you can see if you really want to."

Master, if I was your Sub or Slave, what would my life be like?"

"I would love you and cherish you. I will make sure you have a life outside the home where you will be safe and do work you can be proud of. At home you will always be naked so I can look on my beautiful property at all times. You will be kept on a short leash and I mean I will control your every action. I will keep you completely helpless and in bondage so that you are always simmering. I know you need that. You can leave any time you want. If you choose to leave, I will keep you in a favorable financial situation and I will always consider you a friend."

God. It sounded wonderful and terrifying, delightful and abominable, secure and embarrassing. What to do? I knew I was already in lust with him. I wanted him to ravish me every day, all day.

"You'd keep me in chains? Really?"

Really. As soon as you walk in the door, you'll strip and put on your cuffs and collar, and do your chores. When they're done, you'll add the restraints. You'll be watched all the time to make sure you obey my orders and are kept safe.  You'll have no privacy except when you're with me."

"God, Master, you are a controlling bastard."

"I'm much worse than you know. On the other hand you will be the much happier as my slave than you are now. Recall last night. Imagine having that joy every day for the rest of your life, no worries over money, or jobs, or what other people think."

"Master, this is obviously not the first time you've had a girl. What happened to them?"

"Jolene was my first girlfriend. I didn't have my actions planned well,. She just happened. She stayed for a year and then left. She married one of my foremen and still works in the accounting office. We're friends and her husband  knows she was once my girlfriend. I see her occasionally and we exchange Christmas cards."

Allison was my second girlfriend. We lived together for five years. She was wonderful and helped me formulate my policies toward my girlfriends. She died last year. Cancer. She has a daughter from an early fling. She lives with her grandparents in Connecticut. I've set up a college fund for her. I miss Allison a lot. I'm getting over her now and, frankly, I'm a little lonely. That's why I'm considering another girlfriend."

I was shaken by the grief in his voice. I made this towering man seem more human, more real than before. "I'm so sorry, Brad."

I couldn't help myself. I asked, “Wouldn't you be happier with a wife, than a girlfriend. Girlfriends are usually temporary thing."

"Marriage is a partnership. Both parties give up some control to the partner. I'm, as I've said, a controlling bastard. There's something in my personality that won't let me give up any control to another. My women have to obey me in everything or I'm not fit to live with. It takes a special type of woman to be my woman. You may be that kind.  Both of us need to be sure you can thrive that way."

Jason knocked and opened the door. He entered leading Jill on her leash. She was now cuffed and shackled just like me. She was smiling like the cat who swallowed the canary. Jason had her kneel beside me and he and Brad went to the kitchen to get coffee.

I asked, "Why are you grinning so?"

"Jason asked me to move in with him."

"Are you going to do it. Its Arizona for pity's sake. It’s hot there.

"They have air conditioning and Jason's wealthy, like Brad. Are you going with him?"

"I don't know," I said, miserably. "He's hinted but not asked and it sounds scary. I'd be a complete slave in his house."

"Right, me too, but remember the orgasms?"

"Yeah, too right." I'm ninety percent sure I want to do it. He says I can leave if I don't like it. Maybe I'm scared I will like it. I'd have to give up all control over my life."

"Yeah, I know, but how much control do you have now. What jobs can you get? Where can you live? Where can you travel. Hell, both of us are in dead end jobs and when our beauty runs out well be up the proverbial estuary without the required means of locomotion. We'll be old whores charging two bits a person and doing drugs. I chose to be Jason's pet, slave, sub, or whatever he wants to call me. It’s got to be better than this life."

I sighed, "You're probably right, but I'm scared."

"Come on Laura. We're best friends. I want you next door. We'll both need a friend to talk to in Arizona."

"But he hasn't asked me."

"Use your feminine wiles. He wants you bad. He's just scared of making a mistake too."

The doorbell chimed and Brad went to answer it. Jill and I weren't positioned so we could see the door, but anyone looking in could see our naked backs and our all too visible chains. I hope Brad kept the room service people outside. I heard muffled conversation, followed by a quiet clatter of dishes as the serving cart was wheeled into the room.

Brad said, "Stand up girls and turn around." Jason was ten feet in front of us holding a cup and smiling delightedly. I feared the worst. Brad had brought in the room service guy to see us. I rocked back on the balls of my feet and stood up. Jill matched my motions. Both of us turned around and spread our legs. Oh My God. There were two strangers looking at us. A young man and a young woman. A girl really. They wore hotel uniforms.

Brad said, "Girls, this is Roseann and James. They've agreed to help us this morning with your auditions. Roseann and James, the redhead is Laura and the blond is Jill. They're auditioning for the parts of slavegirls in a movie Jason and I are producing. Laura and Jill have done well so far, but we need to know if they can stay in their roles with strangers handling them. This will not take long, we will pay you each a thousand dollars for your time, and we will explain to your management that we ask you to stay and help us. Now I have to ask, do either of you mind handling all parts of a naked woman?"

James and Roseann's mouths were both hanging open as they stared at Jill and me. They both quickly said "No, sir."

"Fine. Jason will you position the girls while I get the plugs?"

Jason put down his cup and walked to us and took hold of our leashes. He had us both face away from the strangers and stand in proper position.

I whispered to him, "Master, what's this?" Before he answered I heard Jill giggling."

Jason said, in a conversational voice, "Just part of your audition. We need to see how you react to having strangers see you and handle you." I looked at Jill and she was insanely happy. Her whole body was trembling as she tried to stifle her laugh. I couldn't help but giggle too. This was just too funny. I remembered old "Candid Camera" reruns. These two unsuspecting kids had the same "Deer in the headlights" look. Well I guess we'd give them a good show.

I had been terribly embarrassed to be seen like this by the strangers. I also felt safe and secure with Brad and Jason here. Was this what bondage models felt when they were bound and helpless, knowing it was just a job? Of course they knew they would be released and paid before the day was out. I wasn't sure Brad and Jason would ever let us go.  I wasn't even sure I wanted them to let me go.

Brad came back holding one of the chrome butt plugs in each hand. He went to Roseann and James. "These are their butt plugs. We'll have them bend over and you each insert one. Just hold it by the ring, put the pointy end into their anus, stroke their asses with one hand, and push it into place. The girls have worn them before so they know to relax and let it in. It'll probably help to twist as you push. Once it slips into place push the red rod in and pull on it to see its secure. Any questions?"

The girl, Roseann, asked, "Why do you want us to do this? Why didn't you do it?"

Brad said, "These girls are auditioning for an engagement as slavegirls, where they will have to wear these chains for a long time. They were fine when we worked with them but we need to make sure they won't freak out when strangers work on them. You're doing them a favor. Laura ask Roseann and James to help you."

My cue. I was facing away from them so I said, "Roseann and James, I would like you to help me with this audition. I need to show my prospective employers that I can take some strangers working on me. I would appreciate the help."

Brad said, "Jill, would you like their help?"

Jill said, "Oh yes. I can't do it myself and I need to show my producers that I'm strong enough. Please help me." She couldn't help giggling at the end.

Brad asked, "Ready?"

Jason tugged on my leash so I bent over and tried to relax. I saw Jill bend over beside me. Then I felt the cold tip of the plug at my bottom hole. It slowly forced its way inside me, getting bigger and bigger. Finally it slipped into place with a rush. I felt it expand inside me and heard the click as the red rod locked it inside me.  The final tug to ensure it was seated rocked me back on my heels then Jason said, "OK. Stand up."

Jill and I straightened up.

Brad said, Perfect girls, James, Roseann. The last thing you need to do before you go back to you regular jobs is to shave their bushes. They need to be nude for their engagement."

James said, "I've never shaved a girl before. Is that important? Could I accidentally hurt her?"

Brad said, "No way. This is a very sensitive area so we have some instructions and creams for you to use. It won't take long but you're going to do more than you do to shave your face. Perfectly safe for any amateur to use. Girls do this all the time. These two just forgot."

I was proud of my bush. I had never shaved it. I kept it trimmed into a neat heart my bikini would cover. I wondered what Brad was talking about.

Brad led the way, James and Roseann followed then Jason led Jill and I into the bath. Good thing  it was large. Brad took Roseann and James to the counter where he had more things than I would have imagined were needed for a simple shave.

Jason took Jill and I to the shower and tied my leash to the shower head. He led Jill out of the bath and came back in a minute without her. I heard Brad explaining things about shaving me but I could only catch a few words: electric...shower...foam...stretch...gently ... backside...exfoliate?...egg...moisturize. Then the words stopped and I heard movement. It was silent for a long while.  I called out softly, "Hello. Is anyone there?"

Roseann entered the shower in her underwear and barefoot. She said, "You're really going to be a slavegirl for a long time?"

"Yes, I hope so."

"Mr. Hancock said you're supposed to call me 'Mistress.' He said I'm supposed to correct you if you don't."

"Yes, Mistress. Did he say how you were to correct me?"

She grinned brightly and said, "Yes, he said I was to tell you you're a 'Bad Girl,' and push this button." She held up the key to my butt plug and pointed to a raised red button on the large black fob. He said I should demonstrate it for you since you've never felt it before."

"No, Mistress," was all I got out before she pushed the button and a harsh electric shock erupted in my ass. I cringed and yelped and prayed she wouldn't do it again.

She smiled and said, "It seems to be effective. I'm only supposed to push it if you aren't obedient or you give me any lip. But I may do it just for fun. You can't stop me and you make the most amusing sounds when I do it. So be good, Laura."

God, I was helpless in the hands of a teenage sadist. I was impotent and I knew I would do whatever she said to avoid another shock. My arousal shot up as I pondered my options. God, my body really rewarded my submissiveness. "Yes, Mistress."

She tied a rubber band through the key and slipped it on her wrist. "He told me it was waterproof."

She got a pair of scissors and a plastic bowl. "Stand up and spread your legs, Laura." She sat between my legs and trimmed my bush close to my body. She said, "Razors only work well on short hair."

It didn't need an answer so, just to be safe, I said, "Yes, Mistress."

She took a patch of hair between her fingers, pulled, and snipped it off, super close to my skin. I stood very still and hoped she was being careful. With every clip I knew my vulva was being more exposed.  Every time she clipped,  I got a little hotter. This was crazy, but it was clear I wasn't in charge.  When she finished, she took the bowl full of my pubic hair and the scissors away.

I bent my head and looked down at her work. I saw something I never expected. I saw my vulva with a sudden clarity. I'd never imagined what I looked like there. It was like my lips and clit had hidden from me. I was really beautiful. I suddenly knew Brad wasn't trying to subjugate or demean me . He wanted to see every part of me. Now I could see why.

She came back empty handed and started the shower. She got it hot, then took the wand off the pall and played it over my sex and up between my legs. She didn't allow me to move but kept the water on me for a long time. I was getting very hot, inside and out. 

She shut off the water and got a small bowl from outside. She came close to me and got a hand full of the goop in the bowl and started rubbing it on my labia. She said, "This is a sugar scrub to get all the dead skin and loose hairs off before I shave you."

I didn't care what it was. I couldn't help squirming. She was driving me crazy. I was starting to itch and wanted her to rub inside me. But no, she was careful to stay on the outside, not where I needed her. She stopped rubbing and rinsed the goop off me. Damn. So close.

She came back with a can of unscented shaving foam and a new safety razor. She turned on the shower and directed the spray beside me. She knelt in front of me and coated my loins with foam. Holding the razor in her right hand, she used her left to stretch my skin taut. She stroked downward, with the grain of the hair. She repeated this all over my once luxuriant foliage, holding the razor in the stream of water after each stroke. After a dozen strokes she rinsed the remaining foam off my labia and inspected me. "Clean as a newborn, Laura. Now for the other side." She stood up and untied my leash from the shower head.

""Step forward two steps, Laura."

"Yes, Mistress." I stepped forward and spread my legs wide again. What was she doing now?

"Bend forward. "

Yes, Mistress. I leaned forward until my torso was horizontal. She reached between my legs and tied my leash to my ankle chain. "Stay there while I shave your crack."

"Mistress, Is that necessary?"

"Yes. Be quiet."

"But.."

A jolt of fire sizzled through my ass and I yelped and jumped. I almost fell. Roseann caught my hair and pulled me back up. "Don't move, Laura."

I held very still while she foamed and shaved my crack. She untied my leash and tied it back on the shower head.

She brought the sugar scrub back and exfoliated me again. Her rubbing got me twitchy and needy all over again. She rinsed me off and used a hot air gun to dry me. So, so good. Next came a bottle of egg oil she rubbed over where she had shaved. "This is egg oil and it prevents infections and helps the irritated skin recover. Massage it in twice a day for a week. Leave it on, the body absorbs it."

She dried me again and rubbed Aloe gel into the shaved areas. "Don't use talcum powder, it’s thought to cause cancer in the pussy."

"Yes, Mistress." I thought she was finished and would take me back to Brad. No. She went out and came back with a pair of tweezers. She knelt in front of me=y spread legs and said, "In case I missed any. Don't move."

Yes, Mistress."

She found exactly five which she removed painfully and quickly. At every sharp, prick my belly kicked and trembled. By the fourth one love juice was trickling into my pussy. I squirmed. "Hold still, Laura. I'm almost done."

"Yes, Mistress." Hell, I was so close to coming I think one finger inside me would do it.

She plucked a fifth hair and I felt my love juice running down my leg. I felt Roseann run a finger through the silvery trickle on my leg. "What's this, Laura?"

"M..My love juices, Mistress."

"You like this, huh?"

""It’s so,  so intense, so intimate, so personal, and I'm helpless and in your control. I can't help it if I'm a submissive."

"No, I guess you can't. Let me help you."

Suddenly the butt plug started vibrating hard. My arousal shot up. I was almost ready to climax. Then I felt Roseann's fingers close around my clit and rub it up and down. God, a freshly shaved crotch is a fantastically sensitive crotch. I felt all my internal barriers dissolve under the onslaught of a tremendous climax. My God. It was as big as the ones last night. I sagged and felt the collar tighten on my throat. Roseann must have untied me, because I sank to the floor in a sort of slow motion fall. I felt the wet tile floor catch me and I drew my legs up to still the intense throbbing in my belly. My muscles continued to spasm for long moments after the main event. I moaned, loudly in my agony and pleasure.

Roseann helped me stand up. She must have turned off the vibrator and I didn't notice. She said, "And I just got you clean. She ran her hand through my sopping pussy and held her hand to my mouth. "Lick me clean, Laura.

"Yes, Mistress." I licked and sucked until her fingers were clean. I liked my taste. a little salty, and very sweet. She pulled her fingers out of my mouth.

"There, perfectly clean. You should shave once a week."

"Yes, Mistress." Like hell. I liked my bush. She led me back into the living room. Everyone else was there. Jill looked pleased. Roseann handed my leash to Brad.

"He looked me over and said, "Not only is she clean, her labia are swollen and damp. She had a good time, I take it?"

Roseann smiled and said, "She had a very good time, sir."

Excellent. He took out his wallet and handed a sheaf of notes to both James and Roseann. "Here's your bonus. I've thanked the hotel manager for the extra help you two gave us. If you enjoyed this exercise call me here's my card." He handed both of them business cards. They left and Brad said, Now, let's eat.

Brad and Jason arranged us kneeling beside their chairs. They loaded their plates with food and fed us as they ate. I learned to delicately take food from Brad's fork when he held a bite out to me. He told me that I should try to take the bite without my lips touching the food.  Whenever he drew his fork back he ran his hand across one or the other of my hard nipples. His touch sent erotic sensations flowing through my breasts to the pussy, keeping me well lubricated throughout the meal.  I wasn't full, but I was dripping and ready for love again. Jill looked the same way with a dreamy expression on her face and her nipples sticking out like marbles on her chest.

When the meal was over, the men stood up and led us into the living room. They sat in armchairs and we knelt beside them. It had become as natural as breathing. I didn't even consider sitting on a chair. My place was on my knees close to my Master. He owned me and we both knew it. I saw Jill's face as she knelt beside Jason. Her express was alert, ready to jump into action if Jason wanted anything. I expect I looked the same.

Jason spoke, "Girls, we think you should come and live with us in Arizona. This is your invitation. But we want you to be absolutely certain so we're going to leave you here when we go back today. If you don't contact us by the 20th, that's two weeks, we'll assume you are declining the invitation. You know what your life will be like there and we want you to have time to decide without our help. We'll leave the toys. They're yours, likewise the clothes. He opened two folders on the table. Here is your money, our contact information, and two one way tickets to Phoenix. If you use the tickets, don't wear your toys. Stand up."

Jill and I stood and they unlocked us. While we rubbed circulation back into our arms, they put the cuffs and shackles back into their original boxes with the keys. The collars were last and they had their own boxes. They put the stuff in two bags and handed one to each of us.

Brad said, "Your old and new clothes are in the bedroom closet. The new ones are in a suitcase and you can keep those too. Get dressed and come back here when you're ready."

We got our old clothes out of the closet and lay them on the bed. I looked at them with distaste.

Jill asked, "Are they for real? I don't want to leave them now."

"Jill, I don't think they want disobedience from us ever. Why don't we do what they say and call them in a  day or a week. We don't have to wait too long. Besides, they're right. Let's think about this and talk it out. Make sure we're ready."

"Dammit, Laura. I don't want to wait. I want him to love me all day and night. Now."

"Yeah, me too. Well, I'm going to get dressed and do it their way. Do you really want to chance him writing you off because you didn't obey him?"

"No. You're right."

We both dressed and wheeled the nearly empty cases out to the living room.

Brad looked at me quizzically, "Where are the plugs?"

I looked at Jill and we both started laughing. I turned around, bent over, raised my dress and lowered my panties. I'm sure I looked erotic. I said, "No key, Master." Of course both Jill and I had forgotten we still had them in. After a day of use, they felt natural. I'd probably feel incomplete without it. I felt fingers at my ass. I heard the lock turn and felt it shrink inside me. Then it was pulled out of me.  I did feel empty.

Brad took it into the bath and washed it. He returned with it in a box with the key. He showed it to me then closed the box and dropped it into my toy bag. He opened my suitcase and put the bag inside. He went to the table and picked up my folder. He put it in the suitcase and closed it.  He asked, "Do you have a cell phone?" I nodded. "Unlock it and let me have it." I gave it to him and he typed on it. "I've put my private number in under 'Brad.'" Call me anytime, even if you aren't ready yet. I'd enjoy talking to you."

"I will." Count on it, Master. I miss you already and I'm still here.

He put his arms around me and we kissed for a long, intimate moment. God. I didn't want to leave.

It was like being in front of an avalanche. It didn't matter what I wanted. Brad took my suitcase. Jason took Jill's They escorted us down to the lobby and I gave my car check ticket to the valet. We waited in awkward silence, Brad holding my hand. I knew I held the keys to the kingdom in my hands. All I had to do was call his number and I would be admitted. He said I would be free to leave whenever I wanted. But I knew I would likely never have the willpower to leave once I was in. It was too attractive, too alluring. My car arrived and they put our cases in the trunk. I went to the driver's door, Brad still holding my hand. We kissed again and he said, softly, "Use the toys we gave you. Play with them and find what you like best, experiment and find what turns you on. Call me soon and we'll play together. Au revoir, Laura.

"'Bye, Master. I will call you soon."

Jill and I got in and I drove out onto the street. Jill had turned in her seat and was looking back at Jason.

"Just a simple blind date, you said. Just an escort job and we'll be back soon, you said. What could go wrong, you said. An easy three thousand apiece and we can go back to our lives, you said. My brother will be there, you said."

"I don't remember saying all those things."

"Not exactly, maybe, but you said all those things."

Well, we got our money. we got fancy clothes, we are back soon, my brother was there, and on top of that we have two wealthy hunks who want us to live with them.

"To be their slaves, you mean."

Well good things aren't free."

"Yeah and we won't be free, either."

Aw shit. Freedom's overrated. We're free to starve, get raped, be killed, with the option of getting hooked on drugs, first. We're strippers, for God's sake. This is better. Way better."

"I must be crazy. I let you talk me into going, out of sheer greed. Brad is a rich hunk. He likes me. I learned how to have an orgasm. The only downside is I'm a submissive and I'm looking forward to wearing the hunk's chains for life. Not what I expected."

"Better than what you expected?"

"Hell yes, and no."

"You going to call him?"

"Hell yes, maybe. You going to call Jason?"

"Hell yes, no question about it. You've got to call Brad, too. We 'll need each other to talk to and have girl fun."

"I know. I want to so bad, but I'm scared that once I go in, I'll vanish."

"Nonsense, Brad will protect you with all his might."

"No, I meant me, my soul, the stuff that makes me a unique person will evaporate and I'll just be a mindless robot obeying Brad and having incredible orgasms."

"That doesn't sound too bad."

"Maybe it’s not. I'm not in love with my life now, either, but I don't want it to be thrown away. I wish he hadn't made me make his choice. I'm tired of making bad decisions. I'm no good at decisions. Look at me now. I just want to be happy." I had to pull over, my tears had messed up my vision so bad I was afraid I'd hit something. I stopped the car and just bawled my eyes out.

"J..J..Jill. I don't want to be alone. Can, can I sleep at your place? Please?"
"Sure honey. Take your time." She gave me a tissue.

"I just want him to hold me. I don't want to go out into the world again. I'm scared."

"Nothing to be scared of. He wants you bad. He just needs to know you really want to be his. Why don't you call him now and talk to him? Tell him you're scared. See what he does."

"I - I can't. He told me to wait. It was an order. I can't call him yet." I was blubbering so hard I couldn't form a word. Finally, I got myself under some control and said, "You call him. He didn't tell you not to call him. You wouldn't be disobeying him. If you call him, I can talk to him. Please, Jill."

"Laura, it’s too soon. Move over. I'll drive."

It was all I could do to move. Sobbing, I managed to slide over and she got in the driver's seat. I cried all the way. She parked and opened my door. She took me into her place, I dropped onto her couch and pulled my knees up in misery. She brought in our suitcases and said, come on, you need a warm bath." She took my hand and I followed her into the bath. She ran water in the tub and stripped my clothes off. I wasn't much help. I felt sad, depressed and lost.

She sprinkled some bubble bath in the water and helped me get in. She was right, it did feel good. Jill said, "I'll make some tea. You relax."

When she left I felt my naked pussy. It was still so sensitive I was afraid to touch it much. It didn't make me aroused or erotic feeling, just tender to the touch.  Jill came back with two mugs and handed me one, "Chamomile," she said. "It'll calm your nerves."

I took the offered mug and sipped. It was soothing. She sat on the toilet and we stared at each other. "Thanks for letting me stay here. I couldn't bear being alone now."

"It’s OK. I wanted company too.  When I asked you to come with me, I had no idea what we were letting ourselves in for. I'm sorry."

"No, No, Jill. Don't be sorry. You couldn't know. I had a wonderful time. I think I must be in love. I've never hurt so much. I guess that's the formula for love, isn't it? Nothing else can make you so miserable?"

"Yeah. I don't seem to feel as bad as you, but I had a hard time leaving Jason too.  I've had intense sex before, but I never had such anxiety, such fear that he'd be gone.  Hell, I always knew I could find another stud to have sex with, but these two seem special. I've never even heard of men like these. I've had orgasms before so I wasn't hit so hard. For you Brad must be like Santa Claus and that Grey character rolled into one."

"That Grey guy? Oh yeah. Of course. I read all those books, plus the GOR books and others. I sort of suspected I might be submissive. So many girls are, but I must be an extreme case."

"You think?" She felt the bath water. "It’s getting  cold, Get out." She took my cup and helped me out. "Lift your arms. I'm going to dry you."

I lifted my arms up over my head and she toweled me dry. I missed the warmth of the heat lamps in Brad's bath. Maybe again, someday.


Chapter 6: Rings

Creativity is piercing the mundane to find the marvelous.

-Bill Moyers

She pulled my arms down and dried them one at a time.  She dropped the towel and pulled my arms behind me. "Don't move. She stepped out of the bath and reappeared in seconds. She was dangling a pair of handcuffs from her hand. "I think you'll be more relaxed wearing these."

I didn't say anything. I thought she may be right. The thrill of submission ran through my belly. I turned around, putting my arms in front of her.  I felt the cold steel grip my wrists, the sound of the ratchet loud in the room.   I tugged and they were secure. I was secured. I was indeed, happier to be out of control. Whatever happened now, it wasn't my doing. Just that quick, I dropped into submission. Who knew?

Jill said, "Don't move."

I replied, "Yes, Mistress." It was such a relief not to have to decide what to do next.

I heard her come back. "Spread your legs and bend over." I knew what was coming. I didn't mind. It was an old friend by now.

I felt her finger lube my anus then the familiar hard tip of the plug pressing into me. I relaxed and helped it ease in until it slipped into place. It expanded in me as she pressed the red rod home, latching in place with a loud 'Click.'

"OK, stand up and turn around."

"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed. She was smiling. I realized I was too.

"Feel better?"

"Yes, Mistress."

She led me into her bedroom and had me kneel beside the bed.  Both our suitcases were open on the bed. I watched as she stripped off her clothes and donned the transparent nightie she had bought for last night. It was pink and hid nothing.

She took the second pair of handcuffs out of my case and locked them on my ankles. I didn't say anything. If she wanted me hobbled, it was OK. I wasn't going anywhere.

She lifted the collar out next and stepped close to me. I lifted my head high as she lifted my long hair out of the way. It was cold and snug when it closed with  a loud click. My arousal notched higher as I thought, "I'm a collared slave again!"

"Stand up."

I obeyed and she unlocked one wrist and relocked my hands in front.

"You're mine now. As long as that's true, you have to call me 'Mistress.' Understand?"

Yes, Mistress."

"Even in public, no matter who can hear you. Clear?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Go in the living room."

"Yes, Mistress." I obediently shuffled in with tiny, mincing steps, two inches at a time.

"Kneel beside that chair," as she pointed."

"Yes, Mistress." A slave's responses were easy and monotonous.

She sat in the chair, holding a sheaf of papers and the remote control for my plug. "Your Master thoughtfully provided a manual for the butt plugs. It seems to be more complex than I thought. Now be quiet while I read."

"Yes, Mistress." I couldn't see the pages. I watched her scan the table of contents and start reading. She would skip around and then return to the front. Occasionally saying "Hmmm" or "Wow." She seemed impressed with the device. I was curious, but I knew not to interrupt her. She had ordered me to be quiet." After ten minutes she did something complex with the remote and said, "Stand up and go to the bedroom."

"Yes, Mistress." I stood up and began my slow shuffle to the bedroom. Halfway there my plug gave me a small shock. I stopped abruptly and almost fell over.

"I heard, "OK, come back and kneel where you were. That was the 'Leash' function. I can set a distance you are allowed to go from me. When you get close, you get a small shock. A little further a strong shock and at your limit a very painful shock. Now I can take you on walks and no one can see your leash. Isn't that cool?"

I shuddered. I could see my freedom under my friend and my Master would be even less than I thought. But I didn't regret it. I was excited. We could go out in public and I would still be under control. It was thrillingly erotic. Me, a slave in public. "Yes, Mistress."

She reached out and caressed my head, "We're going to have such fun, Laura."

"I know, Mistress."

She started reading again. I watched her, ready to obey. She did something to the remote and the vibrator started on low. "That should keep you occupied for a while."

"Yes, Mistress."

I felt my arousal grow inside me as the vibrator worked. Not close to an orgasm, but nice.

In a while she looked up from her reading and did something complex with the remote. I didn't feel anything. She said, slowly stand up."

I started to move and felt a sharp, quick shock in my ass. I sat back down.

Jill said, "The plug has devices in it that sense when it moves. I've turned on the function that keeps you in place. If you move, it will shock you. If you keep trying to move it shocks you worse." It has several other functions too. This is neat. I can put you somewhere and either lock you in place or let you move around but keep you on a short tether. I can also let you move as long as you stay within a short distance of me, like a real leash. I can take you anywhere and make you want to stay next to me.  I can track where you are and there's a homing function so I can lead you back to me if we get separated, like in a mall or something. I want to play with you outside. Go in the bedroom and let's get dressed."

I stood up. I was excited too. She unlocked my cuffs and had me put on the sundress. Actually it was all I had except the gown and nightie. No underwear. She put on a sports bra, panties and a short dress She had my remote on a cord around her wrist. "Remember, Laura, do exactly as I say or Zap."

"Yes, Mistress. What are we doing?"

"Several errands. First we'll go to your place and get a few things."

It was nice having my hands and legs free again. I knew it was temporary and I was acutely aware of the gently vibrating plug in my ass. We didn't say much on the way to my place. She picked out another dress, a skirt and my long coat. I got makeup and toiletries. I put everything in a small overnight bag and we went back to my car. She got her phone out and found an address for our next stop.

It was a big box hardware store. We got a cart and she bought a lot of chain in various lengths, four medium sized padlocks, keyed alike, four small padlocks also keyed alike. A dozen carabineers for temporarily holding a chain in place. She took me to the hardware  section and picked out a dozen sturdy cargo rings to fasten to her walls and whatever for the chains. We went to the tool section next and she got an enormous pair of pliers, maybe two feet long and a battery powered impact driver to install the cargo rings with. She got everything she needed to keep me prisoner in her place. and she paid for it with my money. I pushed the cart out to the car and put all the stuff in the trunk. It was a good thing I knew I was a submissive. I just wish it was Brad instead of Jill.

We went for a walk in a local park. Warm, and friendly. We stopped at a concession stand and got hamburgers and a soft drink. We strolled for a while. talking about Brad and Jason mostly.

"Jill asked, "So, do you feel better than when we left the hotel?"

"Much better, Mistress. You got a lot of things to keep we prisoner. What are you going to do with me?"

"I'm not entirely sure. I've never had a sex slave before. And I've only been one for a few hours myself. You were out of your mind when we left Brad. I assumed it was grief and loss and fear, learning how you could orgasm and then having it taken away. I enslaved you as therapy, but now I'm finding I like having control. I know you're a submissive and like it. I think I must be able to change back and forth. I liked being the boy's slave and I liked being a Dom. I don't know how common that is, but I liked it both ways. So, I thought, you need to be submissive and I like being a Dom, so let's see what happens. We can either go back to being our old vanilla selves, be the boy's Subs, or you can be my Sub. At least we can try it all now." How do you feel about it? Not that it matters, of course, slave."

"I like being helpless, Jill. You know that. Will you be nice to me?"

"Hell no. I'll be ruthless and keep you subjugated. I have the power and you called me Jill."

She pressed the correction button on the remote and I jumped at the sharp sting in my ass. "I'm sorry, Mistress. Please forgive your slave." We both started giggling and people stared at us.

"Laura, your problem is that you're a 'Good Girl." You've never done anything against the rules, a conformist. In other words, you're beautiful, smart, educated, and dull."

"I'm not either dull." Another zap to my ass. I jumped again and yelped, "Ouch."

"Don't backtalk me slave."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry. Am I really dull?"

"Do you go to parties? Do you have a boyfriend? Have you ever broken any rule? Does anyone ever call you up and ask you to do something new?  Have you ever gotten a tattoo? Have you ever done anything spontaneously?"

I said, "No," in a small voice, "Mistress."

"Dull as a piece of chalk. Now that I own you, I'm going to change that. You need to get out of your rut and embrace change. I'm going to make you eager to go to Brad."

Suddenly I was all too aware of the controlling plug up my bottom. "What are you going to do to me, Mistress. Not a tattoo, please?

"A tattoo saying something like, 'Property of Brad Hancock' across both breasts might look good. Show commitment."

"No, please, Mistress. Let Brad mark me if he wants. He might not like it."

"Maybe not. Maybe just a small butterfly?"

"Please no, Mistress. I don't know what he might like. Let him choose."

"I don't know. Let's go to a shop and see what they have. Maybe you'll see something you like." She took my hand and led me back to the car. She got out her phone and gave me an address not far away.

The shop was clean and tidy. It looked almost like a doctor's office. There was a thin woman behind a counter. Jill sat me in a chair and said, "Stay here. I'll see what they have." She fingered the remote and said, "I've locked you in place. Don't move."

"Yes, Mistress," in a small voice.

I watched Jill talk to the woman. I couldn't hear what they said. Jill looked through a catalog and selected. The woman went in back and Jill came back and sat beside me. She said, "I found something I think Brad will like."

"What, Mistress?"

"It’s a surprise. Just do what the artist and I say and I won't have to correct you." She pressed more buttons on the remote. "I've turned off the lock and turned the leash back on. Stay close, it’s at the minimum."  My heart sank. I knew that she would do something when I entered the door.

The woman came out and escorted Jill and I into the back. She took us into a small room with a large reclining chair bolted to the floor, a counter and two smaller metal chairs. The woman said I had to sign a release. Jill said, "Of course. Sign the form Laura." She pointed to the counter. The form was lying there with my name and address typed on it already. I started to read it and Jill said, forcefully, "Just sign it, Laura."

I signed it, Jill signed it too. and the woman said, "Take off your clothes, Laura."

Jill agreed, "Everything, Laura. "

I stripped and handed them to Jill. The covering of the big chair was cold as I sat on it. The woman asked can she hold still?"

It was so strange being talked about as if I wasn't there, but I didn't dare speak up. I had slipped into full submissive mode.

Jill said, "I doubt it."

The woman started to put a wide leather strap around my chest, below my breasts. Jill said, "Wait." She opened her bag and said, "Lean forward and put your hands behind you. I guess I should have been embarrassed, but I wasn't. I obeyed and Jill cuffed my hands behind me. "Go ahead."

The woman tightened the strap, holding my back against the chair and trapping my hands. Another strap across my thighs and a smaller one across my forehead were added. What were they doing? This was not for some small tattoo.

The woman got a tray out of a cabinet and set it on the counter just out of my sight. She said, "Get her nipples hard, please."

Nipples? I wasn't getting a tattoo. Jill was having my nipples pierced. I opened my mouth and saw Jill looking at me. She shook her head, "No." The remote was in her hand, I closed my mouth. This wasn't too bad. It might hurt a little, but lots of girls had pierced nipples. I could take the ornaments out and the holes would heal quickly. It was just like my earrings. Relax, I told myself.

Jill put the remote away and played with my nipples expertly. I felt them swell into aroused hardness. She turned up the plug's vibrator and I got more aroused. I closed my eyes and felt a cold liquid painted on my nipples then the pinch as the needle thrust through my left nipple. Then the right one. I kept my eyes closed and the woman's gloved fingers worked on my tender buds for a moment more. There was a series of metallic clicks. When I stopped feeling her, I opened my eyes. A really huge ring pierced each nipple. They must have been two inches across and almost a quarter inch thick.

They were much too big and heavy. The woman said, "It’s a good thing she has such big nipples or I would have had to use smaller rings. These are the biggest I have."

Jill hefted the rings and said, "They look wonderful, They're just the right size for her big bust. Aren't they wonderful, Laura.?"

I dragged my eyes away from the monstrous rings and looked up at Jill. She held the remote in her hand again and was smiling in triumph. "They're beautiful, Mistress."

Jill said, "I knew you'd love them. Just one more and we'll be done."

"One more, Mistress?"

No response.

The woman approached with a cotton swab full of an orange liquid. She painted it inside my nose, both sides. I opened my mouth again and Jill said, "Quiet, Laura."

I strained but I couldn't move my head. Then the woman brought a thick needle up to my face, lined it up and pushed it through my septum. The pain was off the scale. My vision filled with stars and I screamed. I closed my eyes and whimpered pitifully.

The woman said, "All over now. The rest won't hurt." She replaced the needle with the ring and squeezed it closed. It snapped shut with two  loud clicks. There was a little blood around the piercings. The woman cleaned it up with a disinfectant towel. She removed the straps and Jill freed my hands.

The woman gave me a paper cup with cold orange juice. "Just sit a moment. You may be light headed. She left the room.

"You were very brave, Laura. I'm proud of you. Want to see?"

I said, "Yes, Mistress," even though I was a little scared.

She handed me a hand mirror. A big, thick ring hung from my nose. It was gold and just as thick as the ones in my nipples. Not as big in diameter, it still hung down to the top of my upper lip. It wasn't a feminine ornament. It was functional. It looked like it was intended to lead me with. It looked like it could, too. It was a slave's ring for sure. "Mistress, it’s too big. It’s not feminine at all," I protested.

"Nonsense, Laura, every man who sees you will lust after you. Certainly it tells everyone you are submissive, but that's not necessarily a bad thing. It will make you indescribably alluring to any Dom and every woman will hate you for showing how desirable a slave girl can be. Its certain no one is going to think you're the slightest bit assertive."

"But, Mistress, how can I walk out in public with this huge ring in my nose."

"That's the wrong question. You will have to show it in public. How can you do so without being embarrassed? Easy. Be proud of it. It is your statement. Admit you're a slavegirl and flaunt it. Let everyone see that you know your place, and it’s better than theirs. I'm going to lock your collar on you when we get home and you will strut. You will flaunt your slavery. You will learn to make Brad proud of showing you off to his friends, guests, peers, associates. Everyone. You will show the world you belong to him and proud of it. He will snap you up and take you everywhere. You'll get interviews requests. Every talk show host will want you to appear on television. Your image and videos will flood the internet. You'll be viral in a day."

"What about you, Mistress?"

"Hell, I'll be right beside you if Jason wants me. I was just as happy as a Sub as a Dom. Probably happier if he takes care of me. I know the two of us belong with Brad and Jason. I just needed to show you." She handed me my clothes. "Get dressed."

I put my dress on and my shoes. I looked down. My shiny gold nipple rings were clearly visible through the thin material of my sundress. But it was all I had to wear.

"Turn around and put your hands behind you." I cringed, thinking of what others were going to see. I might as well be naked in public. No choice. Not my fault, just my nature.

"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed.

She cuffed my wrists together. "You're going to look like a full slave from now on. Stay here while I pay, with your money of course."

I waited, feeling excited, scared and expectant. In public? Of course everyone would see my nose ring. It was like a well lit sign saying, "I'm a slave." I'd have to learn to handle curiosity, lust and anger greater than I'd ever seen. Jill came back and said, "All done. Let's go."


Chapter 7: Gear

Don't just kiss me darling,

Steal my very breath.

-J.L.Wyman

I followed her to the front of the shop and onto the sidewalk. She wrapped her fingers around my cuffs and steered me down the sidewalk. It was a bright, sunny day. The car was half a block away. We passed several people, but only one woman we passed appeared to notice my nose ring. She looked at my face them smiled as Jill steered me by her. She kept going past the car. "I said, "Mistress.." She shushed me by saying, "We have another stop before we go," and steered me around the next corner. She steered me into an "adult" store a few doors down.  I had never been in one of these before. I expected it to be dim and full of sleazy men in overcoats. But no. This place was well lit and staffed by young women dressed in Goth style. There were aisles with books, DVDs, clothing, whips, bondage gear  and bondage furniture. A young woman with a bondage collar and  nose ring, much smaller than mine, came up to us, looked me over, turned to Jill and asked, "New slave?"

Jill said, "Yes, Maude just finished her piercings and recommended you for gear."

"Maude does good work. You're her Dom?

"No. I'm looking after her while he's away. She's new at this and a little scared, so I'm helping her. She has a collar and these rings, police cuffs, and she's wearing a butt controller so she's malleable."

"The girl looked me over and said, "She has good breasts, long legs, a long neck, and a good waist. Good bondage gear will accentuate her nice body. Do you want to show her in public?"

"She needs to improve her confidence, so I intend to take her in public with subtle bondage. But I want her stylishly helpless in private for her Master."

They took me into a dressing room in back and made me strip. The girl brought a number of things for me to try. In the end, Jill got me a leather bustier, a "waspie" corset, a leather and chrome collar that said 'Slave' in big, black letters, a half dozen leather straps, a couple of short chains with spring clips on the ends, a leather harness that wrapped me in straps and held my arms tightly against my back, a strap on blindfold, a penis gag that went way down my throat and looked like a ball gag when it was in me, and finally, a wicked looking riding crop. It was all erotic and exciting. Being naked and docile while two women tried bondage gear on me and discussed my body was embarrassing as hell.

I wore the corset, collar, leash, and the gag when we left, my hands cuffed behind me again. When Jill was finished paying, the girl said, "Have you taken her to The Coffle yet?"

Jill asked, "What's that?"

"Oh My God. It’s a bondage club in south LA. Its huge and it'll be perfect for you two. My Master takes me there every week. There's classes and apartments and training for both Master's and slaves. She pulled a card out of her pocket and wrote on it. Take this and give it to the hostess. My name's Alice and try it out. Its wind blowing. You'll see."

Jill took the card. I saw she had scribbled 'Alice O.' on the face of the card. The card showed a castle like building with a cartoon girl with a heavy collar with chains coming off it, front and back.

Jill led me out of the store in full slave mode, my leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other. A dominatrix and her slave. I looked at everyone we passed. Only three people even noticed me. I guess I didn't stand out in L.A. When someone actually took notice of my getup I strutted and smiled around the gag like I was proud of being a slavegirl in public. When I passed them I waved my cuffed hands at them.

She put me in the passenger seat and strapped me in. Then she drove us back to her place. I watched out the window for anyone who noticed my collar, gag, and nose ring. Hardly anyone did, I smiled at them too. After a few blocks, Jill reached over and removed my gag.

"Mistress, do you really mean to parade me in public in chains?"

"You liked it didn't you?"

I remembered my short performance and how it felt. "I did enjoy it. I was helpless and knew it wasn't my choice. It was liberating. Everyone could see you were in control so none of it was my fault. I could just let my submissive side hang out. Are you going to parade me like this in public from now on?"

"No, I think I'll leave your hands and legs free, just put Brad's collar on. That should give you plenty to talk to others about. I want you to get used to being proud of being owned. You will answer every question fully and honestly or I'll zap you, Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"You'll get plenty of stares and questions with your nose ring and collar. We'll have to make sure your new nipple rings are apparent too. The dress you have now is perfect."

She took me into her place, uncuffed me, and I put my clothes away. She lay me on my front on the floor, replaced the handcuffs, and put the leg shackles on me with its chain passed through my handcuffs so I was hogtied.

Jill looked down on the chained girl. Her friend and now her slave. Her lovely body was so tempting. "I can do anything I want to you, Laura, and you can't do anything to stop me," she thought. How delicious, how tempting. So many options.

Jill used an empty roller suitcase to bring the hardware in from the car. She removed the leg irons and helped Laura up. She made Laura kneel beside her chair as she changed the remote settings.

"There. I've turned on the leash function. Stay close to me or you'll get zapped."

Yes, Mistress."

I followed her as she stood. She unboxed the impact driver and put its battery on the charger. She sort of wandered around her place inspecting the walls. I didn't know what she was doing but I dutifully followed her around. She had me carry a box of red thumbtacks and hand her one when she found a place.

I asked, "mistress, what are you marking?"

She said, "I bought a dozen rings to fasten you to. Now I need to find places to put them. Every now and then she would stick one in the wall and say something like, "With the long chain here you can do all your cleaning and now be able to reach the door."

After a couple of places I said, "Mistress, I'll stay wherever you put me. You really don't need all these chains. That's what the controller in my ass  does, anyway."

"Laura, dear, I don't want you obeying me because of the controller. I want you to fear me, not my finger. You're treating this like a game between kinky friends. I want that to change. I want you to believe deep inside that you are my slave. Our friendship is old news. We're going to change. I don't think you obeyed Brad because of the controller. Heck, you didn't know about anything but the vibrator. You obey him because you're a submissive and he turned you on. I want you to obey me for the same reason."

She kept putting thumbtacks around the place. Most were low. almost on the floor. A few she pulled me next to the wall and had me stand up straight, nipples touching the wall. Those places she put a thumbtack at eye level and one just above my nipple.

After the first time I asked, "Mistress, what are you doing?"

She turned to face me and gave me a long zap in my ass. I jumped and yelped and cavorted, trying to sooth my smarting ass with my hands. I reached the ring on my plug, but it wouldn't budge. It was locked tight in me.

"Curiosity is inappropriate in a slavegirl."

"Yes, Mistress. I didn't know."

"Now you do."

"Yes, Mistress." Boy, she was a tough Dom. How could she also be a Sub?

I guess she wanted to firmly put me in my place since she took me into the bedroom, strapped the penis gag in my mouth, and had me lay on the bed, face down. She put the shackles on me, once again threading the chain between my arms above the handcuffs and hogtying me.  She left me there and I heard the sound of the impact driver several times. My stomach growled and I realized I was hungry. I remembered the last thing I had eaten was the hamburger at the park, and I hadn't finished that. I squirmed, testing my bonds. They didn't move at all. I decided I'd wait for Jill.

The machine sounds stopped and I thought Mistress would come for me, but she didn't appear.

Jill finished her preparations and went to her desk. She turned on her computer and looked for "The Coffle."

Oh my. I wondered whether I was going to enjoy this. It was a private club that catered to dominant men and submissive women. I read their rules and after a while they made a kind of sense. Some women are submissive. Yeah, like Laura and sometimes me.  They want to explore without risk. Then they seemed reasonable. The Coffle allowed a woman to come to the club, protect her identity, and test the waters in complete safety. I studied their waitress' uniform. Wow. I did get a little excited thinking about wearing that in front of strange men. Whether I wanted to or not, Jason had made it clear I was to do it.

At last she came back into the bedroom and said, "Now I'm ready for you. Let's go make dinner. I'll bet you're hungry. I am." She took off the shackles and said, "Off the bed, Laura."

With her help I stood up and stretched my legs. She took the gag off and tossed it on the nightstand. She clipped a leash on my nose ring and took me in the bathroom. "I'll bet you'd like to use the toilet, wouldn't you?"

I had been feeling the pressure build inside me for a while ." Yes, Mistress. I need to use the toilet."

"OK, bend over and I'll remove your plug."

"Yes, Mistress." I bent over and felt her insert the key. I felt the twist as she turned it and felt the part inside me shrink as the red rod extended. Cold air rushed into me when she extracted the plug, I hurried to sit on the toilet as I felt the wastes start to move inside me. I barely made it before it gushed out of my stretched opening. I sat there in bliss as I emptied. Jill washed the plug in the sink as I watched. Then she plugged its charger into it. She said, "This  will be charged in an hour. If you're good, I won't put it back in until tomorrow morning."

"Mistress, you won't need it . I'll obey you."

"I like having the control, Laura. In my own way, I'm just as bad as Brad and Jason. I like being a Sub, but I only get excited as a Dom when I have total control. You'll just have to get used to it."

"Yes, Mistress." Shit. "I'm done."

"OK, stand up and bend over. I'll wipe you since your hands are still cuffed."

"Yes, Mistress."

She took me into the dining area and I looked around at what she had done. I saw the cargo rings screwed to the walls at several locations. I saw some short chains hanging from the rings at two places and the long chain laying on the floor across the living room from the front door. I looked closer and saw it was attached to a ring six inches off the floor.

She led me over to a wall close to the kitchen. I saw two rings on the wall in the spots where she had put the thumbtacks at the height of my nipples and nose. She used my nose ring to pull me right up to the ring and used a small padlock to lock my nose ring to the cargo ring. The ring was a little higher than my nose so I had to tilt my head back. This was a very awkward position. I could see the wall in front of me and nothing else since I couldn't turn my head more than a half inch either direction.

Jill went into the kitchen and started cooking something. I smelled mushrooms and chicken. I heard her slicing something hard, maybe carrots. From the sounds I thought it was a stir fry.  My mouth was watering.

"Mistress, I'm a good cook. I'd like to help."

"Not this time, Laura. Probably later after I think about security a little more."

At last I heard her turn off the stove and put food on dishes.

She unlocked my nose from the wall and led me to the dining room. She turned my face to hers and put her lips on mine. I was shocked, then surprised, then delighted. She tasted like a long warm ray of sunshine. I smiled. When she pulled back, I said, "Do that lots, Mistress.

She smiled back and said, "Kneel." Rats.

"Yes, Mistress." I obeyed.  There was a ring on the wall six inches above the floor. It had a two foot long chain attached. "Spread your knees wide apart." I obeyed. "Bend forward at your waist." I obeyed. She knelt beside me and locked the chain to my collar so I couldn't raise up and removed the leash. She stepped away and returned. She slid a double pet bowl under my face. One side filled with water, the other with brown rice and a mushroom stroganoff with red and green peppers, cut up small.

I looked at it. I wasn't her pet. I was a person. I felt suddenly angry. A helpless, angry, slave. I stared at the bowl.

Jill said, "You need to understand your place, slave. You don't eat with people, sit with people, argue with people. Do you need some help with dinner?"

The plug was charging. She couldn't zap me now. I shook my head, afraid to speak.

"Eat your food, every bit, now, or be corrected for disobedience."

I didn't move or say anything.

I heard a swish and a 'Thwack' and my bottom erupted in pain. She hit me. I yelped but I couldn't eat like this. I wouldn't.

"All right, three for disobedience."

Another 'Swish-Thwack' and my bottom flared with agonizing pain. Much worse than the first one. I jumped and cried out. The pain just oozed through me, like molasses. My bottom flared with agonizing heat and my legs and chest hurt. I realized I had squashed my newly ringed breasts against my knees, trying to avoid her crop. I begged, "Please, Mistress. Please stop. I'll eat. I promise."

"Swish - Thwack' new pain flared lower on my bottom. I was sure she was cutting me badly. I was sobbing, my eyes filled with tears. My whole body was shaking as I sobbed. I had never felt such pain in my life. I must be bleeding. I tried to reach the sore area  with my hands but couldn't.

"Eat Laura, or do you want three more?"

"Mistress, no, please. I'll eat but I need to get the tears out of my eyes. Please."

She held a tissue in front of my face. "Wipe your eyes and eat."

"Yes Mistress." I wiped my eyes and saw I had dipped my nose ring in the food. I rubbed it on the tissue too. How was I going to eat without rubbing the ring in my food? Didn't matter I guess. I stuck my mouth into the food and ate. I made a terrible mess on my face. I licked the bowl then swished my face in the water bowl. I got most of the food off me. She said, "Good Girl," and took the bowls away. She unlocked the chain and locked the end of the chain to my nose ring so I could straighten up.

"You did good for a first time. Hold still. She used a damp tissue to clean my face and nose ring. "There, much better. All full?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"OK. It’s time you earned your keep." She locked my shackles on my ankles, unlocked one cuff and locked my hands in front. She locked the end of the long chain to my ankle chain . She unlocked the chain from my nose ring and said, "OK, stand up." Collect the dishes, wash them, dry them, and put them away. Pots and pans, too. Come into the living room when you're done."

"Yes, Mistress."

I knew how to do this. I had been here before I was a slave and knew where she kept everything. I had even helped with the dishes before, never wearing chains, of course. The cuffs weren't a problem. They made everything just a little harder but didn't stop anything. They sure made a clatter though. The thing I noticed most was when I splashed hot water on my bare breasts. Never had that happen before. Not a problem, but eye opening.

I thought about my meal. I guess I wasn't really 'People' anymore. I was a submissive with ambition to be a slave. I don't get to use furniture without permission. I don't wear clothes without permission. I don't use my hands to eat without permission. I don't crap without permission. I can't go anywhere without permission. I can't use the internet or a computer or any electronics without permission. I'm under control 24/7 because I like it. I need to give up all my preconceived notions of what is allowable and obey. Why do I want this? It makes me feel good. I'm so weird. Knowing I'm weird doesn't make it possible to change, though.

Standing there doing dishes as a new, distrusted slave might, thoroughly chained and obedient, something clicked in me. I wanted to be doing this for my Master, not here. I was ready. "Mistress," I called, "I'd like to call my Master and ask him to come get me."

"When you're finished come in here and talk to me. No shouting through the house."

"Yes, Mistress." I was about to burst. I wanted to hear his voice.

When I finished and put everything away, I shuffled into the living room and knelt in front of Jill. "Mistress..," I began.

"I know. I've already called him and told him you want to be his. By the way he loves your rings. I sent him a picture. He understood you can't use the ticket he gave you with your rings. He's going to come out and get us in a couple of days."

"Mistress," I squealed, "why didn't you tell me."

"Silly, I just did. "

I suddenly had a worry. "Mistress, what about you?"

"I called Jason too. He's coming with Brad. You were having too much fun. We'll both be slave girls before they take us home."

"Mistress, can I come hug you"

"No. You're my slave girl, still. Remember?"

"Yes, Mistress. Meany."

She laughed. "I need to enjoy my power before it evaporates. Now, remember what I said about you not being properly respectful?"

"I'm sorry, Mistress. I'm just very happy."

"I promised Brad I would keep you in good slave form until he gets here. No more laxity."

Laura looked crestfallen. "Yes. Mistress. I don't know how to be a slave."

"I know. I'm going to show you. Come with me."

I was suddenly afraid of the change in her tone. She was impersonal, cold. I stood and followed her to the high rings on the wall. She locked my nose ring to the highest wall ring I had to stand with my head tilted back. She unlocked the handcuffs and, getting another pair, fastened my hands as Brad had, around my waist, left wrist in front, locked to right elbow, vice versa for the right. My hands were held tight at my sides, no movement possible.

She put the penis gag in my mouth and strapped it tight. then she unlocked my nose ring from the wall and clipped the leash on it. She led me back to the center of the living room and had me kneel on the carpet.

"Spread your knees wide and raise up on them."

I obeyed.

She ran the leash between my knees. "Put your head on the floor."

I obeyed.

She pulled the leash tight and tied it to my ankle chain. I couldn't even flinch without punishing my nose.

"You see, Laura, you're a submissive and we've been friends for years. We've commiserated over men and jobs and clothes. You can't think of me as your Mistress. We've shared too much. The best you can do, even though I have control of you, is to pretend you're my slave. It’s just a game until Brad takes you. But it’s not a good game for me or him. You're learning bad habits. I'll break my word to him and I don't like it anyway. I like the idea of being your mistress, but you're not doing your part. I could say this will hurt me more than you, but that wouldn't be true. Really, I'm going to enjoy this first lesson. Yes, first. If you aren't a complete slave when we're done, I'll get to do it again, and again.

"Here we go," and the helpless redhead squealed and writhed as Jill's leather-covered crop blazed cruelly hard striped across her buttocks.

Again and again Laura squealed and whimpered as more stinging cuts painted her flesh with scalding heat.

"These are to make sure Jason doesn't whip me for messing you up," Jill explained calmly.

The flurry of blows turned Laura's bottom into a redly glowing inferno and she screamed into her gag in horrible anguish as she was punished for being not enough a slave.

Jill  was sweating from her exertion but wouldn't stop until Laura's bottom was glowing red all over. It was a quality thing. Nearing the end of her strength and goal, she took a deep breath and said, "And these are just because I want to." She rained a half dozen more stinging blows onto Laura's perfectly positioned buttocks.

The stricken redhead sobbed in pain and misery, tears pouring down her reddened cheeks and over the plastic gag sealing her lips.

Jill used her foot to push on Laura's heaving bottom and roll  her over onto her side, her cuffed hands striving to reach the distant pain and rub it. But there was no way for her to alleviate the pain her Mistress had imposed.

Jill untied the leash and ordered, "Stand up, slave and show me your body or should we go to the second lesson?"

Laura lurched to her feet, her eyes filled with terror, arching her back to stick her breasts out and spreading her legs as far as her hobble allowed to display herself before her mistress. Fearing the slightest fault or hesitation would cause the crop to fall again.

"Good. You're learning." She reached her hand out and tugged playfully on Laura's ringed breasts. "I love your rings. They're beautiful and oh so handy. Tomorrow I think I'll get some bells for them. Then I can always hear you. Won't that be nice?"

I nodded my head, terrified, ashamed, and excited. I had no idea Jill could be so strong, so demanding, so much a Dom. I fought to keep still as my nipples engorged like stones as my blonde Mistress toyed with me. I whimpered to  twin fires in my whipped bottom and the slave heat raged through my belly.

When Jill released my nipples and picked up my leash I was trembling uncontrollably with frenzied lust. I couldn't control my passion no matter the consequences.

I groaned with shame and unbearable need and threw myself to my knees. I rubbed my cheeks and engorged, ringed nipples on her legs, praying she would give me release. I looked up at her astonished face. I was sure she could see the helpless longing and need in my eyes.

I watched as her surprise changed to lust before me. She understood my mute pleas.

Jill's surprise morphed into a thrilling sense of power as she realized just how much control she now had over Laura. A sense of wonder filled her. Was this all it took to enslave a girl? Just a few minutes of the whip and she was putty in my hands. Laura would do anything I wanted now. I wouldn't need the controller any more. She was broken. Would her will come back? No matter. The whip was an easy cure.

Now Jill understood why men liked to whip girls. It turned out she liked to whip girls too. Such a small expense for a lifetime of obedience and love. She thought, "It may have helped that Laura was so submissive. I wonder if I'll ever get to whip another girl to find out. Maybe at The Coffle? Maybe tomorrow? Why not?" She still looked down at Laura, though now it was a study in possibility rather than surprise.

Jill knew she would not be satisfied until she had made the tall redhead beg to submit to her and serve her as fully and helplessly as she served he man. It was a sublimely erotic idea. Jill had never made love to another woman and the vision of herself as the Dominant Mistress and Laura as the obedient, subjugated, helpless slave girl, struggling to please and satisfy her, filled her with anticipation. Jill began to plan.

"Stand up, slave. Display yourself."

Laura leapt to her feet and arranged herself beautifully and erotically, her tear-stained face now alight with hope. Her lips smiled around her massive gag.

Jill grasped her leash close to her nose, lowered her hand to her side and walked away.

I had to bend over and follow my Mistress. It hurt if the leash pulled, so I followed as best I could. It was fitting. I was a slave and had to obey perfectly.  Jill led me into the bedroom and to the bed. She sat on the edge and relaxed her grip on my leash.

"Stand up. Posture."

I immediately stood, spread my legs and arched my back. My cheeks were still wet and I couldn't wipe them. I smiled nervously. What was she going to do now?

"You're a hot, responsive slut when you're bound. I like that in a slave. I'm going to reward you. Don't move."

Reward me? I was still burning from my thrashing and my slave heat still raged. Sex?

She put one hand on my breast and one on my pussy. She simultaneously worked my nipples into a throbbing ache and pulled the slave heat from my belly down into my now needy pussy. I trembled in frantic need. I whimpered into my gag. I begged but I didn't dare move. Her nimble fingers kept exciting me until I was flung over the edge into a mindless orgasm, my belly kicking wildly as love juices flooded down into my gaping sex.. I screamed into my gag and my legs faltered. I barely caught myself before falling down completely.

Jill watched my agony in motion. She smiled and said, "I told you not to move, slave. Do you need another lesson?" She waved her crop suggestively under my nose.

I shook my head frantically and straightened up. She took the gag out of my mouth. I worked my jaw a couple of times.

"You're my slave, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Did you enjoy your orgasm?"

"Of yes, Mistress. It was wonderful. Thank you so much."

"When you perform well, I may reward you with an orgasm or some other way. When you are not pleasing, I will discipline you. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"What kind of slave are you?"

"I hope to be a very good slave, Mistress. I shall obey your every command and try to serve you the best I can."

"Good. You understand I will want you to make love to me?"

"Yes, Mistress. I fear I will not be very skilled at that. I have never made love with a woman before."

"Not to worry. I have not either, but I understand it can be very rewarding. In any case, we'll learn together."

"Yes, Mistress. I want to make you very happy. I will try my best." I meant it too. I've read about it but never had someone I could try it with. Now I didn't have a choice. It sounded so erotic and felt like a forbidden fruit.

Mistress stood up and took off her panties and skirt. Now nude from the waist down, she sat back on the bed and opened her legs, exposing her shaven pubis. "Kneel between my legs, slave."

Yes, Mistress." I knelt and she grabbed my leash again, her hand touching the tip of my nose. She pulled my head down to her loins. She held my nose just above her pussy. Her fragrance crept into my nose. She smelled clean and musky. I couldn't describe it. She didn't taste like fish or bread or anything other than healthy woman. I liked it.

"Lick and kiss my pussy, don’t talk, just obey."

I tentatively licked up one side then the other. I felt the hard nub of her clit and stayed away from it. I knew from all the stories that that should be saved for last. When I started she was flat and her lips were tight and dry. As I licked I felt her lips swell, become more rounded and separate a little.  I heard her breathing become rapid and shallow. She started whispering "Yes, yes."

When I heard her, I knew I was getting to her. I started pushing the tip of my tongue between her nether lips and she changed her mantra to "Harder, harder, do it harder, Laura."  Well, she was calling me "Laura" instead of "Slave." That had to be good.

I stuck my tongue as deep as I could between her lips and licked and sucked . I tasted her love juices, I was getting her off, all right. Soon I had to spend a lot of my time sucking her dry. When the flow got serious I sucked her clit into my mouth and sucked hard. She gasped and I nibbled on it gently with my teeth. She screamed and bucked. Thankfully she relaxed her death grip on my leash and I slid back and watched her belly kick and tremble in her released passion. I felt proud of what my novice mouth was able to accomplish. I guess at least some of the books I read were accurate.  I wondered if she would love me this way, sometime. Did Mistresses do that to slaves or was it always one way?

She had collapsed back on the bed and was breathing slowly and deeply. She still held my leash in her hand. I waited. In a minute she said, "Thank you Slave. That was wonderful. If I knew how good it could be I would have had you doing me as soon as I had enslaved you. Hell. I probably would have found a willing girl years ago and be a full-fledged lesbian by now. I know you said you'd never done it before. I was expecting much less from you. Maybe it’s instinctive, though I don't see how it could be. Anyway, I don't know how it could be any better."

She raised her head and looked at me. I was smiling. "You're proud of yourself aren't you?"

"I'm just glad I was able to pleasure you, Mistress. That's my duty as your sex slave."

"Right. Well, we both smell like cheap whores now. Let's go get cleaned up." She took off her top and led me into the shower., She fastened my leash to the faucet and washed us both. I offered to help but she said she preferred to keep me helpless.  She washed both our hair and then dried both of us. The whole thing took hours. In the end we were both clean, I was naked with my hand and feet still shackled and wearing Brad's collar. Jill had thrown on a nightie and a pink robe. She led me back to the living room and had me kneel in front of her as she sat on the couch.

"Laura, you were a good friend and you're a wonderful sex slave and I'd love to keep you, but I don't think I can."

"I know, Mistress. It’s mostly been fun and you have made me your slave. I'll always obey you but it won't work."

"OK. I'm glad you agree. But I want to keep this feeling as long as I can, so tomorrow I'm taking you to The Coffle as my slave and see what kind of things we can do."

"Whatever Mistress wishes."

"So, now, it’s bedtime, and I wonder what I should do with you. If I let you in my bed like you are, neither of us will get any sleep."

"I'll be good, Mistress."

"You can't. You're an invitation to riot as you are. Besides, I couldn't leave you alone. I'd be all over you."

"That would be fun, Mistress. Let's try it."

"Maybe later, but that's no good for sleeping. I've had you like that for hours and through some strenuous sex. Are you comfortable?"

"Yes, Mistress. I'm absolutely helpless and comfortable so long as I don't fight my cuffs."

"All right. I'll leave you like that tonight. I think I'll have you sleep on the floor next to my bed. That way I can keep an eye on you and arrange it so you can get to the toilet if you need it."

"OK, Mistress, but I'd rather sleep with you," I said in a little girl voice."

She picked up her crop off the table. "Put your head on the floor. Protesting my decision is not allowed."

I gulped. I knew it was risky and she was not going to allow me any slack. "Yes, Mistress." I leaned forward and lay my forehead on the carpet. She got up, walked behind me and gave me a cruelly hard stripe on my already sore ass. I yelped and jumped a little.

"Sit up and behave,"

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry." I sat back up . My ass was once again a flaming inferno and my belly was trembling with renewed slave heat. I was beginning to like the mix of feelings.

"Stand up, Slave. I have an idea I think you'll like. Part of it, anyway."

"Yes, Mistress." I was sure getting a lot of practice with that phrase. I stood up and assumed the pose.

She took hold of my leash and led me back to the bedroom. She picked up the penis gag from the table, but at least she didn't put it on me.

She lay a folded towel on the bed. "Lay down on the towel, face up. Pull your feet up and spread your legs."

"Yes, Mistress." I lay down and obeyed.

She lay the gag beside me and opened a suitcase. She took a red ballgag out and came back to the bed. "This is to keep the noise level down. Open."

I opened my mouth and she plopped it in and strapped it deep in me.  Then she knelt on the floor beside the bed and put a hand on my pussy and the other on my breast. She stroked and squeezed, tugged on rings, and generally sent my arousal through the roof. I was whimpering into my gag and my belly was trembling. I felt moisture in my sex and then she withdrew that hand and picked up the penis gag.

Suddenly I knew what she intended and I shrank inside. Just her fingers had driven me wild. What would that monster do to me? I squealed as she shoved it in me. Every nerve shouted in my brain. It was so intense I thought I would pass out. Then she started plunging it in and out, just fast enough to finish my surrender. Three or four strokes and I came and came. My love juices flooded into my sex, my sex muscles contracted and jerked, driving me crazy with each contraction. It was the longest, best orgasm I had ever had, Longer and stronger even than with Brad.

I woke with a sigh. The penis was still lodged in me. Mistress was standing over me and smiling. "I thought you would like that." She took the gag out of my mouth.

"Thank you, Mistress. That was fantastic."

"One of the reasons I left you helpless was your inability to orgasm unless you're in bondage. Still like it that way?"

"Oh yes, Mistress. I know I can't orgasm when I'm free. Keep me this way as long as you want."

"Oh, I will, don't worry. Now stand up. It’s your turn to pleasure me."

"OK, are you going to free my hands?"

"No, silly." Open."

She held the penis gag up to my mouth but reversed from the way I had worn it. I should have known. I opened my mouth and she strapped the ball end in place and I had a penis sticking out of my mouth. Yuck.

Mistress sat on the edge of the bed, took my leash firmly in hand and said, "Kneel between my legs. I'll pull on the leash when I want you to go forward and relax when I want you to withdraw. If I just leave it slack then fuck me at you own pace. Got it?"

I nodded my head and the floppy rubber penis flopped up and down in a comical exaggeration.

She rubbed her sex with her  fingers and I watched her lips swell. When she was ready, she used her fingers to spread her lips and tugged on my leash. I shoved the dildo deep into her, slow and steady until my nose and lips were pressed onto her lips. She relaxed the pull and I pulled out until the leash was taut. She held it there so I started going in and out with it.  She smelled just the same as last time, but, of course I couldn't taste anything. I felt my own excitement ramp up as her breathing got more rapid and shallow. I felt her juices flow down and wet my lips. She started bucking and I knew she was close. Then she screamed, softly. I don't know how she did that. It was a scream of pure pleasure, but so low. It must have been contained deep within her. It was like her belly screamed, not her mouth.  She kept a pull on my nose so I stayed in her until she was recovered. Finally she relaxed her grip on my nose and sat up. I sat back on my heels and looked down my rubber proboscis at a grinning Jill.

"That was excellent, Laura. The best ever. There's nothing like a good penis to make a woman shit-kicking happy. Lean forward."

I obeyed and she took the gag out of my mouth. I licked all of her juices I could off my face. She used a tissue to wipe the rest off.

She took me in the bath and washed my face and my sex.  Hers too. I was exhausted and ready for sleep. I didn't care where.

She left the cuffs on my wrists and ankles, lay me down by her bed and secured me by locking a chain to my collar. It was long enough I could reach the toilet. I curled up and rolled around to get comfortable. She watched me for a minute then put a pillow down for me. That helped a lot. Finally, she covered me with a blanket and got in bed. She turned off the light.

"Good night, Laura."

"Good night, Mistress." I fell asleep instantly.


Chapter 8: The Coffle

“You are fettered," said Scrooge, trembling. "Tell me why?"

"I wear the chain I forged in life," replied the Ghost. "I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it.”

― Charles Dickens, A Christmas Carol

The club was big. It looked like a factory from the outside. Industrial solidity with a garish sign on the roof. I parked in the indoor parking garage and locked my door.

I went to the passenger side and opened Laura's door.

She had eaten breakfast from her bowl on the floor with gusto, so I had gone with the minimum bondage. I had put her plug in and set the remote for a ten foot leash. I cuffed her hands behind her and left Brad's collar on her. The only clothes she had at my place were the gown and her old sundress. Both highlighter her ringed nipples nicely, but I decided the sundress was more appropriate for visiting a BDSM club. I released her seatbelt and helped her out of the car. I clipped her leash on her nose ring. She grimaced at that, so I said, "Smile, Laura, or they might think you don't like bondage." I held up her remote and she immediately smiled. "Good girl."

The lobby had two beautiful, naked hostesses and two large, serious security men. I saw two security cameras. None of them looked surprised when I led Laura in on a leash. I said, "I'm Jill Laughlin and this is my slave, Laura."

One hostess looked down at her stand then said, "Good morning Ms. Laughlin, we were expecting you," and she walked to me.  I  felt a little threatened as she invaded my personal space.  It was only then that I saw she had a nose ring, too. It looked bigger than Laura's and heavy. I watched, fascinated, as it got closer to me. She put her arms around me and kissed me full on the mouth. I felt her ring touch my upper lip.  Startled, I opened my mouth and her tongue darted in.  She tasted good. I put my arms around her neck and kissed her back.  I took control of the kiss and explored her mouth.  

When I broke the kiss, she said, "Wow, you're a good kisser.  I'm Amber and I'm glad to meet you, Jill."

"Thank you Amber.  Why are your feet chained?"

"I'm a slave, Jill.  And its part of my uniform, such as it is, in The Coffle.  All the staff wear them. Come with me please."

She took my hand and led me through a door.  I led Laura after me. First was a table with several forms on it and another naked woman.

"Sign those, please, Jill. Laura will have to sign too.  They are releases and say this is voluntary and you want to follow the rules.  Read them and sign them and June will notarize them and then we'll get you ready. You'll need to unlock Laura's wrists, please."

I read them.  They were just what she said..  With a sinking heart, I signed them and gave June my driver's license.  She stamped and signed the notary form.

Amber took Laura's key from my hand.  She unlocked Laura's cuffs.

I said, sternly, "Sign the forms."

"Yes, Mistress," and Laura signed the forms.

I gave June Laura's driver's license. I thought it a good idea to take Laura's ID while she was cuffed..  Amber's hand was warm and comforting as she led me off the cliff.

We went into a large coat room with two naked  attendants.  Amber told me to undress.  I was in a sort of daze.  I hadn't prepared myself for this but they seemed so confident and assured, and Jason must have talked to them. He knew where I was,. and there were only automatic actions left for me to do. I asked, "Laura too?"

Amber said , "Yes."

"Laura, undress and do what they tell you."

"Yes, Mistress."

They put my clothes on a hanger with a number 34 on it.  My bra and undies went in a bag on the hanger.  They put high heels on me and strapped them tight. They put a black steel collar on my neck and locked it.  It had the number 34 on it, too, in white.  They put silver police cuffs on my wrists, behind my back and shackles on my ankles.  I heard the ratchets click as the cuffs tightened around my wrists and ankles.  When they were in snug contact they double locked them.  Amber took my arm and led me to a full length mirror.

My mind was in high gear.  I was now naked and helpless. I was excited and exposed.  All my girl parts were open to view.   I was absolutely helpless. I had a feeling of anticipation and realized I was horny as hell.  Was it the bondage or the exposure?  Maybe both?   Any bad thing that was going to happen, was going to happen now.  I braced myself for the door to fly open and a  horde of sex crazed men to storm in.

I looked around and Laura was fixed exactly like me. Her collar number was 45. I asked Amber, "Is this how you treat all your guests?"

"All females have to be naked, all unaccompanied females are cuffed, guests get a black domino mask, and all slavegirls wear leg irons. Simple rules, no?"

"But, Amber, I'm not a slave but I am a guest."

"Mr. Hancock told us you were his property and since he's a founding member, you aren't a guest. Let's go see Master Bill now."

Amber put a chain leash on my collar and took Laura's leash.  she led us out a door and down a corridor.  It was kind of anticlimactic. I didn't have a choice, so I followed meekly.

I had to see The Coffle. It sounded like a place I would like, especially with my very own slave. Now I was chained as helplessly as my slave, totally out of control, being taken to see a strange man, on a leash. I hope Jason told them he likes me.

Amber led us into another room, bigger, better appointed There were two big wing-back chairs facing away from us, toward huge windows with a view of LA and the ocean. She led us around to stand between the chairs and the window, facing the chairs. Amber dropped to her knees in front of the left chair. It held a big, solid, handsome man of maybe forty that I didn't know. I hardly glanced at him though, the other chair held Jason, my Master to be, I hope. Laura and I knelt in front of his chair. No one said anything for a long time. Finally the stranger said, "You have two beauties, Jason."

"Only one is mine, the blonde, Jill. The other is Laura. She belongs to Brad. Both have agreed to become our formal slaves. We were hoping to do the ceremonies here, Bill."

"Of course. I'd be disappointed if you went anywhere else. All the girls will want to attend and welcome their new sisters."

Jason turned his head toward us, "Hello Jill, Laura. And you too, Amber. It’s been too long."

Amber said, "Over a year, Master Jason. I've missed you. Welcome. Will you be staying long? All the girls will want to see you."

Jason's eyes stayed fixed on Jill and Laura as he said, "Thank you, Amber. I plan to be here about a week. Brad will be here today and We'll probably leave together. We have a couple of new slaves to break in."

Jill and I said, "Hello, Master. It’s so good to see you again."

"Yes it’s been too long, two days, isn't it?"

"Jill replied, "Yes, Master, almost two days. Far too long."

"Introductions: Jill Laughlin, Laura Billings, this is Bill, our host and general manager of The Coffle."

He turned to Bill , "Bill, I haven't seen Jill in days. Would you mind giving Laura a tour while we get reacquainted?"

Master Bill said, "Of course. Would you like to use a private playroom? They are much more versatile than my office."

"That would be perfect,"

Bill  asked, "Amber, would you see if we have an open room?"

"Amber stood, ""Yes, Master," and went to his desk. She typed on the computer keyboard and said, "Room 425 is now assigned to Mr. Hancock. It’s a double in case his brother arrives soon." She came back and knelt in front of Bill.

***

My heart jumped and my belly twitched when she mentioned Brad. I wanted him to take me away from Jill. I guessed that wouldn't be much of a problem now. I loved Jill, but I desperately needed my Master.

I noticed how carefully she positioned herself. It was like there was an "X" on the carpet only she could see. She spread her knees as she knelt so they touched the carpet wide apart and her back was strongly arched when she touched. She didn't move a muscle after she was down. A graceful and obviously well practiced move.

Mr. Steel stood up and said, "Amber, return to your duties. I'll see you in the lounge shortly."

"Amber stood, "Yes, Master," and she hurried out, her shackles clinking loudly.

"You remember how to get to 425?"

Jason said, "Of course." He stood up and said, "Jill, stand up and come with me." He picked up her leash and she followed him out.

Bill said, "Stand up. Laura." I stood and he took my leash and led me out. He took me into a really large lounge and bar area. I could see maybe a hundred tables, a bar, a dance floor and a stage. Some of the tables were on a raised area on one side of the big room. It was dotted with small lights giving it a dim but festive air. It was early but there were a lot of people here I was self-conscious being naked and led on a leash through so many strangers. But as we got close, I saw that all the women, waitresses and guests were naked too. I had a much better body than most of them and some of them looked at me with more interest than I liked. All the men looked at me too, of course, but nothing else.

All of our female staff are hired on a one month trial. If, after that, they want to stay and if we want them to stay, they are offered a full time job at higher than normal salary. The girls have to look and act submissive. Their uniform is nude with shoes, collar, nose ring, and ankle chains. During the trial period they wear a temporary nose ring.  We take it off whenever they want and they're not working.  After a month, we may offer them permanent status.  If they accept, they will get a pay increase and a permanent nose ring."

I said, "So, they're really just like strippers. They live elsewhere, come here for work, take off their clothes, put on the rest of their uniform, do their job, then take it all off and go home and lie to their children and friends about what they do. They really are just a dolled up strip show?"

"Remember we only hire submissives who like to serve. We have quarters available for staff if they want.  They  resemble a studio apartment with a common lounge shared by eight apartments. They are in the building and let you live for next to nothing.  If you're interested I'll show one to you.  We also provide free health care and a good retirement package. I don't know what they tell anyone else, but the month trial lets us see if they're happy here. We don't hire them otherwise.

He took me back to the elevator and up to the fourth floor.  As we walked, he explained a few more things.  Staff had an exercise class and an etiquette class every day.  Since this was a club for dominant men, staff had to please them.  This meant keeping fit and knowing the proper behavior for a submissive woman.

The slave heat flamed in my belly. I said, "And the girls don't mind being trained to be good slave girls?", as calm as possible. Dammit, I wasn't going to work here, I was a guest.

"Laura, we try to only hire submissives. Either they like it or they are really good actresses.  This is a big place and there are other jobs for women here besides waitress.  We have a BDSM play area that requires attendants.  After they've been here for a while, waitresses can apply for one of these positions.  They pay more and need more experience. We have a beauty salon, a gym, and cleaners. We have a jewelry shop, machine shop, electronics shop, and furniture shop. We make our own furniture and sell some on the internet. We also have a large security force with two females, so far."

We stopped in front of a series of apartment doors. "This one is vacant right now. Darlene got married and resigned last week."

He held up a small remote and I thought of the plug I was wearing.

"All the female employees have collars during work. The collars have some electronics in them that unlocks the door to their apartment. It also reports some other data we monitor for their safety. Yours isn't assigned to any door so I use my master key to  open doors."

My belly kicked again and my arousal grew. They track the girls through their collars? Talk about "Big Brother."

The apartment was nicer than I had guessed. Bright colors, upscale appliances, plush carpets and clean furniture lines. It looked like an upscale condo with a great view. I could live here easily. He showed me around. The bath was oversized with a huge, door less shower and a bidet. I noticed rings mounted to the walls and floor at several points. "Are the girls chained in here, too?" I was thinking of the rings Jill had put in her apartment.

"All the apartments have these. Several of the girls live with partners. Right now all are male, but we don't discriminate. Since we try to hire submissives, many enjoy being restrained on their time off. Up to them."

He led me back into the corridor and looked at his phone.

"I need to go to a meeting. Brad's not here yet. I'm going to put you in an exercise class for now. I'll have Amber come get you when it’s over."

"Yes, Sir." I didn't want to call him "Master," but I wanted to be respectful, too.

He took me up another floor and to a large, bare room with fifteen naked women standing in two rows, facing another naked woman. All of them wore unnumbered, tight-fitting, steel collars and their feet were chained like mine.  He took me to the leader. The women turned their heads toward us. I focused on the woman closest to me. The big ring hanging from her septum trailed her nose as it turned, its mass and inertia resisting her motion. When her head reached the end of its turn, the ring slowly swung back and forth, imparting a tiny crinkle on the end of her nose. It was thicker than mine and, by its behavior, much heavier. I wondered what such a monster would feel like in my nose, and a twinge of submissive arousal grew in me. I knew I would have no say in the issue if my Master decided I should have one.  It seemed more likely than not seeing how prevalent they were in this den of female submission and his association with it.

All the girls I passed, including the instructor,  wore the same huge rings in their noses. Bill stopped in front of the instructor and said, "Marge, this is Laura.  She's owned by Brad Hancock. Exercise her too. I'll send Amber to get her when your class is over."

She said, "Yes Master. I'll take care of her."

"Good. Laura, obey Marge as you would Brad."

"Yes, Sir. He unlocked my cuffs and gave them to Marge. He took my leash off and gave it to her also, then he left, closing the door behind him.

Marge said, "Get in line there" She pointed between two girls who obligingly shifted to make room. All of the girls here had muscular legs like they were dancers or runners. Their arms were slim and feminine. All had nice breasts, some as large as mine. Several had dramatic hair colors, all tasteful and well executed.

"Girls, this is Laura. She'll be with us today for our coffle exercises. Help her out if she needs it. OK, Janelle."

One of the girls clinked to a steel service cart and pushed it down the last row of girls. She stopped at each girl who took a five or six foot length of chain off the cart and two padlocks. She then locked one end to her collar and the other end to her neighbor's collar. Janelle then moved the cart ahead and the next girl repeated the action. After the first two girls I watched Marge. She saw me and just smiled. The girl preceding me locked her chain to my collar. Then it was my turn. I picked up a piece of chain and the locks and locked myself to my neighbor. Janelle pushed the cart back against the wall, brought her chain and locked herself in place. Now there were two lines of eight girls chained together by the neck.

Marge said, "Laura, this arrangement of girls chained together by the neck is called a 'Coffle' and it’s what the club is famous for. All the girls here practice with it so we will be comfortable when our masters or the club want us to wear it. Just watch the others and try to copy them." She turned and took a riding crop off the wall behind her. I hadn't noticed it before.

"I use this to correct any mistakes in your exercises. The others have felt it before. I'll start out with gentle taps and if you flub too much, I'll hit harder, so try hard."

"Yes, Mistress." I would indeed.

Marge walked among us. "Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Marge and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. It was like the display position Jill and Brad had taught me.

I was surprised when I felt her crop touch my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. I heard a 'Crack' followed by a feminine yelp of surprise and Marge's voice, "Stick those breasts out Sharon."

A soft voice responded, "Yes, Mistress. Sorry."

After the room stilled, Marge yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Marge yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Marge said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected five hard strokes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Marge said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time in this class I had assumed this position.

Marge yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Marge yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Marge went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Marge was in great shape.

Before, the coffle hadn't been anything more than a weight to deal with. Now that we were moving I felt every motion of the girls I was joined to. It made for a lot of small tugs and occasional jerks if we weren't in lock step. In a way it was comforting to feel so viscerally that I wasn't alone. I was with my sisters in bondage in a way that was more than physical.

We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour.  After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Marge sped up. 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 stroke. I learned just how good an instructional device the crop was.

We kept up our mantra as we walked and jogged. Marge would give the call and we would give the proper response. She used it to set our cadence, like a drill instructor. She slowed us back to a walk to cool down. We were all sweating after our jog. The extra five pounds of metal we carried made it harder.

Finally Marge put us back into two rows and produced a key from somewhere and unlocked Janelle. She pushed the cart around and took us out of coffle. It had been a thorough, if demeaning exercise. I felt tired and aroused at the same time.

I realized I was happy. I was glad the people who ran this place, especially my Master, were interested in my health as well as my attitude. This had been good exercise as well as a bit of effective conditioning. I already knew I was submissive, but it felt less unusual when I was practicing it with sixteen other submissives. It sort of made it more believable that there were lots of women who felt like me. I wasn't alone.

Marge said, "Class dismissed. Don't be late tomorrow."

There was a chorus of, "Yes, Mistress."

As the girl turned to leave she said, "B=Come here, Laura."

"Yes, Mistress. I walked to her and she held up my cuffs. I turned around and put my hands behind my back. As the cold steel clamped my wrists, Marge asked, "What did you think of our little class?"

"Mistress, I was impressed. You run a tight ship here. It was great exercise and the conditioning you did was meaningful to me. I think I'll be a better girl to my Master, now.

"A better slave, you mean."

"Of course, Mistress."

"Laura, you're new. Be proud of what you are and try to be better. Ignore what others might think. Only you and your Master count for anything as long as you want this."

"Thank you, Mistress. Your class helped."

Just then Amber opened the door and came in. She walked to us as Marge clipped the leash on my nose ring. She handed the leash to Amber and said, "Laura worked hard in the class and seemed to get something out of it, psychically. Tell her Master that she's ready."

Amber said, "I will, Marge. Thanks. Laura, let's go see Mr. Hancock."

My heart leaped. "Mistress, is my Master here?"

"Just arrived and wants you immediately."

Thank God. He wants me. Hallelujah.

I followed Amber, walking six inches above the floor.


Chapter 9: Jill Submits

But even if you could run, you know you wouldn't.

My presence is...

the only place where you make sense,

the only place where you can grow,

the only place where you are ever truly, You.

Chains may restrict you...but it is me that binds you.

~Master

Princess Daisy

I was surprised to see the rings in Laura's nipples and nose. Those were new in the last two days. I bet Jill was responsible. As Bill led Laura out I saw the ring of her butt plug sticking out of her bottom. After I was alone with Jill, I said, "Stand up and slowly turn around. I want to see all of you."

Jill was pleased. Her Master was here at last. She knew her life was changing excitement and arousal grew in her. Her pussy was itching, hoping for company. She stood up as gracefully, and sensually as she could. She wasn't used to her cuffs and was fearful of tangling and falling clumsily to the floor. When she was safely on her feet, she briefly assumed the standing display pose by spreading her feet as wide as her shackles allowed and thrusting out her breasts. She started turning her body slowly, one tiny clinking step at a time. She felt his eyes feasting on every part of her as she turned. She swung her cuffed wrists side to side at every step, assuring her Master could see every part of her. She knew he was assessing her and he would use what he learned to adjust her diet and exercise. He was a perfectionist and wanted her as good as possible. Finally she was facing him and she smiled. He was looking so good to her.

"Come here and sit in my lap."

She jumped up and settled in. She snuggled down and got comfortable. She was just the right size. I put an arm around her shoulder, pulled her close and kissed her. She responded passionately while I held her breast in my hand and rubbed her nipple. She closed her eyes for the kiss. I guess she did miss me.

I broke the kiss and moved my hand to her other breast. I think she'll be magnificent with nipple rings. She opened her eyes. "Hello, kitten. Miss me?"

"Yes, Master, a lot."

"I understand you and Laura both wish to submit to Brad and I?"

"If you'll have us, Master."

"Yes, I suppose we will. We became fond of both of you when we were together. Are you both sure?"

"Yes, we talked it over and we want to be your women."

"Kitten, let's be clear. You will be my slave, not my woman, not my girlfriend, not my wife. I will own you and control everything you do. And you will be punished if you try to con me or change me. I am in charge of everything from now on. And I will take care of you and make you happy."

"I understand, Master. That's exactly what I want. Laura too."

"Good. There will be a ceremony after Brad arrives, probably tomorrow for both you and Laura. Speaking of Laura. She's wearing her plug and has some new rings. Tell me about this?"

"Master, I did it. I hope it meets with Master Brad's approval. When we left the hotel she came apart and I had to drive her home. I took her to my place and decided she would feel better if I took over. I made her my slave until Master Brad could take her."

"And the rings?"

"Master, it just felt so good dominating her I got carried away. I made my place into a prison for her and had her pierced and ringed because I wanted to completely subjugate her. It worked. She was happy being my slave. We both knew it was just until her Master could take her."

"You enjoyed dominating her?"

"More than I thought I would, Master. It started out as therapy for her, but soon I was enthralled. I kept drawing her tighter and tighter. I knew it would end quickly and I wanted to savor her subjugation to the fullest. It was wonderfully erotic. I had never dominated anyone before. Oh, I had played at it in a couple of scenes, but never really."

"How did it compare to being my submissive?"

"I really enjoyed it, but it never so intense as when you held me. I'm glad I did it, so I know, but being your slavegirl was the best, most sublimely thrilling time of my life. I had a fling with Laura, but I want to be your slavegirl, Master."

"You know I have to punish you for playing with another master's slavegirl without his permission."

"Of course, Master. I knew that I needed your permission, but I chose to do it anyway. I suspected I was going to be in trouble. I started restraining her for her own good, to damp down her distress. But then I enjoyed it too much to stop when she didn't need it anymore. I knew I was into forbidden territory, but I couldn't stop. It felt so good."

"Did you orgasm when you were dominating her?"

"Not by myself. I made her give me an orgasm with a dildo and that was great."

"OK, Get up. We're going to go see the room Bill gave us."

Jill scooted to her feet and Jason took her up to the fourth floor and they went into room 425.

It was a good sized room with carpeted floor and several items of BDSM furniture scattered around. The windows had curtains drawn over them. He stopped just inside the door and they both surveyed the equipment . Jill felt 

He led her to a cabinet against one wall and opened the doors.  Her hear 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."

Jill 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. 

Jill 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 wanting more.

He led her to a pillory, a strong, wooden marvel of ancient design, used to train and punish women throughout the ages. She had never been in one, but its capability was evident to her inexperienced eye. It would hold her in perfect position for sex and punishment, whichever her Master wanted. He positioned her in front of it and lifted its locking bar of thick, polished oak.

He unlocked her handcuffs and threw them on the floor in front of the device. Jill rubbed her wrists and lay them 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 Jason pushed it up higher on her neck. Her neck rested in its place. He carefully lowered the bar, making sure she wasn't pinched.

Jill 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 more firmly and rigidly held than ever before. She had to trust to Jason to protect her from harm and care for her. She did. 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.

Jason 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 and he wrapped a leather cuff around each ankle then pulled her feet farther apart, then a little farther until her legs formed a right angle and clipped a chain to the cuffs to hold her in place.

Jill 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 dangled 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 of 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, learning 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. is tongue licked across her lips as he drew back.

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

Jill 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. Nevertheless she tried to say, "It was for her. I didn't want to do it. I was helping Laura, Please, Master." She heard nothing but inarticulate mumbles and grunts.

"You have trespassed on my brother's property, my dear," he said, solemnly. "My family selects our property with care, we value it and permit no one to use it without permission. We do not want it changed without our permission and knowledge. Laura is such a property and so are you. Bradley and I will determine whether our property is to be changed. Trespassers on our land are prosecuted under the law. You have changed my brother's property without his permission and you must bear the consequences of your action."

Jill 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 understanding through its obdurate surface, trying to explain herself. But the gag strapped tightly in her mouth made a mockery of her frantic efforts and made her words incomprehensible.

Jason 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 lust and surrender. He chuckled at her naiveté and promise.

Jill hear 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.

Jason watched her struggles and their end with understanding. "Good girl. You understand. You are my slave and submission is your duty."

Jill nodded her head."

Jason had an idea. He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on Jill and pulled it tight.

To Jill'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. She could no longer see what was happening to her.

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

Shocked beyond reason, Jill 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 Jill'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 blonde 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 Jill 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.

Jason had watched Jill's reactions carefully. He knew she was one tiny step from being 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 moaned around her gag.

He walked to a comfortable chair where he could watch he body. He thought, "How beautiful. It’s mine forever, and she will obey my every word. How lucky can a guy get. I hope Brad's happy with his  "Find." It would be rough if his was not a keeper.

He took out his phone and called Brad. He answered immediately. "Hi Bro. Where are you"

"At the Coffle. Room 411. I just got in and brought Laura here. You?"

Down the hall, Room 425. It’s a play room. I've been making Jill happy."

"Want company?"

"Sure. Bring Laura and we can do a little more training on Jill. Bring some refreshments, too."

"OK. in thirty." The line went dead.

When she heard his low voice Jill 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. Jill 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 consequences of such an act were unthinkable.

Jill'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.

Jason'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. He took it to Jill and removed her gag,

"Have you had anal sex before, Jill?"

She shook her head and said, "No, Master," She was a little scared. Some girls had told her it hurt, but she had had medical exams and they didn't hurt, just felt strange.

He could tell from the tremor in her voice that there was more to the answer. "I'm sure you've heard good and bad tales and you're nervous about it. I'm going to show you how to enjoy the experience. It’s really a matter of learning to control your own body. Its time your bottom received more loving attention. 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 pussy. 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. Jill 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.

Jason 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 as I slide my finger in. 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.

"Jill, 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 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."

Jason 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.

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. Jill 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 Jill climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Jason climaxed and Jill climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

Jill was trembling in the throes of her climaxes when Jason withdrew.  Jason went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned Jill's breasts, pussy, and bottom.

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

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful and I learned to get and give pleasure from a place I'd never considered. Thank you."

"Just so you know, scientists have studied sex a lot and when they tried it, roughly 60% of women got orgasms with vaginal intercourse, 80% with cunnilingus, and 90% from anal intercourse. Doctors say it’s 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. See what you learn if you study?"

"Only 25% of women, but that's stupid with a 90% orgasm rate."

"No, they aren't stupid, just ignorant, like you were. Our uptight society doesn't share information like that. You have to dig to find and most people are mentally lazy. I'm going to ensure you are well informed about your body, at least."

"Thank you, Master. Will all the things I learn feel like this?"

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

He put the gag back in Jill'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 pussy and breasts. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the whipsawed blonde 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.

But this time, his motive for arousing her were not instructional. He wanted to be fully aroused himself to deliver the coup de gras and make her his forever. He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Jill was ready to become a 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.

Jill 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.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, 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. Jill 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. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Jill 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, Jill 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.

Jill 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.

Jason 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 solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Jill'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.

Jill 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. Jill'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.

Jason 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 rules of her new life. She was totally receptive; all barriers were shattered and her acceptance would be total. He removed her gag.

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

"You submitted, Jill. 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." Jill 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.

Jill gave in to the inevitability of her slavery and her belly churned deliciously as desire for continuing subjugation grew.

She turned her head and looked up at him again. "I want to be your slave, Master. I will be pleasing and obedient."

"Jill, I will accept you as my slave. I will keep you safe and try to give you pleasure. You will never disobey me or try to lay your views on me. Every man is your Master and you will obey them unless their orders conflict with mine. Do you want to be my slave under those conditions?"

"Jill thought only a tiny moment before saying, "Yes, Master. I will obey you and live by your conditions."

"OK. If you ever change your mind, you are free to leave. This is entirely consensual and involves you giving me every iota of your power. If you displeasure me I will whip you. If I want to, I will whip you."

"Yes, Master. I understand."

You are a slave and will remain silent until addressed or given permission to speak. Do you understand?" His hand struck her bottom cheek, hard.

Jill yelped and said, "Yes, Master."

"Good. he released her feet and locked her shackles in place. He lifted the locking bar off her neck and wrists and helped her up. "Let's go shower. Brad and Laura will be here shortly."

When they were both clean and dry, Jason dressed and locked her hands behind her again. "How do you feel now, Kitten, my slave?"

"Owned and wasted, Master. You really know how to show a girl a good time. May I have some water, please?"

"Sure, get up. They went into the kitchen. He got a bottle of water from the refrigerator and held it to her mouth. She drank half the bottle in one long swallow. He replaced the bottle and , "Now, if I wasn't here and you wanted a drink, how would you get it?"

She said, "But my hands are cuffed."

"Yes, so?"

"OK, let me think, Master." She went to the cabinets and opened the drawers. She found a small bowl and set it on the counter. She took out the open bottle of water and, holding it behind her, removed the cap. She twisted her hands around so she could see the bottle and poured some water in the bowl.. Setting the water bottle on the cabinet, she bent over the bowl and sucked up a little water. She stood up and said, "Voila,"

"Bravo. Perfect. You'll need to learn to do many things with your hands restrained."

"I can do it, Master, as long as you want it."


Chapter 10: Laura's Turn

In that moment he needed to consume her, to fill her, to mark her as his...

just as she needed to open herself to him, to be desired, taken, owned.

Amber took me down one floor and knocked on a door marked 411. She opened the door and stepped in. I hesitated at the threshold. What would I say? Then the leash tugged on my nose and I stepped in. There was Master, standing in the room smiling. Amber said, "Master Bill had Laura participate in the coffle training class until you arrived, Master Hancock. I'll leave her with you. Is there any message for my Master?"

"No, Amber. Nice to see you again. Do you know where I might find my brother?"

"Yes, Master. He's in room 425 with his slave, Jill. That's a private play room. He asks you to join him when you're ready."

"Thank you and thank Bill for me too. I'll come see him after I meet my brother."

"Yes, Master."

Brad walked over to the women and took the leash from Amber who left and closed the door. Laura had shifted into the display position she had been taught: back arched, breasts thrust out, Feet spread and her hands were already cuffed behind her.

"Hi, Laura. I understand you want to submit to me, be my slave. Is this correct?"

"Yes, Master."

"Did you get the rings for my benefit?"

"I would have Master, but, no, Jill kept me as her slave after we parted and had them put in me. Do you like me with them?"

"Jill? I thought she was submissive too."

"Master, she told me she likes both sides, but don't be harsh with her. I sort of fell apart when we left you. I couldn't drive. Jill took me to her place and kept me as her slave because it was what I needed. I'm all submissive and I couldn't bear leaving you. I was depressed and not having any choices made me feel much better."

"I'll talk to Jason about it. I really don't like having anyone, even another sub, messing with my girl." He led her to the couch, sat down, and pulled her down on his lap. Laura snuggled in close and lay her head on his shoulder.

He took hold of her nose ring and turned her face up to look at his. "You should have come back or called me. No matter now. Tell me, do you think I will like your new rings?"

His calm assurance and casual handling of her took Laura's breath away. She felt her belly kick as he moved her around to his satisfaction. It felt so good to have this man control her. She thought she was going to melt, become literally, putty in his hands. "Master, I think they inform the world I am a slave and since I want to be just that, I hope you will like them."

He dropped his hand down and played with her nipple rings. Just touching them caused them to swell and become hard, aching points of need. She sucked in her breath as a jolt of arousal shot through her.

"Close, Laura, but there are times where it will be more convenient if it’s not that obvious. Let's talk about Jill. I didn't see any indications of her being a Dom before. Did you know before we all met?"

"No, Master. It was a surprise to me, but, I guess I'm happy being a Sub, no matter who the Dom is, but I much prefer you to her. I mean, I obeyed her as well as I could, but you I want to please and obey. She had to keep the plug in me and threaten me or I never would have gone along with the rings."

"So, it wasn't consensual with her?"

"I didn't fight her, but she never let me out of her control, either. I would have left her to come to you in an instant, but I never had a chance to contact you. She kept all the cards."

OK. Don't worry. I'll talk to Jason and see if we need to do anything.. In fact, let's go see him now." He lifted Laura to her feet and stood up. He took her to room 425 and knocked on the door. Jason opened it and Brad led them inside.  Jill was kneeling in the living room beside a couch.

Jason said, Hi, I've just finished with Jill. She's consented to be my slave and I've accepted her."

"Brad replied, "Great news, the both of you. Laura, take Jill and go in the bedroom and catch up. I want to talk to Jason for a minute." He took the leash off Laura and unlocked her wrists. Jill's were still cuffed behind her. Laura said, "Yes, Master and went to the bedroom door.

Jill looked pleadingly at Jason who said, "Go on, Jill. We won't leave without you." Jill stood and followed Laura. Laura closed the door behind them.

"OK, Brad, what's up?"

"You saw Laura had some new piercings since we saw them?"

"Yeah. I think they look good on her. Jill said Laura was so distraught when they left us that she put her into bondage to calm her down. She said it worked but she admitted she enjoyed being a Dom so much it got away from her."

"Yeah. That matches what Laura said happened. Will it be a problem for you, knowing she likes being dominant, too?"

"I don't think so. I've had her in a pillory for an hour and forced her into near-continuous orgasms. I think I can tell when a girl is holding anything back and she wasn't. Her submission was genuine and permanent, at least she thinks so."

"Then you're going to take her on?"

"Yeah. I am. She's hot, responsive, and obedient. I'll keep testing her for a long time, but I think she's solid. I was going to call Alan and have him get the papers ready for her. Want some for Laura, too?"

"Hell, yes. She's a hundred percent submissive and needs me. But I'm still a mite worried about Jill. She didn't mention her Dom side when we were together and she clearly liked it when she had Laura under control. It’s possible that side could come out and bite us if it happens at the wrong time."

"All right, bro. What do you want to do?"

She knows how it feels to dominate Laura, and how it feels to be dominated by you. What are the chances she'll like being dominated by Laura as much as you, or at least more than being a Dom?"

"Pretty good, I'd guess. I forced her into multiple orgasms with normal stimulation. I think if Laura does what I did, it'll far outshine having Laura eat her out."

"Well, what do you think about having Laura top her under our instructions. We can hood Jill and she won't be able to see us.  We can use written instructions to tell Laura what to do if she needs it."

"Sounds like a plan, but we need to wait so she doesn't suspect this is what we're planning. Let's tell them about the financial stuff and have them sign the papers. Then We'll tell Laura she has permission to play with Jill, since Jill kept her as a slave . We can have Laura take Jill to be pierced too. She'll not know it was us at all. It should be a stronger experience than when she topped Laura."

First, I'll call Alan and get him to bring us two sets of papers ASAP."

"Good idea."

Brad called their attorney and explained what they wanted. Then he gave him the girls names. Thanked him and hung up. "Alan says he just has to put the names on the documents then he'll email them to The Coffle. I'll get Bill to print them then we can get them signed. We should be ready for signatures in a half hour. Let's have the financial talk with them now and tell them what they're signing. Then we can eat and turn Laura loose to top Jill."

"OK. I'll Call Bill and tell him what's happening. Then we can have the financial talk."

Jason called Bill and made the arrangements, ten he said, "OK."

Brad stood up, "I'll get them." He went to the bedroom door and opened it, half expecting to see the girls sitting on the bed, but he was pleasantly surprised to find them kneeling on the floor, facing each other. He said, "You remembered, good, come back in the living room."

Both slaves said, "Yes, Master," stood and came through the door. Jason beckoned them over and pointed to the floor. They knelt and adjusted their positions. Brad sat in a chair facing them.

Brad said, "Jason and I own a business. We want you to be our slaves. You know what that means. We're eager to own you, but it has to be consensual and it has to be safe for all of us. So we're going to hire you. You'll both be Executive Assistants. You'll work a regular day job helping us with appointments and paperwork. We will pay you $20,000 a month. And there is a longevity bonus. If you remain with us, for two years, you will receive a $200,000 bonus. We may decide this isn't working for us and we can fire you. If we do, we will pay you for two years plus the longevity bonus. Your employment is all day, every day - 24/7. You will wear only what we give you. You will provide sexual favors as we direct. Corporal punishment will be imposed by us whenever we determine it is appropriate. You may be recorded at any time, but nothing recorded will be made public. You may leave at any time, but you will forfeit the longevity bonus if you leave before the two years is up. You will receive free medical and dental coverage, a life insurance policy in the amount of one million dollars, and we provide an excellent 401K plan. All your living expenses will be covered. You must sign a nondisclosure agreement which imposes a penalty of everything we paid you if you disclose any part of the agreement, your job duties, or anything else to anyone.  Clear?"

Laura said, "I have some questions, Master"

Brad said, "I thought you would."

"What does 'Corporal Punishment' mean?"

"You can be whipped or caned or strapped or spanked at the discretion of your superiors."

"You mean you will do those things to me if I mess up, Master?"

"No, I will do those things to you when I want to.  You will not be injured, only given a little pain. The simple explanation is that we are hiring your body and you will be a slave girl.  You will be kept helpless and naked most of the time.  You will do assigned work, be trained on behavior and given new skills.  I will manage your food and exercise to keep you very fit. You will be spanked or whipped if you disobey or ask for it or just if I want to watch you dance for me.  The way I feel right now, I imagine I will whip your ass every day, and you will beg for more. You will love it."

My belly kicked with arousal. I felt drool pooling at my lips. I swallowed and licked my lips in as blatant a display of need as I ever made. I wanted him to whip my ass right now then take me on the floor. God, what a hunk. How can I be so lucky? I asked, "You will pay me almost a half million dollars to do this for a year, and let me leave whenever I want?"

"Yeah. Sounds dumb in a vacuum, doesn't it?  But the passion of a willing slave girl is much more rewarding than a reluctant one. If I think you're only staying to get the longevity bonus, I'll fire you, cheerfully pay the bonus and look for another submissive. Right now that seems like a dreary choice and I want you to stay with me."

My mind kept repeating "A half million, a h..." I went back to the offer. "Too right." I said.

I said, slowly, "I know this arrangement provided you safety and me security, but it’s not just a job to me. I wouldn't even be considering a job like this unless I wanted you, and only you to be my Master. I'm going to give you my life in the hope you will take good care of it. I don't want a relationship where you can just fire me and give my place to a newer, younger girl in a couple of years. I want is to be your slave for life. How can I know if you'll keep me?"

"You can't. That's the nature of human relations. We need to work at it to keep it alive. Your job is harder because you have to obey me or get punished. We both know there will be times when you will just have to argue with me. So however it ends, I will pay you well for your time. If you decide you want out, you're out and I will pay you well for being with me. If I want out I can fire you and I will pay you well for your time with me. In the best of all worlds we will stay together until one of us dies. If I die first, you will be paid well. If you die first I will have to live with only your memory. None of us will live forever. I will do my best to make this last. There are other options too. Maybe the pace will be too hard for you and I'll find another girl to help you, your assistant so to speak. Men had had harems in other times."

Over my dead body. "What is the required uniform?"

Brad smiled and said, "You're wearing it. Jill, Laura, do you want the jobs?"

Two voices said, "Yes, Master."

"OK. We'll go to Bill's office and you'll sign your papers there and you'll be on the clock."

Jason unlocked Jill's hands and the two couples walked, hand-in-hand to Bill's office. Amber was standing beside his desk and Bill was sitting at it. Bill had two thick stacks of paper sitting on a long coffee table. He pointed to the stacks and said, "The one on the left is Jill's the other Laura's. Amber has your driver's licenses and will notarize your signatures. Be advised that you are being recorded and before you sign each document you must read it, ask any questions you have, state you understand the document by name and freely sign it, and then sign it and give it to Amber. Now, kneel in front of them and we'll start.  First are the nondisclosure agreements. Please read it..."

After the last document had been notarized, Bill said, "I'll copy these and send the original and a copy of the recording to Alan. You'll each get a copy, of course. I hope I can convince you all to stay here for a few days. I have a business proposition I'd like to discuss with you and I'm sure you can find interesting uses for our capabilities and toys."

Jason replied, "Perfect. We were going to ask you if we could rent a couple of rooms for a week."

Bill smiled broadly, "It will be my pleasure and it’s a gift, not a rental. I'm always glad to have my investors sample our offerings and advise me on how we might improve them. If room 411 is acceptable, you can also have 412. There's an adjoining door if you want to get together. Will they be satisfactory?"

Brad said, 411 is good."

Jason said, "I'm sure 412 will be fine."

'Then it’s done. Can you join me for dinner tonight?"

Brad said, "Of course." Jason nodded agreement.  The women were silent and motionless.

"Excellent. Seven thirty in the dining room?"

Brad and Jason glanced at each other Brad nodded and Jason replied, "We'll be here. We have several hours. Can we use your people to get the girls ready?"

"Of course. Amber will be your guide.  Amber take them to see Tony then the salon when he's done."

"Yes, Master," Amber stood up, "If you'll please follow me." She waited as the men stood and collected their girls.

Amber took them to a spotless room lined with cabinets and tools. She introduced them to the man who approached them, "Master Anthony, this is Master Bradley and his slave Laura, and his brother, Master Jason and his slave Jill. They have  a dinner engagement with my Master at 7:30 and he asks to get their slaves ready as soon as possible. They need to visit the salon when you're done."

Tony said, "Pleased to see you again Mr. Hancock and Mr. Hancock. We met a year ago when we had our opening. Do you want standard equipment in gold for the girls?"

Brad said, "Gold is a good choice for Laura. I want a grommet and temporary nose ring, make the rest of the rings permanent, Lockable cuffs. No belt yet."

Laura wasn't paying attention until she heard "Nose" then she perked up.  Gold was good. She expected him to put her in chains right now. She hoped they would be more comfortable than the police shackles and cuffs. They bit into her at every move. Apparently he was going to replace her nose ring. That was OK with her. She had given up on any sense of pride.

Jason said, "The same for Jill."

Tony said, OK. put them in the first two chairs. I'll do one and finish her before starting the second. You can take the first one to the salon while I'm doing the second. Do you care who I do first?"

Brad said, "No. Your choice."

The men took Jill and Laura to two large barber style chair and sat them in them. Tony fastened a wide leather belt around their waists and fastened them in back of the chair. He started with Laura.

Master put me in the big chair and the smith strapped me in. My hands and legs were free to move, though I still wore the police shackles on my ankles. The smith put a blindfold on me and strapped it tight. Not the slightest light got in. He removed the ring Jill had put in my nose. I felt light without it. I had gotten used to the feel of it over the short time I wore it. I didn't know it opened, but I had not been free to play with it since I had gotten it. At least I wouldn't be pierced again. More straps were put on my head, chest, and arms. The shackles were removed and my legs spread wide and strapped down. A big wad of leather was put in my mouth and strapped tight. I had to breathe through my nose.

I felt something small, maybe a Q-tip, spread a cool liquid spread in both nostrils.  Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was strong. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose.  Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.   I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what he had done to me.  My Master had asked for a grommet. He had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller.  This made the ring he planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.  The strap holding my head immobile loosened and the blindfold removed. The strap tightened around my head again.

The smith held up the two half circles of my new ring. It was shiny and thicker than the old one. He put one half through the grommet in my nose and mated the other one with it. He used a pair of soft nosed pliers to squeeze the two halves together. I heard the internal locks click into place. I now wore my new nose ring. It felt just like the old one except it swung free when my head moved. This one was metal hanging on metal. But I knew it was different. This was my Master's ring. It was my master's hand on my soul. I felt I belonged to him in a way that mere chains could not do.

Some man, I couldn't tell  if it was Master, the smith, or Jason,  stroked my nipples until they grew rigid. 

Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be claimed by my Master.  

The old rings were removed. I wondered if I had to be pierced again there too. I hoped not. I hoped he could just put the new rings in the old holes. I didn't need a grommet there. Thank God.  I felt the rings inserted. I imagined they were just like my nose ring. I hoped they looked good on me. If asked, I would have given consent to my piercing and ringing. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again.. I had lost any right to my body. Master owned me. I could only moan as I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, then each of my ears received their rings.

They were heavy. I felt them move in me as Tony released my straps. My nipples ached from their penetration. My ears didn't notice. My blindfold and gag were removed. Master was standing in front of me with a smile and said, "Laura, you look lovely."

"Thank you, Master." I looked down at my new rings. They were indeed a little large, but I was shocked to see that a gold chain joined my nipples, each end threaded on a nipple ring. 

The smith returned with an armload of gold objects. He released my arms and legs then fitted my wrists and ankles with gold cuffs. Each was over an inch wide and an eighth inch thick, hinged and open. He tried several until he found the right size then he snapped it closed. It locked with a snap. The cuffs had a design on the inside. He held the closed cuff up for me to see. He pressed on the design and a sturdy hasp popped up. Perfect for fastening it to something or hanging an ornament. He fitted one to my other wrist then turned to my feet.

The ones he placed on my ankles were joined by a short chain. Oh, Great, a better looking hobble. These guys sure knew how to keep women in their place.

Last was my new collar. The smith unlocked the numbered collar and set it aside. He approached me with an open gold collar. He fitted it around my neck and it closed with the same loud snap of the others. It looked like my wrist cuffs, except for its larger diameter and the hasp in the front was open and held a gold ring as large as my nose ring. Circles were all the rage around here, apparently. There was a smaller ring in the back and designs on the side, probably for the retracting hasp I had on the cuffs.

Master released me from the chair and stood me in front of a mirror. The face that looked back at me was not what I remembered. Oh, it was me, but I remembered my look of determination. That was gone. Now I looked docile and obedient. Maybe it was the eyes. Maybe it was the smile. The rings I now bore in my ears, nose, and nipples made me look tamed. Controlled. They were ornamental, to be sure. But they were big and solid, masculine. The tiny feminine rings I had seen in photos spoke of adornment and choice. These spoke of subjugation. They were evidence a man had imposed his sense of order on me.

But the rings weren't what I stared at. It was the collar that held my attention. Heavy, obdurate, gold, large ring for fastening me wherever anyone wants me. While everything else showed the domination of man over woman, the collar was more personal. It said this woman is owned. She is the property of a man who controls her movement, locks her in a place to await his decision to move her. This woman is the actual slave of a man. She has a Master.

I didn't regret my hardware. It was fitting. It was the way the world should be. Male strength and aggressiveness should always conquer feminine wile and nuance. Just as the cold steel of my irons defeated my education and strength. I had no choices left I even wanted to make. I would love and obey and do my best to please my master.

Master led me out of the shop while the smith started on Jill. It would be more traumatic on Jill since she had no experience with piercings and rings. Good.  I felt glad she was going to get what she had imposed on me. Slavegirl, hah.

Master led me into a large beauty salon. I saw five girls being worked on and a couple of spare chairs. Master went to the desk and gave his name. The girl picked up a phone and said, "Joann, your appointment is here. Then she rose and led us to a back room that looked more like a photography studio than a hair salon. There was a camera on a tripod, bright lights, several large wall mounted screens and cables running all over. A young woman with multicolored hair came in, introduced herself to Master as Joann and asked if he had any preferences.

No, I want her hair to enhance her face, and play well with her gold rings. I'll keep her naked most of the time and I want everything to play together well."

Joann said, sit her in front of the camera. I'll take her image then apply several styles and colors so you can choose."

Master pointed so I sat in the indicated chair and looked at the camera. Joann quickly said, "Got it." My head shot, down past my boobs, appeared on one of the big screens.

Joann said, now swivel the chair around and look at the big "X" on the wall. I did as she said.

"OK," she said, turn back around." Now a shot of my back was next to my front view.

"I'm going to look at your features and propose some hair colors for you. Choose the top three you like and your Master will choose from those. Remember that these, unlike your current ornaments, can be changed.

At Joann's direction I moved to a heavy salon chair. I sat upright. Joann sat at a table beside the chair with a computer facing her. There were several large computer screens in front of me on the wall. Master sat me here and locked my ankle chain to a convenient ring on the footrest.   Then he took my leash off and asked Joann, "How long do you need?"

"I've done some redheads with gold fittings before. Let me call up some of those patterns and show them on her. It'll only take a few minutes. If you like  one I can get started now. If not, maybe you can tell me which way to go, then I'll be faster later."

Master said, OK, show me."

My hair is now a little more than long enough to cover my shoulder blades, thick, slightly wavy and a little too orange. I had thought about deepening the red a little, but never got it done.

Her fingers flashed on the keyboard and the picture of me on the left shifted. The first image's hair changed color to a deep red with black ends. The hair deepened quickly about three inches from the end to a beep red-black below that. I liked it. It was dramatic and beautiful.  The second image reversed. The top of my head was black and about my ear level the red reappeared in streaks until it was a deep red by my chin level. The third image's hair started out dark red on top then lightened as it dropped down Some strands stayed red to the end while half kept getting lighter until they were blonde on the end. The fourth one just deepened my natural color to a rich, almost purple hue. I liked them all.

Master said. Number four is perfect. do it."

Joann said, that's the quickest one. I'll trim the ends so it has a smooth line and then do the color. She'll be ready by five."

"Perfect. I'll be back then," and he left me locked to the chair.

Joann got some scissors and said, "Your man has good taste. You'll look radiant in that color and it'll never go out of style."

I made no response but to smile. How right she was. I wondered how Jill was doing.

***

I watched Master Brad take Laura out of the shop.  She looked like the slave of a King. Her natural beauty was improved and informed by her gold chains. She followed him out of the door, walking gracefully and clinking. I hope I will look as graceful. I had watched the smith work on Laura so I knew what to expect. I looked at Jason.

"Master, I'm scared. It looked like it hurt Laura."

"You saw how she walked out of here so proudly. You will too. There will be a little pain when you're pierced but you will bear it with courage, I'm sure. Do you want the blindfold and gag?"

"Yes, Master. I'm afraid I will make an awful fuss when I'm pierced and I would be ashamed."

"I'll be proud of you no matter how you face the pain. Be brave, Kitten."

"Master, I like it when you call me 'Kitten.'"

He put the gag and blindfold on me then. I felt the smith strap me down and take the hobble off my ankles. I knew I would get another, prettier set.

I felt something small, maybe a Q-tip, spread a cool liquid spread in both nostrils.  Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was strong. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose.  Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.   I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what he had done to me.  He had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller.  This made the ring he planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.  

I felt the smith's fingers at my nose. Since the grommet was in place I knew he was fitting the ring. Just like Laura's I assumed. Two halves squeezed together until they locked. I heard the internal locks click into place. I now wore a nose ring. It swung free when my head moved.  This one was metal hanging on metal.  It would never leave me. It was my master's hand on my soul. I felt I belonged to him in a way that mere chains could not do.

Some man stroked my nipples until they grew rigid. The traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at the point of my  breasts.   

I felt the sharp needles pierce my nipples, one at a time.  The smooth steel slipped into them like a knife through butter. They stung, but nowhere as intense as my septum. Then, one at a time, they were pulled out and the rings replaced them. I l\heard the locks engaging and I was ringed. I felt them tugging on my nipples, gently pulling them toward each other. I guessed he had threaded a chain on them, like Laura. He was making us twins.  I imagined they were just like Laura's and my nose ring. I hoped they looked good on me. I felt a twinge of guilt for piercing Laura's nose and nipples, but it faded as I realized it was what her Master was going to do, anyway. I was never going to be asked anything again. I was now property and the only right I had left was the right to leave. Worthless right. I couldn't ever get the will to leave now. Master owned me. I could only moan as I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, then my ears were ringed.

All of them were heavy. I felt them move in me as Tony released my straps. My nipples ached from their penetration. My ears felt normal, but I had worn earrings for years.. My blindfold and gag were removed. Master was standing in front of me with a smile and said, "Beautiful, my Kitten."

"Thank you, Master." I looked down at my new rings. They were indeed as large as Laura's. I looked at the chain making its catenary curve between my nipples and wondered if it was just a common decoration or whether I could expect to have a leash put on it.  My nose or nipples, I was sure, would both be quite effective. 

The smith brought his collection of gold cuffs and chains over. He released my arms and legs then fitted my wrists and ankles with gold cuffs that looked just like Laura's. He fitted one on each wrist then the matching shackles on my ankles. I wondered if they made the girls behave any better or was it just for the masters to show their power?

Last was my new collar. The smith replaced the numbered collar with the gold one. It was just as heavy.

Master released me from the chair and stood me in front of a mirror. The face that looked back at me was curious, not depressed or happy. It was me, but I looked like I was surprised to be here. I realized I felt like I had when I graduated from college. What will I do now? My life had yet to start then and I had done nothing with it. This was a new life and I had chosen to belong to a man.  I knew I was expected to find Mr. Right, get married have a family, compete with the neighbors, get an Abusson Rug, vacation in the Bahamas

I had done none  of that except find Mr. Right and he  wanted a sex slave, not a wife. I had no idea if he was married, had children, or even wanted children.. I volunteered because it was better than anything I had found before. The rings I now bore in my ears, nose, and nipples made me look like an erotic woman. One who valued sex over all else. That was me all right. Our luck that the Hancock brothers were gentlemen too and offered us a deal that would give us security. Truth be known, I would have gone with Jason without any of that. I had always been a sucker for immediate gratification. I had never felt such unbridled pleasure in my life and I wanted more. He had me. I was his property without these chains. I would follow him and obey him whatever he wanted to put on me.

The smith released me from his chair and master put my leash on my new nose ring. I felt faint. My legs were unsteady as the meaning of the ring assailed me. I was the property of Jason Hancock. Never to be free again. I was proud and awed. I needed  my master in me. I strode to my master, stood tall, and kissed him on the mouth. He returned it with interest. He took me in his arms and it felt so good. When we broke the kiss, I murmured "Thank you , Master, for making  me yours.."

Master took me to the salon and waited for my stylist, Joann to finish Laura. It wasn't long before Master Brad led Laura out of a door followed by a woman. Laura was spectacular. Her hair was an amazing luxurious shade of red, deep and shining.

My Master stood and motioned for me to stay where I was, kneeling beside the chair he had just left. He went to Laura and kissed her hand, "You are gorgeous, my dear. Much too good for my no-account brother. If you ever get tired of him, just come to me. I'll treat you as a lady deserves."

Laura blushed, all over, and said, “Thank you for the pretty compliment, Master, but I think my Master will take good care of me."

Brad smirked and said, "Take care of your own lady before you covet mine. Joann will work her magic on Jill now, then I may be obliged to take her off your fumbling hands, brother."

Jason laughed and beckoned me over, "Let's see what Madam Joann can do with you, Kitten."

When Joann finished with me my hair was gold on top and shaded to a startling crimson in the last six inches. If Jason ever got tired of me I could be a traffic warning sign.

Master took me back to Master Brad's room and knocked on the door. Laura opened the door and her hand flew to her mouth in surprise as she saw my hair, "God, Jill, you're breath taking. That look is so you. You're going to turn heads everywhere. No one is going to even notice you're naked and collared."

I must have blushed to match my hair.

Master Brad called, "Come in. I have to see her."

I followed Master inside and Master Brad gave a long, loud, wolf whistle. "Laura's right, you're beyond beautiful." He came to me and kissed my hand. You're much too good for my wastrel brother. Why don't you be my slave with Laura. I'll take much better care of you."

I smiled and said, "I'm sorry, Master, you'll have to discuss that with my Master."

Jason said, "Down boy. See to your own wench. Is it time to go to dinner?"

"We have a few minutes. I think it’s time to finish getting Jill ready."

Master said, OK. Where is it?"

Master Brad got something from a table and came back. He handed it to my Master who said, "Bend over and spread your legs, Jill. Don't worry. This is just your butt plug. Relax now."

I obeyed and tried to relax. I felt him spread lubricant on and inside my anus. Then the tip of the plug nuzzled into my anus.  He put his arm around my waist and I relaxed and felt it slip inside. It swelled up as he pushed the red rod into place.

"Good. Stand up." I obeyed.

I was surprised when Master Brad put the band with the remote on Laura's wrist, above her cuff. There was also a key on the band. He came to me, showed me a small lock and fastened it on my collar. He  said, "Jill, Jason and I were wondering just how your will to dominate has affected your desire to submit. You had quite a turn dominating Laura and so, for now, now she's going to be your Mistress."

"Laura, we want you to control Jill until we take the remote away. You are to instruct her and punish her for failures or fun. We're all going to dinner and, for now, she is your slave. You decide what she should do and enforce it. Demonstrate her submission to us."

Laura said, "Master, I know there are several functions available, but Jill never let me learn them. Would you mind turning on the electronic leash function so she has to stay close to me?"

"Sure, let me have it." He took the remote and turned on the leash. "OK , let's go dinner." Master Brad opened the door and he and Master Jason walked out.

I looked at Laura and said, Please, Mistress, be nice to me. I only did what I thought you needed."

"And enjoyed it, Jill. I might enjoy it too. Get on your hands and knees."

I said, Please,..." and she pushed the punishment button on the remote. The sharp pain in my butt caused me to yelp. I dropped to my hands and knees.

"Just a reminder. I've been ordered to be your Mistress and I will obey. So will you, or else," Laura said, "now stay down there and follow me. If you fall much behind it'll zap you. If you complain, I'll zap you. Let's go"

She walked out of the room and I crawled after her, as fast as I could. She closed the door and I trailed her, arms and legs pumping as fast as I could after the men and her.

Our Masters had stopped in the hall and waited for us. When they saw me they turned and walked on.. I think they slowed to allow me to keep up. Mistress and I caught up to them and I heeled Mistress. I had a bad moment when we caught up to them. I started to move into position behind my Master when Laura motioned with her hand for me to heel her. I nearly fell on my face trying to do both. Finally I followed Laura. It was an order.

The men led us into the dining room. Amber greeted them at the door and led us to Master Bill's table. It was a strange shape. It looked like a letter "C," a round table with the center missing and an opening in what was left. There were chairs around the outside. Master Bill was sitting in one of those and Amber showed our Masters to the remaining ones. Then she motioned Laura and I to the center. She had me kneel close to the table in front on Master, Laura in front of Master Bras, and placed herself in front of Master Bill.

She said, "Girls. follow me."

She scooted close to the table and used a finger to pull a "U" shaped hasp out. She put her collar ring around it and shoved it back in The open end slid back in its hole and we heard a click. Then she crossed her hands behind her.

I looked at the table and saw a similar hasp in front of me. I pulled and it slid out easily. I put it through my collar ring, leaned forward, and slid it back. It clicked into place and a gentle tug showed it had locked me in place..

I looked at Laura and she too was fastened to the table. I adjusted myself for comfort since no one could see my body now.

A waitress brought drinks. The men ordered alcohol but  their slaves got diet tonic water. I had been told they would control our diets. We got short, wide glasses with straws. The men slid them close enough for us to drink.  The inner circle of the table was small enough that we were forced to cam ourselves shoulder to shoulder to fit. I guess the men always chose slim women to use this table.

The chef was used to men bringing their slaves her. The meals were brought on large plate since the men fed us off their meals. I was surprised none of the men ordered red meat. They must be watching their diets, too. The men fed us a forkful at a time. My bites were small enough that spillage wasn't a problem. I watched him and when he got food for me I opened my mouth very wide, like I was being gagged, and my Master, at least, was careful to  slide the fork in without hitting my lips. I closed slowly and he equally slowly, retracted the fork. It was very sensual and intimate for all the bondage trappings. The waitress cleared the dishes and we talked.

Except for the women's inferior positions, it was a normal meal in some sense. The men slid their chairs back and released the catches so we could back up. We stayed kneeling in the center of the table and were allowed to use our hands for gestures and hugs. We were sisters in slavery and it felt like we had known each other for years. We shared a bond only a few other women knew. The men talked of politics and business. The women talked of food and styles. We weren't allowed clothing much of the time, but we wanted to be stylish when allowed. We discussed the best way to accommodate our chains in public: was it best to hide them with long skirts or flaunt them. We understood the law required us to cover our nipples and pussies in public places, but that left a lot of leeway.

Amber said the Masters she knew gave us freedom to dress within their parameters of being helpless and showing a lot of skin. Master Bill took her out in public a lot to advertise The Collar as "The" club for submissive women. She was always chained and collared, often walked on a leash. She said she had once been a model and got used to people staring at her undressed body. This was no different except sometimes a woman she passed was angry with her. She ignored them and said she wanted to make men jealous of her Master. It gave her a purpose in her costume and behavior. "I want every man that sees me to know I am Master's property, I am totally obedient, and I make him very happy in bed."

After a while our discussions wound down and Master Brad said, "Laura, let's see Jill's submission."

Laura said, Jill, Stand up. Display. I stood and got into display position. She took the lock off my collar with her key and locked my hands behind me. She looked at the remote and pushed a button. I flinched as the vibrator in my bottom started. She said, "Masters, I am going to go to each couple in the room with a woman wearing a leash and explain that Jill is being taught her submission and ask if she may be allowed to have oral sex with the woman or the man, or both. If permitted, Jill will give them her best. Afterwards I will solicit their comments. I will give Jill a one second shock for each less than perfect comment. Jill you will remain silent for this test." She reached to a floral display and took out a single rose bud on a long stem.

"Master, she said to Master Brad, would you shorten the stem to four inches, please?"

Brad took out a knife and shortened the stem and handed it back to her.

"Jill, this is a little ornament for you. It matches your hair and it’s going to look very erotic. Don't move." She spread my labia lips apart and inserted the stem into my pussy. She positioned it so the bud was facing up, all the thorn festooned stem was inside me, and slowly let my lips close on it. The thorns stung but just a little. I imagined I'd have to be careful walking. Gods, this had to be the most painful and embarrassing decoration I had ever worn and I was helpless to do anything about it. I looked at Jason, pleading silently that he would spare me this test.

He was watching me and said, quietly, "I have to know, Kitten. Just be honest with yourself "

Brad said, "Good plan, Laura. Jill that's a good look for you. I'll have to buy a dozen roses."

Laura ordered, "Let's go, slave." She started across the room and I hurried to follow, trying to ignore the slave heat the vibrator was kindling in me.

She stopped in front of a table with an average looking man and a pretty, naked woman wearing a collar and leash. They were both a little older than me and her hands were free so he had brought her in The Coffle. I felt the blush rising in my face.  Two complete strangers, both in the BDSM lifestyle and my Mistress was going to offer my submission to them.

"Excuse me, my name is Laura and this is my slave Jill. She is being taught to savor her submission. Please forgive me if this is too forward, but would you consider allowing her to practice her oral sex skills with either or both of you? She is not inexperienced but has never done it under orders before."

The man grinned and the woman looked surprised. I watched her face and it changed to hunger. She wanted me to service her. I felt my arousal heat up a notch. There was no chance I'd have the favor returned, but it would still be fun to make her submit to me. The man looked at his wife's expression and said, "Thank you, Laura Have your girl service Helen, please. Helen. Turn your chair around and let her do you."

Helen looked back at him and said, "Here? In front of the room, all these strangers? I couldn't."

"Would you enjoy it?"

"Well, yes, I think so."

"Then this is an order, turn your chair around and open your legs. Now."

She blushed and slowly obeyed him.

Laura said, "Get to it Jill. Do your best work."

I knelt between her legs. She had a thin, untrimmed bush and her nether lips were already growing thicker with arousal. I felt my belly kick in arousal. Meanwhile my vibrator hummed merrily along making me hotter every second.

Laura said, "Helen, use your fingers to hold her nose ring. You can pull her as close and deep as you like and have complete control of her position."

She grabbed my nose ring and pulled me close. She said, "Lick both sides. "

I obeyed and ran my tongue up one side then the other. Helen gasped and arched her back in overwhelming arousal, thrusting her sex against my mouth. I felt her lips swell and engorge the pink, glistening labia as her arousal hit her.  I licked and sucked until her nether lips spread apart on their own, then I thrust my tongue deep between them and licked her inner lips and the inside of her outer lips at the same time. Helen writhed like a python as her legs wrapped around my head, pulling me into even more intimate contact as her passion soared. She gasped as I dove inside her. She pulled my nose even closer and ran my ring up and down her lips, forcing the tip of my nose between her outer lips. "Now," she moaned. "Now, now, now. Make me come now." I thrust my tongue deep into her sex and she screamed in wordless pleasure. Her sex throbbed against my lips as she shuddered into orgasm and her love juices flooded her belly. Her eyes were closed. Her breathing became shallow and rapid. She was deep into orgasm. I could taste her nectar wetting her pussy and my tongue. I loved the taste. I discovered to my surprise that I was moaning quietly even as I licked and sucked her. I was near to orgasm, too.

I pulled my tongue back and sucked the hard nub of her clit into my mouth and sucked on it. She thundered into a second tremendous orgasm with a screech and wail, bucking up off the chair and flinging me back on my heels. Luckily she released my ring as she orgasmed or she might have ripped it out. Her scream filled the room and everyone not watching us turned to stare. All the people who had been watching gave her a standing ovation as she slumped back into her chair.

I was surprised and elated at the havoc I had created in Helen's body and the intensity of her surrender. It was a joy only a slave can feel when she pleasures her Master beyond his expectations. It was fulfillment writ large. I loved the feeling of slave power and I orgasmed too just as I settled back on my heels. My belly was aflame with slave heat as it spasmed delightfully in me. My pussy was filled with love juice as I trembled uncontrollably. My gasp and shudder were mild compared to Helen's so I expected it to go unnoticed. But Laura was watching me . She leaned down and whispered in my ear, "Exciting isn't it, slave?"

I almost said "Yes, Mistress," but I remembered my order to be silent just in time. I straightened up and knelt properly as the friendly vibrator kept my arousal near boiling. Laura called me in a normal voice, "Jill, here." I stood and turned to her. She wiped my face with a damp cloth and said, "I guess we don't have to ask her how well you did. Good work."

She faced the man again, "Would you like Jill to service you, also, sir? Jill would enjoy it."

He smiled and said, "No, I'm going to take Helen to a room upstairs and make her service me. More than once, I think." Thank you so much for the show. I think you've done wonders for Helen's self-esteem."

By this time, Helen had cleaned herself and was once more sitting at the table, looking a little surprised. The man reached across to her and picked up her leash. She blushed, lowered her gaze to the table, and murmured, "Yes, sir."

I smiled, thinking I had just done both of them a service.

Laura said, "Follow me, slave."

She made me do four more tables. I serviced four men and six women. All of them gave glowing reviews of my skills. They ought to. All of them had orgasms and I was drenched with sweat and cum, despite Laura's attempts to clean me. There was cum  in my hair from one man who continued pumping semen longer than normal. I came three more times, one with a woman, two with men. I was equal opportunity with oral sex.

She took me back to our Masters. We both knelt beside Amber and Laura reported, "Masters, Jill was excellent. No one gave a less than perfect score and she worked diligently to earn that. And she had four orgasms, herself. It appears she is, indeed, a submissive slut."

Jason said, "Good work, Laura and good thinking. Jill I'm proud of you. Your work was excellent. So tell me how you would compare being a Dom and a Sub."

What a question. "Master, I am only a mediocre, untrained Dom. I enjoyed controlling Laura and having her obey me. I was acting how I thought a Dom should act. But she never thought of me as a Dom. I know I never made her love me or depend on me. She was just waiting for her Master to claim her and avoiding the pain I could inflict. She always thought we were playing a game and I was being mean to her. Sometimes I made her do things just because I knew she wasn't taking me seriously. I am truly submissive. I enjoy following orders and doing them well. I was scared at first, having to submit to strangers, but it felt good when I did. I orgasmed myself several times, not because I enjoyed forcing orgasms from strangers, but because I knew I was obeying my Mistress and you better than I thought possible. It was my slave belly rejoicing in its service to you. I want nothing but to be your slave, Master."

Master Brad and Master Jason looked at each other. Master Brad gave an almost imperceptible nod. Master Bill who had said nothing so far, spoke up, "Gentlemen, I agree, Jill is a true submissive and will make you proud of her, so long as you keep her on a short leash. She's intelligent and high spirited. Make sure you train her right and keep the bit in her mouth."

Bit? I think he likes me.


Chapter 11: Investigation

Forever in his chains...

No matter where I am, or where he is...

Forever bound to him.

After dinner our Masters took Laura and I back to Master Brad's room. They released my hands, took out my butt plug and sent it with us into the bath. We had strict orders: clean it, plug it in, take showers, wash our hair,  dry ourselves, put on fresh makeup, and be back in thirty minutes. Gods, that wasn't enough time. We hurried and giggled through every step. It was like being at camp.

We hurried back into the living room to find both our Masters sitting in easy chairs looking like we interrupted them in conversation. Jason held up a smartphone and said, "Thirty three minutes. You're late. You know what that means."

I blurted out, "Master, I'm sorry. We hurried as fast as we could."

Brad said, "No excuses, Jill. You have to learn to be faster."

They both stood and clipped leashes on our nose rings. Laura and I crossed our hands behind us like good little slavegirls. They led us into the corridor and into room 425. It was filled with BDSM devices. Brad led Laura to the rear of the room while Jason put me in a pillory. 

I trusted him implicitly, but it was still scary to feel the bar descend and lock me in place. He took the shackles off and replaced them with leather bands then he spread my legs further apart and fastened them. I was utterly helpless. He put a blindfold on me and strapped it tight. I was in blackness and immobile. I realized there were two men in the room with me and I had no way of telling who was using me. I was in  perfect position for either one to use all three of my holes. I wanted it to be my Master using me, but my wishes didn't count anymore. I had given my body and my choices to my Master.

Jason went to the back of the room where Brad was talking to Laura. He had removed her leash. As he came near, Brad was saying, ..so this is for both you and Jill. The more practice you have bringing a woman to pleasure the better all-around lover you'll be. Jill will learn what you already know - how intense total bondage will make her orgasms. We want you to explore every one of her erogenous zones and learn how to exploit them to give her better orgasms. It’s also likely you will find some combinations that give you one too. She won't know who is playing with her. She'll know if you speak or let her feel your hair, breasts, or fingernails, so be subtle. In the end Jason will probably use her body too, but until then, let's not let her know. Understood?"

"I said, "Yes, Master. I'll be careful and enjoy her."

"Good. When you're ready."

I walked carefully over to Jill, not letting my ankle chain make any noise. I studied her body, thinking, "So this is what I looked like in the pillory. Everything was wide open and available. A girl is really exposed and vulnerable, completely helpless, locked immobile for anyone to play with, to love, to hurt, to enjoy." A thrill ran through me as I realized the extent of my power.

I ran my hand over the taut, warm skin of her rump, feeling her jump and tremble as I touched her. She said, "Master, please be gentle with your slave. Please."

I spanked her bottom with my hand, hard. She didn't have permission to speak. She flinched, the only motion possible to her now. I was enthralled by how her breasts swung when she jumped. It was beautiful. I suppose I must have looked just like this when I was locked here. I turned to Master Jason.

He said, "No talking, slave."

Jill replied, "Yes, Master. I'm sorry."

I started on her breasts, those globes of nerves so directly connected to her sex. I started out lightly rubbing her breasts, round and round and just brushing her nipples. I listened to her breathing. When it got a little faster I switched my attention to her nipples, already slightly engorged, my rolling and gently pinching soon had them hard as ruby raspberries. I fingered her rings, pulling, flicking, using them to drag her breasts in small circles. I could tell from her shallow breaths and soft whimpers she was very aroused. I took hold of the chain connecting her nipple rings with one hand and used my other to fondle the so sensitive petals of her exposed sex.

She squealed and writhed as electric jolts of arousal sparked in her belly and she was instantly aflame with slave heat and lust. Her every muscle tensed as she fought the obdurate oak securing her. She twisted her bottom and writhed as a very serpent as she moved to the unbearable sensations raging through her but all in vain for the pillory was far stronger than her and she was held just as her Master had put her, her body remaining under his total control.

Jill had no option but to endure. She screamed her slave passion and surrendered in a mighty orgasm. Her belly throbbing and pounding rapidly, pumping love juice uncontrollably into her love canal, wetting her pussy uselessly, finding nothing whose passage needed her lubrication.

Jill had no idea who was with her, but it didn't matter for she was slave and had to serve all her innumerable masters, all of whom took her submission for granted, caring not one iota for her desires or wishes. Jill had escaped the world of rights and laws, of choice and pride, of achievement and accomplishment. She had ascended into the realm of pleasure, obedience, sex , and beauty.

I was delighted by the ease of Jill's surrender and climax. I experimented even as she was recovering from her first forced climax. I tweaked her ringed nipples and enjoyed her squeals as I slid my hand the full length of her slippery labia, intentionally rubbing my fingernail over the hard nub of her clitoris until the pilloried blonde trembled and writhed in desperate need.

I felt power course through me as I controlled Jill.  When she came close to a climax, I slowed my hands, sometimes removing them entirely, watching her cool. Before she came all the way down, I'd apply more stimulation and, reliably she would shudder and fly into unbearable need, trembling, her belly pounding out the love juice. I played her like a conductor. every bit of her skin told a tale and had a response, all of it adding to the symphony of her orgasm.  She was sweating and crying and whimpering all at the same time when I finally relented and forced her into her next orgasm.

I kept my hands busy in the same places as she spasmed in pleasure. I wanted to see how long I could keep her belly spasming in orgasm. I had never had an orgasm before meeting Brad and Jason and I really wondered how long I could make it last. Would she run out of juice or would she pass out. I kept her in orgasm for several minutes by continuing to fondle her nipples and pussy. I made sure her clit was constantly rubbed and pinched. I seemed to be able to make it go on as long as I wanted. I got bored after a few minutes and stopped and she slowly wound down. My hand was drenched in her love juice and the floor and her legs were wet with it. She was mine and I loved it. Would I ever tell her it was me? Would Master?

Master handed me a towel and I dried my hand. I smiled, with, I admit, cruel mirth and, using my hand, smacked Jill's well positioned, wiggling, ass, wresting a yelp from her. I watched a beautifully, hand-shaped, patch of redness appeared on her creamy white ass. Cool.

I probed her sex with one hand while spanking with the other and explored my slave's helpless responses. I interspersed spanks with caresses watching the redness on her ass spread until both cheeks were glowing crimson. The heat of her ass and the slave heat in her belly soon crescendoed into a roaring inferno of lust. Her breathing again became shallow and her moans of unmet need grew louder as her third powerful orgasm grew and grew in her belly.

I took my hand away and stopped spanking her at the same time. She shrieked in dismay as I left her in her moment of need. Her orgasm was ready to burst and I had left it in her, ready to fire. She broke the rules, finally, in desperation and said, "Please." That was all, then she was silent again, shaking, moaning in desperate need.

I felt my own arousal growing stronger as I worked on her. I was near to climax myself, driven to heights of pleasure by her helpless response to my ministrations. I positioned myself behind her and sunk to my knees. I put my lips to the slick, smooth, cleft of her labia and thrust my tongue deep into the hot furrow of her sex, deep as I could into her and licked and sucked at her most private feminine place.

Jill gave a long, ululating scream of complete submission as she was taken in the most intimate way possible. Her whole body shook and trembled as her belly throbbed and spasmed like a dynamo tearing itself apart in wrenching disintegration and she came and came in great pulses of incredible ecstasy. Hot love juices squirted into her sex as her pent-up lust exploded in her belly.

I was so aroused I felt like I could come too, but I never got to it. God, please, let me come, I was in need, but I couldn't reach the edge. I had hoped, but no. I didn't need them for Jill, so I crossed my hands behind me as I continued to lick and suck, keeping Jill in a prolonged orgasm. Them someone, I assume my Master took pity on me and locked my hands together. My arousal crescendoed and I, too, climaxed with the full power of a true slave and felt my belly pulsing in incredible spasms, filling me with indescribable pleasure as my own love juices were sprayed into my sex until I was dripping as much as Jill. Her hot juices were flowing into my mouth and I sucked up her warm, slightly savory, delicious love juices from the spigot of her sex, even as my own were filling me with joy.  It was an incredible feeling to know I was in control of her so totally and so at the control of my own insatiable needs. I never felt so close, so in synch, with a woman before. We were, indeed, sisters in slavery.

Satiated I withdrew, laughing softly and smiling at the magnitude of her surrender, my victory. She wouldn't soon forget this orgasm. Master put his arms around me, caressed my breasts, and whispered in my ear, "You're doing great, Laura." He unlocked my hands and stepped away.

Only now becoming aware of who had taken her, she violated a rule again by saying, "Laura?"

I didn't reply, letting her wonder. Instead, I  stood up and spanked her ass, hard, as she deserved and watched in wonder as Jill orgasmed again, spraying more love juices into the growing puddle between her feet and dancing the orgasm dance with her sex.

I had a thought and walked up beside her and lightly put my hands on each side of her ribcage and ran my fingers lightly over her skin.

She bucked and begged, "Please don't do that I'm too ticklish."

OHO, I went to the cabinet and looked through the drawers, hoping that tickling was one of the planned activities. I found an electric toothbrush, a professional feather tickler, and an assortment of new paintbrushes that looked promising. I brought them back to Jill and looked at her body analytically. So many possibilities. I decided to save the best for last. I started with the paintbrush. I ran it lightly down her legs and she started laughing and begging, "Hahahahahahahahahah, ahahaha, please stop, master, mistress, please, hahahahaha.

I kept it up, one leg at a time until I saw her belly start trembling. She was getting aroused. I wanted to use the electric toothbrush on the soles of her feet but didn't see a good way to get it exposed, so I tried the paintbrush in her armpits. Bingo, she screamed in defeat at the first touch, "Oh God, No. I can't stand it. Hahahahaha. Please stop, oh no, you’re killing me." She was straining, every muscle taut, fighting the pillory. Uselessly, of course. It was much stronger then her. I moved to the other armpit. Same result. She was screaming and struggling and flinging her body to the limits of her bondage. That is, moving hardly at all. Her breathing was getting shallow and her belly was kicking like crazy. She was almost to n=her next orgasm. I had to try the tickler before she came. I traded the paintbrush for it an ran the feathers over her dangling breasts, Back and forth, up and down, making her cries crescendo in a wail of pleasure as she reached release. She screamed her slave passion and surrendered in a mighty orgasm. Her belly throbbing and pounding rapidly, pumping love juice uncontrollably into her love canal, flooding her pussy yet again, her juices trickling down her legs

I stood up and without a word, Master locked my cuffs behind me, put the leash on my nose ring, and led me to his room.

Master tried me first with near vanilla sex, that is with my hands free, but I just couldn't orgasm that way, though he did fine. So he had me kneel on the bed and locked my wrist cuffs to my ankle cuffs, then rolled me over so I was resting on my head and knees. This was more like it. My arousal shot sky high when he locked my wrists in place. God, I was such a bondage slut. I didn't mind, though, now that we knew about my "Special" kink. He could turn me into a slavering hunk of orgasm with a few ounces of metal and we now knew he could keep me in that mindless state of pleasure as long as he wanted.

I don't remember how many times I orgasmed., It was a lot. I remember he used all of my holes as well as a whip, his fingers, and his hands as well as his cock. He has good stamina and I swooned over his cock a lot. In the end he just locked my hands behind me and put a chain on my collar. He wasn't taking any chances with me wandering.

In the morning he let me suck him off before we got up. We cleaned up and he talked on his phone. Breakfast was delivered and he fed me. Then he put my leash on me and took me to meet Jason and Jill. Jill was radiant and as we trailed our Masters she whispered to me, "Thank you, Laura. You were wonderful."

I whispered back, "I enjoyed it, too. Thanks."

They took us to the fourth floor and put us in the coffle class. Chains joined us to other girls on both sides and our hands were released. This time a tall slave girl named Julie was our instructor. She was nearly as tall as Master and looked like an Amazon.

There were twenty five girls in coffle standing on the roof of The Coffle the next morning. Amber was the first girl. Beside Julie was a rack holding plastic signs designed to hang from our collars, above our boobs. Julie was putting one on each of us. We were going to wear these in public appearances. They had feminist slogans, sometimes modified, i.e.

●     This is what a Feminist looks like

●     I am deliberate and Afraid of nothing

●     We can do it!

●     Your body is a battle ground

Mine read " Men who want equal women lack confidence." After we were 'signed,' Julie gave us our simple instructions. Start walking with our left foot, walk with the girl in front of us. seek the rhythm of the coffle. "Ready, walk."

Julie was our Sergeant. She watched us and corrected problems with calm words and sometimes a flick of her crop.

There was a sisterhood in the coffle. All the girls had to work to maintain the rhythm, not just for themselves. If any one girl got out of step, her neighbors would suffer uncomfortable jerks on their necks. We had to cooperate or suffer. So each of us worked to help our sisters in slavery by watching the girl in front of us and adjusting our pace.  It was good to know your sisters have your back.

We walked around that roof for four hours. We got to stop and rest every hour and we got water. Every two hours we got a pee break. Someone had lined up potted plants near one edge of the roof. Julie stopped us beside them and pointed. "There's your toilet. Squat over one and pee. Now." She flexed her crop, challenging us to defy her. We all peed. Even that simple body function aroused me. Letting her will command mine, was so erotic.

After exercise was over we showered then it was time to go. Jill and my hands were locked behind us and long cloaks were draped over our shoulders and buttoned around our necks. There was another button in front of our breasts, but Master didn't fasten that one. They led us down to Master Bill's office and we said goodbye to Amber. Then down to the garage and bundled into a limo. When it stopped the driver opened the door and our men led us out into the Southern California sunshine. Maybe the last time I would see it.  Ten steps and up a short stairway into a private jet. Master took the cloaks off us and seated us in an airline seat. He strapped me in and the aircraft started moving. My great adventure was starting. The men sat at a table in the front and worked on some papers. Jill and I were in the first row of seats, ten feet aft.

After we leveled out a young woman, the hostess, came to us and asked if we wanted anything to drink. I was embarrassed and blushed. So did Jill.

The hostess said, "Hi, I'm Sandy. Don't be embarrassed. I've sat there myself. I only get to wear clothes when I'm working. My Master requires me to be nude at home. You'll get used to it soon enough. By the way I love your rings. I'd like to have a set like that. If you want anything we have a setup so you can drink without your hands, or I can hold it for you."

I said, "Thank you, Sandy, could I have some water, please?"

"Sure." She turned to Jill, "How about you?"

"Water, too, please."

"OK." She went toward the rear of the plane.

I said, "I guess we're not the first slaves our men have had."

Jill replied, "I never thought so." Our Masters know just what they're doing. They are experienced Masters. I want to be Jason's last slave."

"Me too."

When Sandy returned with our drinks, we saw they were water bottles in a wide weighed holder with long straws we could reach. I guess they've done this  before. I couldn't stop myself from asking, "Sandy, how many girls have Brad and Jason had, that you know of?"

She smiled and said, "Master Brad told me you would ask and said to tell you that 'Curiosity is not becoming in a slavegirl,' and give you this. She reached in a pocket and pulled out two small metal clips like ones  used to hold papers together. She clamped one on each of my nipples, just in front of my rings. The pain was shocking, and I yelped. They were like small hungry animals chewing on my nips. Master Brad looked up at me and smiled. He shook his head in amused exasperation and turned back to his work.

She continued, "I will take them off before we land and Jill, I have some for you too if you take them off Laura.

The pain was terrible and unrelenting. It was like a toothache, never giving any respite. I looked down at my burning nipples and the traitorous buds looked normal, except for the squeezed, flattened shape. Damn they hurt. I tried shaking my breasts. All I got for that effort was  more pain and a jangle from the chain linking my rings.

I hurt and wasn't interested in any more talk, so I just sat there and occasionally sipped the water.. It would have been boring if I didn't hurt so much. Finally, it was time for landing. Sandy came up and said, ready to get rid of those?"

I said, "Oh, yes, Please, Sandy."

She Slowly opened them and they hurt even more as blood flowed back. I yelped again and Brad looked up again. By the time we had stopped moving they felt pretty normal, though when the rings moved, they ached.  Sandy released the seat belts and helped us up. She replaced the cloaks and the boarding stair was lowered. Master got down first and helped me off. He held my arm and guided me to the waiting car. I didn't see anything but a brown landscape beyond the car with a couple of bright green  fields. He handed me into the back seat of an identical limo to the one we had gone to the airport in. After Jill and Master Jason got in the car stared moving. The windows were blackened so I couldn't see anything outside.

Master said, I hope you learned about curiosity on the trip, Laura."

"Yes, Master, more than I wanted. I won't repeat that mistake."

Good. Anything I think you need to know, I will tell you. Never ask someone else about my business or Jason's. If you have an unbearable curiosity, ask me. I won't punish you for simple curiosity, though I may not answer. And don't pester if I tell you 'No.'"

"Yes, Master. I understand. Though I am a woman and I want to know everything about you."

"Ok. Fair enough. But only ask me."


Chapter 12: Home

Strong hands
Loving heart
Your wish is my command
Your words send shivers down my spine
Or console me to sleep.
Blind fold me,
Taste me,
Play with me to your hearts content.
Hold me,
Sleep with me,
Keep me safe throughout life
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The car stopped and the driver opened the door. Master got out and helped me down. We were in a covered  driveway facing three broad steps and an open door with a uniformed butler and a woman looking down at us. The butler said, "Welcome home, Sir.

The woman had a neutral expression and didn't say anything.

Master said, "Good to be home Max, Audrey. He turned to me and said, "This is Laura, my new slavegirl. Laura, this is Max, who runs the house and Audrey who is the best cook in Arizona.

Audrey brightened and smiled at the compliment.

He took my arm and led me into the house. He took off the cloak and hung it in a closet. There was an armoire standing next to the closet. He opened the doors and I saw several skirts and blouses hanging there. There were several drawers below the clothes and several pairs four inch heels in different colors, below the clothes.

"First rule of the house, Laura. You are to be naked and chained inside. When you enter, hang your clothes here or in the closet. Open the first drawer and get your cuffs, collar, and shackles out and put them on. Understand?"

"Yes, Master. Does this mean I will be free and clothed outside?"

"Sometimes. When I think it’s appropriate. But don't get sloppy outside."

"No, Master. I'll be good."

"Second rule is that you are the slave. Everyone her is your Master or Mistress. You will obey them unless it contradicts an order from me. Interpret that tightly, no quibbling."

"Yes, Master."

He unlocked my wrists and put the lock on my collar ring, for convenience I guess. This way he won't have to find a lock if he wants me restrained or fastened somewhere.

"There are other rules, but those are enough for now. Max, please show Laura around the house and then have her help Audrey with lunch."

Max nodded and said, "Yes, Sir. Would you like me to show her the grounds, too?"

"No. I'll do that later."

"Very good, Sir. Follow me, Laura."

I trailed after Max as he showed me around. The place was a big Southwestern villa on two stories with outbuildings visible close by. The bedrooms were on the second floor and there was a large recreation room with a pillory and what I took to be a whipping bench, lots of leather straps and with a top contour cutaway to let the girl's breasts fall through.

I'm sure Max knew from my chained ankles and lack of attire that I knew these things. Anyway all he said was "Rec room."

I asked, "Master, I know I'm not the first slavegirl Master's had. Is there anything I should do or avoid?"

"Laura, you're young, pretty and apparently submissive. Be obedient, don't ask questions, and try your best to serve Mr. Hancock. It’s easier if you can read his mind. Just be attentive and you'll do fine. "

"Yes, Master. I'll try my best."

He took me to the kitchen. It was a full commercial kitchen with flame suppressor over the burners and a pizza oven and lots of chrome everywhere. It looked almost as big as the one in The Coffle.

Audrey set me to washing and cutting up vegetables. A lot more than she'd need for lunch for ten people. When I was done with the piles of veggies I decided on the indirect approach, "Mistress, how much should I put on the table?"

"None of this, this is for tonight. After lunch we'll put it on the big buffet carts outside."

"Wow, that's a big party. This must be enough for a hundred guests.
 

"Nah, we're only expecting fifty, but I like to make sure we have enough."

A party. Fifty guests. It’s my welcoming party so he can exhibit me to his friends,. A "Trophy" slave? Who knows. Well, I'm where I wanted to be. How bad can it get? Everyone will be nice since Brad invited them.

God, I wasn't ready to meet people. Maybe Audrey knows something? "Mistress, is there anything I should do to get ready?"

She looked at me without a smile and said, "Touch your toes and stay down until I say."

"Yes, Mistress." Damn. I bent over and she smacked me hard on my left buttock with a spatula., "SPLAT." God it was more painful than anything I had felt before. My toes hurt and there was no welcoming slave heat growing in my belly. This was pure punishment. I yelped and wanted to rub my sore ass but I didn't dare move.

She said, "Stand up. Slaves don't ask questions, and don't play dumb. I know what you were asking and Mr.  Hancock will tell you when he wants you to know anything."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry. I've never been in this situation before. I don't know what to do."

"Obey and smile. Always smile."

"Thank you, Mistress."

I set the table for just Master. I guess the servants didn't eat with him. Master Max came in the kitchen and said, "Mr. Hancock is ready."

Audrey filled a plate and set it in front of me. I took it into the dining room and set it in front of Master.

"Thank you, Laura," then he pointed to the floor beside him.

I knelt and adjusted myself. I waited. He tasted everything and then started holding forks of food out to me. I remembered my lesson from before. I opened my mouth wide and he inserted the fork. When it was all the way in I closed my lips and he removed the fork. He gave me a fork then ate one or two himself. In the end I got maybe two thirds as much as he did.

We talked of many things between bites. I enjoyed it quite a bit. I realized that he was controlling the pace of the meal with his fork. We ate at the same pace and finished at the same time. He left time between bites so we discussed books we'd read, how much work it was to be a stripper, how he processed garbanzo beans in his factory, what he did to get legal workers from Mexico, and other things I don't remember. I can't remember when I've had such an informative lunch, especially without using me hands at all.  When he was finished I cleared the dishes and he said, "Come back here after you take the dishes into the kitchen."

"Yes, Master." 

When I returned he took me into the foyer and unlocked everything on me and put it in the drawer: collar, cuffs, anklets. He took me into the baths and told me to use the toilet. I did, then, "Bend over and spread your legs. He lubed my rear and inserted the butt plug. I felt it swell inside me and he led me into the bedroom  and opened the door to the walk-in closet. "Get dressed, blouse, skirt and shoes. The only shoes I found were four inch heels. I was done in a minute and he took me outside and put me in a jeep. He drove at a leisurely thirty five down a narrow but paved road. It ran to a factory complex in the middle of a plain. He stopped at a guard gate but only for an instant before the guard saluted and pressed  a button to open the gates. Master was waved to by everyone we passed. He stopped in front of a three story office building, rather plain in a stall marked, "Reserved B. Hancock." Big Shot.

He led me into an office door labeled, "Personnel." He greeted the receptionist by name and asked for Ms. Johnston. She was a large woman, dishwater blonde overweight, but competent looking. She said, "Good afternoon Mr. Hancock. How may I help you?"

Brad replied, "Margaret Johnston, Human Resources Director meet Laura Billings, my new executive assistant.  You received her employment forms, I presume?"

"Yes Sir. Pleased to meet you Ms. Billings."

I said, And you, Ms. Johnston." She looked me over and registered no emotion at all, but she did stare at my nose ring and then her gaze shifted to my nipple rings that gleamed through the thin blouse. It wasn't my choice, all the ones in the closet were sheer and there were no bras to be found. None of her business anyway, but a twinge of embarrassment shuddered through me."

She continued, " She's in our employment records now as your executive assistant. I've got her badge and if she'll come with me I'll get her email set up and set her access permissions. It shouldn't take more than a few minutes."

"Good. Would you have someone take her to my office when you're done?"

"Of course, Sir. Welcome aboard Ms. Billings, if you'll follow me?"

Master went back out the door as I followed Ms. Johnston to her office.

It was only a few minutes before a young woman was leading me through the halls and up the elevator. She opened a wide oak door labeled ""Bradley Hancock Managing Partner." Inside was a waiting room, carpeted, with a secretary/receptionist desk and six comfortable chairs. The young woman behind the desk was about my age, blonde, and immaculately dressed. She looked like a model for executive clothing, oh, and she had a nose ring like mine. Was she a bondage slut like me? Was it permanent or one of the temporary ones like Tony did at The Coffle? Was she a slave, too? What kind of place have I walked into?

The ringed woman stood up and came around her desk, gracefully, fast but not hurrying and said, "Welcome, Ms. Billings, I'm Sherry, your secretary and assistant. I do that for Mr. Hancock and his executive assistant. Welcome."

We shook hands and I said, "Nice to meet you Sherry. Is Mr. Hancock available now?"

"He's expecting you, let me get the door." She went around her desk, keyed an intercom and said, "Ms. Billings is here, Sir." Then she pressed a button and the even bigger door beside her desk buzzed and she held it open for me. Another foyer. There were two doors and she pointed to the one on the right and said, "That's your office," and opened the other one into my Master's office. I walked in and she left me alone with my Master.

He stood up and came around his desk. We met in the middle of the room and I went into standing display pose, spreading my legs, arching my back, and crossing my arms behind me. His arms surrounded me and crushed me against his chest. His lips touched mine and I obediently, submissively, lovingly opened mine for him. His kiss was overwhelming and arousing. He pulled me up on tiptoe so our mouths were level and his tongue searched my mouth, my teeth, my tongue for a long time. I was lost in that kiss. He was good. He broke the kiss much too soon, but I was sure there'd be more.

Still holding me, but looser, he asked, "What do you think now?"

I had to collect my thoughts, but finally, I said, “My first thought is a question: how do I address you here?"

"In the office, when we're alone, use 'Master.' If others are around, use 'Sir.' Next thought?"

"It looks like I really have a job, Master. What are my duties?"

"Everything to help me run this madhouse. I'll tell you details as we go, but it’s mainly helping me fix problems and keeping everything running. Next thought?"

"Sherry has a nose ring like mine is she your slave, too?"

"Jealousy already?"

"No, not at all. You can have as many slavegirls as you want, so long as I'm one of them. Just curious. She seems nice so far."

"OK. Sherry is a slave, once mine for a couple of months, but the magnetism wasn't there. I helped her find a man she was attracted to and he agreed, so I sold her to him. You're my only slavegirl right now, but, as you said, I may get more."

"Sold her?"

"Remember, Laura, any slave you find here wants it and can leave anytime. There was a transfer ceremony and some legal changes. We call it a sale, but he didn't give me any money. Next thought?"

"Just wondering what I'm going to do here."

"Nothing today, we're still on vacation. Let's go see your office."

"OK." I held his hand and he took me to a different door than the one I had entered through. It opened into a smaller, but still large office. Big desk, paintings on the wall, picture window looking over farmland and distant brown hills, a couple of visitor chairs. The desk held a laptop and a phone. It looked like an executive's office and I was scared that I couldn't meet his expectations. It must have shown on my face.

He turned me around and said, these offices are soundproof. If you mess up too badly, I'll strip you, whip the hell out of your ass, and you'll never make that mistake again, guaranteed. I don't expect perfection, but I know you well enough now to know you can do it."

I felt better. I would learn and I know he'll help me be a better person. "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

"Now it’s time to go home. I'm throwing a party tonight and you're the hostess."

"Yes,  Master. Thank you, Master." Not for the party. That frightened me. For giving me useful work and a chance to serve him more than just with sex. He took me home and I put my clothes away. He watched as I fitted the cuffs and anklets to my limbs and closed them. They always locked with a loud "Click" like a door when you push it the last fraction of an inch. He took the collar from my hands and put it on me himself. I loved the feelings it caused to flow through me. Love, obedience, service, pleasure, all rolled up together in a burst or arousal. I almost climaxed. If my hands had been fastened together or to something, I think I would have. I licked my suddenly dry lips and looked up at my Master with pure lust.

He smiled down at me, "Later Laura, No time now. Go help Audrey get ready for the next hour. Our guests will arrive in two hours. Go to our bedroom and shower and start getting ready for  party in one hour."

"Yes, Master. What shall I wear?"

"Shower, polish your metal, do your makeup and wait for me. I'll be up fifteen minutes before the guests are due."

"OK, Master, " I said, dubiously. I went to the kitchen and found Audrey was a slave driver, not a pun. I finished my hour sweating, dirty, and with three fresh whip stripes on my ass.   I only realized it was time to go when Master turned on the vibrator in my butt plug. Surprised, I looked at the wall clock. I jumped up from cleaning a serving cart and said, Mistress, Master has called me. She came over and looked at my work.

"Looks good. Good work, Slave. You can go."

"Thank you, Mistress." I hurried off and cleaned up. It was harder to clean my ankle chain than I expected. Dirt was all through the links. I think I got it all but couldn't be sure. I took my time with my face. Then I put a tiny amount of rouge on my aureoles and labia. One of the things you learn working with a bunch of strippers. All I needed now was for Master to tell me what he wanted me to wear, and to remove the butt plug so I could use the toilet.

I knelt in the bedroom and adjusted my position. Then I started some relaxation exercises.

I heard the door open and Master strode into the room. "Greetings, Master. I need to use the toilet."

"OK, I planned on that. Go in the bath." He followed me in. "Bend over and spread your legs."

I obeyed and felt his hands at my ass. I heard the key slide in and the slight twist as he turned it. The part inside me shrunk and he pulled it out. "Toilet."

"Yes, Master." I obeyed and enjoyed the relief as I emptied. It was just less than sex on the pleasure scale. He cleaned the device in the sink as I did my business.  When empty I wiped and stood up. He playfully swatted my ass and said, "Posture."

I adjusted my posture.

"Bend over." I did and he lubed me and inserted the clean plug. I felt the thing plop into place then swell inside me. Locked up again.

Back in the bedroom he said, "Hold your wrists out in front."

I obeyed and he locked a six inch chain between my cuffs. He took me downstairs to the foyer. He looked out the sidelight and said, "Max, our first guests have arrived. Laura, just be natural and if anyone asks about you or us, tell the truth."

"Yes, Master."

Max opened the door and Master and I stood, side by side, ten feet away.

Max said, "Welcome Mr. Gonzales, madam." He stood aside and waved the couple in. The man walked in, looking like a darker complexioned version of Master, then the woman stepped in, following him on a leash. She was tall and regal and naked and had a nose ring and collar like mine. I was surprised. He made her walk like that outside?

Master said, "Welcome, Jaime, Joan. It’s been too long. They embraced like long lost buddies. The woman, Joan smiled and nodded to me. I made it a point to repeat her name, trying to associate it with her face: Joan, Joan, Joan. I noticed her hands were behind her. Cuffed?

The guests were now arriving in a steady stream I was introduced to people whose names flew in one ear and out the other. The men were casually dressed and the women were dressed as slaves. I saw two women I knew. Jill arrived with Jason and Sherry, my new assistant, was led by a medium height man who looked like a weight lifter, blocky with bulging muscles. Master introduced him as Alex in Security. The men took the leashes off their women when they got inside.  Most of the women had their hands locked in front of them, like me, but some men kept their women's hand locked behind them.

The last arrival was Audrey, though I almost didn't recognize her. She strutted in after the last guest dressed in a black bustier, black fishnet stockings on a garter belt, long black gloves and a nasty looking whip coiled at her waist. She wore a black Domino mask and had a black spiked collar around her neck. She looked like a Dominatrix. She entered the room like she owned it and announced in a loud voice, "All you slaves go onto the patio." Some women almost ran to the open patio door, but many just looked at her. I was one of those. She took the whip off her belt and shook it out. "Now, bitches."

I looked at Master. He was watching the room, smiling, not moving.

Audrey cracked the whip. It sounded like a gunshot. I jumped and fled onto the patio with the rest of the women.

Audrey followed us out. "Line up sluts and shut up. No questions."

We hurried to get in line. "Posture girls, Standing Display. Spread your legs, arch your back, stick your breasts out, keep your head up and eyes down."

She walked down the line correcting us with her coiled whip and her acid tongue. "You blonde on the end. Yes, you. You're number one. The rest of you, count off from Blondie, and make sure you remember your number."

We counted off. I was number twenty five.

Audrey said, Number 1 come here. The short blonde, shapely slave came to her and went into standing display pose. Audrey walked up to her and did something I couldn't see. She handed the girl a marking pen and said number the rest of the sluts like you. Go" When the blonde turned around I could see Audrey had put the number one on the top of her left breast in thick, black, marking pen.

The girl went down the line writing our numbers on our left breasts with the pen. I guess I should have been shocked, but I wasn't Audrey was free and I had to obey her. If she wanted us numbered, I'm glad it was temporary. She could have had us tattooed or branded. She held all the power from each of us. When the blonde finished, she returned the pen to Audrey.

"Get back in line. Throughout the evening I will require several of you to serve the other guests. I will call your number when it’s your turn. Come to me and I will instruct you. Any failures or obstinacy will be publicly punished. Smile and be good. Dismissed. Go back to the party." She walked back into the house.

I found Jill and asked, "Do you have anyone like that in Jason's house?"

"Gosh, No. He has a maid and a cook, both nice and sweet. His butler or majordomo is also nice, so far. What is she?"

"She's the cook, and I guess a Dominatrix, though this is the first I've seen of this side of her. Well, enough of that for now. I've got a job. I'm Master's executive assistant. He took me in to work today and I've got an office and an assistant. Oh speaking of Sherry, she's here, Let's go find her."

Here? She's a slave too? Yeah. I saw she had a nose ring today, but I never thought that was required of all slaves. I scanned the women. There she is, come on."

I almost ran to Sherry and she saw me coming ad stopped. I said, "Sherry, hello. I didn't know you were a slave too."

"Hello Ms. Billings, you must be new to the area. There's a large and active BDSM community here and our employer makes it very easy for us to get good jobs and stay safe."

"Call me Laura when we're not at work, please. He does? How's that?" There was still a lot I didn't know about my close lipped Master. He may not encourage my questions, but I just had to know.

Sherry said, "Any woman who decides to try the slave life gets a nose ring from Hancock Enterprises. We're also given a priority for employment, our men, too, if they want it. Most are employed elsewhere, though."

"Master told me you used to call him Master."

"Yes." She looked sad. "I was his property for a few months, but it just didn't gel. I got attracted to one of his security men. We talked it over and he sold me. Now I call Jack Madsen, 'Master' and love him so much."

Audrey came back out to the patio and announced, "Girls one through seven report to the kitchen." Several girls followed her back in the house.  Sherry jumped and said, "My Master just called. I'll see you later." I watched her hurry back inside. I noticed the silver ring of a butt plug between her ass cheeks. I looked at the backside of every girl I could see. All had rings. Another standard for slavegirls here. I bet the leash functions were turned on too so no one would wander too far from the party. I decided not to test it. This was my home now and I didn't want to leave.

Soon girl five came out carrying a tray of colorful juice glasses. She came close and I took one and asked her name.

She replied, "Aliya. What's yours?'

"I'm Laura and this is my fiend Jill. We're both new here. Are there bondage parties like this often?"

"Bondage parties? What do you mean?" She looked quizzical.

"Well, all the women are naked and wear slave collars and their hands and feet are chained. Isn't that a good description for a bondage party?"

"I see what you mean. Around here we call them munches. All the women just wear what they do at home. This is casual for us. We don't invite outsiders here, or at least the men never have, so it’s just our friends."

"What about the Dominatrix, Audrey. Are you scared of her?"

"Of course. She's a free woman, the only one ever allowed here. She keeps us in line and makes sure all the jobs get done. Otherwise everyone would have to bring in outsiders, caterers, wait staff, a cleaning crew. She makes sure all the jobs get done and she'll whip you if you don't do your share of the work."

Audrey came back out and said, loudly, "OK, girls gab time's over go inside and go to your Masters. Now."

We crowded through the door. Audrey herded us in with touches  of her coiled whip. I found Master and went to him. He was standing at one end of the room, Jason and Jill beside him. Many of the men were seated, the rest standing around the walls. Master put his hands on my shoulders and turned me to face the room. Jill was also facing the room, Jason behind her. It felt like I was on display. When girls finished moving to their masters the room fell silent. Master said in a gentle, but carrying voice, "Friends, Gentlemen and slaves, and free women, this is Laura. She has agreed to become my slave and I have agreed to be her master. She wears my collar and I call on each of you to protect and aid her in the future, as I will for every slave here. They have entrusted their lives to us to protect and teach and pleasure them and they deserve our best efforts."

I felt tears running down my face. Master removed his hands from my shoulders and said, Laura, face me."

I turned and he wiped some tears from my cheek with a thumb. Many more took their place. He unlocked my collar, took it from my neck, and held it in his hand. I felt alone among all these people.

He said, "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, kneel and 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." 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 realized I was bound, my wrists were chained, my ankles were chained. I raised up and looked at my Master. He put the collar around my neck and pressed it shut. It locked with a snap and 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. 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 unlocked the chain from my wrists, turned me around and locked my hands behind me.

I was his, officially. Before fifty witnesses I had given my freedom away. All I wanted now was for him to take me to bed and 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 slavegirl.

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 too. 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.

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.

The End
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