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Liz Enslaved 01: Rug Pull

Liz Enslaved: Rug Pull

By Annie

Author's notes:

This is a direct sequel to "Coffee With Blushes", my first story on Literotica. It's probably understandable without reading "Coffee", but you'll get more out of it if you do.

This story takes inspiration from Carl Bradford's "Going Around to Cum Around", but goes in a very different direction.

----------

Darkness. The cage rocked from side to side, bouncing her off the chicken wire. With her hands zip-tied behind her, she couldn't protect her head. Sound of an electric motor--was a fork lift moving her?

The cage suddenly dropped, Slam!, hitting the ground hard enough to hurt her knees. The cloth cover was whipped off her cage. The room was very brightly lit. She blinked and squinted. That's on purpose. They keep us in darkness, then maximize glare. Keep us off balance, keep us intimidated. Naked (slave naked, her mind whispered), she was now exposed to everyone around. The bright light blinded her dark-adjusted eyes.

She heard, but could hardly see, the cage door being removed. "3349, crawl forward to the line and Present!"

Present, that's one of the standard slave positions. I think I remember from Slave Yoga. Knees apart and OH CRAP I'M 3349 "Yes, Ma--"

She had waited too long to acknowledge the order, and she felt a light touch on her back, right between the shoulder blades it's the electric prod!, followed by agony and muscle spasms and the feel of her nose hitting the cage bottom as she lost control of her movements. A distant, rational part of her was thinking At least my head was already close to the ground. No concussion. Most of her was shrieking, then moaning. The cage was so small she couldn't fall over, she was still balanced on her knees. She could feel warm wetness running down her leg. I just pissed myself. The slave wrangler, who she still hadn't seen, said, "Too slow, 3349. You are required to acknowledge and obey all orders immediately, not when you happen to feel like it." His voice wasn't excited or angry or even harsh. It was borderline bored.

Liz managed to choke out a strangled, "Y-y-yes, Master." She struggled out of the cage, and then had to move toward a line on the floor with muscles that didn't want to obey. It was only six feet. Walking, less than a second. On her knees, hands bound behind, in pain, and near-panic, it felt like hours. Her long, thin light-brown hair hung in individual strands over her shoulders, half in front and half down her back. It was strangely frustrating not to be able to fix it. She had to look a fright. Not that I was ever a prize. Freckles on very pale skin, small breasts, thin lips. A few back acne scars, just to add some extra self-consciousness now that she was naked.

There was a slave girl to her right. She struggled to kneel in Present position correctly, wishing Mrs. Olds was there to help. If I make it through this, I should let Mrs. Olds know the Slave Yoga course wasn't a compulsory waste of my time. Did I just think "if" I make it? I'm really terrified. Deep breaths, Liz. Even thinking of herself as "Liz" was defiance. She was 010-541-3349 until her owner assigned her a name. Dangerous. She had to seem perfect.

She didn't get punished for her Present kneel, at least. Another slave crawled to the line at her left, and was ordered into position. She did the "Yes, Master" thing perfectly. Liz could hear one more slave ordered out of her cage and lined up. Keeping her head and eyes facing forward perfectly, she was barely aware of the slaves on either side. She was getting goosebumps, naked in this... warehouse? She kept her eyes on the floor. Meeting a master's eyes could be dangerous.

A tall, muscular, light-skinned Black woman with her hair in a in a startling purple mohawk no, look down, not at their faces! walked out in front of them and recited, "This is the Circle-Q Trading Post, a division of Quarry Enterprises. We are a licensed slave training and auction business. You will be processed and trained here for sale as domestic or pleasure slaves. Your collars can deliver electric shocks, which can be anything in between very painful and knock-you-to-the-ground-screaming painful. If you attempt to leave the building without permission, the collar will incapacitate you and sound an alarm. You are now slaves. You do not have the right to disobey any order or rule. Our staff can and will administer punishments including electric shock, whips, and starvation in cases of disobedience. If you follow instructions, you will not be hurt. Do you understand?"

All the slaves made a rough chorus of "Yes, Mistress." Liz hoped no one noticed that she had been slightly late on the "Mistress" part.

To her right the man who had shocked her said, "Open." He sounded bored. This was just a day for him, and probably the worst day in the lives of all the kneeling women. "Yes, Master" and then a hissing noise. Same routine for the woman on her right, then "Open" to Liz as well. The wrangler was holding a spray can with a hose on it, like a tire inflator, with the nozzle right in front of her mouth. Trembling, she said in a shaky voice, "Yes, Master" and left her mouth open. Nozzle between her teeth, then that hiss. The spray was cold and left a tingling sensation in her mouth and throat. As soon as he was done, the man moved on to her right. That's DeVox. I knew this would happen, and I'm so scared I'd wet myself, if I didn't already do that.

Another wrangler was doing something to her right, now, as the man finished with the last slave in line. "Hold still." Purple Mohawk's voice. Of course, the slave could no longer say, "Yes, Mistress." She was devoiced. Depending on the drug concentration and the dose, they might not be able to speak for anywhere from one to six hours. I wish knowing about pharmaceuticals would help me here.

Mohawk got to Liz. "Hold still," She tried to say, "Yes, Mistress" and nothing happened, just air escaping her mouth. Ignoring this, Mohawk pressed an automatic syringe against her arm. There was a slight, sharp pain and a feeling of pressure. Shit, shit, shit. That had to be a shot of Horny Juice, ildeslafine. She could feel her face contort and go pale, feel the cold sweat break out. Even someone who had to be an experienced slave wrangler was surprised at the reaction. Mohawk said, "Don't be that scared, 3349. That's the part of today that'll be fun!" and then moved on to do the next woman.

Her arm only stung for a few seconds. She tried not to shake too hard, now in what had to be a panic attack.

The man was going down the line saying, "Hold still" again. I know what comes next, and I can NOT freak out and get punished again. That might break me.

Sure enough, what came next was a collar, a light piece of metal, very cold against her bare skin. The "snap" sound it made wasn't scary by itself, but she jolted at it. She would be wearing one of these for almost 5 years. Now a master could give her one of those jolts with a remote control.

Purple Mohawk was in front of the line of slaves, about ten feet from the line on the ground. She said, "Slaves: look at me." Liz raised her eyes to see Mohawk holding a large remote control. It looked industrial, with big clunky buttons, not modern-looking with black-on-black recessed buttons like the ones she had seen slave owners holding in the street, or in Indenture episodes. "You have been fitted with slave collars. Trying to remove them will cause terrible, terrible pain. Disobey your masters and they will activate the collar and cause you terrible pain. Obedience is the only way you can be happy." That's a very useful thing for slaves to be thinking about, isn't it, wrangler? "I am now going to test your collars. Each of you will receive the weakest possible shock, Level 1. This is not a punishment, it is a requirement to test your new collar." That's a lie. They could have tested them before locking them on us. It's an excuse to ramp up the fear.

Thought ended as the pain came, shaking her so badly she almost lost her balance and fell. It wasn't as bad as the zap in the cage, but bad enough. It was somehow worse because she couldn't scream, or whimper, or even weep aloud because of the devoicing.

As she regained control, she noticed Mohawk looking directly at her. She quickly lowered her eyes. She became aware of her own stink, suddenly, urine now cooling on her left thigh and becoming sticky. The piss was also making her labia tingle. Or could that be the Horny Juice already starting to work?

The female wrangler said, "You are now the property of Circle-Q Trading Post. Our business is to process slaves, increasing your value, and then sell you, usually at auction. You will be trained in how to be a valuable slave. You are what are called 'term slaves'. At the end of your terms of indenture, you will return to your legal status as full citizens. It is possible to extend your term by acts of disobedience. Proper obedience, and mastering the skills we teach you, will avoid that penalty, and also make your period of indenture happier and easier for you." I can't look up, but I think she's reading from a script, or memorized one. That doesn't sound like how anyone would talk naturally.

"3349, heel!" That was the male wrangler who had devoiced her. Liz tried to say "Yes, Master," but of course, she was devoiced and nothing came out. "Heel" commands include permission to stand. She struggled to her feet, much harder with hands bound behind her back. Liz kept her eyes on the floor and followed him to a sort of standing desk. He clipped a leash to her collar and fastened the other end to the desk, where there was a handy ring, actually several. He waved some handheld at her, and there was a hauntingly, painfully familiar "chirp" noise. It was the exact sound the registers at "her" drugstore, SVM 92811, made when scanning a bar code. Scanning her slave registration chip.

He typed mysterious things into a computer. Then he pulled out her lower lip to inspect the new tattoo inside, and compared it to her slave number from the scan. Rummaging in a drawer, he found a pair of handcuffs. He fastened one to her right wrist, then in a single quick move cut the zip-tie holding her hands together, whipped both her arms in front of her, and locked the cuffs. The tie fell to the ground. It had to take practice and experience to do it that smoothly. Her shoulders ached with returning circulation. She could smell his cologne, and under it his masculine odor. It was enticing. Oh, crap, that is definitely Horny Juice kicking in. I like sex and all, but in this situation....

He still hadn't spoken to her, or even looked at her except for the tattoo check. I'm a not-very-interesting animal. And that's great, except for my drug-addled body demanding attention. She could feel the urge getting stronger. She was a trained pharmaceutical technician and pharmacology student, she knew that injected ildeslafine--Horny Juice--would reach maximum effectiveness about an hour after administration. It had only been a few minutes and she was struggling not to caress this stranger. What would it be like in an hour? It wasn't just the odor, he had such a commanding presence, and wide, strong shoulders, and... STOP IT, Liz!

Still without looking directly at her, the man unhooked her leash from his desk, said, "Follow," still with no emotion but total confidence. That confidence was so sexy Stop it! He called out, "Taking 3349 to the vet." I lectured Maria once about how slaves get veterinary care. A voice she didn't recognize called back, "Hey, Phil, can you pick up 887-579-9921? She pissed, too. Lessons-only, her master bought her private and wants her trained up. Room WL-213."

"Yeah, no problem." He led Liz out of the room, down gray halls and into another green-walled room like the one she had been unloaded in. One slave was there in that enormous room, caged the same way Liz had been, all alone. It was an Asian-looking woman, girl really, very short, even shorter than Maria. I keep thinking about her. I miss her already. I wonder if I'm doing that to avoid thinking about Ben. She resolutely didn't think about Ben, but now her pussy was warming up and her nipples were hardening. With the drug, it was hard not to dwell on how good Ben had been in bed, until those last few weeks. No, dammit! That's two things I shouldn't be thinking about, sex and betrayal.

Both leashes in the tall, well-built Stop it! wrangler's left hand, they were led down through an automatic-opening door and down a short hallway to a room that looked like a gym shower--no privacy, lots of tile and drains. No shower heads, though, just several coiled hoses against one wall.

There were enema nozzles on some of the hoses. And rings to bind slaves to the wall.

---------

The wrangler, Phil, was using a hose to wash the results of their enemas into a drain. "Tomorrow, you'll learn to give yourself an enema. Your masters may want anal sex. Piss now, slaves. You won't get another chance for a while. If you piss on the floor you'll be punished. Get anything left in your butt out now, too. Leak that, you'll be very, very sorry." This is meant to degrade us more. We don't even rate a toilet. He reminds me of Blondie, that barista who was so horny over Maria. If I had him here, I'd show him who's STOP IT! Blondie would like me now, though, he was really into slavery STOP IT STOP IT STOP IT!

Finally, the wrangler turned a hose on her. The cold water was enough to instantly start her shivering. He was very thorough, rinsing off her behind and legs from several angles, doing the same thing to the Asian girl, and using the hose to wash the floor again.

That's one beautiful girl. I'll start by kissing her lips, then move down to her boobs STOP IT ALREADY, LIZ! Even the extremely cold water had only paused her growing lust. If this gets much worse, I'll be like Bethany, season 2 episode 1. I probably shouldn't be thinking about Indenture while I'm trying to control myself.

There was a whole-body hot air dryer for slaves, it turned out, which was uncomfortable and frighteningly loud. At least it ended her (and the girl's) trembling. The girl had straight, jet-black hair down to her waist, now hopelessly snarled and blown around by the air blast.

Then down a short hallway to a door labeled, "Slave Veterinarian". The door and the walls of the room they faced were glass. She could see a lab-coated older woman inside, then quickly lowered her eyes. Looking masters in the face, dangerous.

Wrangler guy ordered them to kneel side-by-side, then clipped their leashes onto rings in the floor and went inside.

Suddenly she realized that she and the Asian girl were leaning into each other, naked and bound. The girl leaned over and kissed her left nipple, and she jumped and gasped, trying and failing to moan at how pleasurable it was. The tiny remaining rational part of her was thinking, Are my boobs firmer from the drug? Is that making it even more pleasurable? Her handcuffed hands could just about stroke the girl's pussy in this position, she discovered. They had just barely started pleasuring each other, though, when large hands grabbed their shoulders and pulled them apart.

"I guess I didn't actually order you to not fuck." Her heart was pounding from the interrupted makeout, she could feel the coolness of saliva evaporating from her nipple and she needed more. The wrangler thought it was funny. "3349, you'll be seeing the vet first. 9921, you and me will have a bit of fun while we wait." Wow, she's lucky STOP IT! Dammit.

As they stepped inside, he said, "Here's your first patient from this batch, doc. She's had 5 units of DeVox and 5 milligrams of Horny Juice."

The slave vet's office was not like a doctor's office. The hitching post thing outside was the waiting room, so this little 10x10 foot glass-walled cubicle was the treatment room. Chicken wire cage big enough for one slave, exam table with rings to help restrain someone to it, cabinets and a sink and a trashcan. Big monitor behind the exam table, currently displaying a screen saver reminding everyone to wash their hands. Harsh glaring lights. The glare has to be deliberate. They want us intimidated. She remembered and lowered her gaze quickly, not to be punished for looking the vet in the eye. "Present, 3349." Tried again to say, "Yes, Master" and still couldn't talk. She knelt, carefully assuming the position, which exposed her darkened and flushed labia to anyone who looked at her. Which was only exciting her more. Her thoughts were flying, randomly flinging up stuff like, I wonder if Maria felt like this when she took the stuff.

A woman's voice, "How long ago, Phil?" She sounded older than Liz, maybe 50. Pleasant voice, deep and soothing, just a hint of vibrato. Sounded sexy. Oh, come on, you stupid drug. It came to her: at least she wasn't so scared. She was too busy being horny.

"Say, 20 minutes ago, maybe half an hour."

"OK, thanks. I'll do the usual checks and prep. Say, half an hour, maybe 40 minutes until I'm ready for the next one, give or take.

"I'll wait outside with 9921, then. I can bring her in and take 3349 to the kennel."

"Enjoy 'waiting', Phil." she could actually hear the sound of the air quotes, still staring at the floor and unable to see the vet. Sound of a closing door behind Liz.

The vet's voice changed completely when she addressed Liz. The "Talking to a nice dog" voice was how most people addressed slaves, when they were obedient and "good".

"OK, 3349, get up and climb onto this table. Just sit on the edge, with your legs hanging down--you don't need to kneel during an examination. Good girl!"

"Now, I have two jobs. One job is to get some medical information about you. I'm going to weigh you, get some measurements, take a blood sample and some other kinds of samples, listen to your heart, ask you questions. Mostly it's stuff you've had before."

"My other job is to give you a kind of lecture. It's easier for new slaves if you know exactly what we expect from you." The "you" was oddly painful for Liz. It meant "You slaves."

"Lie back on the table."

She mouthed, "Yes Mistress" and did that. Alcohol on the right elbow.

"Your job here is to learn to be a valuable slave. Circle-Q is a subsidiary of Quarry's, the department store. We aren't producing the very best slaves in the world, maybe, but we give the best value in slave training. The State contracts us because we are competent, reliable, and not too expensive. And not political." She felt a slight pain as the needle entered her arm. "Good girl, didn't even flinch. One way we save money on training is speed. A place like the Big D has many weeks to train their product. We do it in half the time, and still turn out good slaves." She sounds really proud of this place.

"OK, open your mouth." The vet leaned over her, meaning that Liz actually saw her face for the first time. Light-brown skin, big black eyes looking detached, black slightly wavy hair (Central American Native, maybe?), a tiny amount of facial hair around her upper lip. Liz revised her age estimate upward. She also closed her eyes immediately, to not stare a Mistress in the face, feeling a jolt of fear--which led to a jolt of desire! She felt her legs rubbing together.

The woman sounded really amused. "Open your eyes. I need to look into them. Rules are different when you're getting a medical check, 3349. I'm the least likely person in this building to punish you." Eyes opened just as the vet turned on the little flashlight thing and shone it into her left, then right eye. What followed was standard medical stuff, like blood pressure and pulse rate. Then it got weird.



"OK, next thing to check is responsiveness. Lie back. This will be like a gyno exam, if you've had one. Have you?"

Liz tried to speak, but no, still devoiced. She nodded. The mention of "gyno" was apparently enough for Horny Juice to remind her that she really, really needed to fuck someone or something soon.

"So, it'll be like that, except tied down and going on longer. And more pleasant." What? And of course "tied down" was making her even more crazy.

The woman, who of course had not introduced herself to an animal, raised leg supports from the table and put Liz's legs in them, very much like a gyno exam, but then locked her ankles in padded cuffs, which had never been part of previous medical stuff. "This is for your protection, 3349. If you thrash around during the procedure, and strike me by accident, it could extend your indenture." What is she going to do that would make me thrash around?

"So, one thing we check female slaves for is reaction to physical stimulation. I'll have to repeat this test later, when you aren't on Horny Juice, to see the difference." There was no curtain separating her from her own groin, like her doctor had used, so she could see that the vet had picked up a rather large, black, plastic rod-shaped thing. Unconsciously, she tried to scoot back, but of course her ankles were cuffed to the supports. Yeah, that was for my protection, right.

The doctor put her hand on Liz's thigh. She jumped at the touch, close to her very-needy pussy. "3349, your file says you were a pharma tech. You know better than this. Reacting to a drug is not something to be embarrassed about. Hell, liking sex is nothing to be embarrassed about! After this training, you will like sex and want it, on or off the drug, more than the old you did or could. That's the point of our process, and it works." She sounded sincere again. "That isn't a bad thing! Loving sex, and especially being dominated and commanded--that will get you through the next several years of your life! You're fighting the drug, fighting your own reaction to being exposed and bound and helpless. You should be embracing it, encouraging it, enjoying it! It's good for slaves to like being fucked! It's what you're for!"

She raised her dildo. "I am going to use this to stimulate you, while some instruments are going to measure your reactions. We'll use that information to build a training program for you that will, will, turn out a sexy, salable slave. That's our job, and it's your job, too. Now, if you fight me here, you'll still be stimulated and have orgasms" Really? Please? "and I'll still get my data, but it will be much less fun for you." She put down the dildo and grabbed an alcohol wipe, and started rubbing the skin of Liz's lower belly, below the navel. Liz flinched away.

"That was involuntary, wasn't it? You'll have to lose those guard reflexes." She made a note on a tablet. "Let me make this easier for you."

Liz's first thought was a sedative, but instead the vet reached under the exam table and pulled out a mass of straps and chains. Of course, tying me down, that's helpful. And maybe it was, if your goal was to sexually stimulate her. It was doing that. She couldn't even rub her legs together now, with her ankles cuffed three feet apart and way up in the air. Anyone walking in the door is going to be face-to-face with my pussy. Actually, these walls are glass. Anyone walking by is going to be seeing this woman "stimulate" me. Was that a drop of her juices running down her taint to her ass crack?

Strap around her belly, locked on, then fastened to holes built into both sides of the table, holding her midsection firmly. Chain the handcuffs to the belly band, holding her hands still just below her rib cage. That's how Maria was bound in that thing with Luis and oh, please fuck me! In her head, Luis was smiling his sexy smile and going down on her. She couldn't muster enough will power to even think about stopping things now, and the vet's words about it being good for a slave to love being fucked were in her head. Combined with the ankle restraints, she was reduced to squirming and maybe raising her head.

Dr. Sexy oh god all I can think about is her hands and that dildo is it a vibrator oh please wiped down spots on her belly, her boobs, and between her slit and asshole with alcohol, and glued on little metal discs. "These will let me record your reactions to... things that I'm going to do. You're doing a good job, holding still." "Good job" was said in the exact way you'd tell a four-year-old she had put on a shoe well, high-pitched and singsong. I can feel her voice in my cunt, please, please. She couldn't even beg aloud. So helpless--couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't even control her thoughts and it was so hot....

"The dildo has instruments in it, too. We'll know all about you, inside and out, 3349!" That singsong voice again. She looked around wildly. The room was made of glass, everyone could see her squirming helplessly, her mouth opening and closing. Yes, there were two people watching, and that just made it more exciting. She couldn't focus on them, the wonderful sexy doctor was still talking. Was that Phil fucking the Asian girl doggy style, still leashed to the floor, just outside? Were they watching Liz struggle while fucking? Yes, and now Liz was struggling to get her hands to her pussy, but of course she couldn't.

"Thaaats, right. That's what you are now. The way you feel, that's the way you should feel. I'm ready now, and I'm going to make you feel so good." The doc's gloved hands, now with lube on the fingers, began to stroke her breasts, lingering on her piercings for a moment. She made an actual sound at that, just a gasp. I wonder if my master will give me new hoops for my nipples. The older woman knew what she was doing, caressing the boobs to flushed redness and the nipples to hardness. She was looking over Liz's head. There was a display there, it must be showing some kind of information about her reaction. "Very good. You have sensitive breasts. Those are good for a slave to have. Feels great, doesn't it?" She couldn't even squirm much, but oh, yes, it felt wonderful. Suddenly the vet gently pinched her on both breasts, causing another gasp. "You do need to answer questions, slave 3349, even when devoiced and even when you're excited. Doesn't it feel great?" Liz nodded frantically, and honestly. It did feel great.

"Good girl."

The wonderful, slippery fingers trailed down her chest, over her belly. It was amazingly frustrating to not be able to laugh properly when tickled. "3349, have you ever been fucked by a woman before?" She nodded rapidly. Oh, I wish Gretchen was here she'd never leave me like this please please.

"This will be better, slave." Somehow the black dildo was in her hand and it was touching Liz's mound, just above the clit, and it rubbed around in circles, feeling slippery, staying a finger's width away, then moving down to stroke over her slit and then back up and around and around and her mouth was open in a silent scream. The voice was saying "Good, good, good girl!" but she didn't register the meaning until later, recalling this moment. Just as she was on the edge of coming, the dildo penetrated her, slowly but without hesitation, filling her, that delicious feeling of pressure and fullness, and began to vibrate. The doc rapidly, softly flicked one finger of the other hand over the clit, and she came, and came hard. It seemed to be intensified by being tied down, not even able to really move her hips, and the vet didn't stop the vibrations, the thrusts of the dildo, the stroking, as she came again, and then again.

Then she was panting, almost silently, and nothing was touching her but the straps and chains and table. And the collar, which she was very aware of.

"That, 3349, is what we call a slave orgasm." The vet sounded very satisfied herself.

Putting on fresh gloves, then "Just let me take a sample of your vaginal secretions." Another labeled test tube

"You have girl/girl experience. I think I should evaluate your ability to please a woman--our buyers will need to know that." She adjusted the leg supports so Liz's feet were level with her head, then opened the lab coat. There was nothing under it! Her large breasts stood out proudly from her chest. Using a step stool, she climbed onto the exam table, one foot on either side of Liz's head. Then she knelt and lowered her shaved pussy into Liz's face. No thought went into the reaction, Liz lifted her head and extended her tongue, just to touch the beautiful mound a fraction of a second earlier. She did everything Gretchen liked--licking up and down the lips, then extending her tongue to lick the inner lips, gentle and then firmer sucking on them, moving up to kiss around the clit, switching back and forth with all those things, then as the inner lips thinned and warmed, she licked right over the pearl at their top and the vet moaned and humped her face--not cruelly hard, but hard enough to be uncomfortable and cut off her breath. Then she was standing up, still on the table, looming high directly over the chained slave. "Well done, 3349. Good girl!" She felt herself smiling at the praise.

The vet climbed down from the table. After a moment, she peeled off the metal discs and dropped them into a container, then unchained Liz from the table (leaving her handcuffed), and directed her to climb down to the floor. The vet then put a box of wipes next to her, and said, "Wipe my crotch, carefully, slave." She held her lab coat gaping open to let Liz work. The new slave wiped, as directed. The doctor squirmed a little and showed signs of excitement, but didn't let her go on very long before saying, "Now, clean your own pussy and face. Use no more than two wipes." The wipes smelled of lemon, making her feel extra clean. On the other hand, looking at the doctor's pussy made her horny again. Rubbing her own felt so good. Words returned to her. How long can I stay sane like this?

"Good enough, 3349. Stop rubbing yourself right now! Good girl. Present!"

Mouthing "Yes, Mistress," she knelt, knees apart, facing the veterinarian. Through the glass of the door, she could see the girl with the long black hair's face, see her look of pure joy as Phil violently humped her doggy style, clearly coming in her, his face having the characteristic look of total concentration that some men got as they orgasmed.

"Just hold still. No playing with yourself just now, 3349." She came over with a large intramuscular syringe. "This is a contraceptive." It's that advanced injectable thought the pharma tech she had been. "Once you get the shot, you should have no periods and no children for approximately a year. Your master will arrange to have it renewed." Her thoughts were spinning a little less after the sex--desire reduced for a while. Slaves usually aren't allowed children, because slavery isn't inherited. It would require some kind of foster care, the state just doesn't want to handle it. Millie warned me. Of course, seeing the Asian slave through the glass, licking Phil's dick clean, got her right back into sex-mad insanity.

Sharp pain in her thigh distracted her. "Good girl! All done. We'll get you kenneled now, and I'll see you again before you're sold."

Phil had done up his pants by now. The vet waved him in. He brought the girl with him.

"Phil, you are really, really straight. How did you get a gaydar so sensitive you can always pick me the fun ones from each new crop of slaves?" Doc was almost giggling now. She rested her hand on Liz's head where she knelt, then gently scratched, exactly as you'd scratch a cat's head. Liz could feel herself getting happy. It was so satisfying to please the Mistress. Mistress praised me. I'm a fun one!

"Sixth sense, Marilee. Something about the body language, I think. Or maybe you're just so hot, all girls want you."

"Let's see if that works on," she checked her tablet, "9921. You can kennel 3349 now. Knees pinioned apart, hands can't touch any sensitive bits, standard stuff. She was graded Choice+, and at first I doubted the grader, but I can see it now. Not much of a body or face, but she's a real firecracker once you get her revved up. He was right about her skill at oral, too. For the right master, she'd be an enjoyable challenge, overcoming that initial resistance."

"Standard first-night restraints, check. Sorry if I tired 9921 out for you." Phil was just a little smug, and 9921 was smiling happily. Apparently, she had enjoyed herself. Then Liz realized she was smiling dreamily, because of the approving pat on her head she just got. Wow, this is really a hell of a drug. That seemed to free her thoughts--of course, these reactions weren't normal for her. She was heavily drugged. "Back in a few, Doc. 3349, heel!" He snapped her leash back on her collar and led her away.

The kennels at Circle-Q Trading Post were wire cages with a steel grate floor, not quite long enough to lie stretched out, not wide enough to spread her arms. None of that made a difference tonight as her knees were fastened on short chains to the sides of the cage, then her wrists, leaving her near spread-eagled face-down on the cold steel. Her crotch was positioned over a hole in the bottom of the cage. "No bathrooms for slaves, girly. You need to pee, do it. You'll get hosed off tomorrow." Finally, he put a stiffened rubber ring in her mouth, strapped into place with a head harness. "The devoicing will wear off overnight. This is a favor to you. It'll help you, so you don't earn more punishments." Sure, a favor.

There were two slaves already pinioned in other cages. She didn't recognize them. When Phil left, the three were alone together. She wanted to talk to them, wanted to have some sort of human contact, wanted to hear their stories. They were all devoiced and gagged. They couldn't make a sound. They couldn't even wave. Are the gags to keep lipreaders from communicating, or am I just losing it?

Hey, they didn't feed me. Softening us up for tomorrow or something?

After only a few minutes of fidgeting, the boredom of the situation became apparent. Also, with few distractions, the urge to stimulate her pussy was growing. Oh, clever. With my groin over a hole, I can't even rub myself on the ground. They want me desperate for contact. Disguise it as controlling my toileting. That's a classic indoctrination technique, itself. Clever. And it's working.

Think, Liz. What will they do next? Distract yourself! OK, some time before morning, someone will come by and offer sexual relief of some kind, to reinforce that the favor of the Master is a source of pleasure. The night shift here must be popular, if I'm right.

Apparently, the vet's making her come had partly satisfied her, but only for a little while. As time passed, she became more and more desperate. She heard clanking and sliding noises from the other cages, as all of them struggled to reach and touch their breasts or their pussies, and failed.

9921's arrival and caging occupied a couple of minutes, and other slaves drifted in over the next couple of hours, as trucks were unloaded and slaves processed. The room held 20. Over those hours, the need was constant and powerful and demanded her attention, making it hard to think about anything else. Concentrate, Liz. (Am I calling myself by name over and over to remind myself I'm not just Slave 3349?) What did Millie say?

Her court-appointed lawyer, Milicent Dyer had explained:


"You have to understand, Liz. The purpose of this law is to enslave poor people." She actually winced at her own words. She might be too sensitive for this job, but I'm glad I got her. "The return of slavery in American law was not a continuation of pre-Civil War racism. It was about foreign competition with big American monopolies and syndicates." Millie was a leftist. "Americans were convinced that our industries were going to be replaced by the Japanese and the Mexicans, with their cheap labor. The reactionaries and the plutocrats in charge pushed through laws creating slavery 'for people who can't manage their own lives'. The idea was to create cheap American labor by enslaving poor people.

"But Millie, most American slaves don't work in industry, do they?" It'll be "we" next week. And for years after. Tears welled in her eyes and she blinked rapidly. Millie kindly ignored her tears.

"No, the plan was stupid and didn't work. The one thing capitalism gets right is that if you motivate a worker with rewards you get better work than you do from conscripts. A lot of people--men, mostly but not all--realized the law didn't protect female slaves, and that started the current sex-based slavery system. The terrible part for you, Liz, is that the rich people running things want people like you to be enslaved."

Dammit, now I'm remembering Maria again.


"But Liz, it isn't very much money to me. I can easily loan you that much and stop this, this, this farcical tragedy!" Maria was angry and frustrated and almost frantic.

"Maria, it's too late. I am so, so grateful that you want to do that, but it's-" Maria hadn't let her finish.

"It is not too late! You haven't even had a trial yet!".

"Talk to Luis. He's a lawyer, he can explain it. There is no trial. The special master just rules on responsibility for the debt. It isn't a crime, it isn't even a lawsuit. I'm responsible, and I can't pay, so the court assigns me as property to satisfy the debt--as a slave to be sold. Trying to interfere in the process now would be a crime, punishable by enslavement. Maria, getting you enslaved would actually be worse for me than, than, than..." She couldn't finish, she was weeping too hard, and Maria was hugging her.


Than being enslaved myself. I'm tough, I can get through this. But I already miss Maria.

That was a moment of clarity, but the drug didn't let her keep it. Her next thought was: Maria's so hot. Why didn't I ever grab her and French kiss her and put my hands on those beautiful, huge boobies and....

The lights were dimmed, but not turned off, after the last cage had a woman tied helpless in it. Then there was nothing, just the rustle and clank as the slaves shifted position, the occasional sound and smell of one of them pissing. At least with the enema, I won't have to poop until tomorrow, probably. Once in a while a clear thought came through, then was submerged in more obsessive fantasizing. Ben, if I ever see you again, I'm going to shove you over on your back, and slam my crotch onto your face so fast. You were always the best pussy-eater. Oooh, what if Gretchen and Ben were both fucking me at the same time! That would be so cool.

She had no way to tell time. A while after the lights dimmed, a couple of people came into the room and took one of the slaves out of her cage, hosed her down (there were drains in the floor) and led her out of the room on a leash. I was right. I hope they get to me soon for the fucking. The tiny part of her that remembered who she was didn't like looking forward to it, but she did.

It was after that when one of the slaves started getting her voice back. Not everyone recovered at the same time, but when the second group of wranglers came for a woman, the room was filled with moans and grunts from the ring-gagged slaves.

The fourth group, three people, took Liz out of her cage. Leashed, she followed them to a semi-darkened room containing several things like massage tables, but more adjustable, and with lots of attachment points for tying someone down. Rape room. Just seeing it is almost enough to make me beg, if I could talk. Her voice was back, but she was gagged.



Glimpses in the dark were enough to see that none of these were Mohawk or Phil. New wranglers.

Deep male voice: "Present, 3349. We're going to enjoy that talented mouth of yours now. If you make us all happy, we can make you happy. You know you want that." Oh, yes, yes, yes. She tried to say, "Yes, Master," but the gag made it come out, "Ysh, 'shtah."

Sounds of zippers as all three got ready.

She expected them to free her mouth, but the first one just grabbed the back of her head with both hands and drove his dick into her mouth through the ring gag. He wasn't slow or gentle, jamming his penis directly to the back of her throat. She made a choking noise and instinctively pulled back, but he was far too strong and held her there, his dick pressing her tongue down, drool coming out of her mouth. He hadn't been totally hard, but now the penis in her mouth swelled, as she continued to make "Gkkkk" sounds, choking on it, and it pressed against her throat. It was above very large and tasted very masculine (and slightly of lemon--had he just cleaned himself with one of those citrus wipes?), and felt warm and wonderful and alive, even as it choked her.

She wasn't even aware of her hands moving down to her own pussy until a sharp pain from her rear and a "Smack!" sound made her jump. The pain wasn't bad, but it got her attention. "No playing with yourself, 3349! You get to have fun when your masters say, and only when we say!" Strong hands grabbed both her wrists and pulled them behind her, and padded cuffs restrained her again.

The man in front of her finally pulled back, letting her take one breath, then he was thrusting back into her face, without pausing or letting up, pressing his dick into her mouth, then forcing the head into her throat. "Good girl!" He paused, then pulled back again, let her take a breath, and pulled her head forward, slower but unstoppable, forcing his member all the way in until her lips touched balls. Without even thinking, she started swallowing, letting her throat muscles ripple over the dick. Ben, I miss you. And I hate you. He had been a great practice dummy and audience to learn to deep-throat on. She heard the big-dicked man gasp and felt... satisfaction. Pleasing a master! His voice was much more excited and stressed when he said, "Good girl!" Her behind wriggled with excitement at his pleasure, but she couldn't move her head, held in his strong hands. One of the others, the deep voice, muttered "Puppying."

Now, he began to pump in and out of her mouth, facefucking her, giving her barely enough time for a breath between thrusts, except when he didn't. It was wonderful. She closed her eyes to enjoy the sweet sensation of the rampant, penetrating, man-tasting rod moving in and out of her. "Eyes up! Look me in the eye while you blow me!" She did, glimpsing a fierce, possessive smile in the dimness. He was thrusting faster. He's going to come soon. Now that her voice worked again... as his dick bottomed out in her throat, she made the loudest, deepest hum she could, and felt the twitches in his cock and balls (pressed against her chin) that meant he was finishing. He quickly pulled out of her mouth and painted her face with his spunk. There wasn't that much. He probably came once already today. She kept eyes on his, as ordered, happy but unable to smile because of the ring gag, until he was done. "Good girl! Good girl!"

He stepped back, pulling a wipe from a canister on the nearby counter. She smelled lemons again as he wiped himself. She was distracted from her fixed stare at his now-soft penis by another of the men stepping in front of her. "My turn, 3349. I'm going to take out the gag now. I want something different. Licking, sucking, show your stuff. I feel a tooth, you'll feel like you fell down a mountain into a cactus patch."

The straps came off her head easily, and the ring came out, covered with drool. She worked her jaw for a second, then said, "Thank you, Master."

"Good girl." The third man handed him a water bottle, which #2 held to her mouth. "Drink." She hadn't realized how dry her mouth was until she started drinking. She happily drank until the bottle was pulled away.

"Thank you, Master."

"Start licking."

For a moment, that silly competition she had with Maria leaped into her mind. Every time they had lunch together, for months, they would each give each other "tips" (really brags) about good sexual technique. Maria had lots of tips about blowjobs. Some of them had even worked on Ben.

She shuffled forward on her knees and leaned (arms still cuffed behind her) to lick, teasingly, just the tip of the soft penis. Her tongue told her what the dim lighting hid, that it was uncircumcised. She used the very tip of her tongue only, sneaking it under the skin covering the penis head and tickling the little opening. It didn't stay soft, expanding and pushing her head back (as he also moved his hips). She retreated, playing with him, not quite letting the head into her mouth, then dodging to the side and leaning in to lick the base of his dick, bending and contorting herself to suck in one of his balls. Maria's ghost appeared in her mind again, saying, "Fortunately, I have always been very flexible." Remembering Maria's story of a naked, bound blowjob and the way it got to her made this naked, bound blowjob even more exciting. Faint whisper in her head but Maria loves Luis and these are strangers. It didn't matter.

#2 hissed, then took a deep breath. She licked up along the shaft, and took the tip of the dick into her mouth. She held her head still, sucking hard until he relented and leaned forward, putting it in her mouth. She smiled at making the Master do the work, but all for his pleasure. She leaned back and forth, timing herself with the little thrusts of the Master's hips, maximizing friction on the dick, despite her bondage making it hard to move very far or fast.

She jumped (fortunately keeping her teeth off the wrangler) as the third man (she assumed) reached around from behind her and stroked her breasts, then firmly but not harshly grasped them and began rhythmically squeezing them. It felt amazing after all this stimulation. She actually had to stop sucking to moan, just for a few seconds, but then quickly made up for it with vigorous licking and "flute-style" sucking on the side of the penis. Distantly, she realized she had no idea what this man looked like, except average height and build. She couldn't see his face in the dim room. In fact, she wasn't sure she knew his skin color. At this moment, all that mattered was his member, and the hands stroking her.

The second man was apparently enjoying the teasing. Unlike the first, he didn't grab her head or force his penis into her face. He just made appreciative noises as she stimulated him. The facefucking by Man 1 had been satisfying in a basic way. This guy was a more interesting audience, and she found she was using everything she had to draw things out while keeping them always getting more intense, trying to maximize his enjoyment. After a couple of minutes, she drew back and said, "Master, I can please you another way if you spread your legs and sit on the floor."

Once the man's legs were apart, she bent way forward, and was able to get under his dick and balls and lick along the taint, the skin between the balls and anus. (The man who had been stroking her breasts now switched to her butt, sticking out behind her.) She tickled the sensitive skin for a while, then began forcibly probing with her tongue. Some men could feel stimulation here on their prostate glands. A finger would have been easier, but she held her tongue as rigidly as she could and found the little bump she wanted and stimulated it, feeling the man's thighs tensing on both sides of her head, until the man gasped out, "Back to my dick now!" With a smile of accomplishment, she finished him using her lips and tongue and suction. Like the first, he pulled out of her mouth and got most of the jism on her face (which now felt really sticky). Much more volume, maybe because of the prostate stimulation. I'm thinking a little more clearly. Maybe the drug is just now starting to wear off.

"Good girl! Now clean me off with your mouth." She licked and sucked away at his junk for a minute or so, while (she thought) he used that excuse to rest from the orgasm, before hauling himself back to his feet. "Good girl."

#3 was a shorter, heavily-built man. In the dimness, that was all she could really tell. He said, "Turn around to me, slave." That was the deep voice. He sounded slightly annoyed, which made her heart race with sudden fear.

"Yes, Master!" she found herself almost shouting as she pivoted as fast as she could.

He sounded much warmer and even reassuring, as he said, "3349, I'm not mad at you. I'll punish you for disobedience or failure, but you haven't done anything wrong here, and I'm a fair man." Is he in charge of this little group? "We're just short of time, because you did what Mikey told you to. Punishing you for obeying--the exact opposite of what we do."

"We just need to do things a little faster. You'll like it, slave." He sounded amused now, and she felt herself relaxing slightly. "I'm going to fuck your face, just to get my turn over with quick. We'll combine that with Mikey the slowpoke" he wasn't mad, it was a friendly dig at Mikey "giving you that pleasure I promised. He might not have your skills, but he's motivated by that great job you did. Good girl."

He paused, and she immediately knew what he was waiting for. "Thank you Master!" she said, almost bouncing. All the sexy times with nothing touching her most sensitive bits had left her sweaty and needy and very, very ready. "Master, may I..." She didn't get to finish before he grabbed her ears and pulled her head up against his dick, which had been standing out this whole time. She barely had time to open her mouth before it was in. This one was not as brutal as the first, moving in and out, gradually deepening, letting her get used to his thrusting. He's not punishing me, he's in a hurry. It's actually sort of funny. His dick was the smallest of the three (but not weirdly small, just average-ish). Like the others, it tasted of lemon. They must have done this to another slave before they got to me. 

Mikey's hands began to stroke her breasts, then gently roll and pinch her nipples. He had to lean over her from behind to do that, she could feel the warmth of his body on her and it was wonderful, but distracting. Luckily, being facefucked didn't require her to pay as much attention as what she had done to Mikey. She unconsciously rubbed her butt against Mikey, but he couldn't get erect again that fast.

The boss(?) of the crew was now driving his dick to the back of her throat, but not into it. She leaned into the next stroke of his hips and swallowed, taking the head, deliberately making the "Ghkhgh" sounds that excited so many men. She let her eyes bug out as she raised them and looked into the man's eyes, and he began to thrust harder, understanding that she was eager for it. Mikey chose that moment to let go of her boobs and squat down, so he could kiss and lick her labia and she made a hilarious, tortured grunting scream around the leader's penis down her throat. After a few minutes, Boss-man came, actually down her throat, not on her face. She came from Mikey's licking just as he was pulling out.

She found herself shouting "Yes! Yes! Yes!" A tiny part cringed--she had shouted like that with Gretchen, and never since. Weird, how that felt like a betrayal, even though she hadn't had any contact with Gretchen in years. It felt so good, though, and Mikey was... still licking and sucking and she was ramping right back up and "Oh! Oh! Oh God!" she came again.

While she was struggling for breath, Mikey tapered off, not just halting, bringing her back to Earth slowly. Finally she could speak again, and in a voice made raw by shouting whispered, "Thank you, Master. Thank you, Masters."

Together, Mikey and Bossman answered, "Good girl!"

----------

Back spread-eagled and gagged in her cage, belly full of slave kibble and water, Liz found her head finally clearing. She automatically did what she had done since grade school, thinking over her day and trying to learn from it. Reverend Dawes had made that lesson stick, hadn't she?

Mikey was doing a lot more than he had to for his job, when he ate me. I think he sincerely wanted to show gratitude for that over-the-top blowjob. And he's good. That was legit some great head he gave me.

So what happened today? I was enslaved, zapped with an electric prod, pissed myself, got drugged, got collared, got an enema, got sexually taken by a lesbian veterinarian, got gang-mouthfucked by three men whose names I don't even know and who I couldn't recognize if I met them again, fed kibble and water in dog bowls, and now I'm in a dog cage in a kennel. I wonder what will happen tomorrow?

Oh, right. Enema lessons. Lovely. And maybe branding.

Thanks a lot, Ben. It isn't even a comfort to me that you're having this same experience, because I can't really hate you that much. It's mostly pity. It's just... you pulled the rug out from under me, Ben. You pulled my whole life out from under me.

My whole world.

There was no urge to pray. She had never believed in anything supernatural. The truly terrible thought that would not go away was, One day down, four-and-a-half years to go.

The itchy stickiness from two men's cum on her face was really annoying, and she couldn't even scratch.

---------

(from Annie) My director's commentary should be posted in the Literotica Feedback Forum right about the time the story goes up. Comment here if you like, or talk to me there. Or both, if you feel wordy.

Coming next from me: "Maria and the Tack Shop", a prequel to "Coffee With Blushes" (focusing on a different character). After that, "Liz Enslaved 02: Endure".


Liz Enslaved 02: Endure

By Annie of the Writing Group

Author notes: this one gets pretty brutal in one part.


"Odd-numbered slaves, get up on your bench! Even numbers, restrain your partner, wrist-to-knee wraps and ankle spreader bars!"

There was a chorus of "Yes, Mistress."

Slave 010-541-3349--Liz Ryan before being judicially enslaved--climbed up on the bench as directed. Around her, another 9 women, all naked except for silvery metal collars around their necks, climbed up on their own benches. Their 10 partners, whose Slave Identification Numbers ended on even numbers, picked up straps and prepared to bind them. Even after living in the same slave trading kennel together for weeks, they didn't really know each other. They spent so much time gagged, or devoiced by drugs so they couldn't make a sound ....

After weeks of slave training at Circle-Q Trading Post, she had been bound in almost every possible position, so she immediately put her forehead down on the padded bench and her wrists back, outside her legs and alongside her knees, making a little tripod of knee-knee-forehead out of herself. The tan covering of the bench cushion smelled a little of plastic, a little of female sweat, and a little of disinfectant. The room was cool enough that her nipples were slightly hard. The shiny barbells that Circle-Q had given her to keep the piercings open might be slightly responsible. Her tits were small enough that they didn't touch the bench, unlike some of the better-endowed slaves in this position. Her partner, Slave 4786, had boobs big enough that they spread out on the bench like water balloons when she was in the tripod position. Liz had just bound her that way, before they switched places. And also-

4786 fastened her right wrist to right knee, then the left side.

-and also, she had used a strap-on dildo to fuck 4786's ass. This was anal sex class. Slaves had to learn to both give and receive anal penetration.

4786 buckled her ankles to the spreader bar, which held them a couple of feet apart.

"Gloves ON! Even numbers, stimulate your partner with one hand, lube her butthole with the other one! Remember your lessons! She has to be hot and ready, and you have to put enough lube up her ass that being fucked there feels good! You have 5 minutes. Don't make her come, or you'll both be punished."

This day, they had been ordered to give themselves enemas before breakfast. They were all cleaned out for what was coming.

"Yes, mistress!" chorused the even-number slaves. Mistress Nora, one of the female slave trainers, walked around the room, monitoring and correcting the slaves as they began to stimulate their odd-numbered sisters.

I wonder about new male slaves. We haven't seen any. Do they get training like this, accepting anal sex? Performing it?

Liz was quickly distracted from the thought, as her partner began stroking her mound with a gloved, lubed hand. It felt great. She was already pretty aroused after assfucking 4786 in the first half of the class, which made it even easier for the other slave to get her hot now.

Finger rubbing lube on her butt crack, gently caressing and stroking her asshole. Training kicked in, and the sphincter automatically began to relax. She made an involuntary "oh" sound as the finger pressed firmly, but not hard, and the first half-inch or so entered her, sliding in on a layer of lube. Then it pulled out, as the other hand was now stroking along her slit. More lube was rubbed onto the anus, and then pressed in with the finger, and then more, the finger now sliding a full inch into her, then an inch and a half, more lube, two inches, more ... meanwhile, the pussy hand was drawing circles around her clit, not touching it, not even close, but stretching the skin near it enough to stimulate. She was panting and squirming now.

I never used to react like this, and I loved sex. Is this because of multiple large doses of Horny Juice so close together? Am I permanently more sensitive to sexual stimuli?

She wasn't on the drug now. She could still think. She was also very close to coming.

"Good work, everyone. Stop now and put on the harnesses. Use the #3 dildos, same as you got! Move, don't give them time to cool down!"

"Yes, Mistress!"

It was probably less than a minute before the helplessly bound Liz felt a finger placing yet more lube directly on her asshole, and then the end of a silicone penis carefully positioned on top of it. 4786 leaned forward slowly, but inexorably. The pressure smoothly increased, and again her asshole automatically relaxed to let the dick in. Her partner was gentle and careful. There was no pain, hardly any discomfort, as her rectum was filled and stretched. The #3 was larger than an average man's erect penis, about 7" long and 1.5" in diameter. After weeks of slave training, and with proper preparation (lots of lube) it actually felt good. Then the thrusting began.

It felt more than good. It felt sexy. It felt like sex. It was amazingly good. She was moaning, she realized, and moving her ass back to meet her slave sister's thrusts. And it kept getting more intense and more pleasurable, until she threw her head back and silently came, writhing on the plastic dick jammed up her bunghole, breathing harshly through clenched teeth for long seconds of humping backward, desperately wishing she could touch herself.

Then she went mostly limp ... but the tripod position didn't let her fall, and 4786 didn't have permission to stop fucking. She slowed down as much as she dared, but she kept humping Liz's butt, stopping only to add more lube every few strokes, Liz now feeling the thrusts as just physical pressure.

It was just starting to get sexy again when Mistress Nora called, "Good girls! Every single one of you made your partner come! Good girls who came, and good girls who made them come!"

"Thank you, Mistress!" That chorus was kind of ragged, with all the girls exhausted and some post-orgasmic. Nora wasn't one of the mean ones, she ignored that.

"OK, unbind the odd numbers now, and then everyone work together to clean up the room. You have ... let's see ... seven minutes before you have to leave. Because you did so well, you can chat while you work."

As her partner started unbuckling her ankles from the spreader, she said quietly, "Thank you. That was great. I needed that."

4786 had a high, breathy voice. It sounded theatrical, as if she had taught it to herself to sound sexy. Right now, she sounded tired. Strapon fucking could do that. Also, it was only 20 minutes or so ago that she had been coming on Liz's dildo. "Thank you. You were the first woman to ever make me come, back in fingering class, and today you were the first one to make me come with a strapon."

"I can't say you were my first. I'm bi, I had girlfriends. You are definitely the first person to make me come with just anal, though." Ben had loved anal, but she had never come from just anal before. He had to use his hand, or please her later with his mouth.

Don't think about Ben, dammit!

Her wrists and ankles free, she rolled off the table. With her partner, she walked over to grab shop towels and disinfectant.

"Girlfriends? Like your special favorite, the Chinese girl?"

Uh oh.

Liz had seen that reaction before. Slaves became crazy-jealous of each other over stuff that would be incredibly trivial in the real world, like smiling at someone. All social interactions were magnified, in this tiny world of stressed-out, sometimes drugged slaves and distant masters.

"9921? She left days ago. She wasn't here for auction, her owner wanted her to get some training. I think he was her lover, and she was voluntary. She wasn't interested in me, we just got put on some assignments together. I might have been interested in her if we were both free, she's gorgeous, but it never mattered." That last part was probably too honest, but it slipped out. She hadn't had a chance to practice conversation much as a trainee slave.

They were wiping down the bench as they talked.

How to correct that? "What I'd like is to get a chance to make love to those beautiful boobies of yours. I hope that's the next thing we're trained to do." Tossing the shop towels in the garbage can.

Before 4786 could answer, Mistress Nora called out, "Good girls, the room is nice and clean. It's time to go to makeup class!"

Just as they called back, "Yes, Mistress!" a male wrangler walked in the door. All the slaves instinctively avoided looking directly at him--meeting a slave wrangler's eyes could be punished.

"Nora, I'm taking 3349 for special training. I'll get her to makeup after." Special training was a way to say, "I feel like fucking this slave now." It was a job perk for the wranglers, and being randomly taken by anyone who felt like it was probably a good way to break down the self-respect of the slave trainees, give them the attitude Circle-Q Trading Post wanted.

Liz wasn't beautiful, but she had a reputation for skilled fellatio. She got called out of class pretty often. Some of the wranglers even gave her "slave treats", tiny pieces of candy. It was amazing how nice that was, when your diet was just flavorless slave chow and tapwater every meal. Clever.

"Enjoy. Slave 4786, tell Robbie that 3349 will be along later." Nora was amused. She had taken advantage of Liz's mouth herself.

"3349, heel!" The male wrangler was being stern. Most of them did that, at least at first.

"Yes, master." She started following him, just behind and to the left, without thinking. That voice was familiar ... was he the guy who brutally mouthfucked her, that first night as a slave? She had never known his name, and only seen him in dim light. Keeping her eyes down now, she couldn't judge his appearance. Peripheral vision told her he was White and had light brown hair, and was taller than her, but not tall for a man.

After weeks of training, proper behavior came naturally to Slave 3349. Following at the correct distance and position, without a leash. Saying "Yes, master," after every command. Eyes down, face composed, unless the master did something nice for her, then a big smile and a "Thank you, master!"

The master led her down halls, past doors--she couldn't really navigate, even after all the days in this place, outside the few rooms most of the training happened in. The halls all looked the same at floor level, and looking up could be punished.

She did recognize the room he led her into. It was the rape room where three of the slave wranglers had used her mouth on her first night. It was well-lit this time. Yeah, this must be forced-deep-throat guy. Big dick, too, one of the biggest she had ever had in her mouth.

I can get through this. I must be at least halfway through the slave training. Of course, I have no idea what whoever buys me will want.

At this point in her "career" as a slave (she was desperately holding on to her sense of humor), "regular" sex and oral were just part of her day, like eating--actually, more regular than eating, since the Circle-Q people didn't seem to want the trainee slaves to get used to anything, so food was given without any predictable pattern, not at specific times.

The wrangler stopped. "Present!" She immediately knelt, as quickly and gracefully as possible, spreading her knees, hands on knees, head down. She had the move down now, she could do it in half a second.

"Slave 3349, do you recognize me?" He sounded angry. Why? How to placate him?

"Yes, master. You are the first man who used me, after I became a slave. You are also the man with the largest penis that I've ever been permitted to attempt to please, master." True, and almost-true. Lying to wranglers was not smart.

"Ever been permitted to attempt"? He was mocking the phrase? What? "Were you some kind of manager, or a professor, girl?" Oh, hatred of female authority figures. Let him know that's false.

"Master, I worked in a drug store." True, again. Making her technician job sound like a minimum-wage shelf-stocker, but true.

"That where you learned the fancy tongue thing, 3349? Or were you Mikey's lover before you put on that collar? Did you get yourself collared because he wasn't man enough to force you?"

Wow, he's fantasizing paranoid, hate-filled stories about me, because Mikey and I had better chemistry? He wanted me to like having a big cock jammed down my throat with no warmup better than head from an expert?

"Master, I don't know who Mikey is?" Safe, and strictly true. She knew there was a wrangler by that name, but that was all. She had to de-escalate. Fighting back physically would never be an option, and arguing would certainly make things worse.

"I think I can help you remember." He kicked off his shoes, then took off his pants and undershorts. "3349, you will do to me what you did to Mikey. Sucking, licking, the whole act. I want what he got."

Pure jealousy? Of a random slave girl he doesn't actually care about? This guy is ... off. Careful!

"Yes, Master," she said automatically. He had given her an order, that came out of her mouth. Then she shuffled forward, not rising from the ground, toward the wrangler.

The agonizing pain and cramps took her totally by surprise. Spreading out from the collar on her neck, causing her arms to flail without her will, her face spasming. She let out a shriek, the loudest sound she had made in weeks, and collapsed, helpless, to the concrete floor, her muscles not obeying. She couldn't draw a breath! He had triggered a punishment shock from the collar, the worst she had ever felt.

After what seemed like forever, her throat unlocked and she gasped in precious air and another shock blasted it out of her lungs.

Darkness closed in on her vision, the floor was cold against her cheek ....

Water! There was a stream of cold water being poured on her head. She snorted (I can breathe!) and turned her head to keep it out of her nose. The stream stopped.

"Can you hear me, slave 3349?" She was very focused on him.

I do not want him angrier than he already is.

"Yes, Master." Her voice came out querulous and croaky. Which was fine, said her reason. She wanted to sound beaten.

"You did not ask for permission to move, 3349. When a master orders you to kneel, you remain kneeling until given permission." Wow, he sounded smug.

"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

I need to placate this asshole.

She struggled with sore, unresponsive muscles, getting into a Present position, knees apart and eyes down. This gave her a great view of her own pussy, which was leaking semen.

This guy is so sadistic, he fucked me while I was in pain-induced unconsciousness. I can't have been out long, he was so turned on by torturing me he came really fast. I need to never, ever draw his attention again, until I'm free and armed.

"You don't know who Mikey is, you said. Well, now you know who Nicky is!"

Was answering or not answering more dangerous? Probably "not". "Yes, I do, Master. I will always remember you."

"Damn straight. Get up. Stand!"

He hosed her down, then took her to the makeup tutorial room. An experienced slave, a middle-aged man the wranglers called "Slave Rob", taught the new ones. She was thrust in the door, off-balance. She managed to catch herself without falling.

As usual, Rob was demonstrating makeup using himself as a mannequin. She had come to realize that he was a straight man, not a crossdresser, who hated doing this job, but he never took it out on the women he was teaching. At this moment, he had bright pink lipstick, eyes ringed with jet-black, and was holding a brush in one hand. He looked over at her, said, "Hi, 3349!" brightly, and then froze.

"3349, are you injured? You aren't standing straight." At that, the wrangler sitting in the corner looked up, then stood.

"Thank you, Slave Rob." New slaves had to address already-trained ones formally. "I am sore, and a little bit dizzy."

The wrangler was now in front of her. "I got this, Robby. Keep teaching." He bent over to look down at her face. She kept her own eyes on the ground. "3349, there are burn marks under your collar."

"Yes, Master."

"Did the master who brought you here give you a punishment shock?" He seemed surprisingly sympathetic.

"Master, he gave me two shocks."

"For what offense?"

"I forgot to ask permission to stand before obeying another order, Master." She was trembling, she realized. And in a cold sweat.

"Once?"

"Yes, Master."

"I am going to take out my remote control, 3349. This is not to punish you, you don't need to be afraid." The warning was appreciated. Once you had experienced punishment shocks, a master with a remote out was terrifying.

"Maximum strength, twice." He sounded pissed off, now. She was shaking.

The wrangler had stepped over to the room intercom. "Chief? Send backup to WL145, the makeup tutorial. I need to get one of the slaves to the vet, I believe she's going into shock. Yes, I'll get you a report as soon as I can. Definitely this shift." Then his hand was holding her upper arm, and he was leading her back out the door.


By the time they got to the vet's, she was ready to agree with the wrangler. She was definitely shocky. She recognized the symptoms from first aid class: cold skin, rapid pulse, weakness, dizziness. He was supporting half her weight by this time. As he went through the door labeled "Slave Veterinarian" he shouted. "Marilee! 3349 got two max-strength punishment shocks 30 seconds apart. I think she's in shock, she can't even walk!"

"What?" That was Marilee, who had done her initial medical check, and also the first person here to fuck her against her will. "You aren't supposed to give more than one level 10 shock a day!"

"I didn't! Some asshole jolted her twice, then dumped her in makeup class and ran off." By this time the vet and wrangler were putting her on the table in the middle of the little treatment room.

Marilee was leaning over her now. Muzzily, she remembered that she was allowed to look this one person in the face, not try to look down. "3349, do you understand what I'm saying?" She was shining a flashlight into Liz's eyes again, just like the first time. Oh, right, question.

"Yiz, miis'sss." Those were some very slurred words.

"Do you remember getting shocked?" Pulling something out of one of the drawers as she called that over her shoulder. The wrangler was standing on the other side of her, but she instinctively didn't look at him. Her eyes were trying to close.

"Yesss ... mistress." So sleepy.

There was suddenly a warm blanket over her and a pillow under her head. Had she passed out again? She took internal stock. She felt more awake. That blanket was very warm. Heated? It felt great. Pain in her left hand, the back of her hand. IV?

Did Nicky almost kill me? If whoever the wrangler is had been slower, would I have died right there in makeup class?

She opened her eyes. A man was leaning over, watching her face. He looked so relieved when she met his eyes. "Marilee, she's awake."

Marilee leaned over her, too. She did the flashlight thing again, then smiled. She also looked relieved. "3349, tell me about any pain or discomfort you are feeling. Do not try to say something pleasing. I need to know your actual condition."

I guess slaves are highly motivated to not tell the whole truth, aren't we?

"Doc, um, Mistress, I.." She stopped to take stock. ".. I feel pain around my neck, under my collar. Myalgia in my upper body and neck. Pharyngitis, I think from screaming when the first shock hit me. My upper incisors hurt, and so does my upper lip. I might have hit my mouth on the ground when I fell. And my left hand, where the IV is."

Wrangler guy looked at her as if she had grown a third ear. She struggled not to laugh. Marilee saw her reaction and used her own left hand to cover Liz's mouth, helping. Laughing at a wrangler, probably a bad idea.



"I forgot you had a medical background, 3349. Good girl, that's a very solid report. And it's also a neuro report, telling me your brain is working just fine!"

Oh. I was so out of it, I slipped into my natural style of talking--way too technical.

"She's a doctor?" Now that she wasn't busy going into shock, she noticed more about this person. He was White, brown eyes, slightly tan skin, big flat nose. He looked tough, but right now he just looked freaked out and concerned.

"No, a technician. Techs do learn the vocabulary." Marilee turned back to her patient. "Are you cold?"

"No, Mistress. I feel much better. Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Master, for saving my life."

"I don't think I ..." Very surprised to hear that.

Marilee wasn't. "Yes, you probably did. Her heart rate on arrival was 130, blood pressure 80 over 60." Liz suddenly became aware of the electrodes on her torso, under the blanket. "Another couple of minutes, it's very possible she'd have developed a bad heart rhythm, especially with those big shocks. Mikey, you did save her life."

Oh. This was Mikey, who had been almost the only good thing that happened to her on that first day as a slave. Sort of. If you looked at it in a specific way.

"3349, since you will understand: your heart rate is now 70, probably normal or slightly high for someone reclining. BP 110 over 70, lower than when you got your intake checkup--but you were clearly terrified when you arrived, and you were on Horny Juice, so that's probably your normal BP. I'm pleased with how fast basic therapy like warming and IV fluids worked here. All signs say you're out of the woods."

Marilee paused. "3349, on examination I found semen on your labia and in your vagina. Was this part of a class, or something done by a wrangler, or another slave, outside of class?"

As a slave, I can't testify against a free person, but I can answer medical questions. Marilee is gathering evidence. "Mistress, I wasn't in any vaginal sex classes today." That seemed like a safe way to say it.

"I found a few spots of blood as well, 3349. Do you have any discomfort in the genital area?" Even a slave vet could apparently be uncomfortable asking some questions.

Huh. I do. "Yes, Doctor. I do feel a dull pain sensation, and a slight sting from what I think is the outer labia. It is much less than the pain in my mouth, or the musculoskeletal pain in my upper body, and I was not aware of it until you asked. I am sorry about the incomplete report."

Over Marilee's shoulder, Liz became aware of a tall Black woman peering through the glass wall of the vet cubicle. She had what could only be described as electric blue peach fuzz for hair. Wait, was that Purple Mohawk from her first day? She definitely liked to have distinctive hair.

"3349, I'm going to put some ointment on the genital area. This will speed up healing and reduce the discomfort. It looks to me as if a very large instrument, or penis, was introduced while you were dry. You have some minor abrasions and, from the dull pain sensation you mentioned, possibly minor bruising as well."

"Mistress, may I have an ice chip or something? My mouth is very dry." She felt safe asking for something trivial and medical like that. Neither of these two were in the "looking for excuses to be cruel" category. There were too many like that at Circle-Q, but most of the wranglers were just doing their jobs, while enjoying the fringe benefit of regularly fucking slaves.

"Certainly, 3349." She popped it into Liz's mouth with her own fingers. Wriggling, Liz found that she wasn't bound under the blanket, but moving hurt. Her muscles were very sore.

Electric Blue tapped on the glass door. Marilee called out, "Come on in, Chief."

Chief?

Entering, Chief Blue said, "Thanks, Marilee. Mikey, I decided to come in and get your and the doc's reports in person, since you clearly didn't want to leave right now."

Marilee folded the bottom of the blanket up, revealing her nude body from the waist down. Of course, she was a slave, not entitled to modesty.

Mikey blushed(!) and said, "I was just about to come down, Chief. The report wouldn't be complete without knowing how 3349 was doing." He was looking down almost like ... a schoolboy with a crush? Oooo. She fought not to smile, mostly successfully.

The vet had a small squeeze tube of something. She squirted some on a gloved hand, then gently rubbed it onto Liz's outer labia, without even warning her. Liz twitched. "Hold still, 3349," said Marilee, quietly, smiling slightly.

"Let's just hear it." Blue was very assured, very all-business. Mikey tried to emulate her style.

"About 30 seconds before I called you, the door to WL-145 opened, and someone outside pushed 3349 in, hard enough to make her stumble and almost fall, then closed the door. Slave Rob alertly noticed that 3349 was not able to stand upright and was very pale. Once I realized what her condition was, I called you for backup and assisted her to this room. She passed out about a minute after we got her onto the table. Doc, er, Marilee covered her with that electric blanket and hooked up an IV. It took her about 10 minutes to regain consciousness. The doc says ..."

Blue cut him off. "Doc, maybe I can get the medical report from you?"

Mikey: "Chief, one thing I have to say before that. I checked the diagnostics on 3349's collar. It had been discharged for two level 10 shocks 29 seconds apart. She has visible burns, chief. That is not what the collars are for!" He was suddenly passionate.

"No, you're right, Mikey. Doc, what was wrong and how is she now?"

Marilee spoke without turning away from her patient, salve-coated finger now two knuckles deep in Liz's pussy, gently rubbing while Liz struggled to hold still against the pleasurable sensation.

"The double shock screwed up her homeostasis--sorry, didn't mean to talk in jargon. The jolts affected her body chemistry, which made it hard for her to keep the heart beating at the right speed, to keep the body temperature the same even in a cold room, like that. Her heart was beating too fast and her blood pressure and temperature were too low. It could have been fatal, if Mikey was just a bit slower. As it was, I was able to stabilize her. I don't say she's fine, but she's much better and will keep getting better." Her finger was now all the way inside Liz.

Blue sighed. "Why did I accept this foreman job, anyway? OK, 3349, stop pretending you aren't listening." Contrary to her sounding annoyed and frustrated, she actually put her hand comfortingly on Liz's shoulder. "I know, you want to not look any of us in the face, but you're flat on your back and you can't help it, so nobody will get mad."

Marilee finally withdrew her finger and pulled the blanket back down to cover Liz neck-to-toes again.

Liz took a deep breath. "Yes, Mistress." They were all looking at her. Both Marilee and Mikey had stepped back, and Chief Blue was leaning over her, almost exactly the way Mikey had.

"This never should have happened. You're a slave. Yes, you lose lots of rights when you get indentured. No, that doesn't mean that one of our wranglers is allowed to torture you almost to death. It doesn't." She took a deep breath of her own. "Sometimes slaves think they'll get punished for being injured. We don't do that. I don't do that. You get all the time you need to get better, OK? Listen to the doc. Do what she says. I'll talk to you again before long."

"Mikey, good work. I'll talk to Mr. Plainwell about some kind of award. There's one for quick thinking that fits." Mikey fairly glowed.

He's really crushing on her, isn't he? I can see why, she's beautiful, unusual, and almost radiates authority.

"Doc: excellent work, which is no surprise. Thank you. How long do you need to keep 3349? I know you don't have an exact number, but give me an idea." All business, she was, most of the time.

"Overnight right here, hooked up to the monitors. Tomorrow, a recovery day, mostly for the fact that she can hardly move now. All her muscles went into spasm, and now they're all sore and overstretched, especially in the neck and shoulders. I also want a dentist to look at her, because she apparently hit her mouth when she fell after the first shock. Not only am I a kind person, I'm sure Circle-Q would make more on her if her teeth are still in her mouth."

"Doc, you know I'm on your side about that, right?" Blue was maybe a little offended?

"Yes. I just had to vent about Upper Management. Anyway, assuming no complications turn up, I would expect that she can return to normal training day after tomorrow, maybe with restrictions on certain things, like elbow binders and vaginal penetration, until she completely heals."

Liz winced at the thought of having her elbows forced to touch behind her back with her shoulders already in such pain. She was surprised to feel a reassuring squeeze from Blue's hand, still on her shoulder--and how careful was the Chief being, that her grip didn't hurt despite Liz's soreness?

"Doc, let's talk about her burns. Can you get some pictures, once you get the collar off? As evidence?"

"Yes, of course. Can we remove it now?" Marilee folded the heated blanket back to expose her upper body, down to the waist. What privacy?

"You know the rule, Doc. Every second she's uncollared, she has to be immobilized. I figure we can lock one ankle to the bed with a fairly long chain, so she can roll over and shit. I mean 'and shit', you can't send her to the sandbox."

"You're a funny woman, Chief. Yeah, that's a good plan."


It was weird being allowed to sleep on a bed, or at least a padded table. And no collar! And an actual commode next to the bed, in case she had to go during the night. She felt slightly human. OK, the room had glass walls, so anyone passing by would see her shitting, but ....

Don't get used to it. You'll be human again in just over 4 and a half years. Now, you're a sick animal getting special treatment.

Be fair, though. Foreman Electric Blue had actually talked to her directly, like a person.

The lights in the vet area were dimmed. On painkillers she had slept for several hours, but now she could feel the burns and the soreness again. She wasn't sleepy any more, anyway. She was too sore to pace around, even if the "long" six foot chain allowed it. One thing she had learned Day One: slavery could be very boring. She wasn't remotely stupid enough to push the Emergency button and wake someone up to ask for more meds. A wrangler looked in on her through the glass wall once in a while, making sure she hadn't relapsed.

Mikey. The guy who enjoyed the blow job so much and even returned the favor. Mikey saved my life today. So did Marilee, my first molester. The head wrangler was kind to me, but it's her job to brainwash me into a good slave. I have no idea how to feel about this.


Finally, the lights came back up. A few minutes later, Marilee came in. Having had plenty of time to plan for today, Liz was already kneeling facing the door, head bowed, when the vet walked up. The chain from her left ankle was anchored to one leg of the exam table.

Marilee entered, then paused on seeing her patient out of bed and kneeling.

"Good morning, Mistress. Thank you again for saving my life." Keeping her head lowered, she thanked the pair of feet now standing in front of her, wearing the same "nurse shoes" Liz had worn at the pharmacy.

I remember Maria teasing me about wearing those ugly flats. I doubt Maria ever worked a job where she stood up all day.

The thought of her friend made her smile, just a tiny bit.

"You're looking much better, 3349. How hard was it to get down like that? Are you in pain?" Marilee sounded friendly. Liz realized suddenly that she always did. Even when she was giving orders or correcting, she never sounded angry or hostile or even annoyed.

"Thank you, Mistress. I feel much better. It wasn't hard to get down, but raising my arms higher than this still hurts, and turning my head. My throat is not sore any more. Thank you for letting me drink water during the night, I'm sure that helped. The burn is still painful. Otherwise, I feel no pain."

"Very good. It sounds as if you are recovering well. I am going to put some more ointment on those burns, then move you to the clinic to spend this day resting and recuperating. You'll get some physical therapy, and I'll check on you again this afternoon."


Since she had no collar, the wrangler led her on a leash connected to a restraint belt. It was odd, but worked fine. He took her into a new area of the building. The lighting wasn't as harsh, the walls were in brighter colors, and some of the people she passed weren't in wrangler uniforms. Was she in the offices, meant for free people? She did her best to look down, despite her curiosity. Getting punished again didn't feel very attractive. She was still sore and burnt from the last time.

Through more doors, and she immediately recognized the smell. This was a gym. Here for a treatment? Walk through the gym, seeing the bottoms of familiar equipment--rack of free weights, Nautilus, kettle bells, rowing machine. And through a double-door into a room smelling of chlorine.

The wrangler said, "Anthony, I have to lock the door behind me. You and she will be locked in. This is not a punishment, for either of you. Just use the intercom and someone will let you out. 3349, this is Slave Anthony. He will give you a massage, a heat treatment and a hydrotherapy session. Dr. Marilee thinks this will relieve the soreness. I or another Master will come back for you."

"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master." She actually felt better already, just from having the chance to walk around, and see a new environment, after weeks in the same dark-gray hallways and dark-green-painted rooms. He unlocked and removed the restraint belt, meaning she was unleashed as well, and left, with the promised k-click sound meaning she and "Anthony" were locked in.

She knelt facing "Slave Anthony".

"Relax, 3349. I'm just a slave. You can look at me, you can talk to me."

Anthony's voice was high-pitched, slightly nasal. He sounded surprisingly casual, despite what she suspected was a very odd situation for him.

"Yes, m- Sorry. OK, Anthony." She looked up to see a naked man, big and burly. White, but not pale, probably 50, with lots of body hair. She thought Luis would refer to him as a "bear". Roman nose, prominent chin. Smiling mouth, which was nice. Brown eyes.

He let her look at him for a few seconds before talking. "3349, Marilee tells me you got punishment shocked, at max, twice."

This looked a physical therapist's office, stuffed into one room. Massage table, jacuzzi, treadmill, floor mats. "Yes, M--. Dammit. Yes." Anthony grinned at that. The table didn't have those damned d-rings everywhere to tie someone down. Was this room really for the wranglers? They were letting her use the free-person equipment?

"I did the same thing for a while when I was newly trained. Eventually, you learn to switch depending on who you're talking to. Sore muscles, mostly the shoulders and neck, yes?"

"Yes." She had to fight not to say "Master."

"Can you stand? Sit on the massage table there, so I can reach you. I'm going to move your arms around, and squeeze in places. I was a qualified athletic trainer when I was free." He waited while she positioned herself on the table.

"Do not try to be tough. Do not pretend it doesn't hurt. I can't help you if you don't help me do it."

He did a thorough job, bending both arms in every direction, prodding, squeezing, constantly asking questions. It felt good, except when it was painful, and he quickly backed off when that happened. He was clearly very skillful.

Finally, he said, "OK, thank you for being so cooperative. Like Master Tony said, you get a massage, a sauna, and a sit in the jacuzzi. Now, I could get that done in 45 minutes, but I know that no staff have booked this room for the next two hours, so that's how long I'm going to take." That was a big grin. "And no, I won't get in trouble. Dr. Marilee directed me not to rush this." Directed, not ordered? This must be a senior, trusted slave.

Curious, she asked, "Do you go by 'Slave Anthony' instead of 'Tony' because of Master Tony?"

He smiled at her. "Actually, it's because the wranglers couldn't say 'Antão'. Good guess, though."

He had to change his name because it was hard for the wranglers to say? Yeah, that seemed like how it would go.

Her expression must have changed, because he said, "Most Americans called me 'Anthony,' even when I was free. Doesn't bother me."

He leaned forward just a little, putting his head maybe 18" from hers, creating an intimate space. "I'm going to massage you now. Please turn over and lie with your face in that padded hole at the end of the table. That's to let your spine be straight while you lie on your stomach, and to let you breathe without turning your head. Don't worry, I'm not going to touch the burned skin on your neck. I'll put some lotion on, after your jacuzzi session, but no pressure."

As she was positioning herself, without putting any weight on her arms, he said, "I'll start with a scalp massage, then move down. You have to tell me if anything hurts. I don't mean a twinge when a muscle relaxes, but I need feedback if something starts to be really uncomfortable for more than a fraction of a second. I want to help you, not cause you more pain."

"I'm going to explain everything I do. First, I'm just going to brush out your hair." She had been given training in doing her own hair, it was part of being a slave. It was a real luxury, and felt very good, to have someone else brushing it out for her. She had only been permitted to even the ends for the.. weeks? ... she had been at Circle-Q Trading Post. It was longer than she had worn it since high school.

"Now, I'm going to rub in some oil. It's nice and warm, it'll feel good." It did. He used the brush to spread the oil right through her hair. "How does that feel, 3349?"

The slave identification number made her a little tense, but she said, "It feels amazing. The muscles in my neck are loosening up already."

"Good. I'm going to do the actual scalp massage now. I'll start with my fingers and palms, but later I'll use a special little brush, too. Remember, speak up if anything hurts or feels uncomfortable."

He had very warm, very big, very strong hands. They started on her temples, slowly and forcefully rolling across her head, front to back, then slowly moving up to the crown of her head, back to front, front to back, then down again, the back of the head, then gently the muscles of her cheeks and jaws and moving back up, and ....

His hands were on her shoulder? She must have fallen asleep, she got so relaxed. She made a sound like "Mmp."

Anthony said, quietly, and in a vibrant, deep voice, "Back with me? Don't feel bad about falling asleep. You were in pain all night, I'm sure, so you didn't sleep well. When the pain started to fade, of course you slept."

In her own quiet voice, she said, "I don't feel bad at all. I feel grateful."

As they were talking, Anthony's warm hands were working the tension out of her left shoulder. He ran his oiled fingers along the muscles, finding every knot and gently, but irresistibly, stretching the muscle until it relented and relaxed. He worked his way along her left upper arm, then the forearm, then (it was incredibly sensuous) spent at least two minutes just on her hand.

Then he changed sides and did her right arm and shoulder.

She was expecting him to stop, now that he had treated her sore muscles, but he continued down to the big muscles of her back, then the bigger muscles of her butt. Liz was suddenly aware, as the powerful older man worked all the stress out of her, of warmth and a desire building in her.



My nipples are hard, even though I'm nice and warm. And I'm pretty sure I'm wet. I always did like butt caresses.

He was spending a long time on her butt, wasn't he? Squeezing, pressing with closed fists, but now holding both cheeks and wiggling them.

The foot massage wasn't sexual, exactly. Just pleasurable. She found herself actually moaning quietly. She had barely worn shoes for weeks. Slaves in training didn't even get sandals, except in the "how to dress sexy" class. Slaves had to run almost everywhere. Liz hadn't realized until the big, warm hands took away the pain how much her feet had been accumulating aches.

"I'm going to help you turn over now. Don't put any stress on your arms and shoulders just yet." His voice was deeper, sexier somehow.

Anthony put a hand on her left shoulder and left hip, and just rolled her on her side. She startled, eyes popping open, but he said, very quietly, "Shhhhh... Sh... Just let me take care of you." A few more seconds of shifting her, and she was on her back, head on a thin cushion.

Front of both shoulders, moving down the rib cage ... massage oil, then fingers on her breasts. Her hard nipples tingled as the oiled fingers slid over them, gripped them gently, played with the barbells through her piercings, then stroked around them, the areola growing goosebumps. Then on down, hands on her ribs, her belly, skipping over to her legs, working out any tension she had left after all this attention.

The big, sappy smile on her face was probably encouraging him. Good.

"Have you ever had a yoni massage?" The hands were drifting back up, toward her middle.

"No, I've heard of them, but ...." Her own voice sounded dreamy and sing-song to her.

"You'll like it." The slippery, pleasure-dealing fingers first gently caressed her hairless vulva. Slaves shaved at least once every other day. The oil was nice, the fingers much nicer.

Strokes ran over her outer labia, the visible part of her genitals. She couldn't tell if she had really been wet, because of the oil, but she was certainly sensitive, and very soon squirming. Blood was flowing down into her groin, the lips swelling, and also the inner labia. Anthony stroked slightly faster now, alternating between the inner and outer lips. When her hips began to rock, he used just a bit more force, caressing the space between the two labia on each side, then switched to using his right hand to caress that zone while his left returned to her right breast. She inhaled sharply at the double stimulation.

Not hurrying, the masseur held her there, enjoying his sliding, stimulating touches. It seemed like such a long time before he sped up again. When he finally let his fingers pass near her clit, she actually gasped, she was so sensitive after the long buildup, and almost did a sit-up. Anthony's left hand on her breast helped keep her on the table, as the right now began to slide along the skin just next to her clit, faster, faster, and then the hand on her boob gently tugged at her nipple jewelry as the entire palm of the right hand, covered with massage oil, flattened itself on her labia, one finger touching the clit, and began to move impossibly fast, up and down, stimulating the whole area. Her hips rocked and thrust, hard, up against his hand and her eyes opened as wide as they could and her mouth opened as well and she was making a sound like Aaa! Aaa! And he kept the hand-vibration going and she kept coming.

And then she wasn't coming, and his hand was still, and she was panting, and he was smiling at her.

After she could breathe easily again, Liz said, "You were right. I liked it." And grinned at Anthony.


After a shower (he washed her, because he didn't want her raising her arms yet) it was time for the sauna.

Liz was picturing a wood-panel steam room, but the "medical sauna" turned out to be a box the size of a washing machine with a seat in it. There was a hole in the top for her head to stick out. She sat down and Anthony closed her in and turned it on. The warmth was really relaxing.

"Thank you, Anthony. I feel better. I feel better than I have for months, actually." It was so weird and so wonderful to have an almost-normal conversation with someone who wasn't going to punish her for any slight mistake.

Anthony was sitting on a folding chair beside the sauna. Senior slave, indeed, if he didn't have to kneel on the ground all the time. "Months? I thought you were a new slave." He was back to his high, nasal voice, not the deep sexy one he had switched to when he was seducing her (not that she had put up any resistance).

"Oh, I'm new to slavery, but my troubles go back months. After I got home one day and found out I was not only broke, but in debt." She felt her eyes well up and stopped herself. "Can we not talk about my troubles, please? Can I just have another half-hour of enjoyment?" Sweat was running down her body inside the box, and starting to spring out on her face now.

"Sure. I didn't mean to bring up any bad stuff. Anyway, you definitely look better, even if all I can see is your head."

Thanks, Anthony, for changing the subject.

Anthony got up and gently wiped her face with a clean white towel, before the sweat could run down into her eyes. In the process, he dried her tears without having to embarrass her. Considerate.

"Speaking of looking ... what with the slave uniform we're wearing-" naked "-I noticed that you aren't hard. And didn't even get hard while you were bringing me off. I was going to offer to show you a good time, but if you aren't interested...."

He chuckled. "Well, the thing is, I'm exclusively gay. Kinsey 6. I enjoy giving ladies pleasure, never doubt it. It was really fun massaging you, but not sexual for me. It's like a chef watching someone eat his food, I guess. You smiling after was my reward, you don't owe me anything."

"Well, I hope you don't mind my being grateful." She did smile at him, and he smiled back.


Slaves don't wear watches. Waiting in the "clinic" again, Liz realized that they also never saw a clock or a calendar.

Ohhhh ... they're disorienting us. Brainwashing technique, and one that leaves us physically healthy but pliable. Very clever.

Because of that, she had no idea what time it was, or how long she had waited, when a wrangler came to bring her to Marilee in the treatment room.

She knelt. Marilee waited for the wrangler, a woman Liz didn't know, to leave, then asked, "How do you feel, 3349. Be as technical as you want!" and she half-giggled(!). Was she treating Liz as a person, not livestock, at least partly? Wow.

"Thank you, Mistress. Slave Anthony helped me tremendously. The range of motion of both my neck and shoulders is greatly improved, although not fully restored. After the last round of ointment, the neck burns aren't really painful now, but I'm feeling the onset of pruritis. The pharyngitis is completely gone, I can swallow without discomfort." She thought for a second. "Mistress, my upper lip is still slightly tender, but there has been no blood for some time. I apologize that I can't be specific, but I do not have access to a watch or clock. My teeth are now pain-free. I've had no pain in the genital area since yesterday when you ... treated me."

Knowing Marilee would forgive it, she sneaked a glance at the vet's face. The older woman looked amused. "3349, you enjoyed the chance to talk medical, didn't you?"

"Yes, Mistress, and I thank you." That was sincere. Liz was very proud of the technical skills and knowledge she had spent so much time and effort on.

"I do understand. OK, I'm going to examine you and confirm what you just told me, even though I'm sure you got it right. We'll leave the collar off one more night, and tomorrow you'll get a show-only collar that won't press on the burns, but lets us follow the letter of the rules. The foreman wants to talk to you later." Marilee never sounded hostile, but that speech was different somehow.

Wait. She's not doing the sing-song 'talking to a puppy' thing. She's just talking, to a person!

Marilee mistook her look of astonishment for fear. "No, she isn't angry at you! It's just what I said: she wants to talk to you."


The foreman's office was about as big as a king-size bed. Concrete walls and floor, small desk with a laptop pushed way over against the wall and a clipboard, two plain, armless guest chairs, and ... a green yoga mat? The wrangler who had walked her over said, "3349 as you requested, Chief." Then he left.

Foreman Blue looked up from the clipboard and immediately read her confusion about the mat. "The pad is there for slaves to kneel on. A, I do not want anyone to kneel on cold concrete except as a punishment. B, if the mat is there, people don't move the chairs. I hate it when people move my chairs. This way, there's nowhere to put them. You don't have to do that."

Liz had automatically started to kneel on the pad, as soon as she understood what the wrangler had said. Now she froze, confused.

"You have medical issues, 3349. Sit in a chair. And don't argue, that would be very stupid."

A half-beat while Liz processed this, then, "Yes, mistress!" She sat as decorously as a naked slave could.

I haven't sat in a chair since my indenture. It has to be weeks.

She kept her head down, looking at the desk.

Pause. Was Blue examining her, seeing the visible burns on her bare neck?

"Slave 3349, the wrangler who abused you was violating our rules, several different ways. He's suspended. Won't be back for at least a couple months. He gets a disciplinary hearing, but I sure hope he'll be fired. I can promise you won't see him again before you're sold." Liz tried to be stoic, but she was sure the wrangler could see her reaction.

Not until I'm free and armed, Nicky. Then we can meet again.

"What did Marilee say?" Still all business, was Blue.

"Mistress, she says that I'm recovering quickly and can return to training tomorrow, except for things that would strain my neck and shoulders, which should wait a few more days. Mistress Marilee also said that I should remain uncollared for the night, and tomorrow you and she had decided I would receive a 'show' collar which fits loosely."

"Marilee really loves telling her patients to hold still, then making it hard to do. Did she put more goop in your hoo-haw?" Still in that deadpan tone.

Liz struggled, feeling her face turn red, before a snort forced itself out of her. She bent her neck further, trying to hide her trembling face from Foreman Electric Blue.

"3349, are you laughing at me?" Should have been terrifying, but Blue sounded as if--

Blue laughed aloud herself. That set Liz off, and they laughed together for a half-minute.

Finally, the foreman said, "Slave 3349, I officially order you not to worry about laughing when I tell you a joke! If I'm telling you a joke, laughing at it is not disrespect!" Then she chuckled again. Straightened up in her chair (Liz could see her from the boobs down without raising her eyes dangerously far). And said, "3349, you aren't really cooperating here."

Oh, crap. Was all that a trick?

"I'm sorry, Mistress, I will do better!"

Blue was back to totally flat delivery. "Nice try. Not convincing. Cut the crap. I order you to speak honestly and openly. You've seen me around, you know I don't trick slaves, or look for reasons to punish. Just talk to me."

What is going on here? OK, let's do exactly what she ordered.

"Mistress, may I ask a question?"

"Yes."

How to put this?

"Ph-er, Master Phil told the veterinarian that I received one standard unit of Horny Juice. My reaction doesn't fit with that. How much do new slaves really get?"

Blue's all-business calmness broke. "Are you ... are you trying to pick apart how Circle-Q trains slaves? Are you studying us instead of getting with the program? What else did you figure out?"

In for a penny ...

"The whole program is designed to break us down, so you can train us into obedient slaves. The lack of sleep; the deficient, boring, unreliable food; the dehumanization--no clothes, no names. Everything that we get is a special gift from the mistress, basic stuff like food, toileting, not being chilled, allowed to rest ... limit socialization, don't let us settle into any routine. It's brainwashing stuff. Or Army boot camp."

"It isn't going to work on you, is it?" Oops. The foreman sounded half-disappointed, half ... something else.

I wish I dared to look at her face. What reaction is that? What's a safe answer?

"Mistress, you know much more than I do about slave training."

"Nice dodge. Were you a psychologist or something before you were enslaved?" Blue was back to all business, mostly.

"Mistress, I was a senior pharmacy technician at a drugstore, and partway through a pharma degree. The psychology I learned studying Business Management."

Decisive Blue: "So, I was right. The program won't work right on you. Oh, stop panicking, 3349. You're smart enough to learn to fake it, and all Circle-Q cares about is your purchase price, as long as you aren't a lousy slave that your owner returns. We aren't stupid, smart girl. We'll push you to buyers who want a smart slave. You not being pretty will help. The people who want concubines or whatever look for pretty faces and huge boobs."

Pause, then, "I'll answer your question, you were honest with me."

She's treating me as human. I might just have rattled her.

"New slaves get a triple. Not a slavebreaker dose, but enough."

Then, forcefully, "3349, I already told you not to panic! I have no intention of sending you to the slavebreakers!"

What? Oh.

She was trembling and sweating, almost like when she was in shock ... yesterday? It seemed so much longer. Since she learned she might be enslaved, she had been terrified of the slavebreakers, half-mythical people who take bad slaves and completely break their minds.

Blue was very emphatic. "In the years I've worked here, we have sent exactly two slaves to the breakers! Every slave that gets broken is a failure by their trainers."

Another pause. Slaves do not interrupt mistresses, so Liz waited, feeling her heart slow down as she did.

Finally, "What do we do with a slave who doesn't respond to the program? We could keep her here for another cycle, keep up the training. That would probably work, but it doubles the cost of processing. We're basically a discount store. Double the cost ... yeah, no. What we do is, we find a buyer who wants someone like you. Even if they pay a little less, we still profit, and the bosses are happy with the bottom line."

She paused for long seconds.

"Do you know what you are, slave girl? I pay attention, 3349. I noticed that you're in charge here."

Excuse me?

"No, I'm not being funny. OK, maybe a little bit funny."

Another brief pause, then Blue continued, "I think you don't know you're doing it. I talked to the people you've dealt with since you were delivered here. First night, mouthfuck crew started on you. 5 minutes later, you were in charge of things. I watched the video. You figured out we record everything, right? You did it your way, and you did stuff that made them your fans, got two of them on your side. And that was on Horny Juice!"

"Marilee is your biggest admirer now. When you talk to the other slaves, you end up deciding what to talk about, who gets to speak. Slave, I know what you're doing, and you still made this little chat go where you wanted. Oh, stop looking so frightened! I already told you. I'm not looking for excuses to punish you. I won't punish you for being a leader. Just ... don't be too obvious about it when you take over your new master's life in 10 days."

At this, Liz unthinkingly spoke up: "10 days, Mistress?"

"The auction's in 10 days. I guess the 'make you lose track of time" part did work on you, didn't it, smart girl?"

I think I'm actually safe here ... in the slave wrangling foreman's office.

In a carefully quiet, submissive tone, she said, "Mistress, may I ask another question?"

A strong, warm, rough hand--four fingers held flat, not grasping her--reached out and pressed up on her chin, forcing her to make eye contact with Electric Blue Buzzcut Purple Mohawk. The contact was actually reassuring. She relaxed a little.

The smiling face asked, "What did I just say?" The smile wasn't malicious or even amused. It was friendly. "I said that you take over every conversation you're in, Liz."

The name "Liz" hit her like a lightning bolt. No one had called her by name since the judge's gavel banged and turned her into a slave. It had only been a few weeks, but names matter. To have this slave trainer, whose job it was to break her down and give her a new personality, call her "Liz" was exhilarating.

"My name is 'Katie'. You should definitely practice calling me "Mistress", though. That habit can save you a world of pain." The brown face with blue icing was still smiling.

"... thank you, Mistress."

"What's the question, Liz?"

She has to be doing that on purpose.

"My first day, the vet glued some things she called instruments on me and claimed to be using them to tailor a training plan for me, but we're a week from my auction, and you calling me in here is the closest thing I've had to customized training. She was lying, right? Bluffing? Trying to make us believe that Circle-Q knew everything about us and could read our minds and completely control our thinking? ... Mistress."

"Smart girl for sure."

She opened her mouth to ask another question, then closed it.

The smiling wrangler said, "Oh, just say it."

"Phil, Mikey, Nicky, Marilee... Katie. And never a last name. Those aren't your names. You're using handles. Eventually most of us slaves will be free, or at least a lot of us. It's a way to avoid retribution. We'd have no way to track you down in 5 or 10 years, not even knowing your names."

"My name is really Katherine. I didn't tell you my last name, though."

----------

Kenneled again that night, collarless and not chained in an awkward position because of her injuries, Liz found herself grinning, despite everything.

Marilee and Katie both. They treated me with respect! Yes, I'm a slave. Yes, I won't like a lot of stuff that happens for the next 4 years. They buy into the system, they work on enslaving people, but they respect me. It's weird, but it's what the world is like.

Ten days until the auction. Who buys me will decide everything. Maybe for years.

Maybe forever.

She had no idea how true that last thought was.

----------

Annie here.

You might be interested to know that Katie is an older character than Liz, at least in my notes. Once she started to be part of this giant mess of interlocking tales, I had to delay Katie's story until after Liz gets sold. It'll appear here eventually.

As far as I know, Carl Bradford invented the slave breakers (which I for some reason write as "slavebreakers").

Yoni massage fans might not agree with Antão's work here. What is only implied is, Marilee directed him about how to be careful of Liz's injury, meaning no penetration and avoiding too much friction on the labia.

Next up from me will be "Pranked", which is also a sequel to "Coffee With Blushes" featuring a different lead character. After that, "Liz Enslaved 03: Sold".

As always, I love feedback. In fact, one of the main reasons the Writing Group participates here is to get feedback. Please let me know what you think, either in the comments or the Feedback Forum.


Liz Enslaved 03: Sold

by Annie of the Writing Group

Author Note: this is the one with lots of kinky slave sex. Just so you know. It was pretty fun to write.

You could actually read and understand this without reading parts 1 and 2. You might enjoy it more in sequence, though.


Glass door in a glass wall. She saw her own reflection: naked, pale, heavily freckled even after weeks of never seeing the sun. Brownish hair, now falling below her shoulders. She looked very fit to herself, after weeks of physically demanding slave training. Silvery metal collar back around her neck, now that the burns had healed.

She was standing behind a slave trainer. Nora hadn't bothered to leash her--at this stage of training, she had proven her ability to "heel" correctly. She quickly looked down, meeting a free person's eyes could be punished.

She knew the sign above her head read "Slave Veterinarian." The wrangler she was following tapped the glass, then led her inside and said, "Present!" She stood, feet shoulder's length apart, hands open, palms facing forward, head down, back straight. One skill mastered.

A familiar voice said, "Thanks, Nora." Marilee paused as Nora left and closed the door behind her. Then she said, "Are you showing off for me, 3349? That was almost too perfect a Present stand." Liz could hear a bit of a laugh in the voice. The vet had told her, day one of slavery, that it was OK to look up in her presence, so she did, meeting the veterinarian's eyes. Liz could never decide if Marilee was 50 or 60. Somewhere in there, older than Maria and Luis, anyway. Brown skin, wavy black Native American-looking hair up under one of those medical paper caps, no makeup or nail polish, black eyes.

Liz thought, I never expected to find someone that old sexy.

Marilee waved a tablet at Liz, reading the slave chip implanted between her breasts, to automatically look up the veterinary records for slave 010-541-3349, 3349 for short.

"No, Mistress." Liz let just a trace of her own amusement leak into her own words. "I'm practicing. Who knows what my new owner will care about?" Marilee was one of two people in that entire slave training facility that Liz felt she could trust, at least enough to sometimes be open with her.

Crisply, Marilee said, "Up on the table, please."

Please?! She was a slave. You didn't say "please" to slaves, you gave them orders, especially when you worked for the slave broker.

As she climbed up, the slave vet continued, "I hear you're doing well in your classes, 3349--lie flat on the table--It has been a couple of days since I talked to you. How are you feeling?"

"Mistress, I have no more pain in my shoulders, not even a twinge. Thank you for treating me, and arranging for Slave Anthony's... services." Allowed to look Marilee in the face, she saw the smile. Neither of them would say it, but she knew that Anthony wouldn't have dared to give her that wonderful yoni massage unless specifically ordered. One of the basic rules of being a slave: no sex unless a master or mistress commanded it.

"The pruritis where I was burned is almost gone. May I speak openly for just a moment, Mistress?"

"Of course, 3349. And not just for a moment."

Katie told me the doc was my biggest admirer. Maybe she wasn't exaggerating so much.

"Mistress, that was one time I was actually grateful for being restrained at night. I don't think I could have resisted scratching, and I doubt I'd have healed this fast if I did." She smiled at the woman who had saved her life.

She continued, "My mouth is also pain-free. I have a scar on the inside of my lip, where it was cut. The dentist says that it will heal, but the process will take weeks or months."

"And your vaginal area, 3349?" Small smile. The veterinarian had presumably had reports from her vaginal sex teacher.

"Mistress, no pain or discomfort, I am very happy to say. The damage there was slight, and your... treatment... was effective." Marilee had applied slippery, warming ointment, internally and to her labia, to treat abrasion of her vagina. It had been pleasant and frustrating and extremely fun, in a weird way.

"Very good. I'm going to do a quick physical exam. This isn't just because of your injuries, it's your exit examination before your sale." The idea of being auctioned was still pretty scary, even though her rational side knew it was both inevitable, and quite possibly a good thing. All the wranglers who trained her had mentioned that, for most slaves, being owned was easier than being at Circle-Q Trading Post.

The exam itself was routine. Blood draw from the cephalic vein in her elbow. Blood pressure, pulse, listen to her heart and breathing sounds. This was the first time Marilee worked on her that she wasn't two of drugged, scared, and in terrible pain. The calm, gloved hands were reassuring and skilled.

"Your pulse is 57." The vet was making conversation, which she really shouldn't be doing. Slaves were not supposed to be treated as equals. Apparently Marilee was ignoring the rules today.

I'm seeing things from the wranglers' point of view, judging how they do their jobs. Katie was right, I am analyzing, studying them. She understood me, maybe better than I understood myself.

"That's very good, your cardiovascular health is excellent. And you aren't scared right now--your pulse on arrival here was 120, you were so terrified, and of course on ildeslafine."

"Let me confirm: your last dose of Ildeslafine was six days ago, correct? Before you were reintroduced to vaginal sex?" She had her tablet in hand again, taking notes on this session.

"Yes, Mistress."

"And how was that? Did you feel any unpleasant sensations? Difficulty in getting excited? Remember, I need the actual way you felt, not a pleasing lie." That was what Marilee had said to her after the attack.

"Mistress, I was apprehensive, as I'm sure you expected. Once I got the drug, of course, that changed my emotional state to desire and anticipation. The physical sensations were, as far as I can tell, exactly what they were when I had sex before the attack."

"And how are you today, 3349? You already answered about your vagina, but how are you emotionally? Can you, for instance, now have vaginal sex without that fear?"

"Yes, I believe so, mistress."

"As you understand, that's important to buyers! Speaking of, there's one more test I have to give you." The vet raised the gynecological stirrups attached to the foot of the exam table. "I'm sure you remember, I told you on your first day that I'd have to repeat the sexual response test when you weren't on Horny Juice. It's convenient to do it now, because we can't give any slave ildeslafine for the week before your auction. Buyers want to see your natural reactions, not false slave heat induced by medication." Marilee used the generic name of Horny Juice.

I think she enjoys the chance to talk to someone in technical-speak. She doesn't seem to have any assistants or other vets to talk to here.

Liz was--had been--a pharmacy technician, she could understand the medical jargon, especially about drugs.

While Liz thought, the vet had once more raised her legs in the the stirrups. No padded straps to hold them in place, though?

Marilee sure likes to molest female slaves. Although, actually, she seems to get a lot of satisfaction by giving us pleasure, doesn't she? I did lick her, but only after she pleasured me. I wonder if she's naked under that lab coat again.

"I won't devoice you, 3349, or bind you. I am relying on you to hold mostly still. Some squirming and thrusting and such is expected." Another smile. And then she leaned in and kissed Liz on the lips, standing beside the table so their mouths met at a right angle. Liz jerked, astonished. Within a second, she realized how good it felt. Nobody had passionately kissed her like this in months, not since... don't think about that now. Don't think at all. Feel how warm and soft those lips were, feel Marilee's left hand stroking her hair, feel a tongue not her own lick her lips, taste Marilee's cherry lip gloss. Feel her own breath whistling through her nose, as the kiss excited her. Feel!

Kiss back! Her fists clenched as she resisted the urge to caress Marilee, but Liz couldn't help gently sucking the older woman's lower lip, then extending her own tongue. The mouth over hers made gasping impossible as Marilee's right hand caressed her left boob, first grasping it, then stroking, approaching the nipple.

Marilee broke the kiss, leaving Liz's tongue protruding into air, moving over to kiss her right breast, continuing to caress the left. This time, Liz did gasp, loudly. The first time the vet had tied Liz down and stimulated her with hands and a vibrating dildo. This time she was using her mouth and it was glorious. Liz's own moaning filled her ears. Her nipples were so sensitized now, she could feel the breath from Marilee's nostrils and the hair on the vet's arms stimulate the scarlet twin peaks of Mount Liz.

Then Marilee moved further to get between Liz's legs and bent to kiss her mound. Unthinking, she whispered, "Please, Mistress. Please, please Marilee."

The doctor had just sucked Liz's outer labia into her mouth, and the sensation of her chuckling while doing that was indescribable and exciting and wondrous. Waves of feeling washed up from the sensitive lips into her belly, down to her thighs.

"3349, that was not nearly obsequious enough. I'm forced to punish you. I think orgasms are what you deserve."

Liz's eyes went wide open.

I totally forgot myself, and that's what she wanted. Katie said she was my biggest admirer. I never thought that could mean--

And then a soft tongue ran up and down her lower set of lips. For a time, she was just feeling, feeling tongue licking and lips sucking, feeling fingers grasping her butt. Writhing helplessly, even without being tied, staying still to please her mistress, her lover.

A smooth, wonderful finger penetrated her, sliding into her and caressing. The tongue was circling her pearl now, mostly not touching it, thrilling when it did.

Licking right over her most sensitive spot! She tipped over the edge and made wordless grunting noises, "Uh! Uh! Uh!" The finger was stroking her from inside, the tongue from outside. Her hips were bouncing up and down on the table, Marilee didn't stop licking and sucking, and Liz kicked right over into another orgasm, her voice rising in pitch, "Yes! Yes!" and the hands and the lips and the tongue slowed, and slowed, and held still, touching her inside and out but not doing anything, and she was gasping for air and her heart was pounding and she was grinning helplessly.

The slave vet stood back up from her crouch, (the feeling of her finger sliding out was exquisite and Liz squirmed!) stretched her back (face glistening), then said, "I think that's all the punishment I can dish out right now, Slave 3349. I hope you got the message."

She stepped closer to look Liz directly in the eyes and whispered, "And you pass the responsiveness test. With top marks."

"Thank you, Mistress." She almost breathing normally now.

She was too relaxed, not controlling her reactions. The vet said, "You think something is funny, don't you?"

Hell, I think I can trust this one.

"Mistress, may I speak openly again?"

"Of course. I mean, what's the worst that'll happen? I have to punish you some more?" She actually winked.

Wow. Flirting with me. I wish I had met her when I was free.

"Mistress, I figured out the sexual responsiveness tests aren't tests."

That got a surprised snort of laughter out of the vet. "Of course you did. Tell me." Marilee was lowering the leg supports now.

Challenging me, Marilee? 

"It's a way to start our conditioning, I mean, the first session is. Forcing orgasms while we're drugged, in highly submissive situations, like being in pretty serious bondage. Ildeslafine has a documented effect of making people suggestible. Well, female people."

"Very good, 3349. How about the second session?"

"We've spent weeks here being trained, conditioned and drugged and trained, to react strongly to sexual stimuli. When you do the undrugged half of the 'test', we'll react as strongly, or almost as strongly, as we did with a megadose of Horny Juice. Then you'll point out how naturally horny we are. It's part of the program to make people think of themselves as natural slaves."

"When you're free, when you go by Elizabeth Ryan again, come look us up. We might have a job for you. This is not something we usually talk about, but I was a slave here once myself."

She's trusting me, too.

"Mistress... I guessed." Marilee looked surprised again. "I'm a pharma student, and my best friend used--uses--ildeslafine." A pang passed through her. She missed Maria terribly. "I used to tease her about how her boobs don't droop because of the drug. Mistress, forgive me, but your own breasts are not drooping nearly as much as one would expect in a person so... experienced. They don't look silicone, either." Marilee was staring at her. "You could be a free citizen user of prescription ildeslafine, of course, but it would take megadoses to produce such dramatic, long-lasting changes to the Cooper's ligaments that support the breasts. Only slaves get that much."

A pause. Finally, the veterinarian spoke. "I am impressed, 3349. You mentioned before that you knew you received a megadose yourself. Did you deduce that?"

"Yes, Mistress, and Mistress Katie confirmed it for me."

"She told you her name? She doesn't usually do that. You must have impressed her as much as you did me." Liz didn't know how to answer that.

"3349, you are in excellent health. This means there won't be a delay in selling you."

I don't know if I like that or don't. From Marilee's expression, she's not sure how I'll react, and neither am I.

"I probably won't see you again after this. I am glad to have met you, and I wish you well." She smiled. "One more thing: clean us both up before you leave." She pulled a box of citrus wipes out of a cabinet and plopped them down on the counter. "Enjoy yourself as much as you want." She was smiling wider now, and she pulled her lab coat open, showing her non-saggy tits and her shaved crotch. Her nipples were hard, and her flushed, clearly excited labia were also glistening.

----------

For her next--and last-- slave class, Liz found herself lined up with 9 others, mostly women who hadn't been with her before, not familiar from the makeup, oral and anal and vaginal and manual sex, sexy dress, slave etiquette, and other classes.

Mistress Nora was smiling when Liz and her fellow slaves entered the sex-training room. Liz immediately lowered her eyes, but she saw something behind Nora that made her desperately want to look up.

There were men in the room! Naked men with collars. Male slaves. They were kneeling on the benches behind Nora. Two other slave wranglers were in the room, both men, standing behind the kneeling studs.

Why did I think "stud"? Oh, right, Indenture. Also, Maria likes that word.

Another pang.

It took the girls a little longer than usual to get lined up and kneeling in front of the slave wranglers. Liz found that she could actually smell a difference in the air, a masculine musk. Or was that just her imagination? The wrangler who had led them here, Phil, followed them in (she could hear his shoes, so different from the sounds of barefoot slaves) and shut the door.

Nora spoke in a loud voice. "Slave girls, these men are from the Circle-Q training facility for male slaves. They are the ones selected as best by the wranglers there, and you are their rewards." She paused for a long moment, then said in a bright, happy, tone "And they are your rewards! You are the best girls in this slave coffle, picked by your teachers."

Another pause. "This is a final sex class before you're sold. It's your chance to fuck the most skilled studs and bitches Circle-Q turns out!

"Before the actual fucking, though, you'll be practicing bondage. None of you girls have tied up men. We'll walk you through the differences. That's why there are so many teachers in this room, so we can teach you what you need. After lunch, fucking." Nora actually chuckled. Most of the wranglers were being less formal with the slaves in this last week before the auction, acting more human.

This kind of makes sense. I've had plenty of fucking and sucking with male wranglers in the past month, but there's no way they're going to have slaves practice tying up wranglers, and I only saw a couple of male slaves until today. They couldn't let us all practice on just Rob and Anthony, even if those two didn't have jobs.

"Rule number one! Nobody comes before lunch. If your partner has an orgasm, both of you get punished. Don't feel bad, slaves. The orgasms after lunch will be great!"

A morning of edging. I'm lucky. Because my first appointment was with Marilee, I just had two very, very satisfying orgasms. This might be exactly right for me. I'm sorry for the girls who had makeup or something before this, though. Did Marilee do that for me on purpose? And I'll never get to thank her.

----------

This is the place where Nicky attacked me. I don't know why I'm not more traumatized. I'm not freaking out at all.

Master Phil was coaching her. "You can't just repeat the same thing for an hour. When you're teasing a man, you need to vary the pace, change things up, take little pauses. The one thing that'll kill his erection and his interest is you getting boring." He was right, of course.

The man she was tormenting didn't seem that appreciative. Slave 1702 was a Black man, maybe 20 years old. It was oddly hard to tell a man's age when every hair on his body, from top of head to his toes, had been shaved off. Including eyebrows. Taller than Liz, but under six feet. Very dark skin, black eyes, full lips, a big cleft chin, the bone of his skull jutting out where his eyebrows used to be. Heavy build--not bodybuilder muscles, but big and not fat, broad shoulders. Aside from whole-body baldness, he looked like a stereotypical Black porn star, except for the average-size penis. He was very attractive, very naked (just a collar, like her), and very helpless.

Given a chance to freely play with the equipment that had been used on her for weeks, Liz had decided to show off a little. She wasn't an expert, but she hadn't come to Circle-Q as a bondage virgin, either. Fastened to one of the special bondage tables this room was furnished with, 1702's arms were webbed up, folded against his chest, by two colors of rope, blue and red, not quite traditional Shibari-style, but attractive and holding him very, very still. She had chosen to frogtie his legs, ankle to thigh, and then use a spreader bar between his knees to keep his legs separated to just the very edge of being uncomfortable. His mouth was filled with an inflatable gag, the kind she had worn herself the day before. She hadn't pumped it up hard... yet. She had blindfolded him, too, so she could surprise him with what she did to keep him interested, because she had known about changing things up before Phil explained it to her.

The slave girls had been instructed to keep the men heated up, but not let them come, for a full hour. Then the tables would be turned.

When this started, she had thought, Does that motivate me to make the edging more extreme, to see what this guy can do? Or take pity and hope that he'll do the same?

In fact, she was being as extreme as she knew how. It was fun! And she was curious to see what the star of the male slave school was capable of.

That's a long enough pause. 

She had left him without touch for a minute or so, but his erection was now showing signs of deflating a bit. She gently ran lubed fingers over the head, once, twice--and then nothing again! She could see the very erect dick bounce with every heartbeat, it was suddenly so rigid. With the rubber gag in his mouth, his panting was making his breath hiss through his nose. She leaned over to kiss his distended lips, upper and then lower lip, stretched out by the air-filled rubber bladder in his mouth. Licked around the reddish circle of his mouth, watching as he tried to thrash around and couldn't because of her skill with rope. Smiling, she put her hands on his cheeks, firmly holding his head in place as she kissed him again.



His dick, brushing against her hip as she leaned over him, was hard and hot and ready... and he had at least an hour and a half, probably more, before the wranglers would permit any of them to come.

Time to pause again. I have no reason to hurry.

She picked up the wooden paddle.

----------

Mistress Nora raised her voice. "OK, Boys and Girls, your break is over. Time for the girls to find out how much their partners liked what they did."

This might get... strenuous. I put 1702 through a lot. She was smiling, she realized. Apparently, I'm not afraid. Pretty different from when Phil unloaded me from that damned truck.

Phil started things back up. "OK, now it's boys-tie-the-girls time! Girls, you will obey your partners! Boys, for once we won't be telling you exactly what to do! Restrain the girl who did you before, however you want, and tease her as much as you can--drive her crazy! Just don't let her come, or both get punished. You can use any bondage equipment and any sex toys in this room."

Hey! I wasn't allowed to use sex toys! A cock ring would have made that even more intense! 

She wasn't really upset. It had been so much fun to torment the man, she didn't think a toy would have added much.

1702 spoke to her for the first time. "Up on the table, bitch."

Bitch? Oooh, is studly here angry at widdle old me?

She didn't have to call a slave "Master." So she didn't. She silently climbed onto the table and looked to the stud for more instructions. He was over grabbing stuff off the wall racks. She smiled a little at the redness of his ass, not so visible through his dark skin. Rope, check. Penis gag, check. Elbow binder? Check? That one made her nervous.

As 1702 got to the binding bench, Nora intercepted him. "1702, Slave 3349 is recovering from an injury to her shoulders. Don't bind her hands behind her back, and don't do anything aggressive to her neck. No tying her hair to her feet behind her, say. At least, not today."

Marilee warned the wranglers. And I still can't thank her.

"Yes, Mistress." He turned back to Liz. "On your belly, then bend your knees and hold your ankles in your hands, bitch."

Apparently he just likes calling women bitches. Or maybe he's mad about my spending an hour torturing him. I guess that's possible.

She obeyed, of course. An hour of tormenting this gorgeous man (and hearing him and the other 9 grunting and moaning) had gotten her very stimulated even before he began. She wasn't trying to slow him down. She wanted to see what he could do.

Soft half-inch rope connected each ankle to its same-side wrist. You could call that a "split hogtie" or a type of frogtie. He rolled her onto her side, then stepped behind her and stuffed the penis gag into her mouth, buckling the strap behind her head. A hood was pulled down over her whole head, leaving holes for nose and mouth. There were thick pads covering both eyes and ears, leaving her totally blind. It smelled strongly of rubber. The room went from noisy to nearly silent.

Then he rolled her right onto her back! There was a moment of fear, because she was blind and couldn't see where the edge of the bench was, but she didn't fall.

More bondage now, knees bound to the sides of the bench with what felt like the same half-inch rope. Finally, he lifted her head for a moment, then a pull on it, toward the top of the bench. She couldn't move her head! There must be a d-ring on the top of the hood, and now it was tied to one of the attachment points of the bench. Even when tied by the wranglers, she had never been quite this helpless. And he had done it with one coil of rope and a hood.

Nice!

Her knees were spread wide, wider than she could have managed before being enslaved.

No, don't think about that now!

Didn't even hurt, she was far more flexible.

Maria will be impressed. Don't think about her right now either!

The fact that her pussy was extremely exposed was making her even more hot. "Hot and juicy" was how the slave wranglers said it. She was sure drops of her fluids were visible to anyone who looked, now.

Tongue licking her right tit! Fingers followed, caressing. Tongue and fingers alternated, starting at the edges of her breast, taking their time, circling always in toward the center. Finally reaching the areola, circling, circling to touch the nipple. Lips, drawing in the nipple, sucking, pleasing. She could hear herself breathing loudly, desperately sucking on the plastic cock in her mouth...

INTENSE PAIN IN HER NIPPLE.

He had put a clamp on her. She recognized the feeling, as she screamed into the gag. The surprise was total and her climb to orgasm was over. Panting, still very, very simulated, but nowhere near coming.

Then he started on the left boob.

Sweat was drying on her skin as he worked. He repeated the stimulation, almost exactly what he had done on the other side. The first time had been all about surprising her, and it had been astonishing. This time, he seemed to be enjoying putting her in suspense. She knew what he was going to do... and could do nothing about it. At all. With her legs and arms and head tethered, all she could do was anticipate and fear, and admire his work.

When he finally applied the clamp to her left nipple, she didn't shriek again. She moaned, she groaned, and part of her wished she could applaud. He was so good at this!

Now, he finally touched her pussy. She felt she sharp sting and faintly heard a "slap!" sound. It felt as if he was using a flogger, a short handle with many soft tails coming off it. The perfect thing to whip a pussy with. It hurt, and she was again taken totally by surprise. She screamed again, trying and failing to writhe in agony.

Then a long pause. Then another stroke.

He kept it up, varying the wait between the strokes she couldn't see coming, so she was surprised every time.

Until one time, instead of a stroke from the flogger, she got a stroke from his fingers. She was so sensitive now that it felt like the most sensual, sexual thing ever. She was trying to writhe now for a totally different reason. After a few more caresses, she was making new sounds, pleading, begging.

Then another flogger stroke. Another. Then a caress. Then... a finger penetrated her so-sensitive labia, doing the "come here" gesture, stroking the top of her vagina, stimulating the g-spot.

Then nothing.

Then a flogger blow. Then pain on her chest, below her left breast. Another clamp! And another below that, and another, until there was a row of them from her nipple to the middle of her belly, radiating pain into her, patches of skin burning as if lit cigarettes were pressed into them. Clothespins, pinching her flesh!

And then he made a row on the right side of her, starting with the one on her nipple.

Liz knew what was coming, as he did something that made each of the points of agony rock back and forth, one at a time.

A pause. Then hands behind her head. Unzipping the hood, rolling up the bottom. Unbuckling the gag. Pulling it out of her mouth. And she was afraid, for the first time in what had to be almost an hour, because...

YANK! All the clamps on her left side were pulled off, one-after-another-after-another, all in a fraction of a second. It was like an explosion, pain blasting through her.

She screamed, loudly and uncontrolled and agonized.

Then he did it again to her right side. And she shrieked, not as loud because she was out of breath, but as loud as she could.

At least she could breathe through her mouth now, as she recovered.

Hands removing the hood.

Looking up as her eyes were uncovered, to see 1702 leaning over her, looking at her face, looking pretty pleased with himself.

And she smiled, still recovering from what he had done. Now she could raise her head and look down at her own body, seeing the marks from where the clothespins had been yanked off her by a cord that connected them. It was called a "zipper." The mark looked like one. It had been amazingly painful. It was also one of the most harmless ways to cause pain.

Nora's voice, "Time! Good girls, and good boys! Everyone did great. That's why you're our Top Twenty new slaves for the block tomorrow!"

Phil, "OK, let's get the girls loose, and we can hose you all down and give you your lunch. After lunch, fucking. I'll bet you're ready!"

Looking over at Phil (keeping her eyes from his face)... did he have a hard-on? He probably wasn't going to interrupt this particular class to fuck a slave. He might have to wait a couple of hours, himself.

She didn't sympathize that much.

1702 was already untying her knees from the table. It felt good to not be that spread, after an hour. It only took him a couple of minutes to loose her.

The slaves in the room were talking quietly. This late in the training cycle, wranglers weren't as strict as the first week, you could talk as long as you completed your tasks.

So Liz said, "That was amazing. I mean it. I don't say I liked all of it, but I sure admired it."

He laughed. "Beat me to it, bitch. I was gonna say something like that."

Maybe he uses "bitch" as an endearment?

"Thanks. I really hope they keep us partnered for the actual fucking. If you're half as good at that as you are at teasing..." She was so, so turned on. Two hours of teasing practice had revved her right back up, despite the wonderful orgasms just this morning.

I think I'm proof that lots of Horny Juice increases the "resting" sex drive.

"Twice as good," answered 1702. "If they let me, I'll show you."

"Sounds good." It sounded really good. "But if you keep calling me 'bitch', and I get the chance, you're going to be feeling my strapon up your butthole, oh two."

"Don't mean nuthin', forty-niner. Juss' how I talk. I was rankin' on you, you'd know it, mama!"

"OK, don't mean nuthin', but I think you're trying to get me riled up, so you can feel that big rubber dick in you, brother." The slave student "culture" made that a joke, they both laughed.

"Oh, yeah--thanks for leaving my shoulders alone." She didn't know if it would have hurt, but she would definitely have been really scared.

Huh. I wasn't scared by this stranger tying me up and inflicting pain and lust on me, but bending my arms back scared me?

"Bi--um, mama, I might hurt you, but not, y'know, hurt you." She did know what he meant.

"Hey, oh two. You really did a great job on me, and didn't leave a mark that'll last an hour. I think I can trust you. Would you grab my wrists and bend my arms back, slowly, and stop if I say it hurts? I don't... I don't know how far I can bend, and I'm supposed to be auctioned off tomorrow. I... this is weird. I trust you more than some rando to test my limits. You sure tested some today."

"Long speech, mama. Sure can. Turn 'round."

They paused on their way to the "showers" (drains in the floor where they could hose each other off), and 1702 stepped behind her, gripped each of her wrists, where they rested by her hips, then gently pulled back.

He's being very careful.

Her muscles relaxed as he easily pulled back, then up as her arms rotated around her shoulders, until they were almost parallel to the floor, without bending her over at her waist at all. He stopped, clearly afraid to push too far.

She said "Thanks!" and he let go, carefully lowering her hands first so she wouldn't feel a sudden jerk.

Nora's voice: "What are you doing, 1702?"

Immediately, Liz spoke up, "Mistress, I asked Slave 1702 to help me stretch out my shoulders. I was stiff after being motionless for so long. I feel much better now."

Pause. Since she hadn't been ordered to kneel, Liz made a point of doing a cross-body shoulder stretch, one of the stretches the slaves were taught to increase their flexibility. Nora finally said, "Very well. Get clean." and walked off.

"Thanks, mama. Don't need troubles on my last day."

"Hey, just truth. I was scared about flexing the shoulders, but you helped me out. They seem to work now."

"So how'd you get hurt?" They were now third in line for the hose, behind two other slave pairs.

That wasn't a story to tell here and now. "Shock collar. Muscles spasmed hard enough to need healing time. The vet here did a great job helping me."

"Weeeooo! Shocked hard enough to see the vet? You did not make someone happy."

"Nah. He's one person I won't miss when I do get sold. OK, there aren't many people here I'll miss." They were next in line now. Slaves didn't get the luxury of long, warm, luxurious showers. It was a hose of icy water. Liz thought Circle-Q chilled it. They would rinse each other down.

Suddenly Phil was screaming angrily behind her! "3021! Get your hand off that pussy NOW!" 3021 was a slave she didn't know. They both automatically turned to look, keeping their eyes down to avoid offending the slave wranglers.

3021 had pale skin, a few freckles but not as many as Liz, was shorter and more voluptuous. And she was terrified, eyes wide, as Master Phil loomed in front of her. "You know better! You only play with yourself when you are commanded! Mistress Nora specifically told you, no orgasms before lunch! And now I find you fingering yourself!" 3021 was cringing.

Liz found herself being a little afraid, even though she had done nothing wrong.

Oh, yeah. It was Phil who gave me my first punishment shock, in my first minute here at Circle-Q Trading Post.

Deep breath. Hold it. Let it out slowly. Her heart slowed, too.

Thanks, Kondo-Sensei. Her Aikido teacher had taught her that one.

The redhead wailed, "I'm sorry, Master! I'm sorry!" There really weren't any good excuses. She had forgotten herself and let her hand drift down below her waist. It happened.

Nora was there now. "1632! Bind her elbows behind her back, then tie her, ankles apart, on this bench, so she can't rub her legs together." Having slaves tie each other was standard practice at slave school. Nora turned around. "The rest of you in line, finish washing! We aren't letting this poor excuse for obedience slow the rest of you down." Reminded, Liz and her partner hosed each other off, then returned to "their" assigned bench. As usual, Liz was all goosebumps and on the verge of shivering after the slave shower.

3021 was now tied as directed. Nora personally rubbed some tiger balm--strong hot pepper ointment--on her vulva. Across the room, Liz could hear the slave's breath catch and then hiss. That hurt, and it wouldn't help her come, either. It would keep her stimulated, but unable to satisfy herself, for a long time.

Stripping off the rubber glove, Nora said, "Lunch is served, except for 3021 who gets nothing. You good boys and good girls get a special treat, though!" Slaves came into the room with trays of... steaming bowls? Actual hot food? During training, the slaves had eaten nothing but slave chow--a tasteless, hard kibble--and lukewarm tap water. Nothing hot or even warm (or cold), not even a cup of coffee, since their indentures. One of the more common minor punishments for slaves was to be servants for wrangler meals, and have to see and smell and carry real food they weren't allowed even a morsel of. Tiny hard candies, the size of a pea, were prized rewards. This smelled like... tomato. Tomato soup!

A bowl for her! And a spoon! She hadn't used cutlery for weeks. It felt like a lifetime.

"Thank you, Mistress!" Liz was the first to call that out, but a very sincere and uncoordinated chorus sang that song for a few seconds.

When the singers were finally silent, Nora said, "You have earned this, good girls and good boys. Try not to eat too fast, enjoy it."

It probably wasn't the best tomato soup ever, but after weeks of almost no tastes at all, it was the best meal she could remember.

She was trying to decide whether to lick the tiny traces that were sticking to the bowl, feeling warm again from the warmth in her stomach, when they were ordered to stack the bowls on the trays and get ready for the second half of their reward.

Phil: "Remember, this is a reward for all of you, not just a class. I hope you enjoyed the lunch."

Enthusiastic calls of "Yes, Master!" rang out.

Pretty cheap way to get us all grateful, some canned soup, but I can't complain.

"Now you'll reward each other. We--your mistresses and masters--aren't going to give you exact instructions. I know you're used to that, but you are our best boys and girls, and your new masters will want you to be creative and think about how to please them. This is your chance to practice that."

Huh. Respecting me again, in a Quarry's-management way. Circle-Q is smart enough to recognize that slaves are humans, not interchangeable parts, even if they can't actually say that while they brainwash us.

Nora took over. "We have confidence in you... except 3021, who will only get to watch. I hope she learns from this, because her new master may be less merciful, starting tomorrow."

Two hours of edging in the morning, then bound and forced to watch people fuck in the afternoon. Ouch.

She went on, "You can use any of the toys here, including bondage stuff, on each other. Remember, this is to be fun for everyone! We want 19 smiles on your faces when we're done here! That's your only order for the next 90 minutes: please each other! Get started!"

1702 met her eyes and they both smiled broadly. They clearly "clicked" together, they were both very ready. This was going to be fun.

He spoke first. "So, mama, do you want me tied up when you ream me out with that rubber dick?" He was smiling, but... not joking?

"Do you need help holding still, my friend?" She could feel her face shift, from friendly smile of anticipation to predatory. Liz had always had a tendency to be in charge sexually (and other times). Even in slave school, she had enjoyed topping the other girls in class. To dominate this strong, trustworthy, inventive, beautiful man...

Katie was right about me, again. I like to be in charge.

He smiled shyly. "Maybe you could make me squirm, mama. I know you can. I won't run away."

"Get up on the table, on your belly! Wait for me!" She trotted over to pick out a strapon and some other stuff from the cabinets.

She started by tying a rope harness onto him.

"Forty-niner, you think I can't stay put?" Was he offended, did he think she didn't trust him?

"Nah, I know you can. I just like tying you up, gorgeous." He laughed a little at the nickname.

"'Ight then. You slick. Way that feels is somethin'. I'm lying on a chubby now." She could feel tension in his shoulders as she finished the harness. He was really excited by this. Of course, both of them were super horny after being teased and teasing all morning.

How horny would I be if Marilee didn't take the edge off already?

She was stroking and caressing him as part of the tying, of course. It would be a waste not to use every chance to heat him up.

"A chubby? Can't have that. I'll take care of your chubby for you in a minute." Liz was pretty strong, and almost as tall as 1702. She was able to slide him by his ankles until his legs (and dick) hung off the bench, still face down, then tied his ankles to the legs of the bench. The sex benches (she had stopped thinking of them as "rape benches" some time in the last couple of weeks) were adjustable. She lowered this one to exactly the right height for her to line up the strapon with his anus.

I wish I knew his name.

Put on her own harness, with a #2 dildo in it. #2's were about like an average guy--about like 1702's own penis. She had picked out a black dick, just to enjoy seeing one on herself before (she was sure) a black dick penetrated her. She had never assfucked a boy before, and she didn't want to hurt him. She'd try this first, see his reaction, and decide whether to go bigger. This harness had a panel that would press a foam rubber pad onto her vulva when she thrust, stimulating Liz and oh two at the same time.



Step to the side and kneel. Grasp that cute dark-brown sausage, gently stroking head to root with her fingers and thumb, then cupping his balls and squeezing with exquisite care, trying not to cause pain. The balls were actually larger than most men's, not matching his dick, but the whole package worked. He was very beautiful. She leaned forward and licked the head of his dick. He had been hard before, now he was rigid and (as he predicted) squirming.

Stand up, grab the lube. Load up the syringe, and lube the outside of it. Caress butthole with lubed finger, then slowly, teasingly insert the syringe and squirt in a full load of the slippery goo. Line up the dildo. Lean forward as slowly as she possibly could, taking his ass in one long, very slow, very commanding motion. Hearing his gasp as the head of the dildo pushed past the sphincter, hearing him breathe through clenched teeth. (She could recognize the sound. She had done it often enough herself lately.) She patted his butt, then pulled out just as slowly, hearing his breathing change as he felt the suction, the pulling on his sensitive rectum, the pressure on his prostate gland changing.

Before her next thrust, she squirted a little more lube on the rubber dong. As she started it, she reached around to grab his ballsack with her right hand, caressing his stones, feeling him almost vibrating with stimulation.

He won't last long like this. I'm glad, he's been waiting hours to come.

Standing up like this, she could see other slave couples enjoying themselves. She and oh two were alone in using bondage. One couple was fucking doggy-style. She saw a woman riding a man's face, a man caressing and licking a woman's boobs, another woman deep-throating her partner. One woman was spanking her man.

Two of the pairs... they had decided to have a little orgy. The Black woman had both men fucking her, mouth and pussy, while the White woman used a strapon like Liz's to fuck one of the men.

I guess oh two and I like the bondage more than most slaves. I liked it before I was a slave, not surprising I still do.

After two hyper-slow strokes, she sped up a little, humping away, and moved her hand to lightly wrap his shaft. Very lightly, not enough friction to come right away. The rhythmic pressure from the foam pad on her sensitive bits felt good. She wasn't going to come from it, but she was certainly enjoying!

I want him to come fast, but he should enjoy this for a little while first.

The left hand gently scratched his back, between the ropes of his harness. He should know she was on his side, that she liked him, that this would end in his pleasure. This was no longer about teasing and torturing, only pacing his joy.

Because she wasn't teasing, she sped up again after only a couple of minutes, and squeezed harder with her hand, letting him hump it at his own speed, signaling, "It's OK to come now. Enjoy yourself!" The dildo started to make little sucking sounds in his ass when she pulled out, closer together as she kept speeding up her thrusts.

He matched her speed, meaning he was humping very fast, meaning he couldn't possibly hold back for long. Liz gradually tightened her grip, giving him the strong sensation that would help him come and make it intense. It was only seconds before he grunted, and begin frantically fucking her palm at top speed. She held still, letting his own hips drive the fake dong in and out of his ass while he drove his very real, warm, hard penis in and out of her lubed hand. He was still grunting and his penis was throbbing and come was squirting onto her hand and the floor.

She just held the position, arm wrapped around him and holding his member, for a few seconds after he finished coming and stopped moving. When she thought he was breathing more normally, she straightened up and slowly pulled her pelvis back, withdrawing the rubber dong from his rectum. Liz knelt down to untie his legs.

I sure don't want his muscles to get stiff when he's about to fuck me!

He pivoted as she stood up and grabbed her in a bear hug. His limp, wet dick was rubbing against her bare belly as he squeezed her hard. Her rubber one was between his legs.

They weren't saying any words. His message could not have been clearer if it was inscribed on stone tablets.

Mistress Nora was speaking from a step away! Both almost jumping out of their skins as they heard, "Very cute, you two. Good girl! Good boy!" She was laughing at their reaction, not cruelly, just having a good time.

Not looking at her face, Liz noticed a pair of naked, hairless legs behind her, to her left. Male legs?

"1632 here was left without a partner. He deserves his reward! We asked him who, out of all the slaves in this room, he wanted to be pleased by, and he picked you, 3349."

Why? I'm not beautiful. I guess he liked what I did with Oh Two. Maybe all three of us like bondage a lot?

"Mistress, I'm flattered. On this last day, may I ask for a favor, Mistress?" She was remembering that Nora had come over to protect her before, when she thought 1702 was going to hurt her. This was as safe a time as any to ask for a favor.

"You may ask, 3349."

Good answer, Nora. No promises there.

"Mistress, may I have both 1632 and 1702 at once? I am feeling... Mistress, I would like to please 1702, and I would hate to leave 1632 unsatisfied today." She was looking at the floor, having automatically knelt while asking for a favor from a wrangler.

She could hear the smile in Nora's voice. "You've pleased 1702 very much already, but I am impressed by your slave heat, 3349. I see no reason to deny you, or 1702. You asked if you could have them, but I might just be giving you to them, girl." She stepped back as Liz thought about that.

Do they have me now? That might be fun, actually.

She stayed in her kneel, waiting for the men to take the initiative.

The legs walked up in front of her. White man legs. A voice with a distinct Boston accent said, "Up on the table, fawty-nine. You asked for two guys. You got the two best girl-pleasuhs in ahr coffle. Smaht girl." He sounded very happy and very proud. Liz was feeling lucky more than smart. If he was as good as oh two... that could be something.

She kept her head down, but raised her eyes. He was indeed White, older than Liz, probably early 30s. He had a very attractive shock of brownish hair. Dark eyes, could be brown or black, the harsh lighting made it hard to tell. No beard, pit hair, or pubes. Circle-Q didn't allow male slaves those. Still had his eyebrows and thin chest hair, though. Slim, just a hint of muscles showing on his chest, and (she couldn't help noticing) nearly perfect skin--a couple of freckles, but no scars, no moles, no pimples. And his prick was standing up and begging. Thinking that suddenly put a picture in her mind of a terrier, rearing back on its hind legs and asking for a treat.

She smiled slightly, holding back a laugh.

"Like the look, Freckles?" Well, that was a nickname she hadn't had since 6'th grade. Didn't bother her then, or now. She did have freckles. He was pushing things with the wranglers, though--they had been very strict about slaves not having nicknames, let alone names. This was the next-to-last day before the auction, apparently they could get away with things.

"I do. I really, really do. Your little friend there..." she was looking directly at his groin .." looks very tasty."

Oh, yeah, I can do whatever I want to please him.

She reached out with her right hand and gently stroked the shaft with her finger, then leaned forward, opening her mouth.

And he stepped back. Startled, she looked up at those dark eyes. He was smiling. "You have to earn a taste, Freckles. Let's see you show off your moves for us."

OK, he wanted to be in control. He didn't realize he was taking his cue from her deliberately being passive, holding the kneel, bowing her head. Her smile broadened, as for once she didn't try to conceal her feelings--because everyone (including herself) wanted her to feel this way. To feel wanton, to feel attractive, to be desiring and desired, to enjoy.

She rose and stripped off the strapon harness, then tossed it under the bench.

All the slaves had been trained in erotic dance, of course. It had been fun for Liz. It reminded her of the martial arts classes she had taken, especially of aikido katas. Now she could show off.

There was no music, but she could remember it, play it in her head. She did that so-many-times-practiced first step of the dance, dropping smoothly to her knees, dropping her eyes and firming up into another perfect Present kneel, thinking of Marilee's joking compliment that morning, facing 1632 and two steps away. As the music in her mind went louder, the drum beating a rhythm, she bent to touch her forehead to an imaginary master's foot, mimed a kiss, then did a forward roll that took her directly in front of thirty-two, using the momentum of the somersault to rise smoothly to her feet and kiss his surprised face, then pivoted and began a series of spin-step-spin moves in time with her imaginary score that took her toward the smiling 1702, her hair (which had not been cut for four weeks and was the longest it had ever been) flying out behind her, finishing by dropping to the ground, sideways to the man, rolling twice to finish just in front of him, lying on her left side displaying her crotch directly at him, right leg raised straight up in the air to show him her goodies as blatantly as possible. This was a slave dance, subtlety not required.

The imaginary music paused, then began again slower, as her right foot reached out to caress 1702's penis with her bare toes, feeling it hardening. After a few seconds of that, she rolled and pivoted onto her back, then raised her lower body into a shoulder stand, weight on her shoulders and her neck (and no pain!), lifting her body vertical, legs open, showing her butt to the Black man and her pussy to the White one on the other side, who she could see from this position was also smiling now. And hold...

And both of them were walking toward her, as she also smiled. Behind 1632 she could see Master Phil. He was beaming.

"You look good like that, forty-niner," said oh two. Without saying anything to each other, the two men each grabbed a leg, hooked her knees over their shoulders, and lifted her off the ground, still head down, hair dangling below her.

Then they carried her over to the suspension rig.

---------

A rope harness around her torso held her body horizontal, four or five feet off the ground. The height was perfect for the two men to reach all of her without bending down. More ropes wrapped her arms, not binding her wrists but webbing her from shoulder past the elbow. Those were tied off to the frame, keeping the limbs at a precise 45 degree angle from her shoulders, out of the men's way. Her legs were tied to the top of the frame, keeping them above her body. More ropes snugly wrapped her torso, supporting her in mid-air It was inescapable, irresistible, and utterly comfortable. No part of her had too much weight on it to make the ropes dig in, all of her was supported. She couldn't see it any more, but she knew the ropes were suspended from pulleys, so they could move her up or down easily.

The cords binding her small breasts had required real skill. Her tits didn't stick out enough to hold rope directly, but thirty-two had placed thinner cord, like clothesline, around her chest, framing her tits in a way that made them stand out and even held blood inside them, making them swell. Of course, her excitement was also making the nipples stand up. Her head hung back, unsupported, between her upraised arms.

I was proud of the ropework I did on oh two, but this is amazing.

The hood was back on her head, so all she could smell was rubber, all she could see was darkness, and what she mostly heard was her own blood rushing through her head, her heartbeat fast.

I'm so turned on!

With sight, hearing, and smell blocked, she was made of touch. It was incredibly intense when fingers stroked down her leg, jumping over the bands of rope that circled it. Other fingers stroked her arms the same way, the two men working together to start her off slow.

Of course, she couldn't see. Maybe it wasn't oh two and thirty-two. Maybe it was two other men, or four men. Maybe every man in the room was lining up to play with her! The fantasy excited her even more.

She was squirming even before the fingers moved to more sensitive skin, caressing a breast, her butt, the delicate skin behind each of her knees. Four hands could touch so many wonderful places. Both boobs at once, her belly, then scratching gently at her scalp while other hands now stroked her shaved thighs, then moved up and toward the place where they joined. She was making noises now. With her locked senses unable to warn her, every new touch was a wonderful surprise.

Hands grasped and lifted her head, controlling it completely, positioning her face. Lips! Kissing her cheek, then her own lips, then her neck. She was moaning now, not trying at all to conceal her excitement. More lips! Kissing her, first her navel, then licking down to her mound, just barely touching the clit before moving to the labia. The first set of lips came to her mouth, then he penetrated it with a tongue. A tongue entered her below, too, as she tried to make more sounds, muffled by the man kissing her mouth, holding her head exactly where he wanted.

Tongues and lips withdrew. Hands released her head. She whined her disappointment.

She felt herself rocking a little in the rope cradle the men had built for her, then descending. She couldn't be sure how far she was lowered, still blinded. There was a little jolt as she stopped.

A firm, warm, man-tasting member gently touched her mouth. She instantly opened her lips, sucking hungrily at it, feeling the hard-cored soft-skinned rod push into her mouth, not fast but steadily and without hesitating at all. She had tasted oh two before. This was the other slave. His hands on her cheeks held her in place as he thrust, slowly and shallowly at first, then deeper, but still without haste.

A hand caressed her vulva, gently stroking the hairless skin, sliding in the saliva from before, mixed with her own natural lubrication. The finger carefully slipped between her labia, then out, then stroking the inner lips as well, then on into the vagina, finding it slippery. The digit pulled back, and a warmer, wider, meatier rod of flesh pressed gently at her, sliding in easily as she moaned around the other penis.

The rope net made her so totally helpless, but gave her the freedom to react, to please the men. She writhed, her hips rocking to increase the sensation for the man in her pussy, and for herself. Meanwhile, 1632 had repositioned her head, leaning it back and down so her mouth aligned with the line of her throat. She knew: this was the perfect angle for her to deep-throat a man. He took advantage of it, slowly leaning forward, pushing himself to the back of her throat, then gently pressing against it. He couldn't possibly see a smile on her face, her mouth wrapped around the shaft of his penis and most of her face covered with rubber, but she was proud and happy to show off, as she swallowed the head and the little pole kept entering her throat. Oh two was holding still, penis now fully inside her, waiting for his partner to finish his ultra-slow entry into Liz's gullet.

Once both dicks were fully inside her, the two began to fuck her, staying in perfect rhythm with each other, slow enough to excite her (and themselves) but not finish. They were trained sex slaves: the men kept it up for minutes and minutes, only slowly increasing speed. They couldn't increase depth, they were fully inside on every stroke. Liz was drooling helplessly, her head back and one prick pressed against her neck from the inside. The other one filled her cunt. She was moaning and grunting and squirming and wriggling and enjoying it so, so much.

After a time Liz didn't try to measure, but it felt long, hands began to stroke her again, her boobs, her butt, then her crotch. Finally, finally the strokes sped up and the hands caressed faster and more intimately--nipples, labia, brushing her clitoris--and then just as she reached the peak pinching both nipples and her clit! She shrieked! Most of the sound was muffled by the warm meat filling her throat, but the vibrations triggered 1632's orgasm. He rammed his hips forward, slamming his shaved crotch into her lips, and she felt the pulsations with her tongue and cheeks, and with her throat as he came down it. She frantically swallowed, deliberately using her throat muscles to milk the shaft, unconsciously trying to reach out and touch the man with her bound hands, unable to budge her arms.

1702 started to come just as 1632 was finishing. Liz was too exhausted to come again, but she enjoyed feeling oh two's thrusts and his squirts and his freezing, motionless for long seconds, pushing his hips far forward to hold his stiff prick deep in her. She had always taken joy in her lovers' pleasure, and that had only been encouraged by her slave training.

Then two softening dicks pulled out of her, and she felt hands unzipping the hood, then pulling it off. She struggled for a few seconds to open her eyes in the bright light, after so long in the rubbery darkness. Thirty-two was leaning over her, smiling. She looked around as her vision cleared. Oh two was down between her legs, standing up straight, wet dick hanging totally limp, body sheened with perspiration.

She realized that she was also covered with sweat.

Thirty-two said, "That was something, girl. Yawr somethin'." He unlocked the handle on the pulley and started lowering her slowly to the ground.

Oh two stroked her calf, his dark skin contrasting with her paleness. "Mama, you are a wildcat when you let go." He flashed her a very happy smile.

Her head resting comfortably on the big exercise mat that was always under the hoist, Liz could look around easier than when she was dangling. Still bound, still smiling, she saw that most of the other slaves were looking at the trio, along with Phil and Nora. Most of them were smiling too. Maybe it was contagious.

"Guys, I am so glad you liked it, because that was amazing for me. I... that's the... you... I can't even think how to explain!" She stopped and thought, while together the two men unhooked her arms from the support and began unwinding the ropes surrounding them.

Finally, she went on. "I'm one of those people who's always watching what happens, not just living it. I'm sort of telling myself the story of what's going on, turning it into words in my head. Just now, you two got me so into what was happening, the words turned off. Until you talked to me, after we were finished... that's probably the longest that I've gone without words since I learned to talk."

By the time she finished her speech, she was almost free of the ropes, and Nora was standing beside her, between the two men. "Well done, 3349. And well done, 1632 and 1702. Good girl! Good boys!"

She waited as the men got Liz totally untied. Then, all three knelt before her, heads down, still sweaty and smelling of sex. Nora said, "Clean up this station, then yourselves. Just know: you have learned well. You're ready. You will do well for your new owners."

Liz was back in hiding-inside-herself mode now, and didn't wince at Nora's attempt at flattery.

Auction day tomorrow.

---------

First thing auction day, Mikey pulled her out of her kennel early and said, "Chief wants to see you before you're sold."

Of course, the only possible answer was, "Yes, Master," so she gave it.



As soon as she entered Katie's tiny office, she knelt on the bright green yoga mat that took up almost half the floor space, eyes down. She wasn't injured any more, no reason to get special treatment. She said, "Good morning, Mistress."

She waited. Slaves didn't start conversations with Mistresses. Katie was apparently also waiting for something. There was a silence.

Finally, the foreman of the slave wranglers said, "3349, are you trying to screw up my plans?"

Liz immediately smiled. The first time Katie had thrown out one of those conversational bombs, the slave had been terrified. Now, she understood the Chief Wrangler's sense of humor better. "No, Mistress. I believe it's a natural talent." Aside from Marilee, this was the only person here that Liz trusted enough to reveal her true self to, to react naturally.

"OK, fair. Can you turn off the act for a couple of minutes, Liz?" It wasn't as shocking as before, but it was still very satisfying to be called by her former name. Legally, Liz Ryan didn't exist any more. Slave 010-541-3349 had come into existence when the judge declared her freedom forfeit for non-payment of legally incurred debt, and Liz disappeared. She wouldn't be back for four and a half years. The slave would probably be assigned a name by her new owner. It might even be "Liz," but that was up to the owner.

But she was still Liz inside. She had spent a lot of time and effort learning to act the perfect slave, but it was still an act. Mostly.

Katie saw right through her, out of all the Circle-Q wranglers. She had insisted on a conversation, maybe not of equals, but between two people. Now she was doing it again.

"Of course, Mistress." Katie had also given Liz permission to use her name, but advised her to practice proper slave manner for her own safety. Slipping up with other free people could be dangerous.

She raised her eyes, to see that Katie had changed. Her hair was no longer a bright, electric blue. Still short, it was long enough to show the natural tight curls, and bleached blonde, almost white, contrasting with her dark-brown skin and eyes. Katie was as tall as Liz, around 5' 7," very muscular and fit (like Liz, actually, now that she thought about it). "Mistress, may I say that I like your hair?"

"You into blondes, Liz?" Katie was smiling.

"My best friend is blonde, Mistress. You look nothing like her, though, aside from your present hair color." Yet another pang of missing Maria.

I would so love to talk to her about Katie!

"Mistress, how did I screw up your plans?" Were those the plans to get her sold to a buyer who wanted a smart slave?

"Getting into the top ten slaves of your crop? Then putting on such a show during the reward session that Phil and Nora were talking about it in the locker room and the gym?" Katie was smiling, clearly not angry.

"Mistress, how...?"

"They wanted to get your slave grade raised to Prime!" Katie was holding back laughter. "They were so proud!"

"But, Mistress, how does that... oh." Suddenly, Liz got it.

"Yeah, 'Oh.' If you were Prime, the buyer I had in mind for you would never be willing to pay that kind of price, and you'd end up a concubine, maybe in a brothel or something. You could do it, but you'd probably be miserable."

Liz thought about it, then half-whispered, "I'm not so sure. Mistress... Katie, I really did enjoy playing with those two guys yesterday. I always liked sex, and your team did train me to like it more, to be less inhibited, more aggressive. I might be a really good brothel slave like this." She was suddenly shivering.

The Chief, not laughing any more, but very sure of herself and looking kind, said, "You might. For a little while. You're still basically you in there. Longer term, I don't think so. Liking sex is one thing. Fucking 5 guys a day, who you mostly aren't attracted to? Or being a rich guy's sex doll for whenever he hasn't got a date? Not your kind of life, Liz. I don't think so."

"I just thought, yesterday, that you had me figured out. You're probably right, Mistress."

"I am." Picking up her clipboard, Katie went on, "I've picked out someone who matches you... colleged, can afford you, won't be abusive..."

"Mistress, how can you 'pick out' anyone? Isn't this an auction?" Liz didn't know the mechanics of the thing, but she had never heard of Circle-Q making private sales of judicial slaves.

"I'm just a foreman. I can't. But I'm the foreman. I can arrange things. Mr... well, I'll let the details be a surprise, but my guy will hear all about you and how you're a perfect fit. People looking for a bathroom cleaner for their hotel will hear about other slaves who are perfect for that job. We don't, can't, tell someone what to bid, but we can influence things."

"Isn't that unfair? I mean, helping me and sending some other poor girl to scrub toilets?" She felt queasy about, say, 4786, who had just a few weeks ago been her partner in class, spending years as a bathroom cleaner while Liz got shunted off to some perfect matchup.

"No, I don't think so. We do try to put all our slaves in positions where they'll do good, where their owners will be happy with them, which means the slaves will be treated well. If I send someone who has never read a book home with your perfect owner, he'd be bored and annoyed in a week. If I sent you home with someone who mostly wants his plants watered and his dick sucked, you'd be miserable, and that would make him unhappy. Nobody wins that game." Katie was still very confident.

I thought it before, and it's true. She radiates authority.

"Thank you, Mistress."

"Anyway, I wanted to say 'Goodbye.' And, I feel like I have to say this: what happened with Nicky... I'm sorry. It's my job to not let it go that way, and I failed."

"Mistress, it never occurred to me to blame you." That was sincere, she had never thought of it until this moment.

"I know, but I do. I had to apologize before you left. Because it matters to me."

"Katie, I'm not sure it's slave etiquette to say it, but I forgive you." And that, too, was sincere.

"It may not be appropriate, Liz. It's still appreciated. I hope you have a good life."

"Thank you, Mistress. I hope the same thing for you."

---------

After a breakfast of just water, the slaves were lined up for the block. Each of them was wearing a placard dangling below their slave collars. The placard had their Slave Identification Number on it in big text, then some "vital" stats in smaller type--stuff like height, weight, bust size, and of course slave grade. Phil was explaining things.

"The order you'll be called in is already set. We'll line you up and you'll go on the block at a set time. You practiced this, but you're nervous so I'm going to explain it again. First, you'll be branded. We won't be feeding you breakfast, because we don't need slaves puking. Some buyers like it when a slave pisses herself, though."

"Then you'll get on the block and obey all orders from the auctioneer. You'll be in pain, but all of you have had enough experience by now that it shouldn't distract you from obedience!"

"Then buyers will bid. After one of them wins, you'll be prepared for your new owner. The exact details will depend on your owner's wishes, but almost always you get washed, and your new brand always gets treated."

Liz thought, Yeah, treated to be sure it scars. They want it visible. Advertising for Circle-Q.

"Everything after that is up to your new masters. Please them! Most slaves have pretty pleasant lives, or at least just boring, most of the time. Piss off your owner and it can be really bad."

"Everyone clean? Everyone had an enema today? OK, drink some water. Fainting on the block does not increase your selling price!" Liz dutifully drank, and Phil and Mikey arranged the slaves in some order that was on their tablet computers. The reasons for the exact order were a mystery to Liz. She ended up near the end.

Before the auction started, the girls were lined up in rows in a huge auditorium, and potential buyers were encouraged to inspect them.

"Inspecting" a slave girl included groping, slapping, prying various orifices open. Some of the customers enjoyed tugging on her new gold-plated nipple hoops. Jewelry was the only costume a slave could wear during an auction. It was junk jewelry, of course. Owners might decorate their slaves with real gold and jewels. Circle-Q used plating and zirconium. Liz had the two nipple hoops and matching hoop earrings.

She got some attention because she was young and fit, but women earlier in the order (Prime graded?), who seemed to have bigger boobs and butts and prettier faces, got far more. Nobody came to her that she thought matched Katie's idea of her perfect master. They only seemed interested in her appearance. Katie talking about reading books... that would mean someone who wanted a companion, or maybe a business that needed someone for a thinking-type job? Her curiosity was getting intense.

Being nearly last meant that she watched most of the women she knew get branded and sold. About half of them screamed when the iron touched their skin. Four or five screamed as soon as they saw the red-hot iron. One did faint. Some of them did piss themselves. Every one she watched was fastened down, hand and foot, for branding.

I think if they branded us on Day One, I'd have been a fainter. I pissed myself. Whatever else slave training did to me, it made me tougher.

Liz saw 3021 climb onto the block. The new brand on her ass was bright red against her white skin, sweat and tears streaking her face. The woman who had fingered herself during her "reward" session, and been punished with sexual frustration, was ordered by Lance the auctioneer to masturbate for the bidders. Her usually pale face scarlet, 3021 took a standing Present position, legs spread, and used her left hand to rub her pussy. Quickly, she was moaning and squirming.

They must have kept teasing her right up until the auction, so she's right on edge.

3021 came after only a couple of minutes of frantic rubbing. She stood still, panting, Lance whacked her once with a riding crop. "Who told you to stop, slave?!" She began frigging again, whimpering.

Mikey called out, "3349!"

She responded with her ingrained reflex of, "Yes, Master!" and rose gracefully, consciously showing off for the buyers, rocking back, then a smooth single motion of extending her legs without a wobble from the slave kneeling position, then strode in perfect rhythm toward Mikey, slave naked (wearing only a collar) but clothed in pride at her long hours of practice leading to this moment. She wasn't trudging or ambling: she was using the walk she had learned through hours of practice, hips wiggling, upper body stable, feet pointed perfectly forward, planting her feet just so. Eyes, of course, watching the floor, not meeting the eyes of any free person.

The face slave women were trained to use when "shown" was a smiling, almost grinning eagerness, joy in obedience. That was not how she reacted in the moment. Her expression was placid, confident, assured. She was showing self-control, showing reserve, showing determination.

I don't really want someone to buy the fake me. That would be bad for both of us.

She smiled a bit at her own thought. Even in this incredibly stressful situation, about to have red-hot metal pressed into her skin, she was still analyzing herself, trying to find a way to make things come out best.

The walk only took a few seconds, but her furiously revving mind made it seem like minutes until she reached the squeeze. Mikey said, "3349, I am going to personally brand you, to be sure it gets done right. It'll hurt, but I guarantee you'll end up with a perfect brand."

"Thank, you, Master Mikey. I have no doubt of it." She sneaked a look at his face, flicking her eyes up. He was smiling.

"Can you hold still, 3349, or should I fasten you down?" He was sure of her answer, from his voice. She had asked oh two the same question, hadn't she? Now she'd give the same answer.

"Master, I can hold still as long as you warn me before placing the iron."

"I believe you can. Bend over the support and grab the legs on the far side, and hang on tight." The support was basically a padded board, about her waist height.

"Yes, Master." She did as instructed. Once she had a grip, Mikey gently used his right foot to slide her right foot to the right and her left foot leftward, out from under her, so all her weight was on the board.

Oh. I can't move much now, with no purchase on the ground. He's helping me, making sure I can't jerk too much even if I lose control. He saved my life, he's definitely on my side. I can still remember the look of relief on his face when I regained consciousness.

There was a pause while Mikey got the hot iron. She clearly heard Lance call, "Sold! Sold to the beautiful lady in the beautiful green dress for forty thousand dollars!" 3021 had gotten a good price. That was definitely a Prime value.

She could smell the hot metal as Mikey returned with a hot iron. He warned her. "I'm going to give you a two second countdown, then press this into your left cheek. I have to hold it for fifteen seconds to get a proper mark. You have to hold it, hold still, for that long. Then I'll spray cold water on you. Do you understand, 3349?"

"Yes, Master." Her voice was strained.

"Clench your butt and leg muscles now, so you won't move when I brand you. Two, one..." The pain was intense, agonizing. She grunted, but that was all. It wasn't worse than the punishment shocks. It hurt less than Ben's betrayal. It hurt less than her brother's conviction for drug dealing. It hurt less than her mother's descent into dementia. It was just physical pain.

And she felt the iron removed, cold water pouring over her, felt the pain diminish from agony like being on fire to just constant and impossible to ignore. She realized she had been holding her breath, and deliberately inhaled.

"3349, stand up." Mikey was totally calm, which probably meant the branding had gone well.

"Yes, Master." Her voice actually sounded surprisingly normal. Standing hurt some more, but it was only pain. She suddenly smiled, realizing: in terms of actual sensation, the brand had hurt about as much as the two zippers being yanked suddenly off her chest during her "reward" session.

The ones who freak out, that isn't because of the pain for most of them. It's that it took all this time plus that ceremony to accept that they're slaves. Phil and Nicky between them convinced me of that weeks ago. I guess some of them are just drama queens, though. She smiled again, just a little.

Mikey used his left hand to grab her right butt cheek (the unbranded one, thank you!) and used the approved slave-moving technique (fingers deep in the ass-crack) to take her to a pair of facing mirrors, so she could see her marked skin. She saw her own branded ass, the left cheek with the Q-in-a-circle logo of the slave trader that was about to sell her. It was red and angry and she'd see it on herself for the rest of her life. For a moment, she saw only red, saw the world through a haze of anger at the unfairness of this, of being permanently disfigured because she trusted someone who didn't deserve it. Then she got control of herself. Mikey led her away, to where someone in a white long-sleeved shirt and dark pants was waiting.

"3349, hold still while the USDA inspector gives you your final check." Mikey walked around to in front of her.

Oh, yeah. I'm livestock, the agriculture department has to approve me for sale.

The inspector was a shortish woman with steel-gray hair. She scanned Liz's implanted chip, pulled out her lip to check her tattoo, inspected her for rashes and obvious injuries, checked veterinary records maintained by Circle-Q against her SIN, and said, "010-541-3349's lease may legally be sold." It took about 60 seconds.

Mikey said, "You're next on the block. The auctioneer will try to get the best price for you. It's in your own best interest to go for a high price--you want an owner who values you, right? I'll probably never speak to you again. I'm glad I was there to help you when you needed it, 3349."

"Thank you, Master. One last time, thank you for saving my life, and thank you for making the branding not as bad as it could have been."

"Goodbye, 3349. Up on the block now!"

-----------

The block was exactly what they had trained her to expect. "Up" on the block was just an expression. The block was really a sandpit, a low spot in the room full of sand. Between sales, a slave was sent to rake the sand and spread fresh over any blood or other fluids that were shed during the last sale. It looked clean and white now. Lights shone on it from all sides. There was no fence or partition between the sand and the buyers, they just gathered, standing around it in a more-than-half circle.

It looked like around 30 buyers. It was hard to tell because the lights were in her eyes as she proudly/humbly walked out to the center of the sand.

Lance loudly shouted, "One of our top performers! A choice-plus slave, young and agile and skilled! Bidding starts at ten thousand. 3349, show them what you've got! Display!

Obediently, Liz bent over, facing away from the middle of the audience, showing her face between her spread legs.

"Prone!" It was just what it sounded like, lying face-down. "Slave Fours" was basically miming readiness for doggy-style sex.

"TEN THOUSAND!" came a call from the audience.

Lance called, "Have ten thousand, want 15, want 15 thousand. Slave, show them your heat!"

Liz used a move from Aikido to forward roll and smoothly come to her feet (to a few cheers and a jolt of pain as the brand rolled on the sand). She used her new flexibility to raise her left leg almost straight up, balancing on the right, holding left leg with left arm, pressing her cheek against her calf. The pain from her burnt left ass cheek was sharp. She ignored it. She rotated slowly on her right ankle, showing her cunt to the entire audience.

She had her head up for this move, and she could see the buyers gathered around the block. One of them had bid $10,000 for four years of her life. It was a mix: guys in cowboy hats (mostly overweight older men), men and women in suits, a woman in a green evening gown, glittery in the dimness of the audience. She couldn't make out details, all the lights were pointed at her. Some people in casual clothing, behind the others, who hadn't bid much while she was watching.

Her right hand caressed her own left tit for a minute, then slid down to her cunt. Lance called, "Have you seen a hotter hole on any slave? Have ten thousand. Want fifteen!"

Green Dress: "Fifteen." She sounded businesslike, not excited at all.

"Slave, show your moves," was the next command from the auctioneer. "Have fifteen, want twenty. Want twenty thousand twenty thousand want twenty thousand."

Music started up. Liz's slave dance was much the same as what she had done for 1632 and 1702--that was what she had practiced. She kept it up longer, and her spins paused to have her face different parts of the room. She would spin over to a person in the front row and dance just for him or her for a few seconds, then spin away to another point in the circle of buyers to dance at someone else.

Lance kept up his spiel, but it was not standard. "And she's more than that amazing body, even more than slave heat! How would you like to have a slave who's fire in the bedroom and trained in science? That's right, the spinning doll there has lab experience--and business management! She's a bitch in the bedroom and a wonder in the office, too. Have fifteen thousand, want twenty thousand want twenty want twenty." That was Katie's "arranging things" there.



I won't get to thank Katie, either. Marilee and Katie know how I feel, though.

Sweat was pouring down her body from the exertion (and maybe shock from the burn). All the talk of slave heat was just talk, though. She was analyzing, thinking, being detached, protecting her self emotionally.

One of the suits, "Twenty."

One of the cowboys, "Twenty-two five."

Someone in the back, who hadn't bid up to now, "Thirty five... thousand." He sounded nervous. He also silenced the room, except for Lance.

"Have 35, want 40, want 40 thousand."

Liz's dance ended. As she rose up into the shoulder stand, legs spread wide and cunt facing the audience, Lance used the timing perfectly for drama, saying, "Going once, going twice, sold to the gentleman in the blue blazer for thirty-five thousand dollars. We have two lots remaining in this auction..."

She hadn't seen her buyer clearly, he was quite far from the block and the lights were in her face. White, male, wearing a blue blazer.

She was led away by a wrangler whose name she didn't know. He washed her down with the ice-cold water again, then rubbed some kind of ointment into her brand, saying, "This will heal it faster and it's an antiseptic, it'll help prevent infections."

He looked at his tablet after wiping his hands. "Your owner hasn't requested any special preparation, just asked that you be cleaned up and delivered to him. He hasn't requested a transport cage. Or any restraints."

Oh, good. I would not enjoy being stuffed into one of those cages again.

"You'll probably be riding in his car. Take this towel. If you're going to be sitting on something, including carpet, put that under your butt so you don't stain anything before the burn stops leaking, probably in a day or so."

Practical. Also disgusting. I knew that today would change my life forever. I wasn't thinking about "changing the appearance of my butt" forever, but that's certainly true.

The towel had the Circle-Q burned into it, same as Liz herself did. Did the wranglers practice branding on these towels? "Thank you, Master."

She could feel herself winding up like a spring with tension. Who had bought her? What was he like? What would he want from her? Was Blazer Guy just an agent for the real buyer?

... and there was Katie, standing in her line of sight. She was supervising the preparation of the sold slaves. Just for a second, she met Liz's eyes, smiled, and winked. The buyer was the one she had been trying to set up, then. Liz nodded very slightly, then lowered her eyes again.

Then she was bundled out to the loading dock, told to sit in the back of a four-door sedan, gruffly reminded to put on her seat belt, and driven off to somewhere.

---------

Author note

This concludes "Liz Enslaved." (I mentioned different titles before. The actual story hasn't changed, just the way I'm breaking it into sections.) Liz returns in "Owned." There will be a break between, while I publish other stuff like "Wager" and "Maria in the Tack Shop Again" and "Poetic Justice" and possibly the sequel to "Pranked." (All titles here are subject to change.) That'll give me time to do a good job on "Owned," which needs a bit of planning to work right. I might sneak a little Liz teaser in there, too. (Who am I kidding? This is me. I already wrote the teaser. And a trailer. I write out of order, and way ahead.)

I like revealing Easter eggs in the end note. Here's one: there's another pop music reference in this story.

Another one: that's Crown Ointment (as seen in "Maria in the Tack Shop") that gets used on Liz's rear end. You might even recognize similar dialogue. It's my world's version of the real Corona Ointment you can buy at real (horse) tack shops. Corona is Latin for crown. I hope it's obvious that the real-world makers of Corona Ointment have not endorsed my fiction in any way.

I always want to hear your thoughts! You can post them here, or in the Forum, where we can have actual conversations!

-Annie

