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Chapter 1:  Kidnapped


My name is Katherine Storm. I grew up in California.  My parents were liberals and middle class.  They died in an accident a few years ago.  Funny, I remember them well but in my memories they are always a cheering section, not the main characters. Mostly I remember my little dog ,Pinky and myself taking her places.  I got Pinky when I was five, for my birthday.  I had been envious of my neighbor's dogs and my parents got me my very own pet. We were inseparable.  She was a tea cup poodle and weighed maybe 4 pounds.  She was loving and needed a lot of affection. She took the place of dolls in early life.  I dressed her up in doll clothes and tied ribbons in her hair.  She was delicate and I reveled in dressing her in frilly fashions I made myself.  I took her to college with me and snuck her in the residence.  My roommates were worse than I was.  Pinky wanted for nothing.  She was better cared for than any of us.  Sometimes we would sit in a circle and share Pinky around.  She would beg so daintily for treats and affection.  We couldn't resist her.  

She was pretty old and passed just before I graduated with honors from Georgetown with a political science degree. I went on to get my masters in international relations. The CIA recruited me when I graduated then paid for my masters. I went into the operations directorate and eventually started managing low-level agents. I mostly collected intelligence I would read in a magazine in a month. The Company realized that relying on COMINT was a mistake.  I was in the first expansion wave of HUMINT - Human intelligence since WW II.

The world was my oyster.  I was young, pretty, independent, well educated.  I worked for arguably one of the two or three most powerful organizations in the world. I expected in ten, fifteen or so years, I'd settle down. Find a rich man to support me and raise a family.  My fantasy was to be like Pinky.  I wanted to find a man I could love and who would love me.  I could forget all the everyday hassles and worries, schedules, meetings, deadlines, requirements and just be pampered.  I will have earned my downtime. But there was no rush.  I wanted to shine first.  I wanted people around the world to recognize my name and acknowledge my power and worth.  I was going places.

I was just out of Company training when I got my first assignment. I ran a small string of agents. They gave me agricultural and commercial information in Pakistan. Somehow two of my agents were detected and arrested. I never learned how they were found. With my line broken my bosses figured my cover was blown. So I got sent to Seoul to work an existing string of agents in Seoul. Spying on our friends. Now one of mine here was arrested. I know I was partly responsible. I told my agents not to communicate with me directly. I don't know how she got my number. I shouldn't have answered that local call. But I did. She thought she was being followed. Turns out she was. It wasn't my fault. I followed procedure all the way. Everyone knows how paranoid that government behaves. She was probably followed because she was pretty. Or maybe she was seen collecting some item of information she thought we wanted.

I didn't think my discussion with my boss would go well. He didn't need to remind me of my shortcomings as a spy master. I had blown operations in two countries. My ace in the hole was my looks. I had that classical Scandinavian look. Tall, blond, slender, leggy that men find so attractive. I could have had almost any man I wanted.  I'd had a number of lovers.  My main problem was respect. 

I'd developed my own personal theory about men. They are all about the challenge.  Some see problems they want to fix.  Sometimes that's a country to conquer.  Sometimes its a leaky faucet. Women are just one of the things in their environment they need to deal with.  Once they've fixed the problem then they can enjoy the results. With women the end result is sex.  Some women think there are nice guys and bad boys.  Crap.  They both come out the same.  Its only their approach that's different.  Nice guys try to be nice to me.  They buy me presents, nice meals, trips and a ring.  They think if they provide a pleasant home, I'll be a ready source for sex.  Bad boys take a more direct approach and throw me in bed.  I go willingly.  I like sex as much as they do.  But once they're laid, I'm no longer a problem to solve.  They lose interest and look for the next bitch to conquer.  The best solution I've come up with is keep them on their toes.  Never stay conquered or they lose interest. Be high maintenance.  OK, while this is a good overall plan, I need to tailor it to the guy.  I haven't been good at that.

I'd heard that girls liked bad boys.  I think I did, too.  But in my line of work I never met a bad boy.  All the guys around me treated me like I broke easily.  I wanted to find a man that would make me respect him. I wanted him to take me and make me pleasure him.  All I had found so far was sensitive men who didn't want to hurt me.  Crap.  I didn't want to be loved.  I wanted to be fucked silly by a hunk.  I needed a real man.

I was waiting for my boss to call me in. He'd kept me waiting more than an hour and I was bored. I called up my contact reports on my computer. The agency was a stickler for these. Forgetting to file one promptly made the internal spooks think suspiciously about you. I had written ten of them in the past three days. As a cultural attaché I had to meet many locals to maintain my cover. I read each report closely and found a typo in three of them which I fixed. Another had a real error. I had met a Russian journalist (they really are all spies) at a party the American Ambassador had thrown. I bumped into Alexander Shakarof as I came out of the kitchen. He had his back to me and backed into me as I emerged. We each excused ourselves and went our way. But I had talked to him and my boss was standing right in front of him so I had to file a report. But I had messed up and my report said I had come out of the restroom and didn't mention my boss nearby. How had I messed this report up so badly. I was retyping it when my boss' secretary called. I saved what I had and hurried off, probably to get sent to the Aleutian Islands to count bears. Oh well.

So far I had avoided sleeping with my boss. Bill Shaker was married with two children. But also famous for his affairs. He had tried to take me on dates several times, telling me his marriage was loveless and he was unhappy.  I declined.  No married men.

This interview was over quick. He said he was sorry, but I had to leave the country. I had been compromised by my line's failure and collapse. He told me that my record was not too good and I should consider other career choices. I got angry. It wasn't my fault. I yelled and he told me I was going to Ethiopia and it was probably my last chance. Everyone heard my tirade and avoided my eyes as I stormed out of his office. I went home and packed my few things and went to the airport. The agency moved quickly in situations like these.

I had avoided using my looks to advance my career. Maybe I needed to rethink that policy. A man usually gave his lover the benefit of the doubt, as long as there was some doubt, anyway. If I had slept with Bill, maybe he'd have agreed it was a fluke. It was a standard female ploy because it usually worked. I was going to a new station and maybe it was time to try a fresh plan.

Just like before, my 'punishment' for messing up my line of spies was to be reassigned. I was going to Ethiopia as assistant chief of section, covered as Cultural Attaché. Katherine Storm, Cultural Attaché. It had a nice ring.

Traveling on a Diplomatic Passport cut a lot of red tape at the borders. I landed in Addis Ababa and was met by an embassy driver. I had planned on staying in the embassy but he had a message for me. It was orders to immediately travel to Gambela and meet a man there. I had reservations in a hotel and was to leave immediately. The driver said he had orders to drive me there since there was no air service. He put my luggage in the Range Rover and we set off. It was a twelve hour drive on Route 4. I had no choice but to grin and bear it. We didn't talk much on the hot, dusty drive.

Almost to Gambela we stopped at a forlorn petrol station in a vast expanse of barren country. The driver filled the car and I stretched my legs. Only another hour and I could take a shower. I needed it. I was sweating and had a fine coating of dust. I was looking at a dirty map of the area posted on a wall of the building when I was grabbed from behind by strong arms. I struggled but wasn't having much success when I felt the needle enter my arm. Things got hazy and then went black.

I woke up in stages. I was aware of a shaking which didn't make any sense. Then I recognized the feeling, I was in a vehicle moving slowly over rough ground. I was uncomfortable. My hands were tied behind me and my elbows were tied together very tightly. My shoulders and arms ached. My mouth was stuffed with a foul tasting cloth and I was blindfolded. I recognized the taste. My mouth was filled with my panties and something was tied around my head, holding them inside me. My ankles were crossed and tightly tied. My ankles were tied to my wrists in a classic hogtie. I was not going to get out of this without help. I was barefoot. I felt walls and the hard floor under me. I guessed I was in the back of the Range Rover from the closeness of the walls. I guess it didn't matter. I hurt all over and just wanted the trip to end.

I was terrified. The cold knot of fear in my stomach was mind numbing. I felt with my fingers but couldn't find any knots. I after a while my fear changed to anger. Why didn't the Company have better security for their agents? One driver in the middle of a primitive country. Any bandit could have taken me. The needle entered my mind. What bandit would use a needle to immobilize a kidnap victim. A bandit would just knock their victim over the head. Or threaten them with a knife or gun to make them keep quiet for the few moments need for the snatch. Only a government would have the training and materials for an injection.

If I had been taken because some other government knew I was a spy, I'd tell them everything. I knew I wasn't brave and I knew what kind of torture many of them used. I didn't want to be mangled and ruined. I was as patriotic as any citizen, but I was going to break sometime so I might as well acquiesce sensibly soon. Besides, I had no knowledge of any operations beyond those on which I had failed. I would protect myself as much as I could. I knew my looks were a weapon against men. I would sacrifice my virginity and pride for survival if possible.

I felt the vehicle slow to a stop. I heard muffled voices. Then a door opened and I felt hot air rush in. Rough hands pulled me out. I was picked up and thrown over a muscular shoulder and carried. I heard doors opening and closing. I smelled oil and hot metal. I was laid on a table, face up. It was uncomfortable laying on my arms. A strap went across my waist and I was fastened down.

I felt my ankles untied.  I kicked out trying to get free. Fire erupted across my thighs. It was a blinding, agonizing pain. A male voice said. "Move again and you'll be beaten." I had never felt such pain. I went limp, determined not to move until I had a plan.  This was barbaric.  It couldn't be happening to me.  Was I dreaming from the drug? I wanted to scream to plead.  The damned gag was worse than being tied.  I needed to communicate, to deal with these men.  I needed to deal or at least to understand why I was kidnapped.  I had no wealth or power.  I was just one of millions of government employees.  Why was I here?  Why were they doing this to me?  This must be a mistake.  They must want someone else.  They must.

My feet were spread and tied down. loosely. I felt a snug band pulled tight around each ankle then my feet were pulled apart and stretched tight. I felt fingers circling and touching my ankles. Then there was cutting and hammering sounds nearby and footsteps came closer. My right ankle was untied and the band around my ankle removed.

A hand lifted my right leg and I felt the cool, smooth steel grasp my right ankle. He lowered my leg then held it down. I felt a ringing vibration and heard the crisp impact as a hammer smashed a rivet flat, sealing my shackle shut. Several pounding blows later and two rivets held the shackle on my ankle. My heart sank They weren't planning on holding me a little while for ransom. I couldn't steal a key or pick a lock. It would take a metal worker to free me from this shackle. They were planning to keep me for a long time.

I felt my left ankle freed and lifted. The band was removed and replaced with another steel cuff. When it was riveted shut on my ankle, the strap holding me down was removed. I was pulled up to a sitting position. I heard a chain rattle as I was moved.  My ankles must be chained together.  I had been hobbled.  So I couldn't run was the obvious reason but to shame me was the mental impact.  Strong male hands untied my wrists but left the rope on my elbows. My wrists were measured as my ankles had been. More steel cuffs I suppose. More comfortable than rope, but harder to get out of.

The shock of my treatment was wearing off and anger began to form.  Who the fuck was doing this to me?  I began to wonder who was responsible. I was a CIA employee. They would be looking for me and they had many resources in the area. I wasn't going to be able to get out of these chains by myself. I needed to look for opportunities to leave a trail or attract attention.

I heard more cutting and hammering sounds. I knew the cuffs for my wrists were being made. Far too soon the men returned to me an took the rope off my elbows. Thank God. Tying a girl's elbows so tight was cruel.  They let me rub my arms and restore some circulation. I ran my hands over the ribbed marks left by the rope until they felt only a little sore. I was pulled back down on the table and the strap again held me in position. My right wrist was cuffed first. Again the harsh vibrations as the rivets were smashed flat. Then my left wrist was cuffed. The strap again removed, I was sat up, pulled off the table, and stood up. I learned my ankles were linked by a generous length of chain. Maybe as much as two feet. It clattered on the concrete floor as I tested my hobble.

The command came, "Strip."

Shit.  He couldn't be thinking about rape now.  He had released my hands. I hesitated too long and again felt a searing pain, this time on my bottom. I jumped and tripped on my shackle. I would have fallen if one of my captors hadn't caught me.

Again the command, "Strip now."

He was thinking of me like a thing. I had to get them to think of me as a person. "No," I yelled, "no, I won't.  I refuse."

Someone grabbed me and locked my new cuffs together behind my back then grabbed my shoulders and held me.  I struggled but he was too strong.  I tried to kick but my ankle chain snubbed my kick before I connected. Then someone in front of me began slapping my breasts, hard.  Left, right... I screamed.  Soon my screams turned to pleas. "Please stop.  I'm sorry.  I'll do what you want."  He kept hitting my breasts with the flat of his hand. The pain was terrible. 

Please, I beg you.  I beg to strip myself naked.  I beg you.  Let me obey you."

Eventually he stopped hitting me. He didn't unlock my hands.  He just ripped my clothing off me.

A male voice said, "Slave girls must obey or be punished." Then man behind me still held my shoulders in a vise like grip.  The man in front of me lifted my right breast and put some sort of clamp on my nipple.  It burnt like fire.  I squealed and tried to shake it off.  Of course it was designed not to let a girl rid herself of it.  Its mate soon held my left nipple in its stinging embrace an the man behind me released my shoulders.  I twisted and cavorted but my bound hands couldn't reach my nipples.  Shaking didn't dislodge them.  My breasts still stung from the blows, but these tiny clamps were far worse.  They were like a toothache.  Continual, mind numbing pain.  I couldn't think of anything but my screaming nipples.

Someone grabbed my hair and pulled me upright. Then I felt their hands on my neck, measuring me.  Oh No.  Not there too.  It wasn't needed. I was helpless already.  I was going to wear a collar too. They were going all out. I assumed they would rivet that on me and it would be heavy. They wanted me helpless and with no chance of escape. It wouldn't take much to ensure I couldn't escape. A chain and a padlock would make me a permanent resident. I didn't want to be collared, but what could I do?

My emotions bounced between anger, fear, and helplessness. I was just a female body for their whims. They owned me and I could do nothing to stop them. Who were they? I guess it didn't matter. Their plans for me were not clear, but this part of the world did not have a sterling record on human rights.  They were making me helpless and naked.  I knew the word, but my mind avoided even thinking it.  The concept was abhorrent.  Women had fought too long for their freedom.  Hatred for being less than men was foremost in every modern woman's consciousness.  But I knew  I had to face it. They were enslaving from my previous attempts still burned bright and clear in my thoughts. I had to resist them, but the pain  o  I needed to find a telephone or another way to attract attention.  I had nothing, no resources except my behavior.  How could I gain their trust when they had taken away all my options?

I was led somewhere close and a chain was locked to my wrists. It joined me to a pillar. More cutting and pounding ensued. Much too soon I was unlocked from the chain and led to their workplace. I was made to kneel and bend my neck over an anvil. The smooth, cold, steel band was closed around my neck. It was snug, but not choking. Again the hammer sung its song of finality and I was collared. It rested halfway up my neck. A perfect fit, not too tight, not too loose. I hoped it looked good on me. I was sure I would wear it a long time. I could feel the attachment rings on front and back swaying against my skin as it was riveted shut.

I was stood up and the blindfold removed. I was standing in a workshop filled with tools and three men, all swarthy. The one closest to me reached out a hand and fondled my breast. I lifted my breast to him, hoping he would remove those beastly clamps from my nipples.  I knew he could do anything he wanted to me and I didn't want to provoke him. My breasts were sacks of pain from the clamps.  I could see them.  They looked just like those little clamps I had used to hold pieces of paper together.  I never dreamed they could punish me so.

He took the gag out of my mouth and stuck a water bottle in its place. He said, "Drink."

It was delicious.

When I stopped, he took the bottle away. I said, "Please, can I talk to you?"

His response was instant.  A big hand slapped me across my cheek and stars filled my eyes.  The pain was worse than before. He said, "Slaves do not speak without permission. Open your mouth."

I opened my mouth without another thought.  I expected my panties to be stuffed back in. But no, a hard rubber ball was inserted then a harness strapped around my head. A strap pulled my chin tight against the ball while another pulled it deep into my mouth.

I was still reeling from the pain when he locked a chain to my collar and led me outside.

He had said the word I was afraid of thinking.  To him I was already a slave.  I wondered if a free woman existed in this part of the world.  He led me across a dirt lot.  I could see other buildings in the distance.  A large truck was standing there. I was led to the back and saw it was filled with girls. Gagged, naked, and chained like me. Strong arms lifted me up into a truck and I was sat on a hard bench. I was shoved up against a lovely coffee colored, girl. I felt her bare skin warm against me.

The man pulled a chain between my shackled legs and locked it to a ring at the rear of the truck bed. We were all threaded on the chain like beads on a necklace. We could move a little but we couldn't leave the truck until the chain was unlocked. I admired the efficiency while deploring the effect. The chain between our legs was efficient and cheap.  It also meant many girls with shackled ankles had been in this truck before. The truck started and moved off slowly. We were jostled against each other incessantly. There was little I could do to stop myself from being knocked against my seatmate. Since my hands were locked behind me against a smooth wall.

I looked at my companions.  Most of the girls were dark skinned but I saw two who looked like westerners.  They shared a Scandinavian complexion with me.  There were a variety of gags.  All were balls, but of different colors and with different straps.  No one tried to communicate, of course.  But some of the local girls looked happy.  They seemed to be smiling around their gags. I tried to get the attention of the white girl across from me.  I stood and put my clamped nipple right in front of her nose.  I waggled my breast to try and get her attention.  She was staring straight at me with a vacant expression in her eyes.. No one was home.  I nudged her foot with mine and some awareness came into her.  We were both gagged and could only grunt.  My "Please help me.  Take it off," came out unintelligible, even to me.

When I hit her in the nose with the clamp she seemed to understand.  She stood up too and turned around as far as she could.  My nipples were too high so I squatted down.  She got her fingers all around me clamp, but then the truck started moving and I tumbled to the floor.  All I could think of was the pain, but she had been tossed onto her seat and lost interest in me. Shit.  I managed to climb back into my seat.

I hurt. I was angry. I was a human being.  I was entitled to respect.  Why had they kidnapped me and put these awful chains on me.  They didn't have to take my clothes.   Even criminals got clothing. I pulled and tugged and struggled against the chains.  To no avail.  They were much stronger than I. I was made utterly helpless by five pounds of metal. All my striving to be important and useful had been thrown away like dust in the wind. I was now livestock being taken to market. My ability to change anything stripped away from me forever. I was now a female body available to any man or woman, I guess. I would have to bide my time.  Likely I would need help to escape.  I needed friends.

Who was I kidding. I was so thoroughly trapped I saw no way, no chance, save divine intervention, to escape. All my education, my fitness, and my training were made irrelevant by cold steel.  All my desires and choices were taken from me in less than an hour by men that thought of me as property to be sold for profit.  There was no point in railing against my captors.  I could make things harder on myself and get beaten.  No, I would comply with their orders until they relaxed their guard enough for me to escape.  I would be docile bonds and obedient. It was like tickling fish, first you gain their confidence, then you abuse it.  I needed friends and allies.

I could start with my companion.  Maybe we could help each other in a small way. I twisted on the bench and reached my hands toward her. I slipped them behind her and felt her wrists were also cuffed in place I moved my hands down and tried to hold her hands. She took hold of mine and we pulled ourselves together. It helped reduce the jostling.

There was nothing to be done about my nipples now.  I cried.  I couldn't do anything at all to help the pain.  I endured.


Chapter 2:  Coffle


Hours later the truck stopped and the doors opened. A different man unlocked the chain and lifted me down from the truck. He was tall, broad shouldered, and white. He took the gag off and tossed it in the truck bed.  I worked my stiff jaw, happy to be rid of the ball. He ran his hands over my breasts and smiled, obviously happy with what he saw.  He said, "What's your name?"

I didn't see any point in being difficult yet, so I said, "Katherine."

"Katherine, I see you've been naughty." Looking at my nipple clamps. "Do those hurt?"

"Oh my God, Yes," I said. "They are squeezing my nipples off. They are really hurting me.  They're beastly and I've had them on for hours.  Please take them off, Please."

He said, "OK, Katy.  I've got a soft heart for pretty girls. You're a pretty one.  I'm glad to have you with me.  We'll have some good times. I'll take them off, but if you give us any trouble, I'll put them back on you for a couple of days. They are going to hurt when I take them off." 

I watched his hands approach my nipples with fear and joy.  He squeezed the handles and slowly opened them.  He was right.  Their dull, throbbing pain crescendoed to a fearsome shout of pain.  It slowly subsided.  I watched him put them in his shirt pocket.

"Thank you , thank you.  I promise I'll be good." 

He said, "Come on." He led me by the chain on my collar. I was led a little ways accompanied by the shaming clatter of my hobble. My chain was looped around a tree and locked. I stood and waited. Around me was a flat land of scattered bushes and occasional scrawny trees. Soon I heard the now familiar clatter of chained ankles approaching. I turned and saw my neighbor of the truck led toward me. Her chain was locked to the back of my collar. The other young women were brought from the truck and we were linked together in single file. I asked my neighbor her name and she answered in a clipped English, "Name Talia."

I asked, "Talia, do you know where we are?"

"Sudan, maybe," She said.

"Oh, OK," I said. "Do you know where we are going?" I asked hopefully.

"Sell to rich man. Good life. Much fuck. Good food," she exclaimed joyfully.

I envied her joy.  She must have had a hard life to want to be sold to a rich man.  I guess that was the best life the girls around here could hope for.  I was different.  I was used to seeing the world and being my own person.  I didn't want to be some rich man's sex toy.  I needed to escape.  I was in no position to escape now, but sometime they would trust me and relax the tight security.  It must be a hassle for them to have to keep us chained all the time.

I had another problem.  I was embarrassed.  I was naked and chained to a tree.  I had never been naked in front of strangers before today. It wasn't the girls.  We were all dressed exactly the same.  It was the clothed men. I guess now they thought they owned us.  Well, they may not know it, but they didn't own me.  Nevertheless, I was blushing beet red and I felt it spreading over me every time one of the two men looked at me.  I didn't want to blush.  I wanted to be angry.  I wanted to order these men to respect me, clothe me and free me.  Intellectually I knew it was more likely we could ski in hell.  The girls were helpless and it looked like the men were going to keep us like that.

The two white men talked to the driver and money changed hands. The driver returned to his truck and drove it away. There were four donkeys tethered to a tree. Just like me. The two men approached us. The bigger one came toward me and the other went to the other end of the line. He looked at me with interest, but didn't say anything.  He ignored my blush and I watched in fascination as his hand reached toward me.  He cupped my left breast  and lifted it.  I backed up a step and ran into the tree.  His hand stayed under my breast and his thumb rubbed my nipple.  It became hard and sensitive. It felt so good, I whimpered.  I couldn't help myself.  I felt my pussy getting moist.  My traitorous body was enjoying his attention. I should say something.  Plead for release, beg him to ask for ransom from my employer.   But I didn't say anything.  Nothing in my experience had prepared me for such a meeting. He unlocked my hands and snapped the lock shut on my right wrist.  I looked at my hands.  They were trembling.  I was aroused, wildly aroused.  Was it my bondage doing this, or the hunk who had felt me.  Or maybe the two together.  Suddenly new possibilities unfolded in my mind.  I wanted him to kiss me and tell me it would be OK.

I knew how men thought of women.  This hunk would want to break me to his will.  To conquer new lands.  But as soon I was broken, he'd need a new challenge.  I needed to keep his interest so I couldn't let myself be broken.  I had to show spirit and not give in.  I'm sure it would be painful in the beginning, but the long term goal might be worth it. 

He turned to Talia. The two men walked down the line and unlocked our wrists.  The two men walked along the line, starting at the other end. They talked to each girl and inspected them closely. They had the girls take different poses. They wanted to know their merchandise, I guess. Smart.

I studied the two men. Both were large and well built. They were, well, handsome, in a rugged, outdoorsy, way. I would have been attracted to either in a bar. They were studying me too. Both had bulging muscles. The bigger one had a nice mouth and thick eyelashes I would die for.

I should have been angry and I guess I was, but not at these two. They hadn't kidnapped me or put chains on me or taken my clothes. They had me now, that was certain, but what was their status? Had they bought us or were they just in charge of transporting us?  My immediate concern was finding a way to persuade them help me.

I knew they could do anything they wanted to us. I needed an ally, a friend, or at least someone who had reason to help me. I decided to use the only weapon I had to try and improve my lot.  My body was theirs to do with as they wanted.  The only thing I could control was my attitude. I would blow, or fuck them whenever they wanted.  My only control was whether I was pleasant or a bitch.  I knew that too much bitch would cause me pain, so I was quite limited.

They reached me and the bigger one said, I'm Aaron and this is Jimmy, but you'll call us 'Master.' What's yours?"

"Katherine Storm."

"Spread your legs, Katy, and put your hands behind your head."

I did as ordered and said, "Yes, Master," as sarcastically as I could.

"Watch your mouth, Katy."

I shouted, "I have a right to be snippy. I've been kidnapped, stripped, shackled, collared, and now I'm chained to a tree with ten other naked women. This is not something I ever expected. I'm not ready to be sold to a rich Arab."

He laughed. Laughed!

"Dammit, this isn't funny. And you. You're going to make us march a thousand miles through the wilderness. Just so you can sell us at auction and walk away rich."

They were still laughing, damn them. "Stop laughing. Listen to me. You don't have to do this."

Aaron stopped laughing and smiled. He said, "Katy, you're absolutely right. We don't have to do this. We could go work in a office somewhere I guess. The truth of it is, this is the best job I've ever had. I get to work outdoors, I have a flock of beautiful women at my beck and call and I don't have a boss. The white girls I get are arrogant, beautiful bitches.  When I sell them, they've become the most submissive, obedient females on the planet.  Which tickles my fancy.

He was still standing close to me and so I took a chance and whispered, "Is it OK if I think about kicking you in the balls?"

He guffawed and said, "Can't stop you from thinking, Katy. Keep your hands behind your head. It makes your breasts look great."

I said, "I'd like you to take good care of me.  I'm all wrapped up in chains and things, now, so I guess its up to you, Master.   Master, If you have time now I would love to make love to you.  I'll give you great pleasure, Master." I wanted this a lot.  He was making me hot.

He looked at me appraisingly. "You're pretty and aggressive, Katy. You know I can take you anytime I want.  I'm sure you know that you are a slave now.  It will be hard for a woman with your experience to accept this easily.  But you need to learn your place or it will be hard on you.  You can wish for anything you want, but you can only speak when you have permission.  You're new, so no punishment this time."  He opened his fly and pulled out his semi-rigid cock. "Service me, Katy." 

I should have known.  I did this in college when I was a little drunk and he was a stud.  I kind of enjoyed it.  This wasn't going to give me an orgasm, but it might lead to one.  I can do this. But so soon it would show him he'd already won. I needed to show some spunk  I'd give in, of course, but he had to work for it. "No.  I don't give blow jobs for free.  What will you pay me?"

He looked at me with a crooked grin. "Katy, you're in no position to bargain.  But, I'd like to get our relationship off on the right foot.  What would you like?"

Now I could be generous, I'd made my point. "Give me a bottle of water."

"Hah.  You drive a hard bargain, Katy. You've got a deal. Face the tree, bend over and put your hands on the trunk."

I did and felt the searing pain of his whip on my ass.  I gasped and bit back my scream.

He said, "Face me and kneel."

I sank slowly to my knees, to give Talia time to adjust her position.  

"Cross your hands behind you.  Spread your knees wide. Stick your breasts out."

I did.

"Now service me, Katy."  He took his cock out.

I heard a woman's voice not too close, yelling, "Stop that. You can't make her do that. Leave her alone you bastard."

I heard Jimmy say, "Go ahead. I'll take care of the noisy one."

"Nosy Bitch," I thought. I didn't like where I was, but I knew what I was doing. This was consensual. I wanted to suck him off. I had done it before and I knew he'd think better of me than that stuck up bitch who was yelling. I licked the head of his cock and sucked it into my mouth. I licked it more and sucked more of him in.  Soon, I had his whole length in my mouth and was pumping like a locomotive.  He swelled larger until I was afraid he would choke me.  I heard him grunting as I got him close to the edge.  Then he exploded in me, filling my throat with his hot spend.  I swallowed frantically, trying to keep it all in me. I succeeded.   

Sucking a man's cock to climax is the greatest act of sexual submission a female can make.  I knew he would think of me as his bitch now.  I hoped that was good. I couldn't be anything but a slave given my chains and this coffle. And now he knew I was his slave.  I had submitted to him and he would look at me more possessively than any other slave in the coffle.  I had branded myself his.  Cold and calculating?  By God, yes.  I had risked the whip to set myself one tiny notch above the other slaves around me.  He would first think of me when choosing a bed warmer for the night.  I wanted to be fucked every single day and I was willing to take the extra step into subjugation to get it.

When he pulled out, I opened my mouth to show him I had swallowed his load. "Thank you, Master.  You were wonderful, and yummy, too."

"It would sure be a shame to gag you.  Be quiet now," He handed me a water bottle and walked away.

I looked at Talia and smiled. She said, "You crazy girl."

I knew the survival traits we needed were obedience, submission and sexual abandon. I had given him that and showed he hadn't conquered me yet. I just smiled at Talia.

"Talia," I asked, who was yelling when I was blowing Aaron?"

She said, "The tall white woman at the other end."

I looked at the two white women. One was crying and had her hands locked behind her again. It looked like she had fresh whip stripes on her back, but only a couple. She was gagged, too.

An hour later Aaron walked up to me and my belly fluttered.  Such a hunk. I was sitting on the ground and got to my knees as he approached. "Stand up," he commanded and I did. He pulled me to him and kissed me. Then he turned me around, lifted my arms, and locked my wrist cuffs to the back of my collar. He took Talia's chain off my collar and locked her to the tree. He took my chain off the tree and led me away. He called over his shoulder, "Jimmy, get two of them to fix dinner. We'll be leaving at sundown."

It was time to be aggressive. "Aaron, Its about time.  I was bored to tears waiting for you.  Couldn't we at least get a magazine to read.  I always read that slave girls got sexy clothes.  And you've left me alone for hours. Where are we going?  Are you going to let me go?"

He stopped and turned to face me.  "Katy, slave girls may not speak without permission. Don't do it again.  You also did not address me as 'Master' as you were told."  He took something out of his pocket and held it up for me to see.  It was one of the nipple clamps he had removed from me earlier.  He opened it and positioned it carefully on my left nipple before slowly letting it close on me.  The pain was horrific.  Maybe worse than the first time due to remaining tenderness.

I squealed in pain. "I'm sorry, Master.  Please forgive me.  I won't forget again.  I promise.  Please take it off. It hurts terribly."

He said, "In a little while.  Think of it as a gentle correction." He turned and continued walking. 

I jumped after him when my chain came taut and pulled my neck.

He looked over his shoulder at me and smiled, "So, Katy, How do you like your adventure in Africa so far?"

It was hard to think with the awful pain in my breast.  It was spreading.  I had to keep it light.  Show I wasn't conquered yet. I said, "I think I should have gone for the root canal instead. I take it from your donkeys that we are going for a long walk? Walking naked through a desert in a chains was not on my agenda."

He stopped again and put the other clamp on my other nipple.  Shit.  I forgot to call him Master. Now both breasts were burning. "I'm sorry, Master. I forgot.  Please take them off.  I'll remember.  Please."

"Katy, its clear you need a little better reminder."

He wasn't going to let me off easy.  "Yes, Master.  May I ask a question?"

"All right."

"Master, why don't you transport us in a truck? It would be much faster."

'Trucks are more noticeable. Friends of some girl might be looking for her. Trucks have to stay on roads and cross border checkpoints. Our walk takes us through country no vehicle can follow. Besides, walking is healthy. But Katy, don't make your mind up yet. You haven't seen the best part yet."

"I can't wait. Are you going to brand me and put a ring in my nose? That would be the icing on my cake." Actually, I thought he or whoever he was delivering me to might well do these things and more. Call it curiosity, but I think I was trying to prepare myself for the reality of my current situation. I was so far out of my area of knowledge, I had stepped into Wonderland as drawn by Stephen King. I was actually looking for something that wouldn't be done to me.

"You think you're exaggerating, Katy. You're not. Your owner can do anything he wants with you. You have no rights, no privileges, and own nothing, not even your body. Of course your owner may do those things. They're quite common in this area. But I was thinking of more enjoyable things."

"Yes, Master," I said. "Can you tell me where you are taking me, us?"

"Sure. You're going to the slave market in Ghaat. One of the oldest markets in the world. Its been running continuously since 1000 B.C. But you're not going to be sold there. You and the other white girls already have an owner. I'm just delivering you."

"Master, "I asked, "I never met anyone who claimed to own me. Can you tell me who owns me and the others? I don't remember a sale or anything."

He said, "Don't know. They know you though.  I received the contract for the three of you two days ago. I've contracted to take several girls there over the past few years. They pay well but we don't use real names in this business." He stopped and locked my chain to a tree. He released my hands from my collar, pulled them down and locked them together behind my back. He obviously liked his women helpless.

Two days ago?  I didn't know I was coming here until two days ago. God, my nipple hurt.  It was hard to think through the pain. "Master," I said, "may I speak?"

He said, "You've called me 'Master several times, and you remembered to ask permission to speak."  He took the clamps off my nipples and put them back in his pocket.  "Speak, and remember the rules."

My nipple hurt more now that the clamp was off.  I had to collect my thoughts, "Master," I said, "you don't have to chain me to a tree or lock my hands behind me.  I won't try to run away.  Where would I go? We rode for hours in the truck.  I can't run anyway, more like a slow walk is the best I can do now. Besides anyone who saw me would just make me his."  I sounded bitter, I guess, but dammit, I was carrying so much hardware I couldn't run or hide.

"Katy," he said, "you're right.  You would be stupid to try it.  But You don't want to be a slave, so you might try it anyway.  You're valuable merchandise and  would bring less if we damaged you.  This way I know you can't even try.  Besides I like you helpless and dependent.  You're more obedient, too. 

Men.  They always liked women helpless.  Even the ones who loved them.  All this talk of partners was a facade.  "Master," you're infuriating when you're logical.  I need you to be romantic and save me."

"Katy, I'm going to make a prediction.  By the end of our trip, you are going to beg me to let you stay with me and wear my chains."

Crap, I thought.  Let me out of this mess and I'm going home to California. He better never suspect that.  I'll tell the truth, but he thinks he can change my mind. Skiing in Hell.  "Master, I say this with all possible respect, but you're out of your mind.  I would do anything to get these things off me.  To be free again."

"Oh, one more thing.  You are going to beg me to whip you before we part company."

"Still insane, Master."

I had always been more than just a receptacle before and I enjoyed participating.  One guy had put handcuffs on me for sex, but I could still do a lot. The way I was bound now, about all I could do was wriggle and moan.  If I was going to like this bondage shit, he'd better turn me on good. I guess I really didn't have to like it. If I smiled and moaned at the right time, he'd never know.

He reached around me to cup then fondle my breasts. I was surprised, but he was gentle and I felt aroused. He rubbed my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. My hands were held at just the right place for me to rub his cock gently through the cloth of his pants. I felt it grow hard as my nipples also grew rock hard and I wanted him to take me. He turned me around and kissed me. It was a hard, probing kiss. He thrust his tongue deep into my mouth, raping it. I spread my lips wide, inviting him to plunder me. He was definitely the dominant male and I was his bitch. I felt my love juices trickling into my pussy. I spread my legs and rubbed my swollen pussy against his rampant crotch. He was driving me into high arousal. OK, I liked it. "Lay down, Honey, and pull your feet up to your ass."

"Master, can I have my hands free, just for a little while. I want to feel you, caress you. I can't run away and I don't want to." I was lying. I was in hog heaven right now but I wanted him to think I still wanted loose. He'd get a better feeling of male control if he denied me and then blew my mind. I was already half out of my mind with need, but while I could still think. I was going to do all I could to make him want me again. Maybe this was all bullshit rationalization, but it made me feel better to think I had some control.

"One of the tricks that slave girls know is to put their hands right where yours are now during intercourse. It makes your pelvis tilt up just a little and makes the ride more comfortable for the man. So no."

I had expected this and I was ready for it. He looked like a guy I'd like to fuck, but usually I'd demand at least an emerald bracelet and a fancy dinner first. I knew my girl parts didn't wear out from use and I liked a good fuck anyway. I was naked and chained and a good fuck was probably the best I was going to get for a long time. I did as he said and felt my love juices wetting my cunt. I was ready. I spread my knees as far apart as I could. He took off his pants and I saw he had a thick , long cock. I was going to enjoy this.

I noticed the steel cuffs they had put on me were a lot more comfortable to lay on than  handcuffs. These fit the curve of my wrist and were broad enough not to dig into my back when I lay on them. Score one for manacles over handcuffs. Less convenient, harder to remove, and more comfortable.

He enjoyed a little foreplay, taking me close to coming. I was gasping and needy. I begged him to take me. I was in agony with need before he deigned to mount me. I felt his stiff rod probing my pussy, driving me to buck and squirm, trying to get myself around him. At last he entered me, slow, way too slow. I needed him to impale me all the way, quickly. I moaned my need and he seemed to understand. He thrust all the way in and I came, oh God did I come, I screamed my joy and pleasure. This was a great fuck. I felt my vagina spasm around him trying to pull him further into me. I was gasping, trying to squirm further into him but I couldn't move and he kept pumping me up until I came again. I was still high on my first orgasm when the second hit. I thought I would explode. And he kept pumping. When he came I felt his hot spend flooding my love tunnel already filled with my juices. It was too much. I came a third time, The biggest, hottest, most intense feeling I've every had.

We lay there in the dirt and mud of our secretions. I was filled with joy and satiated with love. I looked at him and saw he was smiling at me.

He said, "The white girls always have a good fuck out here. I think its the collar and chains. They know they can't keep their up tight ways now so they let out all the stops. Jimmy and I like it too."

"Yes, Master, I said, "That could be it. This was the best fuck I've ever had. Why don't you lose me. Say bandits took me away.  Then I can be your partner, like Jimmy, only better in bed.  I could be free again and travel with you. Help you with the new girls. I'll give you a good fuck every night and when I don't you can whip me into shape.  I'd much rather be your helper than a bored slave girl in someone's harem. I'm sure I'm going to like you better than the rich Arab whose going to put me in his harem."

He shook his head wryly, "Honey, every white girl I transport asks the same thing. I made a contract and I keep my commitments if at all possible. Its one reason I get contracts. I like you. You're beautiful and you're not making a fuss about your kidnapping or clothing. The local girls know they're probably going to a better life. The girls I transport on contracts mostly complain a lot. If you were for sale, I might buy you, but you're already owned.

Well, it was worth a try. "Master, you're an excellent lover.  I hope I gave you as much pleasure as you gave me. I hope you'll do me again soon. When you put me back on the chain, could you put me next to the other white girls? I'd like to have someone to talk to when we're not walking."

He said, "Sure. One of them was punished for yelling when you were servicing me. We always gag the noisy ones. I'll take off her gag. Hopefully she's learned her lesson. Tell her if she mucks up again, she'll wear the gag longer. If any of you make any trouble you'll all get whipped and separated."

"I understand, Master. Thank you."

He stood up and put his pants on. "Get up, Katy."

I sat up and got to my knees then I stood. Damned hard with my hands locked together behind me.

He tossed a rope over a branch, unlocked my chain from the tree and led me to the rope. He turned me around and tied the rope to my cuffs. He pulled my arms up high behind me, forcing me to bend over. He kept pulling until my body was horizontal and my arms straight up. I had to stand on tiptoe.

As he raised my arms he spoke, conversationally, "Katy,  I have  a procedure. Every day we take a girl off the chain and go play with them. They enjoy it, mostly and we always do. Before we take them back, we whip them. I doubt you've ever been whipped but you've read about it. The truth is it will hurt. The whips we use aren't severe. They usually don't cut you, just leave a red mark that fades in a week. Some girls like it, it makes them come. Honestly, Jimmy and I like whipping the girls. The sounds you make are just like when you come. You dance around most enjoyably. I enjoy the feeling of absolute power I get from it.

The main reason we do it is the beneficial impact on the girl's attitude. It drives home the fact that they are slaves and we can do anything we want to them. They are always more respectful and obedient after a whipping. It reminds you of your proper place And the stripes calm down the other girls.  It seems to be a badge of honor for the girls.  They always show them off to their mates when I take them back. Its time for your first one. I'll give you twenty strokes and I have some things I do to make it easier on you. Sort of anesthesia."

I listened to him and understood him. Nothing I could say would stop the whipping. I said, "I'm not the least bit brave or stoic. I'll scream bloody murder. Maybe you should gag me."

I heard his footsteps and lifted my head. I watched as he walked to the little pack where he got the rope and took out a ball gag. He said, "The white girls always want to be gagged. I don't mind and if it helps you get through it, that's OK."

I opened my mouth and he inserted the ball and strapped it tight. I could still make noise but not as loud and not in words. OK.

He said, "I'll avoid your head, breasts, and arms. I want your stripes on your back, ass and legs. The last three will go on your inner thighs and pussy. I'll ask you to spread your legs for those. If you don't I'll put them on your breasts. Nod your head if you understand."

I understood perfectly. I nodded.

The first lash landed on my ass. It was like a bright line of fire. The pain radiated through my ass from that line and twisted my belly. I squealed and danced around trying to lessen the pain. It slowly faded to a dull ache. I received three on my ass he spaced them out so each had faded a little before the next one hit. I made a lot of noise and used my legs a lot. I danced in a circle and kicked as far as my hobble allowed. I moaned continuously, it seemed. I felt the heat building in me almost like arousal, but different.

His questing fingers were a surprise, stroking my labia lips and rubbing my tender ass at the same time. He was arousing me. Or maybe changing my pain to arousal. Now it seemed they weren't so different. His fingers penetrated me as he slipped the hand from my ass onto my breasts. He cupped and stimulated my breasts with one hand as his other hand aroused my loins. Soon I was gasping and squealing with pleasure until I screamed my orgasm into the gag. He gave me a minute before he resumed my whipping. I received four strokes on my back. They hurt, but it was different now. The pain flashed directly into my belly and stoked my inner fire. I was so hot. I felt his hands on me again and I think he barely touched my inner lips before I came again. I flooded my pussy with my love juices. He walked around me and rubbed some of my juice into my nostrils. It was a sexy touch and I appreciated his gesture.

He laid three more stripes on the front of my thighs, pausing between strokes. I hardly felt the pain of the lashes. My mind felt the arousal rising in belly much more strongly. I had heard of pain sluts. Was I one? Was it Aaron's skill? Was it my helpless state, my bondage, forcing my mind to cope with what it couldn't change? Master walked to my head and removed my gag. I was gasping and moaning, wanting another release of the cruel heat in my belly.

He bared his rigid cock and said, "Service me, Katy."

I hadn't thought about it before his cock appeared. But there was nothing I wanted more in this life than to service him. Not freedom. Not riches. Not an orgasm. I wanted to submit to this man. Wait.  I had to resist.  I had keep him conquering me.  If I just gave in, he'd move on to Alice or Janette.  I said, "What will you give me?"

He laughed and said, "Ms. Storm, I think I can offer you an orgasm, if you perform well."

I gasped. "Deal, Master.  Give it to me." Sucking him off was the ultimate demonstration of subjugation a female could make. I wanted him to keep me, beat me, fuck me, forever. I already had his seed in my vagina, now I wanted to taste him. He stood still and I rocked forward and back sucking him in and letting him slide out. I felt him grow larger in my mouth. I tasted his pre-cum and I was ready to receive his spend when he pulled out and left me. I was devastated. I wanted to show him I would take it all and gleefully swallow his whole load.

The next thing I felt was his hands grasping my hips and his rampant cock sliding into my pussy. It was heavenly. Better than blowing him and, anyway, I was sure I'd get another chance to blow him. He brushed every nerve ending I had and each one sent its own message of joy and fulfillment as he passed. I felt him go in - out - in and I orgasmed again. The biggest, strongest, most mind blowing orgasm of my life. If I weren't hanging from a tree I would have fallen to the ground in rapture. I screamed for all the world to hear my pleasure.

I was still moaning when the next lash stung my ass. No matter. It was what I wanted. I needed a whipping. I needed my Master to whip me. It was a bit of a shock to realize I thought of him as my Master, not just a man I called Master so he wouldn't punish me. I loved his fingers stirring my juice, moving my pussy lips. As well as stroking my ass, my breasts, rubbing gently over my ridged flesh. I got another orgasm then he gave me four more on my back. They were glorious. I would hurt all over tomorrow but how good they felt now. He gave me another orgasm and then ordered, "Spread your legs, Storm."

I stepped my feet apart until the chain tightened. I felt the pain on the inside of my left thigh and it was intense. It almost made me come by itself. I felt his hand rubbing my latest stripe. Then the pain came to my right thigh. Marvelously intense. Then my last lash directly up onto my pussy and it was glorious. My belly spasmed and I came with a great flood of my love juices.

He left me to dangle and recover for a moment before he untied my arms. All I could do was stand there moaning as he put the rope and gag away. He came to where I waited and he kissed me, long and hard with lots of tongue. I loved the feel of his arms round me. I wished my arms were free so I could hold him too. He led me back to the coffle. I walked proudly, head high. I was his slave and wanted them all to know it. He had taken me first.

I had been alert for any opportunity to escape.  Master was very careful with me.  I had been chained to a tree unless he was directly controlling me.  My hands were always secured.  I had literally no opportunity to do anything.  It was actually a relief.  I don't know how I would have survived if I had escaped. It assuaged my duty to escape to know I had been alert but no opportunity had arisen.  Anyway, I was having a great time.  I had never felt so alive as now.  Nor had such fantastic sex.  I wanted more.  In a dark recess of my brain I understood I had to play hard to get.  I needed to be unconquered so he would keep trying to conquer me, to stay interested.

When we got back to the coffle I saw two native girls cooking over a small fire. The two white girls were now where I had been, closest to the tree. He put me back on the coffle, closest to the tree. One of them was gagged and had her hands locked behind her. Aaron removed her gag and unlocked her hands. I was all smiles and said, to them, brightly, "Hello girls. My name is Katherine Storm, I'm 26, and I'm a slave.  My Master has just fucked me and whipped my ass."  I turned and bent over to highlight my stripes.  I turned back to face them and asked, "Who're you?"


Chapter 3:  Neighbors


Both blondes were about my age and looked good. Beautiful faces, good boobs, slim waist, girlish hips, long legs. Any man would be proud to own one. I wasn't envious. I had all those qualities and I was taller and I just had the best lay of my life with a gorgeous hunk. And some did own all of us. Wonder who? If they're like Aaron, I wouldn't mind at all.

The one with the longer hair said, "You're awfully chipper for a whipped slave girl. You must have gotten laid after you got those stripes. I'm Janette and I'm 24."

I said, "Before and during. I'll tell details later." I turned to the other blond, "And you?"

She looked grim and said, "I don't see anything to smile about. You were whipped half to death. Oh well, my name is Alice. Alice Hastings. Did you find out anything we can use to escape or get help?"

"Alice," I said, "it won't help anyone if we're angry and dejected. If I can escape, I will. But these chains are riveted on me and I see yours are too. I can't steal a key and get them off. I need the help of a blacksmith to remove them. I don't have anything to pay him with but my body. As soon as I say that, he'll just keep me as is and use my body anyway. If I could steal a key and get off the coffle, there's no place to run to. I'd die in three days without water. Even if I could run, I can't go far or fast with these leg irons. All I can do is make the best of this situation. Which means make the men happy. Am I wrong in any of this?"

Alice shook her head and said, "I hate this. I'm not a slave. I'm a fucking accountant. The government is supposed to protect us. Why would anyone take me?"

"Aaron told me to tell you that if you misbehave again we'll all be punished and you'll have to wear the gag longer. As for why we were taken it could be chance or something else. No way to tell now. Alice, This coffle only has beautiful women. You, Janette, me, all the other girls are lookers. We're going to be slave girls and sold to a rich Arab, probably.  Hell, that's what most of the other girls want. Who did you work for?"

"The embassy. I was asleep in my quarters there and woke up in chains. I don't know where."

"Janette," I asked, "Who did you work for?"

"Commerce. I was an oil analyst in the Saudi embassy."

"I worked for the CIA and was on my way to a meeting in Gambela when I was taken, in Ethiopia. Alice, what country were you stationed in?"

"Morocco, why?"

"Wait one, "I said. "Do either of you have families or close friends who will be worried about you?"

Both shook their heads, "No."

I said, "All three of us are US government employees in three different countries. None of us have anyone who will want to know where we are. We are all blond and good looking women. We were all kidnapped and brought to the same place and I have no idea what country we're in now. I don't know why we were chosen, but there's some connection to our jobs."

Janette said, "But we worked for the government. Our bosses will want to find us."

"Not," I said, "if someone higher up in the government tells them not to."

Alice said, "Why would someone in the government do that?"

"I don't know. But some government involvement seems possible. In fact, its the only thing I can think of now. A CIA conspiracy to keep us quiet, maybe?"

Alice said, "I don't know anything to be quiet about. I haven't seen or heard, or read about anything suspicious."

"Well, maybe its just that we're so available and invisible. Anyway, there's nothing we can do about it. Just try to learn how to please the men, and watch for an opportunity."

The cooks brought dinner to us. Steel bowls with vegetables and beans and a few bits of some meat. Spicy and good. We ate with our fingers and cleaned the bowls and our fingers with a dirt scrub. The cooks put things away and were put back on the coffle. Aaron unlocked the chain from the tree and we walked a little way into the brush. This was our chance to eliminate before the trek. I squatted with all the others and dribbled onto the parched earth. So long, privacy. Livestock!

The two men were working up the coffle from the other end. I was on one end. They stopped at each girl, unlocked their wrists, and locked a chain to her right wrist. When they finished we were held four feet apart by chains between our necks and our right wrists. Of course we all faced the same direction. I guess that made me the head of the line.

We lined up. Master on his donkey led the way. Jimmy on his donkey, leading the pack animals was in the rear. Master tied a rope from his saddle to my chain and we started walking. We soon learned a cadence and spacing. I was the lead girl so everyone behind me had to follow my pace.  There was a little jerking on my collar as the coffle adjusted itself. Each girl had to space herself far enough back from the one in front to avoid stepping on her ankle chain in the dark. But close enough our neck chains didn't pull. We learned how much to swing our chained wrists without jerking. It was hard to talk and there was the incessant clatter of our ankle chains to fill the silence.

Both Master and Jimmy carried rifles and lights. The lights were seldom used and carefully aimed only at the ground. Our eyes adjusted to the darkness and we had no problem seeing rocks and branches in our path. Sometimes I saw Master wearing night vision goggles as we walked. My feet were sore the first couple of nights but soon toughened up. We weren't given anything to wear or any sort of shoes. I don't think slave girls around here ever wore anything but chains.

In a mile or so we got into the rhythm of the coffle and hardly ever felt a jerk on our collars.  We walked at an even, steady pace.  It turns out a donkey and a girl with chain between her ankles move at exactly the same pace.  I wonder if that's how they determined the length of our hobble?

Our steps were exactly  the same.  The only sounds besides the wind was the quiet, periodic clatter of our chains as we stepped forward.  I was worried I would stumble because the chain was shorter than my accustomed stride.  I often had my stride jerked to an unaccustomed stop.  I had no one in front of me, so I tried to maintain a steady pace.  When I stumbled, I felt the jerks in my collar until all the girls found my rhythm again.  They could look down to watch the feet in front of them to get their rhythm back.

We were halted and watered every hour or so.  And we got to rest every second watering. When they called a rest stop, all the girls just lay down on their right side beside the trail.  Sometimes you got a bush or tree, but you still lay down as far as possible.  There wasn't enough slack in the chains joining us for much forward or back motion.

I guess I should have expected it.  But who thinks of bodily functions when you have come to expect not to make decisions.  When all pride and dignity have been stripped from you. When we were getting our rest stop I needed to pee. I must have been looking pained because Master looked at me and walked over.

"I guess you need to pee. Right? Its about time." He raised his voice, "Slaves, listen up. There are no toilets on this walk. If you need to pee. either do it while you're walking or when you stop. We will stop for you to crap before dinner. Modesty is not permitted in slaves. Try not to pee on your neighbor's feet."

I told myself it was no worse than peeing in a pail in a barred cell where anyone could watch. I still didn't want to do it. I felt like I would be a disgrace to my mother, to all women if I peed naked beside a trail. I couldn't wait any longer. There was no option. I really needed to pee so I twisted my ass as far off the path as my chain allowed and squatted. You know, as far as bodily functions go, urinating from a full bladder is just below orgasm. Its much higher than sneezing or even eating.

Crapping just didn't feel as wonderful as peeing. When they decided it was crap time we were led off the path maybe a hundred feet and ordered to face left. Now we were in single file with our wrist chain in back of us.

Master, and that was how I thought of him now, addressed us, "Slaves, this is your chance to crap.  Here's what I want you to do. Squat down and use both your hands to spread your ass cheeks wide when you crap. Make sure you keep your wrist chain out of your crap. Go."

We squatted. I obeyed and used my hands to spread my ass cheeks apart. I pressed my left wrist into my ass to hold the chain above it. The procedure worked well. None of my crap even touched my ass cheeks. I hadn't been told to stand, so I squatted and waited. This didn't feel as disgraceful as when I peed. Maybe because all the coffle was doing it in unison, by the numbers. It was like a chorus line plus grunts, plops and smells. Oh well. Once again, no option.

Master said, "Good girls. Stand up and step forward one step. Face right. Now we were facing in our direction of march. He took the lead rope and led us back to the path. We walked on another mile or so before we camped.

OK, camped is a stretch. We stopped, and two girls were taken off the coffle, to fix dinner. Master led me and the rest of the coffle around a tree, clockwise, so my right wrist was nearest the tree. When we came close to the last girl he stopped and locked my chain to her collar. Now the coffle was not going to wander. We sat down with our right wrists behind us and waited. We were allowed to talk, so long as we didn't disturb the men.

Jimmy took some supplies and utensils off the donkeys.  The two girls gathered firewood. They weren't going to try and run off. Their feet were chained and they were naked in a wilderness. Besides they probably thought they were walking to heaven and escaping would be terrible. He showed them how to make a fire and cook for dinner. The two girls distributed bowls of food. Some sort of vegetable stew with brown rice and lots of spices. It was wonderful. Partly because it was the first food we had today and we were hungry.

Alice, Janette and I only had four foot of chain between our necks. We sat cross legged facing each other when we woke. It was about all we could do except lay down. We talked about our families, growing up, men. We always came to men. It was clear to us that the men we had grown up with had never been given the chance to develop . The men who controlled us now were true, free men and were driving us all crazy with lust. These were the most masculine men we had ever known. We all wanted to be theirs. I recounted my time with Aaron. Janette told us of her time with Jimmy. Alice drooled from both ends. We looked forward to being taken into the bush by them. I told them how I learned the whip was my bosom buddy when wielded by an expert.

When we talked of men and sex we watched Master and Jimmy as they ate and talked. We speculated on the size of their members, and how long they would last. Janette and I exaggerated Master's and Jimmy's members to Alice.

I had seen Master's member up close. I had licked it and sucked its head and held it in my mouth. I had tasted him, sucked his pre-cum, and swallowed his seed. I knew how he tasted. But I couldn't describe it. I had not the words. How can I describe a taste that's unlike any other. It was salty, and thick, and luscious. My body sucked it up like it was the juice of life. It tasted of strength and power, of control and determination. When he was in me I knew subjugation, submission, and obedience was my life. I was kneeling before him and I knew with a crystalline certainty that was where I wanted to be.

Perhaps it was the sex and the submission, but my previous life was fading.  I could remember details if I tried, but I had to concentrate.  My life now seemed so much more real.  I was walking in coffle across a never-ending dry, brush covered landscape and the only images that filled my idle mind were of my Master's muscular body and especially his large, rigid cock.  It was my goal.  I knew I had once worn clothes, but they were irrelevant and confining here.  As I walked I could hear the clatter of my ankle chain and sometimes I looked down at it. I loved how it looked and the smooth curves it formed as I moved my feet.  How had I ever walked without it?  I didn't remember. When we talked I sat with my legs crossed in front of me.  I would play with my ankle chain incessantly. It was such a necessary part of me now.

We discussed whether they were cruel or loving. We fantasized about living with one of them. How often they would screw us. Whether they would keep us always in chains. Whether they would ever let us walk down a street again. We talked of shopping and how we could only wear skirts and dresses with out ankles chained. We were absurd and loved it. We discussed the utility of a hobble skirt when the girl is already hobbled. We had all seen the movie 'Story of O' and we all talked of how that would work. We all wanted to have gowns like the girls in the chateau. Velvet, and so low cut that our breasts would hang outside the material. Long, heavy skirts that covered the legs but left our cunts exposed. Split down the back so our ass was readily available for the whip or the cock. We lusted after pretty slave clothing.

When the conversation lagged I noticed we were all playing with our ankle chains. Just something for our hands to do in a land where it was all we could reach. I counted the links. Twenty between my ankle cuffs. I was relaxed and happier than I would have thought possible. Only days ago I was a spymaster, although not a good one. I had an employer to please, relationships to juggle, clothes to buy and maintain. I had a government credit card, a personal credit card and bank account. I paid taxes and earned a pension. I had a driver's license and a passport. I had to write reports and make plans.  My life was now very simple. All I had now was this chain. My only duty was to obey. My only hope for improving my life was to please Master and Jimmy and my unknown owner. I've read that simplifying one's life is important for happiness. I expected to walk and obey. Escape was impossible.  Freedom meant complexity and unhappiness. My only desire was for a good fuck. I felt more alive and more connected, more than just the chains, to people, than ever before. I was happy.

We giggled and laughed for hours after eating. Then the men came for us.

They walked to the coffle and ordered us to our feet. They circled us, sizing us up, selecting their entertainment for the night. We all wanted to be chosen. All the girls stood well, lifting our breasts and smiling as lasciviously as we knew how. Master remembered me and approached me with a leash in his hand. I was ecstatic. I flung my wrists together behind my back for him to lock. I tilted my head back so he would have easier access to the lock on my collar. When he unlocked me from the coffle I bounced on my feet so my hobble chain clattered. I shivered and suppressed a giggle. As he led me into the bush, I heard Alice laugh. I chanced a glance back and Jimmy was leading her into the bush. Janette was looking after them sorrowfully. I knew I had to be unconquered.  It had gotten me picked again, but it was hard.  The truth was, I was broken.  I would do anything he asked, I just couldn't let him know that.  I had to make him think I was afraid of punishment, but still defiant.

It was light and the sun was still well above the horizon. He led me maybe a hundred yards from the coffle and stopped under a tree. He locked my chain to the tree and said, "Spread your feet apart. Arch your back.  Thrust your breasts out. Hold your head high.  Direct your eyes to my feet.  This is called standing display.  It is how you should stand when you are in the presence of a man, Katy.  Do you know why you are here?"

"Master, we know we are now slaves. I think it is because men are afraid of women.  Afraid we might knock you off your throne. Afraid of what unchained women can do. Weak men fear us."

"Katy, there may be other reasons why you were taken, but it is certain that you are here because you are beautiful.  Plain girls don't get collared."

"But, Master, surely there is some larger reason.  We all worked for our government.  We must have scared some men. And there are many pretty girls around."

"Probably, but I do not know what it is and neither do you.  I do not think there are many prettier girls around, either.  Tell me why men want you in standing display position."

Master, it exposes my girl parts so everything is visible.  My breasts are emphasized.   I show submission by not looking at his face. I show pride in being his property by my erect stance and by holding my head high. And he doesn't have to look me in the eye."

"Mostly true," he said, "and a man wants the very best looking slave girls so he can be the envy of his associates.  That is why you are here, Katy.  Kneel in display.""

He sat on a rock and we looked at each other. He examined me thoroughly. I mainly looked at his face. Without saying a word, he stood and came back to me. He unlocked my hands , lifted them, and locked them to the back of my collar. His touch burned like his whip. I was getting aroused from my bondage and helplessness and his presence, so close. OK, time to drop the defiance and be submissive.

He said, "Spread your knees farther apart." I did. "Arch your back more and thrust your breasts out as far as you can. Tighten your pectorals . Lift your breasts proudly." I did. "Hold your head high and look at the ground in front of you." I did. "this is how a trained pleasure slave kneels. Remember this position when you kneel for a master."

"Yes, master," I said. "Do you find me attractive?"

"You are beautiful. But You could be better. If I owned you, I would put rings and bells on you."

"Rings, Master?"

"Yes. Rings in your labia, in your nipples, and in your nose. You would be exquisite with these simple additions. They are wonderful adornment and make you even more controllable.  Every ring is another place to fasten you or exert force."

"Master, I do not want to be pierced and ringed. It would make me the most controllable, debased and shamed woman possible. Yet, I cannot resist you.  They will be a sign of your strength, not my submission. If you put these rings in my flesh, I will wear them proudly as symbols of your strength. You mentioned bells?"

"Katy, think how submissive pleasure will fill your heart if every move you make announces to the world that I own you.  That you have been found beautiful enough to be collared.  That I always want to know where you are. You could never go unnoticed."

"Master, I don't find the thought of being belled appealing right now.  I do enjoy it when you lead me by my chain.  Perhaps some of that joy will appear also when I hear my bells tinkling my presence to others.  I hope so."

"Good, girl. Where are you from?"

"I was raised in California, Master."

What are your domestic skills? Can you cook, sew, garden?"

"Master. I worked in an office and never learned to sew or garden.  I have lived alone for years and can cook simple meals."

"You will probably be trained. After all a man can only fuck a girl for a few hours a day. She must be useful when he is not using her body."

"Yes, Master. I won't be a very good slave.  I want to be free.  I will fight any man who tries to keep me in bondage. I am a prisoner, not a slave.  It is my duty to escape. Yet I enjoy sex and you are a masterful lover.  I don't know what I will be like.  Free me and let me be your lover."

"Katy, how long were you enslaved before you came to me?"

"Less than a day, Master. I was taken from a car I was riding in to a shop where my things were taken and replaced with these chains."

"So short," he said, " From the way you seduced me, I thought you had been a slave for months. Were you a whore before being enslaved?"

I smiled, and said, "No, Master. I like sex a lot and I wanted you to like me. Was I successful?"

He smiled and replied, "You know you succeeded you little wanton. If I could, I'd keep you, but, you're already owned. All I can do is enjoy you until we arrive."

I said, "I will enjoy pleasing you, my Master, at least until I can escape."

He stood up and came to me. He unlocked me from the tree and led me to his rock. He commanded, "Kneel." I did and spread my knees and arched my back. He pulled the chain from my neck down behind me, lifted my ankle chain, and locked them together. I couldn't rise or straighten my legs now. He sat on his rock and asked, "Katy, do you like being spanked?"

"Master, I said, "I love it. I love rough sex. I like pain mixed with joy. Please spank me or whip me and make me feel my submission. You are the kind of man I want to subjugate me and teach me I belong to you. I want to obey you and please you before I escape."

He pulled me into his lap and kissed me. I kissed back as passionately as I could. He flipped me over and gave me a spanking I won't soon forget. His hard hand paddled my ass. One cheek then the other. I moaned and gasped as the pain bit into me and turned my center into a molten mass of need. I think he heard the timbre of my moans change from absorbing pain to welcoming the coming orgasm. He reached between my legs and his nimble fingers thrust me into a huge orgasm. He started spanking me again and soon I was in the throes of my second orgasm. Then the third.

At last he lay me on the ground where all I could do was spread my legs far apart and beg him to take me. He was wonderful and we each had another orgasm. When we recovered he sat me on my knees again and said, "Service me. Make me hard so I can take you again."

"Yes, Master."

I knelt and waited while he freed his semi-erect cock. It hung in front of me and I licked and sucked it's head. He tasted sooo good. I wanted more. I swear his cum is addictive. My whole body lit up when I tasted it. I greedily sucked his whole member into my mouth. It reached far down my throat and filled me so well. I bobbed my head trying to get him to come in my throat again. I felt his cock swell and stretch my throat. I felt so well suited for this. I was evolved for it.

I was sorry when he pulled out before climaxing. I wanted to taste his seed again.

He pushed me on to my back on the sparse grass. I instinctively spread my legs as far as my hobble chain permitted.   His considerable weight descended on me. I felt his rigid cock penetrate my feeble defenses and enter my love canal. My juices had fully lubed it for him. Two thrusts and I climaxed. I gasped and moaned as my vaginal muscles spasmed around him, trying to hold him in. But he was far too strong and continued his rhythmic pumping. Soon I had a second and third orgasm before he came in me. I was filled with his hot spend. It was so right, so perfect. I was the perfect receptacle for his seed. I came again in response to his stimulation. I could only lay there moaning and gasping. My body was pinned to the ground by his weight and cock impaling me. I didn't want to move anyway. This was a perfect moment and I wanted to savor it as long as he permitted.

Before I was taken, I wanted a fine house, Aubusson rugs.  A classy neighborhood, exotic cars, fine dining and servants. Now, the height of luxury was this man's cock in me and walking chained through the desert. What could be finer?  How was I going to convince him I wanted to escape?

He fucked me one more time before we needed to leave. I walked proudly behind him back to the coffle.  My ass glowed pink from my lengthy spanking. But the rest of me glowed with the inner fire of a well fucked girl following her Master. I swaggered a little.

Alice was sad and she had to spend the afternoon alone. Janette and I told tall tales of our heroes massive dicks. Their unbelievable endurance, and indomitable strength. We showed each other our rosy pink asses and gloated a little. Alice was really happy when we had to start walking and stop bragging.

We walked at night, all night. We got rest breaks every hour and water, we could pee if we wanted. Aaron stopped us when he saw light in the east. He would let us pee one last time then lock the coffle around a tree. We were tired by then so the girls would go right to sleep. The weather was always warm so we just curled up like sheep. Most of us would wake up in the afternoon and all we could do was talk. The men didn't mind as long as we were quiet. Library rules. Sometimes one of the girls would cry or struggle to get loose. One of the men would stop that with a few strokes of the whip. It was OK to cry, but quietly.

I had assumed from my discussion with Talia that all of the local girls looked forward to an easier life as a rich man's slave.  That wasn't true.  Several of them were noisily unhappy and wanted to escape.  Impossible of course, but they kept on.  The white girls, Alicia, Janette. and I, talked about escape and our old lives.  Really, though I was thinking more like Talia.  This was a rich experience for me.  It was more like a safari than a kidnapping.  We had all gotten over being embarrassed.  Yes, were naked and chained, but so were all the other girls.  We were exposed for the world to see and, frankly, we were all proud of our bodies.  We were hot and available for men to see, feel, and use.   I wanted to be used.  My sexuality was kicked into high by my helplessness and exposure.

One day we met a family going the other way on the trail.  A man and a woman and two children.  They had a donkey loaded with gear.  I became aware of them when Aaron guided his donkey off the trail and into the grass.  He walked in the grass until all the coffle was off the trail, then stopped.  We stood there and I heard the family approaching.  I was instantly embarrassed but there was nothing I could do, but wait.    The small group walked past us.  All of them looked at us as they passed but there was no sense of impropriety in their eyes.  I guess a slave coffle wasn't exceptional.  When the woman passed me I saw her hands were tied behind her.  I guess female equality was not a strong concept in this part of the world.

Every day, before the night march, the men took two girls off the coffle to play in the bush.  The chosen girls always came back with red striped asses and shit-kicking grins on the faces.  In my case, I knew I didn't have low standards.  These guys were excellent lovers.  My bondage didn't hurt.  I was half aroused all the time.  Almost always, at lest one of us westerners were chosen.  Racial bias I guess, but I think there is a strong tendency to choose a lover from your own race. I was thankful we didn't have any local men driving us.  Alice and Janette and I always tried to look and behave alluring when they came around to choose someone to play with.  I was inordinately proud when I was chosen.  I wriggled like a puppy when one of them approached me with their key.

The evening before we were to arrive at Ghaat, Aaron chose me to play with.  I was proud and frisky.  I hadn't been chosen for two days and I was horny as hell.  As he led me into the bush, I tried to cuddle close and rub my breasts against him as we walked. He didn't seem to mind but he didn't acknowledge me either.  He found a scrawny tree with some grass around it and locked my chain around it.

I jumped into standing display in front of Aaron and waited.

He said, "Good girl.  You do that well.  You look good.  The walk has suited you."

"Thank you, Master."

He unlocked my hands from behind me and relocked them in front.  His ever present rope was knotted to them and thrown over a branch.  He pulled and my hands lifted far above me.  When I was standing on tiptoes he tied the rope off, well out of my reach. "Master, you haven't tied me this way before.  I feel totally exposed."

He said, "It is commonly used because it works so well.  I can lay my whip on any part of you that I want."

"Master, won't you reconsider keeping me?  You could leave me in the desert , chained to a tree when you go into town.  You could say I died on the walk.  Bit by a snake or something. Then I won't have to keep thinking about escape."

"But the other girls will know that's not true.  Besides, I have no place to keep you.  I go on these treks all the time.  I'd have to leave you chained or caged for weeks at a time.  I'd have to find someone to take care of you when I was gone. And I don't have any friends who I could trust not to steal you.  I don't know of any slave kennels to board you.  Wouldn't work, Katy."

Master, take me with you.  This is a healthy life.  I could show the other girls how to behave.  I'm already chained perfectly for the coffle.  You could always sell me if you got tired of me.  I'm sure I'd bring a good price.  I'm pretty even if I'm not an enthusiastic slave."

"Katy, I've already explained about my contract.  You already have an owner.  Keeping you would be stealing.  I'm a trader, not a thief.  Besides, If I lost you, I might not get another delivery contract.  I'm a businessman, not a romantic. No."

"Then, Master, this is our last time alone together?"

""I'm afraid so."

"You're going to fuck me and whip me, then.  Would you whip me first, please?  Whip me hard. I want to feel the pain for a long time."

"Remember, Katy, when I first took you, I predicted you would beg me to whip you? Well here you are."

"Yes, Master.  You know women quite well.  I trust I will have better luck escaping from my next jailer."

The first stripe landed on my ass and it burnt like fire, sinking straight into my loins. I shook my head frantically, trying not to scream.   I heard the swish before I felt the fiery line the whip created on my ass.  I screamed at the second stripe, but it sounded weak, thin.  I jumped up and down and kicked my feet in the wild dance of the whipped girl.  It did no good.  After the fifth or sixth stroke I felt my arousal kick up a notch.  The whip was pushing me toward the brink. I felt the whip again and again on my defenseless ass. I kicked and struggled feeling the whip shoving me to the brink.  At last, I fell into a glorious orgasm.  I moaned in pleasure and stopped kicking.  I had done it.  I loved that whip. Finally I had the sense to stop moving.  The whip stopped too.  I was cut to pieces.  My ass must have been bleeding in a dozen places.  

The next day we arrived in Ghaat.  It looked like it had been built five hundred years ago and had been forgotten. The roads were all dry dirt. We marched through the streets and no one seemed to care. We were led into a fenced yard outside a nondescript building. Aaron talked to some men from the building. We were hosed down and the whole coffle taken inside. Janette, Alice, and I were taken off the coffle but the chain connecting our necks stayed on. The wrist chain was removed and our wrists locked behind us. We were put in a cage against one wall with a covered pail and pail of water. The rest of the coffle went into a larger cage close to us, still neck chained together. There were several other large cages for female merchandise, but were empty.


Chapter 4: Chained


The next day we were taken to a large bathroom and allowed to bathe and dress their hair. We were loose in the bath No coffle chain and our hands were free. Our ankles stayed chained. We knew our collars and cuffs would never be removed. We were ordered to shave our legs and armpits and remove body hair. We were given tweezers to use on each other to shape our eyebrows. Many types of makeup were used to repair any imperfections. We applied color to our eyes and lips and nipples. We were given nail polish and earrings to choose from.

Once we were clean and perfumed and made up, wonder of wonders, we were given clothing. It covered nothing. They gave us harem negligees of many colors, diaphanous as cloud. They were mere wisps of material and just dropped over our heads, so free arms weren't needed. But we were clothed, at last. Our nipples and breasts and pussies were clear as day with just a sheen of color across them. But we were clothed!

The auction plan was explained to us. Alice, Janette and I were already owned, so we wouldn't be sold. The other girls would be displayed on the floor.  The buyers could see, and touch, and even converse if they wanted. The girls were simply to stand and let the potential buyers handle them. They would be chained to pillars and other fixtures for security and to give the audience easy access. Sex was not permitted until they were sold. Then the girls would be removed from the floor, and the sales would start on the auction block. The girls wanted to show as well as possible. A higher price meant a more affluent owner and likely an easier life. The girls were all intelligent so they understood this immediately. We white girls were going to be used to whet the appetites of the buyers. We would be displayed naked and then whipped before the auction. Just to raise the excitement of the buyers.

After the girls were taken off the floor, We were brought out in coffle. out=r hands locked in front. Our handlers led us to three pillars that would be our whipping posts. As we reached the first pillar, Alice was hung by her wrists so she faced the pillar on her tiptoes. Janette and I were led to the next pillar and I was hoisted. My toes just reached the floor. I had never been hung this way and I felt completely exposed. Every bit of skin I had was available. After Janette was hung, an announcer came on stage and explained. We would each be whipped twenty times. The privilege of whipping us would be sold for one thousand dollars for each stripe. He had immediate takers and he sold all his tickets in just a few minutes. The announcer had his personal slaves take the tickets from the lucky buyers. One coupon for each stripe they got to give us.

Our whippings went quickly. The slaves who took the tickets understood the effect a public whipping was going to have on us. The slave girl taking my tickets would rub my pussy a couple of times after each stripe was laid on me. She spoke to the audience as she did this.. I don't know what she said, but she got a lot of laughter and applause. I came after the fifth stripe and she pointed out my spasms and gasps to more applause. I'm sure if I had been for sale, I would have brought a good price. I managed to orgasm twice more on numbers twelve and eighteen. I think I put on a good show.

We were left to hang for the audience's appreciation while the auction was going on. The girls went for a lot of money. More than I would have guessed. The least expensive was $150,000 and the most was $450,000. After the girls had been taken away by their new owners, we were taken down.  We were put back in coffle, and taken back to our, now lonely, cage. We were fed and slept.

The next morning we had our hands locked behind us and were taken to a panel van and put inside, still in coffle. We didn't drive very long before we were taken out of the van. We were in a courtyard with high stone walls and a steel gate across the driveway. It was solid and I couldn't see through it. A man led us through a solid steel door that shut behind us with a loud Clang.

The place looked like a modern prison on the inside. Steel barred gates at every doorway. Remotely operated doors, cameras at every junction. We were taken into a shower room, our lead chain was locked to a ring in the floor, and the man left. In a moment four women entered the room. All were slaves, judging by their chained ankles and collars, but one was clearly in charge. Her hands wore cuffs but not fastened and she had a coiled whip snapped to her belt. The other three were more restrained and ornamented. The slave in charge said, "I am Tasha, first girl. You will obey me or feel my whip. You will be trained to become perfect slaves. You will address me as 'Mistress.'" She ordered the other slave girls, "Wash them. They stink of the pens."

They washed us. Besides their ankle chains and collar they also had a steel belt snug around their waist. Their hands were chained to the back of the belt with chains long enough to reach in front of them maybe a foot. They also were pierced and had gold rings in their noses, labia lips and nipples. They looked good but I didn't want them. As if what we wanted mattered anymore.

When we were dry, Tasha unlocked our lead chain and took us to a shop. She was deferential to the two men. She said, "Masters, I have three new slaves that need your attention. If it please you, I will wait until you are finished and take them to their cell."

One of the men said, "Fine, Tasha. kneel in the corner until I call you."

"Yes, Master," she said and hurried to kneel in a corner.

He led us to a wall and locked our chain to a ring. I was last in the small coffle. He unlocked my chain from Alice's collar and took me to a workbench and locked my chain to it. He measured my waist and selected a steel belt from a rack and tried it on me. I guess he was happy with the fit. I thought it was too tight, but he didn't ask me.  He held up a disk with the number 22 stamped on it.  He said, "Your number is twenty two.  Memorize it."

I said, "Yes, Master."

He attached it to my collar with a pair of pliers. He locked a short chain to the back of my collar, pulled my wrists high on my back and locked them there.

He clamped the belt around my waist and riveted it shut. I was becoming familiar with the riveting process. It was comfortable, like a steel corset,  tight, and obdurate. Another layer of restraint I could not remove. He called the other man over. They welded a short chain to the back ring of my collar. It dangled halfway to my waist.

The men unlocked my wrists.  They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then  cut two short lengths of chin and welded them to my wrist cuffs. The other end of the chains  locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “reach both hands in front of you.”

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said,” Relax your arms.” Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just  possible. The released her wrists and said,” put your hands behind you, palms touching.”

I obeyed and one man walked behind me. I heard and felt the chain joining my hands pulled through the ring on my waistband. Soon my hands met, palm to palm at the rear ring and I heard a lock click. I learned that my wrists would meet at the small of my back when the chain locked to my collar.  Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar like Roseann. Such are the pleasures of even a willing slave girl.

I heard the man mutter, “Good.” Then he unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring. Now my wrist cuffs were fastened together with a chain. No locks anywhere, all rivets. My hands could be fixed in three levels of restraint with a single padlock. The one lock on my body. Position One: My hands could be pulled high on my back and locked to the chain dangling from my collar. Eventually my tendons would stretch enough they could lock my hands to my collar. Position Two: Pull the chain joining my wrists up to my collar and lock it there. My wrists would be held together at the ring on my belt. Position Three: Put the lock on my collar for future use. My hands could only reach the length of the chain fastening them to the rear ring on my belt. About a foot in front of me or just high enough for my hands to be locked to my collar. The least restrictive position but still quite limiting.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were  far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar  pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning.” The blindfold covered my eyes again. A ball gag was strapped tight in my mouth. I was led somewhere and backed up against a flat surface. A strap was tightened around my waist. Then others pulled me tight against the surface. Above my breasts and below them. A form fitting shell was placed on the back of my head then a strap around my forehead. My legs were pulled as far apart as my hobble allowed. My knees were pulled wider and strapped tight. Now I was immobile, gagged, and blindfolded. Great. I guessed I was going to be ringed now. Not my choice but I couldn't even protest. I hope they didn't hurt.

The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.  Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the needle slide into my flesh. It was smooth and fast and felt more like a poke than the fabled prick.  I felt the ring push the needle back out. I could only gasp and moan. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, but I could not raise my strapped head to see. Then each of my ears received their rings.  Master Aaron has gotten his wish.  I wish he was here to claim me.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  I only sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received similar rings.

At first, I raged at the violation of my body. Then I realized I was helpless to do anything about it.  I wondered if they would make me more attractive to my new Master. I hoped so. One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I wanted their care. I was so helpless!

Then I felt the cool liquid spread in both nostrils.  Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was much stronger than the other piercings. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed into my gag. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose.  Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.   I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what had been done to me.  They had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller.  This made the ring they planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.

I squealed into my gag and tried to plead with the men to not ring my nose. No intelligible sound made it past the large gag, but, of course, the men understood me. I understood my opinion and desires did not matter to the men. They were just doing their job. And, undoubtedly, enjoying it.

I felt the fingers come back to my nose.   I heard the locks click and felt the weight pull on my septum. and knew I was  ringed, collared, and chained as a slave where everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear. I felt drained and beyond caring. I just wanted  to be left alone. I sobbed quietly in my mute darkness.

The straps holding me to the flat surface left me. I might have fallen but a hand steadied me. The blindfold and gag were removed. The light was too bright at first. When I could see again a man stood me in front of a mirror. Before I saw myself I felt degraded, helpless, violated. But the slave girl I beheld in the mirror was breathtaking. I had changed from a suited bureaucrat into a the epitome of feminine perfection. The rings made me into the most sublime symbol of feminine submission I could imagine. I no longer was trying to look like or act like a man. I was woman. I was submissive, obedient and was what men needed to own. A man who owned me was king.  I wish Aaron would take me.  They had made me just what he wanted.

He led me to a wall and had me kneel on a thin mat. He locked my chain to a ring on the wall, said, "Don't move," and walked away. I knew I was not to move from where I was commanded.

It seemed a long time before Janette was knelt beside me. She was chained to another ring and the man said, "Stay as you are." I turned my head and saw she had been ringed like me and wore the same wrist chains. The disc on her collar had the number 23 on it.  She had a shocked look on her face. I guess I probably looked the same. I whispered, "How do you feel?"

She whispered back, "The piercings hurt a little. I think I'm OK. I sort of like the way they make us look erotic and exotic at the same time. I feel like I've been made into a sex toy."

I whispered, "We have been.".

We were quiet but we kept sneaking looks at each other. I found her beautiful. I wanted to love her. I was filled with lust for the helpless beauty beside me. From the look on her face, she felt the same way about me. I had never felt attracted to a woman before, but Janette said it correctly. She was now a sex toy. I'm sure I was too. I wanted to play with her so bad my belly hurt. It was torture being so close to such a creature. We had been ordered not to move by a man and we dared not ignore that command.

Alice was brought in and knelt beside us. We looked at her and saw her look of wonder. She said, "I don't know what they did to me. It still hurts a little, but I can't explain it. I knew I'm a slave girl. Now I look like one. Not only that, I feel like one now. I've been thrown back in time to when women were  property and men were responsible for them. I want to have a master, a man I can love and obey that will take care of me." She was number 24.

Before Janette or I could speak, Tasha came up to us. "Stand up, slaves," she said. We stood and she unlocked my chain from the wall and locked it to the back of Janette's collar. Then she locked Janette's chain to Alice's collar. Finally she unlocked Alice's chain and used it to lead us out of the shop.


Chapter 5:  Trained


We went down a long corridor and stopped in front of a barred door. After a moment the door slid open, sideways. We passed through the door into a prison. A large room one story high, lined with barred cells. Many of the cells had women in them. The doors were open, but the girls didn't come out to greet us or see the "New Meat." Later I counted forty cells and twenty four women. Tasha led us into a cell with the number 22 above the door.  Mine, I guess. It had a cot, a sink, toilet, and make up table.

She locked Janette's and Alice's chains to a bar. She pulled a long chain out from the back wall and locked it to my collar. She took the short chains off of me and hung it on a bar at the front of the cell. Now I saw why no one greeted us. My new chain was long enough to reach everything in the cell but the door.

Then she took Alice and Janette to the next cell and presumably locked Janette there.

Tasha came back to my cell and asked, "Have you ever made love to a woman?”

I said, "No, Mistress." I had once tried it at school, but I wasn't going to admit it to her. I continued, “It's immoral. I've never even thought of it.” My damned rigid upbringing wouldn't let me admit to something that felt good when I had tried it. And it was more than 'once.'

Tasha said, “You're a virgin.”

I shot back, “ I am not, Mistress, I slept with men.”

Tasha said, “ Better and better. Tell me, did you like it?”

I thought a moment then replied, “It hurt the first time.  After that it felt good, but the man always got me hot then finished before I was ready.”

Tasha said, “ The same with me. But when my girlfriend and I tried it and after we practiced a little it got better than with boys, much better."

Tasha said, You are going to become an expert." She took one of the short chains and locked it to the front of my our collar.  She led me to Janette's cell and locked my lead to Janette's collar.

She continued, "Jan, you're going to give Katy an orgasm. Then you'll change places. After all, what else do you have to do now."

I was intrigued. There had always been rumors and whispered gossip among my friends.  No one had ever admitted actually doing it. I wanted to do it.  It also felt repellent, unnatural.  I knew how good it felt when I tried it myself and  I wondered if a 'courtesan' could do better. I could feel heat growing in my belly and my love juices starting to bubble. Finally I gave in and said, “I've not experienced. What do I do?”

Janette said, ”Stand up.”

I was wary and shy but I stood. Jan stood at the same time and sidled around to face me, almost touching. Jan moved closer and started rubbing her breasts against mine. I flinched away, but Jan followed and continued her rubbing. I felt Jan's belly touch mine and soon her entire body, from ankles to shoulders was brushing me.  Then she pressed against me  until my whole body was squirming. It felt wonderful to just touch. It was even better than using our hands. That would have been mundane, common touching and not new or as sensitive, I realized. Jan's head was dipping and twisting, following her undulating body. She was caressing my every sense.

Janette put her face close to mine, made eye contact and let it linger. Her eyes softened and she almost smiled. Jan ran her nose over and around mine, just touching. She asked, “Can I kiss you?” My brain shied away , but my body thrilled to such an erotic, sensuous joining. I  smiled, and opened my lips a fraction, tilted my head to the right, and put my lips on Janette's. Jan opened her mouth a little and ran her tongue over my lips. Her touch was gentle, sensual. She eased the tip of her tongue between my slack lips and slid it back and forth, sharing their tastes.

I touched the tip of my tongue to Jan's and gently blew. Jan's tongue  thrust forward, pressing my tongue down, dominating it. Her lips pressed hard against mine, raping my mouth.  She pressed my back all the way onto the bed, subjugating me. I couldn't move,  I felt my hot love juices squeeze dripping from my cunt,  running down my ass crack. I loved the sense of helplessness, of Jan forcing me to respond. I reveled in submission. “Do what you want to me,” I thought, unable to speak, gagged by my chained mistress' tongue and lips. “I am your slave,” I thought.

Jan continued the kiss, with hard pressure on my lips, exploring my mouth with her soft tongue. I relaxed into the kiss, returning it with all my will. I knew she had nothing else to do. Jan was her whole world and she concentrated her whole being into the kiss. Jan, too, I think, thought only of pleasuring me. When we finally came up for breath, Jan slid down my body, kissing and licking all the way. She paid special attention to the hollows under my collarbone. She made me so hot, sucking, licking and kissing my glowing skin.

She slid down so her hot mouth could fasten on my rock hard nipples. She alternated nipples, first left, then right, licking and sucking them. I was ready to burst. I had unusually long nipples, standing out an inch from the aureoles. I had not expected this slow, sensuous arousing through my breasts. All I could think about was how this would look to my strait laced friends. Here I was. naked, chained to another naked woman and having sex with her.  I felt strong arousal.

Jan shifted and I saw Tasha watching us. She had a satisfied smirk on her face. I didn't care. She was our mistress and we were obedient, but we were the one's getting orgasms.

I liked being helpless and taken by another woman. We were both slaves. We were no longer bound by any rules or expectations of others. For the first time in her life, I was free. Free to act on my desires and feelings. I had to obey my masters, so they were responsible, not me. I realized the beautiful, sensuous woman chained to me was right. Loving each other was not immoral.  It was simply free pleasure. I released my lust for Janette and wanted her. I was free to act on my desires and feelings. We were just slaves and would always be helpless. By the time both nipples were hard, they were aching, wanting release and her belly was aflame. I was moaning, wanting more. I  wanted ho hold and caress Janette, but my chained wrists made me impotent. I could only endure the sweet torture and hope for release.

I felt my nipples hardening and belly heating with love. I felt Jan's warm body caressing me as she moved. The cold, steel chain connecting us slithered over my skin.  Jan moved her head back and forth between my breasts. The rounded, obdurate steel joining my wrists pushed into my back. I loved it all. My restraints made everything I was feeling more intense. Jan and the steel subjugated me and I reveled in my subjugation, wanting it to last forever.

Jan moved lower, continuing to lick and kiss, and suck. I spread my legs to allow Jan access to my loins. I felt Jan's hot body slide down my labia lips, caressing them, driving my excitement ever higher. Jan knelt on the floor and lowered her head to my groin.

My heat skyrocketed as I felt her magic tongue approach my loins. My moan rose in pitch as my heat blossomed. My labia lips spread wide in arousal, moist with expectation. Janette  moved at a  deliberate pace, teasing me, drawing it out. I wanted her to hurry, to push me over the edge.   But no, she dawdled, knowing that delaying my climax was driving me crazy with desire. She  licked and nuzzled my thighs and belly,  closing in on the nexus of my lust.

She watched  the helpless contractions of my vagina.  Saw  me trying to pull a phantom penis into my body, to reach the ultimate in physical pleasure.  Janette licked my engorged labia lips, up one side, down the other, then reversing.  Dawdling, tantalizing me, driving me to ever more frantic heights. My gasps and moans increased in frequency and power. When Janette sensed I was at my peak, she thrust her tongue deep into my cunt. She took my clitoris into her mouth and sucked with all her might. I exploded.  My moans became wails. My legs snapped shut around Janette's head. My back arched, lifting Janette off the floor. Sometime later, my spasm  relaxed and I settled back down, releasing Janette. We were silent for long moments. Finally, Janette said, “Well, for a first time you certainly enjoyed it.”

I gave a choking laugh then asked, “Why didn't anyone ever tell me what it was like?”

Janette answered, “That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen. I don't think anyone else knew how big it would be for you. Now its my turn. Are you ready?”

We switched positions and Janette directed me into position. Janette said, “Now remember, no matter how much noise I make, wait for me to peak before you suck my clit.”

I looked  at the helpless girl below me and said, “ Shut up slave. I'm in charge now,” and began licking her breast.

Surprising me, Janette's orgasm was as huge as mine had been. After she had relaxed, I asked, ”Was your orgasm as spectacular as it looked? I think it was as big as mine, and mine was my first.”

Janette said, “It was the best I've ever had. You were great, but I think there was more to it than that. All the time I wanted to hold you and could only think about my cuffed wrists and chained neck. By the way, I  liked that they chained our collars  together. I wonder if they would send us out as a pair? I think I must enjoy bondage. I felt joy at being helpless and under your control. I wonder if being  submissive makes sex more intense?”

I said, “You mean the stupendous orgasm I felt was not normal? I sure enjoyed it. You played me like a violin and gave me more intense joy than I ever felt before. You can play me anytime!”

We were silent with our own thoughts for a while. I wanted a man in me. Jan surprised me when she said, "I don't belong here. I like being free. I always wanted to travel and see the world. That's not going to happen, now, is it?"

"Jan," I said, "It doesn't look like we have a choice. We will become just what our owner wants us to be. He has all the power. And I like that. I want to belong to a man, have great sex all the time, and have no worries except to obey my master. What could be easier or more pleasant for a woman? Relax and enjoy the ride, slave."

Tasha said, "That was a good start slaves. I'll make you better." She locked me back in my cell and walked away with a clatter of her hobble. I watched her go.  She acted more dominant than I would have expected from a naked, chained slave. But her hands were free and she had a whip. I guess she was as high as a woman could go in this place. I wonder if there were any free women here. I hoped not. The ultimate humiliation would be have a free woman see me as I was. Worse yet to command me.

The day was young and the three of us were put into the slave's routine. Tasha and six men released us, unlocked our hands. Which meant they were still fasted to the back of our belts and we could only reach them about foot in front of us. They formed us up in four rows in the center of the room. Tasha stood in front of us and said, "Position training. New girls do what the others do. Memorize these positions and their names or numbers. Practice them in your cells. Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Tasha and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. It was like the kneeling position Aaron had taught me except for the standing bit. I was surprised when I felt the sharp sting of an instructors whip on my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. After the room stilled, Tasha yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Tasha yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Tasha said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected ten more stripes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Tasha said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time this morning I had assumed this position.

Tasha yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Tasha yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Tasha went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Tasha was in great shape. We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour. The men had a much easier time trotting beside us, free of any restraints. They used their whips freely. After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Tasha sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was.

When we started flagging, Tasha slowed us back to a walk and we finished up that way. We cooled down and were allowed to shower, ten girls at a time. I was so glad to get the stink off me.

We were fed once a day after our exercises. After our shower our hands were locked high on our backs and we were lined up into four rows. I noticed one row was short two girls. When all the girls were lined up, Tasha barked, "Position three, Kneeling Display."

We all dropped to our knees and assumed the position.

The two missing girls came through a side door, both pushing a silver serving cart. They went down the rows and put a bowl of water and a bowl of food in front of each girl. When it was delivered they put the remaining bowls in front of their positions and knelt.

Tasha said, "Eat." All the girls bent forward and either lapped up some water or started eating. I heard clanks as their collar rings hit the edge of the metal bowls.

I looked at the bowl in astonishment. Women don't eat out of a bowl on the floor. We're not animals. I don't care if we are slaves, we are still people! I was angry and terrified. I wanted to rebel. Would they punish me if I didn't eat? Did I want to the  feel the whip again? Did I just want  reassurance of my status? Or did I just want to be aroused by the whip?

A man came up behind me and asked, "Do you need some help?"

I said in a soft voice, "Yes, Master."

A stinging blow landed on my shoulder. He said, “ Eat it all now!”

The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. My shoulders were on fire and my chains held me fast. I realized I had been foolish and resolved to be  obedient in the future. Slaves were not permitted dignity or allowed any independent action. “Yes, Master!” I exclaimed,  ashamed of both my submission and the sexual heat that had erupted in my belly. I felt like I would climax if he struck me one more time. I hoped he would touch me some other way.

The men watched while we ate. I ate everything in my bowl, a tasteless porridge with bits of meat and vegetable. There was no way to keep my nose ring out of the food, so I got some of the food on my nose ring and my cheeks. I licked the bowl clean when I finished. The same two girls took the bowls and wiped our faces with a damp cloth.

After dinner we were allowed free time in the big room.  Talking and eating out each other was the only entertainment.  I made it my plan to talk to every girl in the facility and learn their stories.  After an hour were ordered to go back to our cells. We could lock ourselves to the chain or Tasha would do it when she made her rounds.  When she came in she locked the chain to my collar then she showed me the box of pink pills.  Take one a day unless you want a baby.  If you forget, tell me.  If you get pregnant there will be much punishment.  Your master might let you have the child.  If its a girl, she'll be a slave here.  If a boy, he'll go up for adoption. She left me with my hands locked in position two.


Chapter 6:  Well Used

The man came in after Tasha left.  I heard footsteps then several men passed my door and one stopped.  He looked at me and I knelt in the prescribed form.

He said, "Very nice.  Stand up and turn around."

I stood as gracefully as I could.  I felt his eyes on me and I liked it.  I was the center of his world and I could feel his lust.  I rotated slowly a full turn.  My chain wrapped around my body.  I kept turning until the chain stopped me.  He stepped up close and put a hand under each breast and cupped them.  I felt my pussy getting wet.  I was aroused and wanted him in me.

He said, "You have lovely breasts.  They are firm and real and your rings are superb."

"Thank you, Master."

"Katherine, do you consider yourself a good lover?"

"Master, slave girls are not allowed to be proud. I can say , as a matter of fact, that no one I have loved has ever identified an improvement I needed to make."

"Were you a lawyer, before you were enslaved?"

"No, Master,  A government employee."

"Even worse.  How do you like your new life?"

"Master, Its not what I planned to be, nor is it as bad as tales make it out to be.  So far I like it.  But since I have no control, it could turn bad on me. Its so strange having absolutely no control. I think I may like the bondage better than the slavery."

"You mean, you would prefer to have a Master, but one who kept you in bondage, but let you have some say in your life?  I don't see that being workable if he let other people see you."

"Well, Master, it was a thought, not a plan."

He was holding me and running his hands over my body.  I was having a little trouble concentrating.

He said "Your bondage is enticing.  Tell me what you think about your ankle chain."

Master, it is my favorite.  I've worn them for months and walked across the desert in them.  They are not uncomfortable and I love the sounds of my chain clattering when I walk.  The swirling of the chain is graceful and its my favorite toy.  I think of it as love beads."

"OK.  What about your collar?"

Lots of women wear costume collars for their looks.  Mine is functional but still beautiful. I would wear it even if I had a chance for it to be removed."

"Your wrist restraints and belt and collar seem to be an integrated set. Why do you think of your collar by itself?"

"The collar was one of the first things put on me, Master.  The wrist chains and belt were added here."

"OK. Unwrap yourself." He walked to the door to my cell and got he short chain Tasha had left there.  He took the long cell chain off me and replaced it with the short chain. He led me out of my cell and to the barred gate.  He pushed a call button on the wall and the gate slid open with a clanging of a bell. He led me down a corridor and out of the building.  We were in a large walled garden.

I hadn't seen such greenery since Seoul.  It felt so good to be out in the fresh air.  There were birds singing and insects buzzing around.

The garden was ornate with numerous benched under shade trees, fruit trees, berries, flowers and vegetables.  We walked around the gardens and talked.  Not like lovers.  We hadn't done that yet.  He mainly asked questions about my background and feelings.  He seemed to be trying to get to know me.  He seemed to want to know more than a whore's customer might.  It was confusing.  My best option was to tell the truth.  That way I wouldn't have to remember any lies.

He stopped us under a shade tree and locked my chain to a handy ring set in a concrete block beside the bench.  He took my head in his hands and said, "You are lovely and I think this will be a perfect setting for love. Kneel, Katherine," he said."

I knelt facing the path and beside the bench.

He lay me on my back and I spread my legs wide for him.  I felt the warm breeze cooling my inner thighs where my love juice had been running down.

I spread my knees as far apart as I could. He took off his pants and I saw he had a thick , long cock. I was going to enjoy this. I felt the cuffs under me and they were not uncomfortable.  It was apparent their position was raising my hips just a little and making my love tunnel match the position of his cock.  Once again, I was thankful they hadn't made me wear handcuffs.

He enjoyed a little foreplay, taking me close to coming. I was gasping and needy. I begged him to take me. I was in agony with need before he deigned to mount me. I felt his stiff rod probing my pussy, driving me to buck and squirm, trying to get myself around him. At last he entered me, slow, way too slow. I needed him to impale me all the way, quickly. I moaned my need and he seemed to understand. He thrust all the way in and I came, oh God did I come, I screamed my joy and pleasure. This was a great fuck. I felt my vagina spasm around him trying to pull him further into me. I was gasping, trying to squirm further into him but I couldn't move and he kept pumping me up until I came again. I was still high on my first orgasm when the second hit. I thought I would explode. And he kept pumping. When he came I felt his hot spend flooding my love tunnel already filled with my juices. It was too much. I came a third time. A big, hot, intense feeling. It felt so good.  Slavery gets a bum rap.

We lay there in the soft grass. And I  saw I he was smiling at me.

In a little while he helped me to my knees and unlocked my chain from the ring.

He said, "Stand up, Katherine." He kissed me again and said, "Thank you for a great time. Its time to get you back.  The sun will be down soon and you're not dressed for a cold night."

"Thank you for a great time, Master.  Will I see you again?"

"Do you mean was it a good first date?  Yes it was a great first date.  I will be back. Katherine, looking at you here, having just had a great lay with you, I've got to be honest.  I would never free you.  I have never seen or heard of a free woman that could hold a candle to you.  Right now, I want to enslave every woman and make them like you.  I am appalled that men ever freed their women or gave them any rights at all. You are perfect."

"Thank you, Master.  I agree with you.  Women should be slaves.  It makes both men and women happier. Take me back and lock me up.  I need that too."

He put me back in my cell and I lay on the cot, hands still locked behind me.  He knew my name was Katherine and I didn't know his.  I knew he could come back if he wanted, but there were a lot of free, available women in this place for him.  I knew if  this assignation had happened when I was free, I would be sad, hopeful, anxious and a host of other emotions.  Now I was just glad he had stopped and wondered if I would get any more tonight.  I was ready.  Heck my body had been trained to have many orgasms in a day.  I was just getting started.  Suddenly I was horny and needed another man in me ASAP. I was such a slut.  I wish my hand were free.

The next day after training and dinner, I got together with Janette and we agreed to go play in my cell before our brothel duty started,

We talked and cuddled and learned to give each other an orgasm with no wasted motions. We agreed to limit ourselves to one orgasm each per night unless there was a special occasion. We had just gotten started when Tasha stopped by and we told her about our agreement to only have one orgasm apiece per night. She made us each give her an orgasm right then. That was fun too. She promised to stop by again other nights. I asked if we could have our hands unlocked and a deck of cards. I got three lashes for trying to break the rules. I didn't do that again.

She locked me in and took Janette to her cell.

Tonight was much different than the previous one.  I serviced eight men this night. None wanted to talk.  They just ordered me into the position they liked and told me to get on with it.  I gave three blow jobs, two of which they stopped in time to stick their members into my pussy for the grand finale.  One was happy with my mouth.  Four used my pussy and the last one favored my tighter entrance.  It was all good.  I had been trained to orgasm if they used either my mouth or pussy.  I still needed to learn how to orgasm from anal sex.  I'm sure they will teach me.  I cleaned up and turned in around 2 am.  I made damned sure to take my pink pill.

Janette and I made it a permanent date to get together after dinner.  Often we'd talk, but sometimes we just lay together on one cot and cuddled as best we could in our chains. It was nice to be off the floor and comforting to feel her skin against mine. The hard steel on her body was warmed by her body heat and was no more uncomfortable than mine. We held as still as possible since any motion resulted in a clatter of chain. It was all we could do.  I never fell asleep, but it was soothing to feel the same person against you on a regular basis.  We both wanted our own master so bad. 


Chapter 7:  Mistress


The lights came on in the morning and I used the toilet. Soon Tasha came by and unlocked my hands and took the chain off my collar. The best we could ever get now was Position Three. Limited use. Janette and Alice and I got together for grooming in the morning. We brushed each other's hair and skimmed on a little lip gloss. There was a buzzer they used to summon us to the center of the room. We had to line up in the same four lines as yesterday. Tasha led us through the same position drill as yesterday, but in a different order. I got some more stripes for being uncoordinated. I'd learn, but it was harder than one might think to be graceful when your hands and feet are chained together.

Instead of exercise, we practiced our sexual skills. The men put steel tubes into receptacles on the floor then fastened cross bars to their top. Every other girl was positioned in front of a section. Our hands locked in Position One, the most stringent. I was selected. I had a chain with a clip on each end fastened to my nose ring then was bent over the bar. My ankle chain was locked to a floor ring and a chain to my collar held my body horizontal across the bar. The other end of the chain was put on my clit ring.

The other half of the "Class" were given long, rubbery plastic dildos. Tasha said, "Girls, give these toys a good blow job. Show us your best stuff. A real woman is a good cocksucker. Every one of you will be a world class cocksucker when we're done with you."

We sucked the dildos until the trainers thought we did it well enough. They corrected us on tongue action. Sequencing from licking sucking the end, then taking it all in our throats and pumping our heads up and down. I got several stripes and heard my bells dinging when I jumped. I had no idea I wasn't doing it well before. I felt degraded and worthless. It was so demeaning to have to learn to give a better blow job to a stranger holding a dildo. It felt natural to blow Aaron, but not this. An artificial prick wielded by a girl. I was so helpless. The fact she was helpless too didn't matter.

After we were all good enough with mouth action, a ring gags was strapped in my mouth. I hated this. My jaw was held wide open and I started drooling immediately. The girls with the dildos went to our other ends. I didn't know what to expect.

Tasha said, "Girls, your slaves need to be well lubricated. The cocksucking may have been enough for some of these slaves, but probably not all. The first thing you need to do is get them aroused. Feel their cunts. If they're real wet, just wait a minute. It they're dry or moist we need to warm them up. If your slave is dry or moist, I want you to spank her. Because your hands are chained, use the dildo. Give her five swats, hard, on each cheek."

I was already wet, but I felt the stinging blow land on my left ass cheek anyway. I squealed and bounced my hips to no avail. She gave me the full ten and I was dripping. A spanking made me wet in no time. Oh God. I was a pain slut, too.

Tasha asked, "Anyone still have a dry twat? No? Good. Now you're going to give your slave an orgasm. She's already aroused so it won't take long. Slowly insert the dildo in her cunt. Only shove it in a little ways, them slowly pull it out. Wait a minute and put it back in, a little deeper. Tug gently on the chain from her clit ring. Keep doing this until she orgasms."

I felt the dildo doing just what Tasha said. It was so slow it was driving me crazy. I wanted it in me ore and faster. I felt my heat growing at every movement of the wonderful thing. It didn't matter that it was a sex toy. Hell, I was a sex toy. My body couldn't tell the difference. I wanted more. I felt the chain pull my clit ring. It was the final twinge I needed to throw me over the edge.

I came with a scream of pleasure. I heard other moans, gasps, and screams from the other girls.

I heard Tasha, a long ways off, say, "Girls, you were great but your slave has soiled your dildo. Go have her clean it off."

I felt the slick cock shape slide into my mouth. I licked and sucked my juices off until it was clean. The girl with the dildo ran it in and out of my mouth several times until all the thick juice was gone. I heard her whisper, "Good girl.

I didn't feel like a "Good girl." I felt like a helpless slave girl. Not only couldn't I move or protest. Another slave girl was operating my body, forcing me to an orgasm I wanted to give my Master. I wish Aaron were here.

Tasha said, "Now girls, your slave has one more hole to exercise. Go back to her ass and insert the dildo in her ass hole. Be gentle and lube it first with a little of her love juice and then push and rotate until it slides in. Her hole will be tight and we're going to help loosen it."

I felt the girl rubbing the tip of the dildo in my cunt. I almost came again. I squealed when she stopped. I felt the tip poke my tight ass hole. She pushed and rotated the dildo and it forced its way into me. It didn't hurt, but I didn't like the strange feeling. The thought of something going in there repulsed me.

Tasha said, "Girls, You're going to give her another orgasm. As you're pushing it in and pulling it out.  Use your other hand to rub her breasts, tweak her nipple rings and pussy. And when she's almost there flick her clit ring with your finger. Maybe another tug on her clit ring, Listen for her moans and gasps."

Oh God, not my clit ring again. That was the most sensitive place on my body. All the sensations going on aroused me. The dildo going in and out, just like in my pussy. Me distaste changed to lust. Suddenly it was perfectly natural. It was just another way for a female to accommodate a male. Who cared if that way didn't make babies. It was obviously well designed to please a man. My ass hole was tighter and hotter than my cunt. As the dildo gave me intense feelings I remembered the only mission in a slave girl's life was to pleasure men. Her nimble fingers in my cunt and on my nipples combined to take me to the brink of orgasm.. Finally the flash of wonderful pain in my clit set me off like a spark causing an explosion. My orgasm was much bigger than the last one. I hooted, and squealed and screamed through my ring gag. Through my throes I felt her remove the dildo and I felt an overwhelming sense of loss. I wonder if we could have one in our cell at night?

Tasha's voice came again, "Now girls, you have given your slave  pleasure. And improved her training. Now she gets to repay you. Go to her head and grasp her leash. Pull her nose to your cunt. Release the chain to her collar. Make her lick and tongue you to orgasm. Make her clean you after your orgasm. Small tugs on her clit ring will make her work harder. Go."

She pulled my nose into her already moist cunt. It wasn't Janette, but she tasted similar. She said, "Stick out your tongue and lick my labia.  Both sides.  Faster.  Harder."  

Her love juices were flowing now.  She was salty and sweet.  I tasted woman for second time.  I was getting aroused now.  I wanted to feel a tongue too.  I heard a slight moan from her."  Now stick your tongue between my lips and keep licking.  Harder."  The moans were coming faster now. Her juices were flowing faster. I felt her body quivering under me.  "Now feel my clit.  Suck it, hard.  Keep on sucking." I took her ring into my mouth and sucked as hard as possible.  She exploded under me.  Her body spasmed and she arched her back so hard she threw herself back away from me.  My face was wet with her secretions. She was screaming, "Yes, Yes."

As I recovered the men released me, us. Then the roles were reversed. My tormentor, who wielded the dildo that took me to the depths of degradation was mine to torment. I knew it was wrong to feel like I was getting even. She had no choice and I enjoyed it, physically. It was the mental anguish that went along with my helplessness that chafed. I knew if I didn't do exactly as Tasha ordered, I would be whipped.

Tasha ordered us to take the dirty dildos to the shower and clean them, then return to our stations. I went with the others and obeyed. I followed Tasha's commands and reamed out all of the girl's holes. I felt better as her cries of pleasure joined the others. I was helping her to orgasm and she liked it. I felt the very good indeed when I spanked her. It was great fun whipping her and hearing her moans of pleasure. Almost like those she made while having a real orgasm. It made me hot inside too.

The men released the girls and we all got to take a shower. We were assembled again in the room and one of the men addressed us. He said, "Slaves, you are here to become a joy for men. You will receive much pleasure too. Tasha is first girl and you must obey her. But she is a slave too. Lest she forget her place, periodically we remind her. Tasha will now undergo the same training you just received."

He motioned to Tasha to go to the rail. Her hands were put in Position One. Her ankle chain locked to a ring. She was bent over the bar and her collar chained to a floor ring. The double ended leash and bells put on her rings. The man picked up a dildo and handed it to a girl. "Proceed," he said.

I had mixed feelings about watching Tasha exercised and brought to orgasm. I watched the girls around me and saw a swirl of emotions. On one hand she made us do things, on the other she wasn't mean, just doing what the men told her. Maybe the anguish I felt was for all the women. We were seeing the affirmation that all women were less than all men. That we were their toys, their playthings. All our education, our accomplishments were as nothing compared to male strength and determination. It was strange to feel both sorrow for females and joy for men. How delightful to belong to a strong man.

Then we were put back in our cells and allowed to rest for an hour. Janette and I sat on our cots and talked about our experiences. What we hated, liked, and tolerated. For me the anal sex was an eye opener. I had always thought it obscene and possibly painful. I could never know what it felt like for a man, but I learned it was extremely pleasant for me. I wanted my Master, whoever it was to do it to me. I found I had a strong submissive bent. I enjoyed being helpless and forced to pleasure. Maybe it was just my mind choosing the least uncomfortable positions. I knew I was going to be helpless and subjugated the rest of my life. I would always be tightly chained and never given a chance to escape. The human mind's ability to rationalize its own shortcomings is near infinite. My subconscious may have just decided to make me happy with a slave's life. Or maybe I was always a closet submissive who now could come out.

Our hands were in Position Three. I sat cross legged and idly played with my ankle chain as we talked. I said, "Janette, I enjoyed this last session. I never imagined the pleasure I could get from anal sex."

"Yeah, me too. I'd never done it before. I watched a porn video where the girl made it look painful, but it wasn't," she responded. "I got an orgasm from it. I wonder if we could do it here?"

"No dildo," I said."

"Maybe we don't need one. Remember all the feelings came from the entrance. That's where the nerves are. Maybe a finger or two would be enough. We have a sink and can wash after."

OK. We experimented. It was all new to us . I began t think of Janette as a new sex toy I could do anything I wanted with. I'm sure she viewed me in the same way. She was great fun t play with. Always up for something new or pleasurable. We had nothing in our cell to play with except for some makeup and each other. We started using the makeup to give us new, exotic looks. Or silly looks. Or anything we could think of. It was not a rich environment and most of the time our hands were locked in Position One. All we could do was use our mouths for sex and talking.

We had pleasured each other and were back on our cots idly talking about shopping in a mall. We heard girls being taken out then brought back a few minutes later. The sounds of us walking was unique. Soon, Tasha came in looking none the worse for her treatment. She released us from our wall chain, said only, "Come on," and led us to a small room. She locked my wrist cuffs together so the chain joining them hung loose. She fastened a chain hanging from the ceiling to them then she pushed a button on the wall that lifted the chain. My arms were lifted until my toes just reached the ground.

She said, "Janette, give Katy twenty stripes. If I don't see a stripe after you swing, I'll have you give her another, so swing hard,"

Janette said, "Yes, Mistress."

I heard the swish of the whip and felt the stinging blow hard on its heels. I danced around and gasped. The next blows landed in quick succession, making me scream with the pain. They were so close together I had no feelings of arousal. I just hurt.

She finished and Tasha let me down. Janette was flushed with exertion and something more. She blushed scarlet and smiled with guilty pleasure when I looked at her.

Tasha suspended Janette as I had been and handed me the whip. She said, "Twenty hard strokes and I need to see a red stripe after each blow. Hit her ass hard."

I remembered how much it hurt and supposed I wouldn't like it either. After the first two or three strokes I found whipping her to be quite enjoyable. I loved the sounds she made and I enjoyed wielding such control over her. No wonder guys like whipping us so much. It made me aroused.

Tasha took us back to our cell and locked us in place. I heard more girls being taken out and returned.

Our prison/training facility/slave farm, whatever, had a beauty salon. Tasha took us there and told the slave girl there to trim our hair, shave our bushes, and put our Id. numbers on us. I thought , "Oh no. Not a tattoo or a brand." Our hands were in Position One so we couldn't do anything but wait. I knew trying to talk the girl out of it would be fruitless so I just asked, "Id. numbers, what did she mean?"

The girl said, "I'm Anne." She was a redhead, smiled and said, "We all get them. You can't see them unless you look in the right place. And it doesn't hurt. I numb the place before I do them. See," She used her hand to pull her lower lip down and there was her number on the inside of her lip. I've done dozens of them and no one said they hurt.

She was as good as her word. I went first and sat in a barber's chair, she trimmed my hair and shaved my bush. I know some girls think their bush is important and equate shaving it to nudity. But I don't feel that way. I've always shaved mine for summer and bikinis. Janette seemed to care more about hers. What the heck. It grows back. Besides, in our current fix, that's the least embarrassing thing. We were naked and chained. Permanently. Slave girls forever.

Then Anne swabbed something terrible tasting on my lip. It got numb and she pulled my lip out with one hand and applied my number with her other. It was done in a minute and I got up with a numb lip. I looked in a mirror and couldn't see anything but my neatly trimmed hair. Janette was done just as quickly and we were let out the door and told to go to our cell. We did, because, well, there was nowhere else we could go.

The afternoon's exercise was a surprise. A large screen TV was hung on a wall. Tasha lined us up in our familiar four rows and played a You Tube video of the Crazy Horse dancers in Paris. She told us we were going to copy one of the numbers for our exercise. She played the video and I could see us doing it. Our chains wouldn't hinder us. The dancer's arm and leg movements were small because of the small stage they worked on. Tasha assigned several of us to a specific dancer. She played the video several times while we mapped out our dancers foot and hand movements on paper. Then we practiced those movements. Tasha and the men used their whips a lot at first. By the end of the day we were close enough we practiced together as a troupe and Tasha praised us. She said, "Slaves, you looked pretty good. We're going to practice this until we look as graceful as those dancers. Then you're going to do a show for your masters."

We were fed after that. We ate with our hands locked in Position Two. It was still demeaning to eat off the floor. The men would sit at a table and watch us, commenting on someone's grace, or anatomy, or where our food ended up. It was at times exciting to be watched by men and sometimes shaming when they pointed out sloppiness.

After dinner, when we normally have free time, Tasha took us to a smaller room and locked both Janette and I to wall rings.  She left and returned with two other girls and fastened them.  Several more trips and ten girls were gathered. Tasha addressed us and said, "Girls, five of you have been chosen to be trained as personal slaves.  The rest of you will be their trainers. A personal slave has a single master or mistress they serve.  This will be a permanent assignment.  Besides what you already know you will learn to be your master's valet, maid, cook and secretary.  The first thing you will learn is how to properly heel your master."

Tasha walked to Janette and unlocked her hands and freed her from the wall ring. She handed Janette a key.  Tasha clipped the leash to my nose ring and handed it to Janette then she unlocked me from the wall ring.

She said, "Pay attention. Here are the rules for a girl who is heeling. Stay on your master's left.  One pace back and one to his or her left.  Watch them as you walk.  Anticipate what they are going to do.  If they turn, turn with them and adjust your pace to stay in position.  When they stop. kneel side their left leg so you head is parallel to them. When they start walking, stand and resume your position. Keep your eyes on the ground. Do not look up. Katy, get in position on Janette's left. Now stand beside her.  Step back one step.  This is your position..  OK. Janette, walk around the room. Keep it simple.  Turn when you get close to a wall.  Stop when you reach the middle of a wall.  Wait a few seconds then start walking again. Go."

I got in position in standing display.  When Janette started walking, I followed her, careful of my position. When she stopped, I sank to my knees beside her and went to kneeling display. When she started up again I rocked back onto my feet and followed her. Sounds easy.  It wasn't that easy to maintain my position.  Tasha followed us around the room and used her whip to correct me.  "Faster."  "Slower." "Spread your knees wider." Head up." "Position."  "Beside her."

When we reached our starting point, Tasha said, "Keep going. Practice."

Tasha released the other girls from the wall rings, a pair at a time. Soon we were leading a procession of girls heeling their trainers.  Tasha would stop us and reverse our direction.  Then we were walking in a criss-cross pattern and dodging other pairs of girls. We kept this up for an hour then Tasha said, "Line up girls.  Single file. Follow me."

Tasha led us out of the room and down the hall to the shop.  The smith was expecting us. 

He put a short chain on each of my nipple rings.  Both had spring clips on the far end.  They were just the right length for their intended purpose.  To make me bow my head so I could only see the floor in front of me.  This was done by someone clipping both chains onto my nose ring.  He said it was to improve my posture. Shit.  It was only to make me more submissive appearing.   He attached them to my nipple rings then clipped them onto my nose ring.  The leash was still dangling from my nose ring.

I could only straighten my head up at the expense of lifting my breasts by their rings. I tried lifting my head and pain shot through both my nipples and my nose. I desisted immediately. Relaxing to the inevitable I could not see Tasha or Janette's breasts. The leash dangling from my nose ring was heavy and was never still. Tasha said, "Take charge of your slave, Janette."

Janette took my leash in her hands and held it close to my face. She used it to waggle my head back and forth. It was irresistible and my breasts waggled below my eyes. I was now the lowest of all humans. Slave of a slave. I wondered what I had done to deserve this. I always tried to be obedient. Was this the reason I was chosen for this role?

Tasha took us to our cell and changed my world for the worse. She released Janette's wrists and said, "Katy, from now on you are a low girl and Janette's slave. You will obey her and every other slave as if they were me. You will sleep in Janette's cell after your visitors leave. Janette will have a key to your wrist lock and a whip if you misbehave. Janette, you are responsible for Katy. If she breaks a rule and you don't punish her, your roles will be reversed. From now on your wrists will not be locked at night. Katy's are up to you."

Janette moved my hands to Position One, the most restrictive.

Janette said, "Your wrists almost reach your collar. I will have them there in a week. Then you can get rid of that chain dangling down behind you. Won't that be nice, Katy?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, "am I to be punished?"

"Only if you are bad, slave girl. I will own you, control you, but I won't abuse you. Come here."

She sat on the edge of her cot and I walked to her."

"Kneel between my legs, slave." I knelt and she took the clips off my nose ring and let them dangle from my nipple rings. Even after such a short time, it felt good to straighten my neck. She pulled on my leash, guiding my face between her legs. Her hand held my leash tight, her hand touching my nose.

"Lick my pussy, slave, both sides and keep licking. "

I licked hard, her grip kept my nose stationary . I reached as far down as possible then pushed my tongue hard against her labia lips, pulling it up. I stuck it out again and stroked her other lip. Then I thrust my tongue between her lips, forcing my way into her hidden cleft. I kept licking, pushing hard. I felt her love juice trickling into her pussy, wetting my tongue and her inner recess. Janette was moaning in pleasure but her grip on my leash never wavered. My nose was firmly settled in her loins and I knew it would not come out until my new mistress orgasmed.

Her moans grew louder as I stroked her with my tongue. I found her clit ring and flicked it with the tip of my tongue. She gasped and I knew she was close. I used my tongue to lift her clit into my mouth and I sucked on it. She came in an explosion of sound and a flood of love juice. She spasmed hard, screaming, "Yes, Yes." She pushed me away and curled into a fetal position on her cot. I stayed kneeling. It was my last order. I could be whipped if I moved. She relaxed and said, "Good work, girl. I'm going to enjoy having you as my slave."

"Thank you, Mistress. I don't suppose I will get an orgasm, will I?"

Janette said, "I don't see why not. Stand up and go stand against the foot of your cot and bend over at the waist."

I stood and did as ordered.. She came over and slid the pad up so the wire mesh base was exposed below me. She threaded my leash through the wire. She said, "Keep your knees locked against the frame and spread your legs wide."

She tied my leash to my ankle chain, pulling it tight. My forehead rested on the pad. I couldn't move at all. She was quite clever.

Swish-Thwack. I felt the bite of her whip on my ass. I jumped, hurting my nose. I squealed and she said, "Not a word out of you or you'll spend the night like this."

"Yes, Mistress. Not a word."

Her fingers touched my lips and she said, "Open for me."

I opened my mouth and I felt her fingers slip inside and touch my tongue and slide around my lips. They caressed my jaw and slid down my neck to my collar. They slid over my metal collar and caressed my dangling breasts, roaming around and under them. She cupped first one breast then the other, lifting, weighing them. She grasped my nipple rings and tugged them, ever so gentle. She pinched my nipples and twisted them. It felt wonderful. She stayed there for a minute, caressing my breasts and tugging on my nipple rings. Then they drifted down my back. Stroking my bound arms on their way to feel the ridge of my single whip mark. They slid into my crack and circled my asshole. They continued on to my pussy and I felt a finger dive between my nether lips to arouse me even more. They rubbed me just like my tongue had rubbed her moments before. They flicked my dangling clit ring. and the instant response of my sensitive nerve endings kicked my belly into high arousal. They left me then and I knew what to expect next.

Swish-Thwack. The second stripe burned its way into my core, fanning my arousal. I was close to coming, but not quite. I heard myself moaning in need. Just a little more, Mistress. Her cruel, nimble, wonderful fingers grasped my clit ring and tugged. In an instant I came. It was glorious I spasmed and moaned. I screamed my pleasure, but I remembered. Not a word.

When I relaxed she untied my leash from my ankle chain and said, "Kneel, Slave."

I knelt, facing her, making sure my posture was correct. I said, "Thank you, so much, Mistress. That was wonderful."

"My pleasure, Katy. I enjoyed seeing you squirm under my control. You are like the best puppy ever. I can play with you and make you do anything I want. You're so responsive I think you'd die of frustration if you don't have an orgasm every hour."

"Mistress, its not my fault," I protested. "I never used to be like this. I was normal until this place put me on a steady diet of ten orgasms a day. My body has been conditioned to continuous sex just like all of us. Forgive me for asking, but don't you feel the same way?"

"Yes," she said, "but now every other girl in here can make you give them an orgasm. There are only five of you here like that."

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I had been helplessly chained after dinner. Now three more chains dangled from me, setting me apart and below most other slaves here. They had been added to me to train me as a personal slave, and their immediate result was to put me below my former equals. I had no idea why I was chosen. I hoped it meant I would have a Master soon, but it was clear I was to learn deep submission immediately. I felt wetness on my cheeks and raised my eyes. Tears were running unbidden down my cheeks. I couldn't wipe then. I turned to Janette and wailed," Mistress, what have I done to deserve this?"

She stood and came to me. She put her arms on my waist and pulled me close. She kissed my cheeks and said, "Katy, I don't know why. I'll take good care of you and we'll have fun. Think of this as just another role to play. This has to be part of your training. I'm sure your Master has something in mind for you and you must try and please him. Be the best slave girl you can and this will soon be over. You must be special in some way for them to do this."

It was time for the lights to be turned off. We went to bed. Janette let me sleep with her. My hands were still locked to the back of my collar. I was adapting to this. As she said. My wrist cuffs were now only two links below the ring. Soon she would be able to lock them directly to my collar. I guess it as a milestone, but it wouldn't make my life any better. We lay in a spoon position. Both on our sides, me inside her. She wrapped her arms around me. It felt safe and secure. In the morning she didn't release my hands. Instead she washed me off and did my makeup. I was her living Barbie doll. Then she took me to the front of our cell and used my new nipple chains to fasten me to the bars. She pushed my chest against the bars and squeezed my breasts between them. Then she pulled the chains tight so my nipples were almost touching and clipped the chains in place.

You know, there's just no predicting how low you can be taken until you're in the power of a creative mind.


Chapter 8:  Master


The routine continued. Sex practice in the morning. Positions practice in the middle of the day. Exercise in the afternoon. Feeding time at what I thought of as dinner time. Then all the other girls got some free time and that was when they played with me. It was also the time I cleaned up. Low girls had to sweep the floors and clean the toilets and sinks. The other girls would tease me and make me eat their cats. Usually only Janette gave me an orgasm. A week after my demotion, my world changed again.

Tasha took me out of our cell on a leash and left Janette chained within. She took me to a part of the building I had not seen before. A long hall with numbered doors every twenty feet. She took me in number fourteen. The room had comfortable furniture, like a living room. A chain hung down from the ceiling. Tasha positioned me under the chain. Unlocked my hands, locked them to the hanging chain, still behind me, and left without a word. I couldn't sit or kneel, my hands were held too high. I could wander in a circle but couldn't touch anything. I just stood and waited. Being a slave girl gives you great patience. You never get to decide what or when to do anything. Someone else decides and tells you to do it. No worries, mate.

The door opened and a strange man entered.  He looks familiar, like I have seem him somewhere, but nothing else. Is he here to rescue me? Hope springs up in my chest and I try to run to him, but I'm pulled up short by the chain. Reminded, I get into standing display position.  He's a Master, after all. "Master," I asked, "are you my Master?"

He stopped just inside the door and closed it. He has a Cheshire Cat grin on his face and all he says is, "Katy, you're looking good."

Something snapped inside me. I cried, "Please, I need a Master.  I don't want to be a whore.  I want a man to serve and obey.  I need a real master.  I don't care if I get punished.  I need to submit, Please say you're my Master.  Please don't ignore my needs."

He said, "Katy, I thought you were not supposed to speak unless you had permission. And you're required to address men as Master. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Master, but you're going to help me get out of here aren't you?"

"Katy, you're were disrespectful and are breaking your rules. I have a duty to live by those rules while I'm a guest here." He walked back to the door and pushed a button. The chain retracted into the ceiling, pulling my arms up.

My arms went up until my body was horizontal and my arms straight up in the air. My toes barely touched the carpet. When he walked into my field of view he had a limber yellow cane in his hands.

I was flabbergasted. He was supposed to rescue me, not cane me for breaking the rules. I sputtered, "B..B..But you've got to help me."

He said, "I'm going to help you, Katy."

"Swish. Thwack." The pain exploded in my ass. I squealed and danced. I swayed in a circle as my toes pushed me out of contact with the floor. I became a striped pendulum as the incredible pain tore through my body. I gasped, "Master, I'm sorry. Please forgive me."

"Swish. Thwack."

I begged and screamed but he didn't stop until I had received twenty hard strokes on my ass. I hung there sobbing and dimly became aware of him moving around in the room. When my tears stopped I was quiet and still.

He lowered the chain and said, "Kneel." I did and chain was low enough it didn't drag on my arms. He stood looking at me. I made sure my posture was perfect. I dared not raise my head enough to look at his face.

"It looks like you've had an interesting experience, Katy."

"Yes, Master, One could say that." I felt a flurry of emotions. I was terrified of his cane. I wanted to reach him to convince him I needed help. I was enthralled by his strength. I felt hope slipping away. He was a man. What man would free a slave such as me. I was his to do with as he pleased. His power over me was infinite My power to resist him was nonexistent. Even if my limbs were free, my fear of his masculine power would compel me to obey him. Nothing outside this room mattered now. He had but to commend me.

"What would you call it?"

"Master, it was terrifying, painful, tiring, erotic, pleasurable and terrible."

"OK. Stand up."

I stood and he removed the hanging chain from my wrists. He pulled my hands into Position One and locked them to my collar. He walked to my front and took one nipple chain in each hand.  He pulled me forward and I hurriedly stepped close. He said, "These are intriguing I don't believe I've seen these before.  Are they punishment?"

"Master, I do not know.  They were put on me just yesterday."

"Were you told what they were for?"

"Master, my mistress had them put on me to increase my humility."

"Have they?"

"They force me to look at the floor when I speak to a person.  They make it impossible for me to look anyone in the eye, so I guess so."

"Do you dislike the person who put them on you?"

"No, Master. I know I am a slave. I expect people to do anything they want to me.  I hope my humility will improve so my Mistress does not think I need them anymore."

He said, "Tilt your head forward and I'll try these interesting nipple chains."

I tilted my head forward and he clipped my nipple chains too my nose ring.

He said, "Lift your head until it becomes painful then hold there."

"Yes, Master." I slowly lifted my head until my breasts had lifted an inch or so and they began to hurt.

He said, "They are effective. If you lift your eyes, can you see my face?"

"I tried. "No. Master. I can only see your belt buckle."

"Good. Hold there." He took my leash and led me to the kitchen. He filled a shallow bowl with water and set it on the floor. "Kneel and drink the water."

I obeyed. I had to wriggle around to get in position. Because of the nipple chains I had to get my breasts on the floor before I could get my tongue in the water. I lapped water until he said, "Enough. Kneel."

I straightened up and he removed my nipple chains from my nose.  Thank God.

I wanted him in me. I was awash with lust. My belly was clenching and I was so hot. Yet, I couldn't even see his face. I took a huge chance. "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "Yes. Go."

"Master, I, Katherine Storm, your slave, hopes you will take her. She submits herself to you completely and without reservation. She will obey you without hesitation and with great pride. Please taste your slave so that she may pleasure you."

He said, "Stand up." I was afraid he might punish me again. He led me back to the hanging chain and locked it to the ring on the back of my belt. He said, "Spread your legs wide. Keep them like that." He raised the chain until it was tight.

He looked through some drawers and returned with a bright red ball gag. "Open." I did. He inserted in into my mouth and strapped it tight.

I was naked and helpless, feet tied apart, hands locked to the back of my collar. I was in submissive heaven. Lust raged through my belly. My love juices were hot and making my cunt slippery. I wanted a man in me.

He took hold of my leash and said, "Bend forward at your waist. Lock your legs straight. Don't bend them." He pulled my leash down and back. I bent forward to relieve the strain on my nose.  Finally he stopped pulling when my body was parallel to the floor and my breasts were dangling below me. I watched the chains on my nipple rings sway in front of my eyes. I hope he doesn't find a use for them right now. He tied the leash to my ankle chain then he stood beside me.

Surprising me, he stroked my breasts with one hand and my labia lips with the other. He was gentle, but the impact was huge. My nipples hardened into hard rocks, aching  and wonderful. I heard a low moan and realized it was me. My cunt was awash with love juices. I felt the lubrication on his stroking fingers. He moved his fingers just a little, then pinched and pulled and rubbed my sensitive clit. I exploded with a thunderous orgasm. I wailed and gasped into my gag, my body quivering in his  gentle grasp. Everything grew dark.

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

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

“Its  part of the physical education curriculum at the better public schools,” he smirked. “But now its time you received your well deserved punishment, Now that you're all warmed up.”

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

“It didn't last time, Love,” he said. He raised the gag back to my lips and I asked, "Please can I have some water first? He just squatted beside me pulled my breast toward him and sucked my nipple until it was rock hard. My belly started flipping and flopping. God, he made me hot. I realized I was drooling. I guess I don't need water now. I opened my mouth and he strapped the gag back into place. He picked up his cane and gave me twenty hard strokes, stopping to rub and feel my cunt between each stroke.

I screamed  into my gag, for the pain, but also for the heat in my belly. The pain was awful and somehow it grew to be wonderful. My belly lurched and beat. I could feel streams of love juices flowing down my thighs.

When he stopped, he said, "I felt two more orgasms so I guess you liked the cane a lot, huh?”

I  nodded my head very slightly, in agreement. I wanted to ask him for more, but the gag stopped me. I groaned in frustration.

He kicked my feet further apart and impaled me in one quick thrust with his engorged penis. The huge prick slid into me, forcing my nether lips and inner muscles far apart. It was the most wonderful feeling. I felt my muscles clench around his magnificent shaft, trying to pull it into me. He was well endowed. My belly muscles spasmed again and again around his cock, pulling him ever deeper into me. The slippery friction of his pounding deep into my sopping cunt was heaven. It felt even better than those induced by his fingers or belt. I felt his cock grow larger. The gushing seed pushed me over the edge once more. We came together into that wonderful shared pleasure. After it was over, his cock subsiding within me, I felt my muscles still trying to pull him into just one more effort.

Some time later, he pulled away and closed his zipper. He freed my leash and took the chain off my belt. He led me back into the kitchen and had me kneel in a corner. He locked my leash to a ring on the wall and said, "Stay." He went into the bathroom and I heard water running. I could stand to pee now and wash up, I thought. When he came back he unlocked me and took me into the bath.

He locked my leash to a wall ring and unlocked my hands to Position Three. He smiled and said, "You were quite good, Katy. Clean up, Use the toilet. Redo your make up. Call when you're done."

I grinned back, "Yes, Master."

I used the toilet and cleaned myself. I was doing my makeup and discovered I was humming. I realized I was happy. I wasn't being rescued. I was being used as my trainers expected. I was an easy lay, a good lay. I was a slave girl with a Master. I seldom felt this good before I was taken. Would I be happy if I was rescued? Did striving and trying to be like men fit me now that I realized how happy simple obedience could make me? Well, it didn't matter 'cause I wasn't being rescued.

"Master, I called, "I'm done." And I was done. Done with my old life.

He came into the bath and I stood to face him. I was glad he was there.  I was glad he was my master, even if only for a while.  This looked like a visit and he had a family.  I crossed my hands behind me with a small clinking of their chain and stood tall in front of him.  I lifted my face and opened my lips in invitation.  He accepted and it was the most wonderful kiss of my master.  He was my world and I would do nothing without his command.  I was content to stay in this kiss forever.  My will to do anything evaporated when our lips touched.

He broke the kiss and said, "Katy, you are every man's dream.  Now turn around." He locked my hands to the back of my collar and unlocked my leash from the ring. I watched him unlock my leash and wondered at myself.  I had not minded being chained to that ring.  He had wanted me to use the facility and stay there until finished.  He could have left me loose in there, but he chose to keep me on a short leash.  He was willing to spend a few moments more of his time controlling me.  I was important to him.  I didn't mind having no choices.  Writ large, all of my past concerns, angers, unhappiness were the result of women making bad choices.  Choosing to compete with men was a fool's errand.  No matter how good we were at it, we were always unhappy.  We had evolved to help men and support them while they managed the world. We belonged under them.

He led me into the living room and sat in an easy chair.  "Sit in my lap, Katy."

I sat across his lap with my legs over the arm of the chair and leaned on his chest.  I felt loved and safe.  He put his hand round mine behind my neck and squeezed them gently. "How wondrous it is to have you so helpless in my lap.  Its making me hard just holding your bound hands."

"I know, Master.  I can feel your hardness. I hope I'm not making you uncomfortable."

"Not at all."  He released my hands, slid his arm around my shoulders, and pulled me close. "Tell me about yourself, Katy."

"Of course, Master. I am Katherine Storm.  I was born and raised in California.  I have a masters degree in International Relations.  I've never been married or had a long term relationship.  I worked for the US government and was on my way to a new post when I was taken.  I was enslaved several months ago and brought here.  I've been trained to be a pleasure slave."

"Very concise. Were you happy before you were taken?"

Master, I was not unhappy. I was not content and was striving for more of everything."

"Are you happier now than before you were taken?"

"Master, I am happier.  But it shames me to say so.  All my life I was taught that women should be independent and fend for themselves.  I find submission to be so much more satisfying.  It feels like I have let down women everywhere."

"If I were to rescue you.  Take you out of here.  Remove your chains.  Put you back in your prior situation.  Would you thank me?"

"No, Master.  Here I've found more joy and pain than I ever had before.  The joy  lasts longer and means more than the pain.  I've never felt as alive as now. I can never find the happiness outside that I've found here.  I'm being trained as a personal slave now.  The kindest thing anyone can do for me now is to give me to a permanent Master.  I need a man to serve."

He smiled a little sadly, and said, "Katherine Storm, I wish I could keep you but that's not possible.  I hope your Master finds you.  Its time to take you back now. Stand up."

"Yes, Master. I will remember you."  I stood up and he took me back to Tasha.  It seemed a little lonelier now.   Another day as a slave.  I wanted a Master.  I needed a man.  I was now fit for only one thing and I wanted the rest of my life to get started.


Chapter 9:   Pet Training


The leash was on my nose ring.  Tasha led me to Janette's cell and I saw an addition. There was a kennel in her cell.  Tasha made me get on my knees and squeeze into the tiny cage. It was hard without my hands, but I made it.  She locked the door and left.  I wriggled around trying to find a comfortable position.  Finally I managed to lay on my side in an almost fetal position. 

A long time passed before Janette entered the cell.  I didn't notice.  When I'm put away I fall into subspace.  Slaves must learn patience or they go crazy. I suppose its a kind of meditation.  I just empty my mind and await orders.  She got me out of the cage and kissed me.  She told me, "Today, you and the other personal slaves are starting puppy training.  My first task is to take you to the shop. Do you need to pee or get a drink first?"

I said, "No, Mistress." She took my leash and led me out of the cell. I was concerned.  A visit to the shop had always meant more restrictions on my movement.  I suppose it could go the other way, but I hadn't seen that yet.  But I couldn't resist. The nose ring was irresistible.  I felt my pussy getting wet. I hated my submissive reflex. Every time I thought about my complete helplessness my pussy got wet.  It wanted to get ready for my master.  My dumb cunt didn't know there was no master in sight. 

I was first.  While the smith was working on me the others came in with their handlers.  The chains on my wrists were removed and replaced with a simple foot of chain between my wrists in front of me.  A chain joined the new one to my belt so I couldn't lift my hands above my head. He locked a chastity shield to my belt.  A metal plate with a narrow grill descended from the front and covered my pussy completely. Two chains locked to the back of the belt, leaving my asshole exposed. It was tight but not uncomfortable.  I knew what it meant and I hated it immediately. 

Knee pads on my legs and then I was knelt.  A short chain was added to fasten my ankle chain to the back of the belt.  Now I couldn't stand and had to stay on all fours.  I was right.  This was worse.  Thick gloves were strapped on my hands and locked.  Now I couldn't use my fingers. Finally, bells were added to my nose and nipple rings. Now I had to learn to move and behave as a dog.

Next he removed my collar and fitted a new one on me. It looked and felt the same.  He said, "Your new collar has a pet controller built in.  He held up a small black box with several controls on it.  With this your handler or master can warn you or shock you . This is the lowest setting." He pushed a button and I stiffened and gasped at the pain in my neck.  It was a sharp, biting pain. 

"There are several stronger settings.  The highest will render you unconscious.  It is also an electronic leash.  Your master can adjust the allowed distance from 10 to 100 feet.  If you get too far away you get a warning then a shock if you go further." He handed the box to Janette.

Janette took my leash off me and ordered me to kneel at the wall.  She followed and sat in a chair beside me.  She rested her hand on my head and said, "We're going to have such fun, Katy."

I didn't think so, but, as always, no one cared what I thought. I watched as the other puppies were equipped.  I saw that the chain to our ankles could be unlocked so we could stand and walk as a human. I watched the other slaves as they were turned into pet girls.  Their faces went through a lot of emotions, but they always ended in resignation. We were all slaves and had no  say in what was done to us.

I was angry. What right did they have to do this to us.  We may be female, but we were also human beings just like the men.  It was so unfair.  Male against female always had the same result, women were just weaker and slower.    I steamed and fumed and then I realized I was getting aroused.  My nipples were so hard they ached.  I felt my juices running into my cunt.  My belly was trembling.  I realized I could orgasm just from subjugation.  My traitorous body loved having degrading things done to it.  Why were these things degrading.  I don't remember ever getting a lecture on the impropriety of wearing rings and chains and bells.  Why did I think it so bad to be naked?  My body is beautiful.  Why should it be wrong to decorate it.  Then I understood.  It wasn't that these things were bad.  I had been taught that letting my sensuality out was bad.  But it wasn't.  It felt so good.  Shit.  I wasn't sure of anything now.

One by one the other five girls were converted to pet girls and knelt with me along the wall.  When the last one was done, the handlers got us up on all fours, said, "Heel," and walked out the door.  We crawled after them, not wanting to go, but slower than usual without our leashes.  This was their initial demonstration of our new electronic tethers.  We couldn't crawl  nearly as fast as they could walk.  My collar buzzed before I reached the door.  I heard the other pet girl's collars buzzing too.  I hurried out the door, but wasn't fast enough.  I was shocked just as I got out the door.  It was just as bad as the demonstration.  I saw Janette walking down the hall and called out, "Mistress, wait, please. I can't crawl that fast."

She stopped and walked back to me.  She said, "No human speech, Katy." She pushed a button on the controller and I felt a terrible pain.  I fell to the ground, holding my collar, trying to rip it off me.  Of course I couldn't and shortly the pain stopped.

"Get up, Katy."

I rose to all fours and she buckled a  ball gag on me. She said, "Follow me.  Move faster." She turned away.

I scrambled back onto my hands and knees and followed as quick as I could.

We were taken into a wash room and given an enema.  We were helpless so the handlers had to do everything.  Janette pointed to one of several drains in the floor and said, "Kneel."

When I was clean she showed me an inflatable butt plug.  I was inflated with a detachable bulb.  She lubed me, inserted the plug and inflated it.  I felt full, but not uncomfortable. She also showed me a long flexible rubber tail.  Then she screwed it onto the plug in my ass.  

"Katy," she said, "now you are a puppy.  This is your tail. You are not to make any human sounds. Pretend you are a helpless, curious puppy and you are anxious to please.  When a puppy is happy, she wags her tail.  Wag yours for me now."

I shook my ass and I felt the tail wag back and forth.  I smiled.

'"Great job.  remember that."

She said, "playing a puppy, gives you gives you a window into your animal self.  Your lizard brain, it’s been called."  It’s a way to help you separate those instincts and the conditioning society has imposed on you."

We were taken out of the building into a small grassy yard with a few trees and bushes.  There was a high smooth wall around it.  No escape this way.

We practiced puppy commands. I learned to 'roll over,' 'play dead,' 'Pee,' and more. The hardest for me was Pee. I had to get close to a tree and raise my leg high.  High enough to pull my labia lips open then squirt a few drops. Then I would go to another place and repeat. This was embarrassing. I guess it was another conditioning example of society.

Once we had  demonstrated dome skill with these commands, we were exercised with the electronic leash.  Tasha had joined our play session and called us all to watch her. 

“So,” she said, “it works like this. I set your controller to 'leash' then a distance, say, ten feet. If you stay within ten feet of me, nothing happens. If you get further away your collar beeps. If you get three feet further, thirteen feet, it gives a mild shock. Every three feet further gives a stronger shock. Stay within ten feet of me and you'll be fine. If you don't obey a command, I'll give you a shock. Let's try it.”

Each girl followed her handler around. I tried to follow her closely but I did not have much skill on all fours. Every step caused my tail to wag and the rings and bells to tug on my nose, nipples, and pussy. My belly was being stimulated from all sides and I was getting aroused.  It was hard to concentrate. I heard and felt the warning beep many times. As I improved I didn't hear it as much.

If I thought about what was happening to me,, I got angry.  It didn't help my performance and I got shocked.  Once I cleared my mind and just followed Janette as closely as I could, I did much better.  I realized I was being conditioned to heel my handler and someday my master.  If I crawled much further I was going to freeze into an orgasm and get shocked senseless. It was frightening, but I couldn't stop or I'd get shocked now.  I whined to get Janette's attention. She stopped and came back to me.  She said, "What's the matter, Katy, too fast?"

I couldn't speak so I knelt up and spread my knees.  I pointed to my crotch with both hands. 

She squatted down and saw my silvery love juices dribbling out of my chastity shield. She rubbed her finger along my shield and lifted her fingers to her nose.  ""Huh, getting aroused by this.  OK, I'll slow down. Clean my fingers." She stuck them in my mouth and I licked and sucked my juice off them..

"All right, Katy, Let's go." She walked more slowly and I followed her at a more sedate pace.  My arousal dwindled.

I was dependent on someone else for almost everything.  I knew that soon I wouldn't be able to make a coherent thought of my own.  Once I would have found that thought abhorrent.  Now, I didn't much care.  I just wanted a Master.

Our handlers took us back inside and to the exercise session.  Our puppy gear was removed and Janette took my gag off me.  I was grateful and said, "Thank you, Mistress."

"You're welcome Katy. Remember not to use human speech when you're a puppy.  You know I have to punish you when you break a rule?  They watch us closely and if I don't, I'll be severely punished."

"Yes, Mistress, I understand."

"I've been to training to be your handler and after you've all gotten better with moving on all fours, there are some games you can play."

"Games?"

"Puppy soccer, for one."

***

I came to the meeting with some reservations.  My client had never wanted a face-to-face meeting before.  I worried a little, but not too much.  I think I had done well for them.  I had never been here before. It was surrounded by low hills so you couldn't see it until you had passed through two security check.  I had no problem since I was invited.  It looked like a bunch of low buildings connected by high walls.  It was surrounded by green grass and bordered by a twelve foot chain link fence topped with razor wire.  It looked very secure but I couldn't tell whether it was to keep people out or in.

My contact, "Mr. Smith," met me outside the last fence and escorted me into a cool atrium furnished with a table, couches, a wet bar and two naked slave girls.  One girl came over to us and knelt.  She asked, "Would Masters like some refreshment?"

My contact said, "Yes, Julie, scotch and soda, please."

Julie said, "Of course, Master."  She looked at me expectantly.  I said, "The same, please."

She rose gracefully and went back to the bar, ankle chain clattering softly on the hard floor.

"Nice legs.  Didn't I bring her to Ghaat a year or so ago?"

"Aaron, you've brought most of our girls here.  Yes, you did."

"Thought so.  So, why did you want me to come here.  I don't have to see your place to bring the merchandise in."

"Aaron, you'd never make a diplomat.  You're far too direct."

"So, I'm told.  But it makes business go faster and with fewer misunderstandings."

The serving slave delivered the drinks. I said, "Thank you, darling."

"My pleasure, Master."

"No doubt.  Well, I wanted you to see the place because I want to offer you a job."

"Mate, I'm a slave trader.  I buy and sell girls and take them across the desert to market.  What can I do here?"

"Aaron, our business is growing and we need a good slave trader and someone who knows the markets.  You'll be perfect.  We will pay you a lot more than you're making on your own.  You will receive perks better than anywhere else.  You'll get you pick of our girls as your personal slave or slaves if you can handle more than one. Your quarters are a two thousand square foot hose on the grounds. You'll have a vehicle of your choice and an assistant.  Your pay will be deposited in a numbered Swiss account and it will be off the books, so no taxes anywhere.  You'll have a US government diplomatic passport.  You'll be free from arrest in any country in the world.  And, of course, this position will be much safer than walking through the bush herding a coffle."

"What kind of pay?"

"Ah, the essential trader. I'll give you three hundred thousand a year to start.  Increases as the business improves."

"Done. Its a good deal.  We'll discuss salary in a year. I'll need a day or two to tell my partner I'm retiring and give him my contacts."

"Good.  Thank you. Would you like to look around?"

"Hell yes.  Can I see the girls and my house?"

"Mr. Smith" led me out of the Atrium building and into another one that looked like a prison inside.  Barred gates and institutional green concrete walls.

He led me into a surveillance room.  Twenty big screens on a wall with four control stations facing them.  All the desks were manned.  Another wall had twenty four half size photos of the girls.  All were naked, chained, collared, and facing the camera.  I recognized several of the girls.  Their names were printed on the top of the photos.

I saw Katherine Storm and knew she would be my first choice.  I tapped her picture and said, "I want her."

He responded, "Excellent choice.  She's in training now as a personal slave and she just started the puppy girl course."

"Puppy girl?"

"Imagine a frolicking, helpless puppy.  Eager to please, unable to speak, but understanding you, and needy beyond all dignity.  She wants nothing but your attention and is very obedient.  They are a lot of fun."

"Sounds good.  How long until she's ready?

"Oh, you can take her home anytime.  We'll put her back in training when you're busy.  We have probably the best slave-sitting operation in the world, besides being the only one I know of. Shall I have her taken to your home?"

"No, I still have to go see Jimmy.  I'll come back tonight.  Leave her in training until I return.  Who do I talk to for access and stuff."

"Let's go look at your home, then we'll go to personnel and get you set up."

It took an hour before I could go see Jimmy.  They gave me a bulletproof Range Rover with run-flat tires, a bodyguard, and a couple of assault rifles clipped to the doors.  Not bad for someone who hasn't owned a car for ten years. Jimmy was impressed with my ride, overjoyed with being the boss, and dismayed by having to find a new assistant.  I gave him some names of possibles I trusted and their contact data.  He knew my sat phone number and told him he could call for advice any time.  I suppose I should have stayed and helped him some more, but I really wanted to get into Katy.  I wondered what she had picked up since I had last fucked her.

I went back to the facility.  I thought I should find out what they called this place.

I went through security without a hitch and went directly to my new house.  It was fully stocked and superbly equipped for securing my slaves.  A track system ran to most rooms.  There were four trolleys in the system and more could be added.  A chain descended from each trolley almost to the floor.  When a slave's collar was locked to one of the chains, she could only go where the track system ran.  A slave on the system couldn't leave the house or enter the control room.

Mr. Smith told me that Katherine and the other personal slaves now wore a sophisticated control collar and they were unaware of its surveillance features.  Through my computer or phone I could talk to her, listen to her, see what she saw, and activate the control functions.  I brought her collar up on my computer and  saw bars in front of her.  She was in a cage or kennel.  She wasn't making any sounds or moving. OK, it works.

I called the slave facility and told them to bring Katherine Storm to my home and to assign her to me as my personal slave.  He asked if I wanted to wait for her name tag and tattoo to be finished or pick them up tomorrow.  I said, "Bring her over now.  Blindfolded.  I'll bring her back tomorrow for the rest."

He said, "Yes, Sir. She'll be there in ten minutes."


Chapter 10:  Chattel


I was in the cage in Janette's cell when Tasha came for me. Janette was alone now.  Her first male visitor had made her scream in pleasure before he left.  I was glad for her and sorry for myself.  I still wore the chastity shield and expected it would be a long time before I orgasmed again. I heard the rattle of a girl's ankle chains coming close and opened my eyes.  Tasha was opening my kennel.

"Out, Katy."

I crept out and went to kneeling display.  I felt her take the chain from my belt to my hobble off me entirely.

"Stand up, Katy, and lift your hands high."

I stood and she lifted the chain between my wrists behind my head, pulled my hands down behind me and locked my cuffs to the back of my collar.  She clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me out to the barred gate.  We stood there until a man came to the other side and the gate opened.  She handed him my leash and went back into our quarters.  The gate closed with me and the man on the outside.  He put a blindfold on me and led me outside.  I could feel the air change and smell grass and flowers. We walked for a hundred yards or more, my hobble clattering on the ground and my bells chiming so loud I couldn't hear much else.

He said, "Stand."

I stopped and went to my position.  I heard a faint doorbell sound followed by a door opening.

I heard the man say, "Katherine Storm, Sir.  Here are her keys."

Another man's voice, deep and familiar said, "Thank you."

I felt a tug on my leash and walked forward.  The deep voice said, "Step up."

I moved forward over the unseen threshold and felt carpet under my feet. The tug on my leash stopped and I did too.  I heard the door close and felt a chain locked to my collar. My blindfold was removed and I saw Aaron grinning at me a foot away. Oh My God.  Aaron.  my Master.  My love.  I stepped into him and leaned my head on his chest.  I felt tears running down my nose.

He said, "Hello, Katy.  Its good to see you."

"M..Master.  Thank God.  I thought I'd never see you again.  You bastard.  Where have you been?  Its been months.  I love you so."

He turned my face up to look at his. He said, "Hmmm, its a little harder to kiss you now.  Your nose ring is spectacular, but the bell and leash make it more of a challenge.  Are you sure you're worth the effort, Katy?"

"I sputtered, "M..M..Master, you are a bastard,  You wanted me ringed and belled.  You said so.  Of course I'm worth the effort.  You have your hands to help you while mine are locked away so I'm helpless.  Just the way you men like their women.  Kiss me now or I'll bite you!"

He smirked, "Yeah, I do like you this way.  Let me get rid of your leash and I'm sure I can manage to find your mouth."  He removed my leash and dropped it on the floor.

I tilted my head so my bell got out of the way.  He tilted his head the other way and our lips met.  Our kiss went on and on and I didn't want it to end at all.  His arms pulled me close and it was heavenly.  The bells on my nipple rings were pushed into my breasts, but not too hard.  As we kissed, my nipples got rock hard and moisture flowed into my pussy.  This was my Master and I wanted him in me.

I remembered my chastity shield and hoped he had the key for it. All good things have to come to an end.  He released me  and said, "Posture, Katy."

I remembered and snapped into position. I asked, "Master, how long will you be here?

He said, "I've taken a position here.  If it works out, I'll be here a long time.  You, my dear, are part of the deal.  You are my slave girl now."

"Yours, Master?  You think you can keep me?"

"All mine, Katy.  I can keep you or if you displease me too much, I can sell you. Keep that in mind."

"Master, I still plan to escape. But until then I'll be the best slave girl you can find.  I am the best."

"Since you are my slave now, you will do the domestic chores around here as well as the sex.  Understood?"

"Yes, Master, I always try to do the best job I can.."

"Just right.  Now what can you do around here without further instruction?"

"Master, I can cook, wash, clean, serve. I don't know how to sew."

"Good enough. Let's take a look around the house.  I've only been here a few minutes longer than you."

"Master, can I ask what this chain is I'm fastened to?"

"OK. Look up. See that track.  There's a little car inside that your chain is fastened to.  You can pull that car anywhere there's a track.  That's where you can go.  It doesn't go outside or one of the rooms.  There are four cars in the track system. It gives you the freedom of the house and I can leave all the doors open and you can't escape."

"Master, I'll find a way.  Maybe I can steal a key and sneak out when you're asleep. But I'll treat this as my home until I can get away and do a good job.  This is my home now and I'll take good care of it."

"Good.  I'll be in here most of the time and if I want you with me elsewhere, I have the key."

"Yes, Master," I said, exasperated."

He said, "Sarcasm or disrespect earns you a whipping."

"Oooh, Master.  I've been bad.  I deserve the whip or your hand."

Did I mention that your puppy girl training involves denial of orgasms.  Hence the chastity shield you're wearing."

"Oh no, Master, please.  I've been conditioned to have many orgasms each day. If I don't have some I'll be in serious pain."

"Nevertheless, I've been made aware of your training and it promises to make you an even better slave than you are now.  Don't you want to be the very best?  Didn't you promise me that?"

"Master, I don't know if I can concentrate without being fucked.  I've been trained to do that a lot."

Katy, remember your job is to obey and pleasure me.  My job is not to pleasure you.  Your shield stays in place and I'll just have to get by with your mouth and ass.  I may let you come on holidays.  Or maybe if you're especially good."

Oh, Master," I wailed.  Its not fair."

"If the world was fair you might not be a slave girl."

He took me into each room.  Living room, Kitchen, dining room, master bedroom, guest bedroom, games room.  There were things in the games room for him to use to restrain or punish or stimulate me.  None of them looked like fun.

He took me to a small table bolted to the floor.  It was a little lower than waist high, had two holes for my breasts and a spring clip on the far end.  He said, "Lay your chest on the table with your breasts through the holes."

I carefully lowered myself down letting the chains attached to my nipples precede my breasts through the holes..  The openings were perfect.  My head was off the end of the table and he snapped the clip onto my collar ring.  He pushed my head down and snapped the chains dangling from my nipple rings to my nose ring.  I felt straps pull my knees wide.

I was perfectly secured.  I couldn't move wrists or neck.   My ass was now higher than my neck.  Perfect position to fuck me from the rear, doggy style.  I felt him rubbing lube into and around my ass hole.  I wanted him in me.  This wasn't where I wanted him, but I wasn't asked.  I'd had orgasms from anal sex before.  It all depended on whether he could stop himself before I came. 

I felt the tip of his stiff cock nuzzling around my anus, then it found its target and began forcing its way in.  I heard him say, "Try to relax.  It will feel much better." I knew he was right and concentrated on relaxing my sphincter.  It must have worked because, I felt him enter me.  It was tight.  He said, My God, you are so tight, so hot."  He started a rhythmic pumping and by God, I started getting aroused.  My ardor blossomed anew.  I was enjoying this ride.  Who knew how good it could feel. Not true.  I couldn't move anything to help.  I was just along for the ride but It was a great ride.  I felt his load gush inside me, filling me with his hot seed.  My orgasm was close.  I wriggled my butt as much as I could and my belly churned, almost ready.

I felt him shrink inside me and pull out.  I could feel his spunk dribbling out my asshole.  I moaned at my loss.  I was so close. I could still come if he stimulated me just a little more.  I needed to come.  I was in agony. "Master," I pleaded, "I'm so close.  Please may I come?"

"No, Katy.  Its part of your training.  No more orgasms for a while.  Now stop asking or I'll gag you for the night."

"Yes, Master.  I will be quiet."  God Damn It.  This wasn't fair.  I was obedient.  Why did they want me to suffer?  What did he say?  So I would be needy?  I was needy now, dammit.

He wiped my ass off with a wet cloth from the bath.  He went into the living room.  I heard music.  I dropped into sub space and lay in my bonds. Although needy and horny, I was still content.  I didn't want to go anywhere.  I was home.  It was much more my home than where I grew up or an apartment I had occupied.  I belonged in my master's bonds, naked and ringed.  He treasured me and made me what I always wanted to be.  Safe.

Later he released me and unlocked my hands. He took me into the kitchen and we looked to see what food was available.  He fond a transparent plastic apron for me to wear while cooking.  Someone had stocked a variety of food.  I cooked salmon patties, Brussels sprouts and a potato.

I had to cut mine up into bite size pieces.  He put mine in my food bowl , removed my apron and put the food bowl and a water bowl in a corner.  He locked my hands behind my neck, put a chain on my nose ring and fastened it to a low ring in the corner.  I had to kneel with my face close to the floor, but I could eat.  There was no way to keep the bell on my nose ring out of the food, though.  When I finished the bell had pieces of salmon stuck to it.

He sat where he could watch me eat.  I finished first since I didn't have to use a utensil to eat or dink.  I waited patiently.  After he finished he released me from the corner, wiped off the food on my nose ring and bell, and unlocked my hands. I did the dishes and put them away. He locked my hands behind my head again. 

He took me to the front door, let me off my tether, and led me outside by one of my nipple chains.  He released my chain and said, let's walk.  He walked through the garden and I walked beside him.  He said, "Just for this walk, you may speak freely.  No Master and you don't need permission. Is there anything you'd like to know?"

I said, "Thank you. I don't know where to start."

"The beginning is a good place."

"Yes," I said.  "But I don't even know where that is.  OK. Why was I enslaved?"

"You knew too much.  You had no one who would look for you and you are young and  beautiful.  You are perfect slave material."

"I knew too much?  My employer made me a slave?"

"Yep.  I'm glad he did.  I am going to have a good time with you.  I'll try to give you one too.  I don't know the details.  You must have figured out that your government is behind this place?"

"I guessed they were involved. But why?"

"They have an important country with many foreign leaders to satisfy.  Girls are brought here, trained, and sold to foreign leaders around the globe. Your government runs the biggest slave market in the world.  You would be amazed at your value."

"But it seems so risky. If any of us escaped to tell the world what happened, there would be a scandal."

"Katy, from day one they made you helpless and escape almost impossible.  Look at yourself.  You keep telling me you're going to escape, yet here you are.  What are the chances you're going to escape?"

"Good point, but I haven't given up. I'm working on it.?"

"OK, but what do you estimate your chances to be?"

"Almost zero, but not quite. I won't quit."

"Good.  I like the challenge.  But assume you get away.  What will happen next?

"I'm sure the first guy that sees me will keep me for his own or turn me in for the reward."

"Too right. But suppose the guy is gay and sets you free.  Who will you tell and what will you say."

"I'll go on television and tell the world that my government is turning girls into slaves for foreign leaders."

"OK.  Remember the government has vast resources and the ability to make any official documents it wants.  Perhaps you will be revealed as a mental patient who lost it.  What evidence will you offer to support your story.  Where is this facility located? Why is there no record of you ever existing.  They can expunge every document.  Birth records, driver's license, passport, school records, employment records, high school records and yearbooks. There will be no fingerprints on file at all.  Or perhaps everything will point to you being an escaped felon."

I felt a sinking sensation in my belly.  He was right.  I would never be believed with all the evidence a government could produce.  I knew nothing.  All I had was a story from my owner.  What if he was lying or mistaken? I took stock.  I had nothing but what I wore. And all I wore were chains on my limbs, a collar and rings in a bunch of sensitive locations, mostly supporting noisy bells.  Escape would be a long process.

"OK, Aaron, You're my owner, I'm not going to escape easily or soon, and no one would believe my crazy story.  Now what?"

"Katy, you don't have to do a thing but obey and see to my pleasure.  You're going to live with me, finish your training as a puppy girl and work to keep me happy and interested.  If you fail, then I'll probably sell you to a fat Arab.  Is that clear?"

"Crystal."

"You've been a slave for a few months now.  What part of you old life do you miss the most?"

I thought for a moment.  "Spontaneity, the ability to just wake up and go to a new place, go jogging on a beach or eat at a funky restaurant.  Slave girls don't get to make choices.  Someone else decides what we do and when."

"OK.  I get that.  What part of you new life do you like the most?"

"That's easy, having a man who takes care of me and having great sex with him."

Even if he's your Master?"

"Especially then. I know he wants me for me.  I don't mind obeying you.  I love it. But I'm still going to escape and impress you."

"You mean you want to leave me?"

"Hell no.  When I escape and you know I've escaped, I'll let you catch me and put these chains back on me. I feel more alive than ever before.  Just like you, its the challenge."

After a minute he asked, "Did you have any pets?"

"Just one.  A tea cup poodle named Pinky.  She was my constant companion from five years old through college."

"Do you remember how she acted as a puppy?"

"Oh yes.  She was full of joy at every discovery.  She played and when she got tired she would crawl onto my lap and sleep until I moved.  She was filled with innocent joy by a ball or piece of string.  She loved other dogs and every person."

"I assume she was always happy to see you?"

"Oh, yes.  She had a special greeting for me.  She'd run to me and pounce on my shoe and lick it to death until I picked her up.  With others she knew, she'd run to them and rub against their ankles like a cat."

Was she sad when you had to leave her alone?"

Oh my, Yes.  If I left her behind when I went out the door she'd whine and run to the window to see if I'd really left.  Mom told me that after I'd leave, she'd sit by the door and wait for me.  She wouldn't eat until I came home."

"o, she was totally dedicated to you and, I imagine, totally dependent on you too?"

"Yes, I think that's fair."

"Was she spayed?"

"Yes, my parents didn't want a litter of puppies running around. They wanted a pet, not a breeding kennel."

We arrived back at the house.  He locked the track tether back on my collar and released my hands. We went into the living room and he watched a news show with me on his lap. It was cozy.  I realized I had not seen a TV or sat in a lap since I had been taken.  I looked at the TV, but it couldn't hold my interest.  The words came out and slid across my mind and out the other ear.  I only had eyes and ears for my Master.  He was the most interesting thing in the room, whether speaking or not.  I watched his nostrils expand and contract as he breathed.  I studied his eyes and their restless motion.  I wanted him to kiss me and give me a job, a task.

He played with me while watching the TV.  I could tell the TV didn't have his undivided attention. His penis was growing hard under me.  Meanwhile I was developing a good head of steam myself.  His rubbing, tweaking, pulling and squeezing was blowing my cool.

Finally the show was over and I had visions of a night of hard sex.  He led me to a desk in the living room, said, " kneel under the desk. facing out."  He took out his penis and said, "take my cock in your mouth and hold it.  Don't stimulate it with your tongue or suck it.  Just hold it."  He sat in the desk chair and rolled close to me.  I did as he ordered.  I loved his taste and feel.  I loved his cum more.  He sat there over an hour.  As I sheathed his cock, I rested, relaxed and content.  How I would have railed against the thought of just being a cock receptacle before I was taken.  Now it was enjoyable.  I was where I should be. My master's cock in my mouth.  I wondered what my former friends would say if they knew of my new avocation. 

Master slid his chair back and his cock out of my mouth.  I smiled and waited for an order. He told me to come out and I scooted forward.  It was hard since my hands were still locked behind me. If I raised too much I banged my head on the underside of the desk.  Finally, I was out and he unlocked my hands and sent me to the bathroom to clean up. I flossed and brushed my teeth, ran a washcloth over me, especially my feet.

I didn't sleep much that night.  I spent a lot of time strapped to that table in the games room.  He tried several types of whips and canes on me.  I identified the kind of pain they gave me and he made notes.  He used my rear entrance a couple of times before letting me off the table. When I did get to bed it was with my hands locked tight to my collar, still tethered to the track.

I didn't fall asleep right away.  For some reason his questions about Pinky resonated in me.  Anal sex must slow my thinking because it didn't gel until I'd lain there motionless for an hour.  I was becoming Pinky.  I was being trained as a puppy girl.  He wanted me to act like Pinky did.  I was not to be a woman playing a puppy.  He wanted me to become a puppy.  I was close to that already.  It was fun to drop all cares and just revel in play and love.  I needed to learn to get great joy from fetching and doing puppy tricks.  From becoming totally dependent on my Master.  To feel immense pleasure whenever I saw him.  I thought about how Pinky was overjoyed to see me anytime.  I had an idea for tomorrow.


Chapter 11:  Marked


He sent me to the kitchen to make breakfast.  He said "Oatmeal and yogurt with blueberries for both of us.  Keep mine separate and mix yours together in your bowl."

I clinked and tinkled off to do my master's bidding.  In fifteen minutes I called out, "Master, breakfast is ready." I crossed my hands behind me and knelt in the middle of the kitchen. I was happy. I was smiling when he walked in.  I lowered my forehead to the floor and waited.

He asked, "What's this?"

I stayed where I was and said, "Master, I think its appropriate to our respective stations that I formally show you obeisance whenever you enter my presence.  It will keep me from getting too uppity and forgetting my proper place .  I will never forget my place if I stop whatever I'm doing and acknowledge your superior position.  I would kiss your feet if you came closer."

He asked, a little ominously, "Are you being snarky, Katy?"

"No, Master.  I can't act just like Pinky did when she saw me, but I need to show you how happy I am to see you. You know how in the military everyone salutes a superior officer when he enters the room.  This is to remind me of your authority.  It will help me avoid the whip.  Besides, I belong at your feet until I manage to escape."

"OK," he said, "you may lick my feet." He walked over to me and I ran my tongue slowly, lovingly down the sides of both of his shoes.  Leather and polish, my favorite.  "Stand up and serve breakfast."

"Yes, Master."  I put three bowls at the head of the table and took my bowl to the corner.  and waited.

He sat down, inspected the food and said, "Kneel and eat.  Hands behind you."

"Yes, Master.  Thank you, Master." It was delicious.  When I finished I knelt up in display position, looked straight ahead at the wall and waited. 

He said, "Get up and do the dishes, then visit the bath and put your leash on. I'll take you back to training and go to my office."

"Yes, Master." I didn't want to go back to puppy girl training, but orders were orders.

When it was time I stood holding the leash and looking at it.  What a perfectly efficient device to control a girl.  Cheap, easy to use and irresistible on my nose ring.  Shit.  I used the tiny lock to attach it to my nose ring and let it drop.  It wasn't heavy but it was unmistakable.   I went to Master and said, "Ready, Master."

He locked my wrists to the back of my collar and took my leash in his hand and led me to the front door.  He unlocked the track chain from my collar and slid it back into the tall cupboard by the door.  Very tidy. It was a pleasant walk through the garden on a bright, sunny day.  I snuggled up to Master, rubbing against him as often as I could.  I was getting very needy as the time for our parting raced toward us.  I asked, "Master, will you be gone all day?"

He said, "I'll try to have lunch with you.  I'll know then when I'll be done."

"Thank you, Master." He pushed a button by the door and a man opened the door.  Master handed him my leash and said, "Take Katy to the puppy training class, please."

"Right away, sir." And then the door closed and I was back in training. "Only 'til lunch," I thought.

Tasha took me into the exercise class.  After an hour we were all sweaty.  A quick shower and back to sex exercises.  They didn't last long. We were all adept at them by now.  Janette took me back to her cell and put my puppy gear on me.  I followed her to the puppy yard and saw the others already there.  We practiced our heeling then went into doggy positions.  Stand, lay belly, doggy, etc.

We learned to play fetch.  Our handlers would throw a large rubber phallus across the yard and the one who came back with the cock all the way in her mouth so just the balls were showing got a tiny piece of chocolate.  It was the first sweet thing we had tasted in months.  We fought for that phallus as only nasty bitches could.  All of us had teeth marks on us by the time we were stopped. Our nipple chains were the favored way of stopping us.  A girl would snag the possessor's chain in her mouth and the snagged girl had to let go of the phallus to get her nipple chain back.  Another girl would snap up the phallus and run off during the melee.  Rarely did the one who got the phallus in her mouth first, get the prize.  We were just too vulnerable to attack.

We finished that 'game' and were taken back to our cages.  Janette took my puppy gear off and Tasha took m back to the gate.  Master was there and took me outside.

He released my hands and took my leash off. He took me to a cafeteria.  There were a bunch of men and women there.  I was scared of appearing in front of a crowd looking like I did, but I followed him in.  What could I do? But I wasn't out of place.  All the women there were naked and in chains.  He sat me at a table and did something to the remote. He said,  "Your electronic leash is set to keep you here now.  Don't wander."

I looked around in wonder.  It looked like a cafeteria anywhere.  Men and women sat together and talked normally.  All the women were naked and collared.  I felt right at home. Mostly the women were feeding themselves with real silverware.  I saw a couple of men feeding their women.  There was only two tables I saw with more than two people at it.  And I didn't see anyone eating alone.  Many people were visiting others.  Always a woman following a man.  The men did all the talking it seemed.

For a change I didn't have to eat out of a bowl on the floor.  He got our lunch then had me kneel beside him.  He fed me a bite at a time.  He got adept at using the fork to brush the bell on my nose ring aside  while inserting the food into my mouth.  It was delicious.  While he fed me he kept up a running commentary on the other slave girls and staff members as they ate. I could listen to his voice for hours.  His voice was firm, confident, and energetic.  It was relaxing and made me feel I was in good hands

Too skinny, too sloppy, Great ass, etc.  Sometimes he would put the fork down and caress my head, my ears, my breasts.  I had a residual warmth in my belly.  Whenever he touched me it would flare up.  I would moan a little and try to snuggle into his arm or leg.  I was definitely purring when we finished lunch. He took me back to the training facility. He surprised me by going in with me. 

He took me to the beauty salon and told Anne he wanted to put his mark on me.  I was a little scared but also happy he wanted to mark me as his own. They talked about branding versus tattoos. I tried to block it out.  He would do what he wanted and I would have to like it.

Anne was waiting for us.  I think she heard us coming.  She strapped me down in her chair.

She said, "Well what would you like, more rings for Katy?"

He said, "No, not this time.  What about putting a ring in her tongue?  That might be even better than her nose ring for a leash.  After all the tongue is a more sensitive body part."

Wait.  A ring in my tongue?  No.  "No Master.  I don't want a ring there.  It would hurt and I would talk funny .  I'd be afraid to open my mouth for fear it would be seen.  Please no, Master.  Please..."

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

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

Anne and Master came back.

Anne put a blindfold on me and said, "I'll need about two hours or so."

Master said, "All right. Two hours."

Anne stood me up against a sturdy metal grid and strapped me tight.  I couldn't move a muscle.  Then she gave me two tattoos.  On my left thigh, high up she put a standard slave girl symbol.  The sign for woman, a circle with a cross below it.  Around the 'neck' of the cross went a slave collar with a chain attached.  It was black and about two inches high.  On my right ass cheek she put "Property of Aaron Horn". Black letters inside a rectangular red frame. The frame was about four by two inches. Well, its official and undeniable.  I'm a slave girl and I belong to Master.  Now I just have to keep him interested.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Not yet," he said, "I want you to get the full picture at once." He put the blindfold back on me.  I felt his fingers releasing the straps.  He helped me down and led me by the arm a few paces.  He turned me to my right and removed the blindfold.  He cried, "Behold, my erotic slave girl."

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

Master said, "Posture, slave."

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

"Bad girl.  You aren't supposed to orgasm for a while. Anyway, there's more to do. Not yet," he said. "  He held my arm and led me to the shop.

The smith approached.  He handed something gold to Master.  He looked at it and said, good work.  Then he turned and showed it to me.  He was holding something in his hand.  He held it up to my eyes.  It was a large gold tag engraved with, 'KATHERINE, Property of Aaron Horn.' He said, "I thought it appropriate to mark my slavegirl.  Just  so everyone was clear about my property rights."

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

He said, "Stand up."

I stood as gracefully as I could and displayed my body for my master.  He kissed me, hard.  Then he took me back to the smith who affixed the tag to the front ring of my collar.  I glowed with pride.  I had a Master and I was proud.

The smith made appreciative remarks about my new paint job. Then suggested they would make nice tattoos.  I noticed he said that to Master and not to me.  Slaves did not make decisions, especially about their bodies. I was not surprised or horrified. I let it slide over me as natural as sunlight.

The leash went back on my nose ring and he led me outside.  He was carrying a gym bag in his hand.  I wondered briefly what new things he had for me in the bag. I didn't care, but I wondered how he could find anything new for me. Was It self centered to think he had something for me?  Who knew?

Outside, he stopped and looked at me.  He frowned.  He said, "don't move.  Relax your arms.  I'm going to move them around.  He unlocked my wrists and relocked them to the back of my collar.  He walked a few steps away and looked at me.  "Better," he said, "this way lifts your breasts a little.  And you have wonderful breasts my slave."

I grinned at him. "Thank you, Master.  I'm glad you decorated them so nicely."

We strolled around the grounds like a couple of lovers idly passing the time.  He said, "Alexandra, for now you may talk freely.  Pretend we just met."

"Thank you Master.  Its hard for me to talk too freely as restrained, naked, and leashed as I am."

He laughed, "I said 'pretend,' wench.  Stop.” He took off my leash and put it in the gym bag. "There.  Better?"

We walked on.  

He said, "if we meet anyone, and I hope we do.  I want to show you off. Then just talk to them normally, as if you are not a chained slave.  Everyone will see you are my property and assume I want you to behave normally."

We did pass several people.  A couple of men and a man and woman together.  She was chained but not nearly as decorated as I.  Master stopped and talked to them.  Nothing consequential.  Everyone said hello to me just as if we met in a market or park.  Everyone else was dressed normally .  I looked like a flamingo among gulls.  They all complimented Master on my appearance.  It was a little embarrassing since none of them addressed their remarks to me.  Of course they saw the tag on my collar saying I was his. I guess it was natural to assume everything about me was his doing. His property attired as he wished.  True enough.  I would never have chosen to meet strangers like this.

If they talked too long, Master would order me to kneel.  I always looked at their feet when I did.  Staring at their shoes made me wonder.  Why are slave girls kept barefoot.  Or was that universal.  All the girls here were.  On all the porn videos I saw, the bound girls always had high heels. I'd like to wear heels.  Even they would keep my feet cleaner. My feet were always black on the bottom.  Black feet and a sopping cunt were de rigueur around here.  I'll ask if I can have something on my feet when I get a chance.

We talked as we walked.  We both talked about our favorite foods and movies.  What kind of pets we thought we would like.  We discussed what makes women happy and sad.  What clothes I wore when I wore any.  Sports, he liked skiing and technical mountain climbing.  I skied too, but mainly so I could wear the tight pants  I mostly stayed in the lodge and drank hot buttered rum. I was into gymnastics until my girl parts swelled up.

When the conversation lagged I would marvel at us.  He was this tall, well muscled, athletic good looking guy.  If he walked down the Santa Monica pier ten girls would want him.  I was naked, painted like a floral display, my wrists were locked behind my head.  My ankles were hobbled with chain.  I had large, gold rings in my labia, nipples, ears, and nose. There were bells on my nipples and nose. I had a large steel collar on my neck with a tag on the front declaring I was his property.  I was happy with all my gear.  My helplessness.  I smiled at everything and everyone.  This was the best I had felt ever.  But the strange thing was the juxtaposition.  Me, an obvious natural slave girl and exhibitionist, walking beside my hunk.  Talking about pets and movies.  Wouldn't all the women in the world be happier if they could do this and feel safe?

He took me back to Tasha and asked her to be careful of my new tattoos since they were fresh.  I think she looked envious when she examined them.  I think every true slave girl wants a master.

She released my hands and took off the leash.  She took me into the exercise room where I was mobbed by twenty odd slave girls that wanted to examine my new decorations up close.  I saw many envious expressions and a lot of tears of joy for me.  These girls were honestly happy I had found my Master.

When everyone calmed down, We had belly dance practice.  We watched a video and copied the dancer's motions.  We had all practiced using our pectorals to lift our breasts up before.  The dance steps were very simple since most of the action was in the torso and arms.  We did this for more than an hour then Master came to take me home.

Home.  What a wonderful concept.  Where I belonged.  Where lay the center of my universe.  It didn't matter that I had no choice or that I was totally controlled.  That may be part of its allure.

When I got in the door, Master took off my leash and put the track chain on my collar.  I knelt and put my forehead on the floor, facing Master. I waited and he stepped close.  I licked both his shoes.  Long strokes with my tongue stating at the toe and running as far back to the heel as I could.  Then the other shoe. 

He said, "Enough.  Stand up."

I went into display position, my nipples only an inch from his chest. 

He said, "I could get used to your ritual.  Its quite pleasant."

"I hope so, Master.  I enjoy it.  Do you think they make flavored shoe polish?"

He laughed and said, I'll look into it.  Go do your chores.  I want everything spotless in an hour. You get whipped if its not perfect."

I stuck my tongue out at him and said, "Slave driver,  That's mean when all I want is to be fucked by my Master."

I turned to go get the cleaning supplies and felt his big hand swat my ass.  I stuck out my ass, wriggled it at him and said, "That's what I want.  You are my Master." I sashayed down the hall toward the cleaning closet and whistled, "I've been working on the  railroad, all my livelong day..."

I scrubbed and swept and vacuumed.  I cleaned the toilets and the cabinets.  I whistled under my breath.  I was happy and being useful. I was done in an hour and called, "Master, I'm done."

He came out of his office holding a riding crop and inspected my work.  I followed him around.  He found one place where I had missed a bit of dirt on the floor in a corner.  I guess I hurried there and missed it.  He said, "Hold out your hands. Palm up."

I cringed.  Not my hands.  I'd heard about this.  Painful.  Worse than my ass. But.. I did as he ordered and he brought his crop down hard across both palms.  The pain was incredible.  I never expected this much pain.  I jammed my hands in my armpits in pure reflex.  It was comforting to put them in a warm, safe place.  I felt my belly tremble.  There wasn't anything he could do to me that didn't get me aroused.

He said.  First error.  Only one stroke.  There will be more if you fail again."

"Yes, Master.  I will be more careful Master."

"I know you will.  You will be a superb slave in time. Now let's go see about dinner."  I followed him to the kitchen.

Dinner was uneventful.  I ate my meal out of my bowl on the floor.

He asked me if I had to pee, and I did. He took the leash out of the bag and clipped it on my nose ring.  He led me into the back yard, over to a small tree and said, "pee here."

I was surprised. but said, "Yes, Master."  I squatted where I was and spread my feet as far apart as my hobble allowed.  It took me a while.

I was not used to anyone watching me pee.  I was his property and had to obey, so there it was.  I finally got it going and let out a good stream for a minute or so.  I was totally embarrassed and was glad no one else saw me.  Bodily functions are just meant to be private.  Oops, a slave girl had no privacy or choice, I remembered.

I needed his touch.  Maybe a spanking would quell my internal emptiness.  "Master, I know its presumptive of me, but would you spank me please.  I have been thinking all sorts of inappropriate  thoughts and I need correcting.  Please?"

He smiled, "It must be telepathy.  I've been thinking you needed a good spanking to put you back into your place, slave."  He sat in a chair and said , come here and lay across my lap, slave."

I squealed and flung myself across him I felt his leg pinion mine and his hand held my back down.  His first blow hit my left cheek and stung, but the flames it struck in my cunt were hotter.  I felt his erection getting longer, pushing into my pussy.  He spanked me six times.  Three on each cheek.  I could tell my ass was bright red.  My ass was almost as hot as my pussy.  I was sopping wet and I wanted him in me.  I was so disappointed when he said, "That's enough. Kneel."

He lifted me up and I knelt between his legs.  He took his cock out of his pants and said, "service me, slave."

I was bubbling inside and wanted to scream, "finish me you cad," but I didn't. I opened my mouth and took in every inch.  Licking and sucking like a demon Hoover.  My nipples ached and my pussy was clenching.  I felt him swell even larger in my mouth, but before he came, he pushed me off him and took me into the games room. 

He locked my hands behind my head and in a flash I was bent over the table (I had to find a better name for this)  and secured by my breasts and collar.  My legs spread wide and he was in my ass quicker than I would have imagined.  I must be opening up or at least relaxing more.  He pumped me up, getting larger inside me.  My arousal was swelling along with his member.  He did it, as his spend flooded into me, my pussy burst into a grand orgasm.  It felt so good after days of denial to finally feel that glorious pleasure flowing through me.  I was so glad I had been taught to orgasm so easily.

I felt him leave me and go into the bathroom.  He came out a few minutes later and said, "You orgasm quickly, Katy.  I'm told that I shouldn't give you orgasms while you're in puppy training, but all I can do is try.  Have you been taught to orgasm to oral sex?" 

"Yes, Master.  I have been sensitized and trained to respond to all manner or sensations with an orgasm."

"Interesting.  You are quite a challenge."  I felt his hands sliding on my back, tracing the edges of my paint job.  I moaned.  He was arousing me again.  His hands slid down my sides and I gasped.  He was tickling me.  Oh No.  I was helpless and he had found my ticklish spot.  I bucked and gasped as he tickled me.  I snorted and coughed and gasped.  I couldn't stand it.  I pleaded, "Master, Please don't. Please I can't stand it. Oh Please, Master.  Have pity on your helpless slave girl.  He tickled me until I cried.  I writhed on the table, uselessly but I couldn't stop.  My thrashing head pulled on my breasts and made my bells jangle incessantly.  Finally, he stopped.

"I wonder," he said, "what it would feel like to tickle you while I'm inside you? In any case, I wonder if it would stop your orgasm if you were tickled then?  A worthy experiment.  I'll come back in an hour after you've had a chance to calm down."  He strapped a ball gag in my mouth before he left. I awaited my Master's pleasure with great trepidation.  I had laughed so hard my chest hurt. I hadn't felt a twinge of arousal when I was tickled. 

He returned and said, "Let's try that again." 

I wondered if he was up for it and my question was soon answered.  I felt his rigid member probing my anus and knew he was ready. I was proud of his stamina and concerned for my asshole.  He started pumping and my arousal shot toward the sky.  When I started moaning in pleasure I felt his hands stroking my poor abused sides. He started tickling me and I couldn't stop myself from laughing.  I felt my arousal wink out like a candle in a wind.  Not I just laughed and he kept pumping.  He stopped tickling and my arousal started up again.  I felt him fill my insides one more time and I was nowhere near orgasm.  He had learned how to control me.  Shit. 

He pulled out of me and said, "That was quite good, Katy and I think we've learned how to have fun without imperiling your advancement."  He took the gag out of my mouth and left the room.

He returned in a while and released me from the infernal table. 


Chapter 12:  Puppy Girl


I watched Katy's training sessions through her collar camera and audio.  I was impressed with her agility and her belly dancing prowess.  I had no idea she was being trained in that.  I hadn't had a chance to review the training curricula yet.  Seeing this, I understood why our graduates were so popular.  We supplied twenty graduates every month to some of the most powerful people in the world.  Putin had ten in his harem and wanted more.  Apparently they were great perks for his supporters.

I watched her every day and saw her puppy skills improve, along with her other training.  She was working hard.  I didn't bother with a physical leash anymore.  Katy was fully conditioned to her electronic leash and never had any 'accidents.' After a week I talked to the training staff and they thought Katy was ready for full immersion in puppy girl life.   I talked to Tasha ands told her to leave the puppy girl gear on Katy when I came that afternoon.

When it was time to go home, Tasha didn't take me to Janette's cell and remove my puppy gear.  She took the chastity shield off me but left everything else on me and led me to the outside gate.  I whined, but she ignored me.  The gate opened and Tasha handed Master the chastity shield. Master led me outside.  This was the first time he had taken me out as a puppy girl.  What did this mean? I wasn't ready to be a puppy in public.  The sheer idiocy of my protest hit me between my eyes.  Slave.  No one cared what I thought.

He led me onto the grass and walked around the garden. I whined a little. 

Master said, “Quiet girl and I'll walk slow. Remember, you are a curious, playful puppy. Don't think about anything but what a puppy would do.”

He led me to a tree and said, “Pee, girl.”

I looked around. No one, good. I raised a leg until I felt my pussy exposed and squirted a few drops on the tree. I lowered my leg and wagged my tail.

Master said, “Good girl.”

I beamed at the silly phrase. I was just playing a role, but it felt so good to receive praise from my master.

He walked on and I hurried to keep up. I was getting better. He stopped by a bench and commanded, “Service me puppy.”

I knelt in front of him and started working my mouth to extract his penis. He had worn loose fitting pants commando style, so I was able to get him ready in just a moment. I licked and kissed his semi rigid cock until it was stiff. I sucked him all the way in, relishing the huge mouthful of cock. I moved my head in and out and felt my own arousal rising along with his. I tasted his pre-cum and savored the salty taste of my master. He came in a great spurt down my throat. I struggled to swallow it all without gagging. He pulled out and I cleaned him with my tongue, greedily sucking down all his cum I could get. I sat back on heels and smiled.

He said, “Good girl. Great job.”

I was fuller of pride than ever before.

He replaced his cock and ruffled my hair with his hands.

A man I didn't know walked up leading Alice on a leash. She looked happy. The man spoke to my master, “Nice puppy. Love her coloring. Does she know any tricks?”

Master said, “A few,” then he commanded, “Stand.”

I rose to all fours, my bells clamoring like a church on Sunday.

“Roll Over.”

I rolled onto my back then on over to standing on hands and knees.

“Lay.”

I rolled onto my back.

Master came to me, squatted down and rubbed my breasts. It felt so good. My nipples got rock hard and I moaned.

He stood up and said, “Stand”

I got on all fours and looked at master.

The man said, “Good puppy. I was so happy. The praise from a stranger hit me hard. I felt light stings on my ass and realized I was wagging my tail so hard it was whipping me. God, I was really enjoying puppy play. I was just feeling with very little thinking. I felt so free. I only cared about pleasing my master.

My master said, “OK puppy, go play. “

I crawled over to Alice who was kneeling behind the man. I licked her breast and pulled on her nipple ring. She giggled and said, "Master, the puppy wants to play. May I?”

The man said, “OK. Be gentle she's only a puppy.”

The man was holding a leash fastened to Alice's nose ring. Her hands were locked behind her. I crawled over to the man and took the leash in my mouth. I tugged gently and whined. He looked at me and let go of the leash. I crawled onto the grass and tugged Alice's leash so she had to follow me. She couldn't use her hands so I kept up a gentle pull while she stood up. She followed me on the grass. I stopped when my collar buzzed and rolled over the leash, forcing Alice to the ground by her nose. I crawled up her supine body and put my pussy over her mouth. She couldn't get away with her nose held tight. I whined and spread my knees, forcing my labia lips open.

Alice got the message and started licking my cunt. Soon I was panting and juicing. I was so close to coming when my master stopped us. He unwrapped her leash from my body and took it out of my mouth. Alice's master got her off the ground. He said, “She does know a few tricks. Good girl. And led Alice away. She was blushing and her face was glistening with my juices. Her tongue was sticking out of her mouth. She drew it in and blew me a kiss.

Once again, I noticed my tail was wagging hard behind me. Master was walking a meandering path across lawns and through gardens. I was so hot. My pussy itched with frustration. I was still wet and dribbling from my loins. Several times I found a well shaped trunk or rock. I would hurry to it and rub my crotch, hoping I could masturbate to orgasm. But my collar would always buzz just when I got close and I would have to hurry after my retreating master. I was truly down to animal cravings. I only wanted praise and an orgasm. I was so hot.

Master stopped to talk to another man and while he was busy, I crawled behind a tree and knelt. I rubbed my loins with my paws. It felt so good. I was so close to coming when I felt a shock. Master was calling me. I hurried to him. He looked at my wet paws and said, “Naughty. Bad girl. Stand. Stay.” Shit. Caught.

I got three stripes from his whip. They hurt, but not enough to get off on. I was crushed. I slunk beside him when he walked. I was a bad girl.

My chagrin didn't last long. Soon I was trotting beside my master. Happy to be out in the fresh air with him. Everything was so new and fresh when seen from puppy level. I smelled flowers that were now at nose height. I rolled in the grass and stretched in the sun. sprung from behind bushes to touch master's leg. I trotted up close behind him and raised up on my knees to push him forward with my paws. I found a nice grassy patch in front of him and rolled onto my back. I spread my hands and legs and whimpered. He squatted beside me and rubbed my breasts and pussy. I was ready to come right then. I moaned and wriggled under his hands. He rolled my nipples between his fingers. They ached so good. I needed to come and I was close. He stood up and said, “playtime later. Come on.”   

We walked on. I was ordered to pee on several more trees along the way. I didn't see any more people.  I cavorted around my master. He was the center of my universe and I so wanted to please him. I blocked his path with my body so he had to interact with me. I wanted his attention more than I wanted his praise. He would have to give me an order, or touch me, or even step around me. He was always polite and controlled. I loved everything about him. But when he touched me, my heat blossomed in me. I felt unbounded joy. I knew he loved me and would care for me. He was my personal God and I glowed in his presence. I wanted him in me so bad. I wanted to serve him.

When we got home he removed my puppy gar and put the track chain on my collar.  It was a lot more comfortable and I could use human speech again.

I came back into the bedroom and stared in appreciative wonder at the wonderful ass of my slave.  The versatile bed I had inherited had a number of ways to restrain a slave girl.  Right now her collar and cuffs were clipped to the top of the foot of the bed.  The bed had come equipped with spring clips she couldn't undo when she was attached. There was a footstool under her belly allowing her breasts to hand below her.  How had I gotten so lucky.  This girl was amazing.  She was loving, beautiful, and loved sex in any form.  I would be happy to be seen with her in public, even vanilla. I pulled an easy chair over next to Alexandra's naked restrained form.  I picked up a book I was reading, sat in the chair and rested my bare legs on her back.  Skin contact was good, I thought.

I heard master come into the room and heard him move something heavy.  I could only see the bedspread and the head of the bed.  I felt master rest his legs on my back.  I could feel the tiny hairs on either side of his legs.  It wasn't heavy.  All my weight was resting on the footstool under my stomach.  He reached under me and fondled my breast hanging down under me.  The bells rang as he disturbed them.  The rubbing and rolling of my nipple was heavenly. It got rock hard and stayed that way after he withdrew his hand.  The bell was heavy and kept swaying long after he left it.  My loins grew hot from his casual touch.  I wondered how such an abstract concept as submission could affect me so strongly. As I thought about my abject surrender to slavery, my belly heated even more.  I flexed my knees, trying to rub my pussy on the footstool, to no avail.

Whoa.  I felt something.   If I spread my knees, my labia rings and clit ring rubbed on the footstool.  I subtly lifted one knee and swung it back and forth.  My pussy was loving the incredible pleasure of stroking my pussy lips.  I tried the other knee. Oh joy.  I could come, I thought.  Suddenly I felt a red hot pain in my ass.  Master had felt me.

He said, "I decide when you can have pleasure.  I'm pretty generous, but don't you dare start anything .  You will only obey my orders.  Clear?"

I sobbed, "Yes, m.m.master.  I'm sorry."

He got up got a spreader bar and strapped it to my knees, holding them wide.  Why, oh why had I done that.  I was an obedient slave.  I wanted to be.  I had let my animal need for pleasure get me in trouble.  I swore to myself I would not do that again.  I was embarrassed I had let my master down. I would do better. 

That was better than I expected.  Her instinctive pleasure seeking actions boded well for the next phase.  And My chance to reinforce my authority over her was perfectly timed.  I'll bet she is feeling great remorse for letting me down now.  I could ask her, but I wouldn't trust a verbal answer at this point in her training.  I'll wait an hour and let her stew in her own juices.  Wait a minute, If she's where I want her, she will be wet.  I should check that.  I reached down and stroked her clit hood.  Aha, wet.  Great.  I wiped my hand on her ass.

I felt him.  My master rubbed my clit.  He wants me.  He's not mad at me.  Sheesh.  A guy rubs my clit and I'm agog.  Boy am I easy.  Listen to yourself bonehead.  I'm naked and locked in place.  He can rub me anywhere and it doesn't mean he likes me.  I'm just a convenient piece of ass he can have anytime he wants.  No, No.  He's claimed me.  I'm wearing his tag.  I'm his property.  I'm the only girl he has.  I love him.  I like being made helpless by him.  I like the way he's decorated and belled me.  I like everything about my life.  Shut up. You know, it’s a sign of insanity if you hold conversations with yourself.  You're not myself.  You are my mother's insanity talking to me. Get out of my head.  

Master let me out of the stocks and took me into the kitchen. He let me help with dinner.  I made a salad while he made hamburgers on the grill outside.  The track chain made sure I couldn't leave.  As if I'd ever want to leave him. As I tore up the lettuce, my nipple bells rang loudly.  I snuck a peek at him and noticed how he smiled when my bells rang.  If I was quiet too long he would look at me to see what kind of mischief I was getting into.  As I worked, I practiced my belly dance exercises and lifted my breasts, one at a time, alternating. My bells made pleasant sounds.


Chapter 13:  Food Play

We ate outside.  I knelt beside him, my hands locked behind my head.  He really liked how it lifted my breasts.  He fed me a bite at a time. He told me tomorrow I was going to do animal play. I was going to be a puppy.  He explained that I was just playing a puppy.  I was to try and feel what a puppy would feel.  A weak, tiny puppy.  Totally dependent on him for everything.  Yet playful, curious, and anxious to please.

I was unsure and asked why I was doing this.

He said, "playing a puppy, gives you gives you a window into your animal self.  your lizard brain, it’s been called."  It’s a way to help you separate those instincts and the conditioning society has imposed on you."

He would have been a great doctor or salesman.  I believed him.  Every word.  He was calm and energetic and logical.  And he was my master.  I trusted him in everything.

He unlocked my hands and I helped clean up after dinner.  He took me into the living room and we played gin rummy for an hour.  I won three games he won five.  I enjoyed our banter over the games.  We talked about exercise.  I had been doing yoga for a year at my last school.  He had studied several martial arts and was interested in krav maga, from Israel. 

He had me show him some yoga exercises.  Which he made me repeat until I was tired.

He looked at the time and turned on the TV.  He liked to watch a news commentary program from BBC.  He sat on the couch with the remote and motioned for me to join him.  I wound up sitting across his lap, his arm around my shoulders.  He told me to put my arms at my sides.  He used his hands to fondle my breasts.  After a moment he said, "This isn't working too well. Stand up."  He locked my hands to the back of my waistband.  Their regular position. and pulled me back onto his lap.  Now he could reach all my girl parts, including Submit, Obey and Slave, all clearly labeled. He watched the TV while playing with me.  I could tell the TV didn't have his undivided attention. His penis was growing hard under me.  Meanwhile I was developing a good head of steam myself.  His rubbing, tweaking, pulling and squeezing was blowing my cool.

When she finished, I locked her hands behind her, put her in standing display position and looked at her.  God, she was magnificent.  Great breasts, slim, athletic body, nice ass, great, long legs.  Her toe and fingernail polish needed renewing.  Her hair was a thick golden mop swirling around her shoulders.  Her rings made her so erotic, so controllable.  The shining collar on her long neck was perfect.  Even her hobble increased her sexuality.  I don't know what it is about chains on a woman.  Even much vanilla jewelry for women has chains involved.  Maybe the way they follow the contours.  No, even her ankle chains, hanging free in their catenary curve look delicious.  If I get my way, Katy will always wear chains. They magnify her beauty and stress her slavery.  

I lay her on her back on the bed and locked her sleeping chain to her hobble chain. I lay down beside her. I said, "Katy, One reason I like you in this position is that your hands are under your waist.  It raises your pussy and changes the angle of your love channel.  It feels better for me.  Is it comfortable for you?"

"Master, it is quite comfortable.  My hands are held down by my and our weight, but my waistband evens out the pressure,  And You're right.  The position gets me off faster than laying flat."

I lay beside her supine form. I stroked and pulled all her curves and rings.  I enjoyed seeing which stimulus caused the best responses.  I learned she is ticklish and enjoyed her laughter and squirming. I made her spread her legs and watched the little chains I had Stan install, pull her labia lips apart.  I knelt between her legs and learned her topography.  She had the most amazing curves in her soft, responsive flesh.  I touched and rubbed and stroked.  I watched her muscles spasm and tremble under my fingers.  I raised her arousal to the point of climax with a single finger.  Subtlety worked better than brute force,  for her.  What I got was intellectual stimulation.  I would put my new knowledge to practical use soon.  She was hot, too hot.  She would come as soon as I took her.  I wanted a longer period of pleasure, so I let her cool down. 

He lay beside me on the bed and teased me unmercifully.  I loved it and got more and more aroused.  He played with my face and breasts and all my body. Then he knelt between my legs and made me spread them wide.   He tortured me for the longest time with his finger.  I only felt one finger and he played me like a violin.  In minutes he had me ready to come, then he would stop and I would cool just a fraction.  Then he would start again.  It was so wonderful and so frustrating.  I needed to come so much, but he wouldn't let me.  Then he got up and went out of the room.  That bastard.  He's just teasing me.  I need to come.  

I went to the kitchen and selected some interesting foods to stimulate her.  I got a carrot and a cucumber, some ice cubes, some maraschino cherries.  I found  chocolate sauce and Ice cream.  I looked at my selections and decided to move her in here. Easier to clean up afterwards.  I brought her to the kitchen.  I had her sit on the floor and lean against the counter.  I told her she needed to learn food play as well as animal play. She looked quizzical, but interested.  I wasn't giving her a choice anyway.

He sat me on the floor and let me lean against the counter.  He put a blindfold on me.  It strapped tight on my head and nary a photon got to my eyes.  He said, "Pull your feet up to your ass.  Spread your knees."

I felt something cold running around my sex lips.  It nudged its way into my unprotected vagina. It felt huge and cold.  I was so aroused that it easily slid right in.  It was so cold.  I should have cooled down inside, but my body didn't seem to care about the temperature of the intruder.  It slid in and out a few times, making me hotter with each thrust.  My pussy clenched around it, trying to pull it deeper.  It didn't move.  It just at there.  It was so, so  frustrating.

A small sound then I felt a cold thick liquid dripping onto my right breast, the one named SUBMIT.  It slowly ran down my breast.  More dropped onto my left breast, OBEY.  A smell reached my nose.  honey.  He was dripping honey on my breasts.  Then I felt his warm tongue licking the honey off.  He did not move fast.  My core was a bubbling cauldron of lust.  "Master, I'm done.  Lick the damned honey off my breasts, pull the baseball bat out of me and please fuck me silly."

"Patience, little one.  I'm almost ready."

I felt a little brush tickle my nipples.  They left a cool liquid behind.  I wondered what it was.  My nipples grew warm, then hot.  Ohmygod. They were on fire.  I squealed, "Master. It burns."  I almost exploded.  My pussy was hotter than my tits. "Please master, fuck me.  Fuck me now.  Please..."  He pulled the monster phallus out of me.  He grabbed my thighs and pulled me down onto the floor.  His cock entered me.  Thank God.  It felt as big as whatever he just pulled out.  But he was warm, so warm.  His dick warmed my body all the way to my heart.  Whatever he put on my nipples was magic.  I came at his first thrust.  He kept on and soon I was ready again.  We both came at the same time in a wondrous orgasm.  I thrashed and bucked and squealed.  My moans filled my ears between my orgasms.  I don't think master made any noise, but when he took the blindfold off me he looked pleased with himself.

When he raised off me I asked, "Master what was that on my nipples?"

"Chili oil, slave.  Enjoyed it, didn't you."

"Yes Master.  It was so hot. I was on fire and it ignited my core.  You helped put it out for me.  Thank you so much, master."

He pulled me to my feet and said, "Let's go get you cleaned up."

I slept in master's bed.  Tethered and my hands locked as usual.  He wrapped his arms around me.  We slept spoon fashion.  It was the most glorious way to sleep.  I was out instantly.

I woke first next morning.  I was still wrapped in his arms.  I was pleasantly sleepy and didn't want to move for fear of waking fully.  I stretched my legs and stopped short when I heard the clink of my chains. I didn't want to wake master. I flexed my fingers and discovered they were just touching master's cock.  It was rock hard.  I could easily caress its tip. Would he consider it good or bad?  I decided good.  I gently massaged the tip.  Soon he stirred and realized what I was doing.  He rolled me over  and looked into my eyes.  What wonderful dark, laughing eyes he has.

He said, "Anxious to start the day right, slave?"

"Always with you, master."

I was amazed at his self control.  He didn't take me then.  He took me in the bath.  He bent me over the edge of the tub and gave me an enema.  I was thrilled by his easy control over me.  He inserted the slender probe into my ass hole then I was filled by a warm liquid.  He made me stay bent over the tub while he shaved.  He positioned me over the toilet and let me release.  To my surprise he bent me back over the tub and I felt his fingers lubricating my asshole.  His fingers rubbing around and in my anus was driving me wild with arousal.  My nipples hardened and my belly trembled. He slid his cock into me , stretching my sphincter hugely.  I felt my arousal growing as he butt fucked me.  His hands gripped my waist and held me tight as he rammed his cock home.  I was on the brink of orgasm when he came.  I felt his hot seed fill me up.  I couldn't quite come.  He stopped too soon. Shit.  "Thank you, Master."  He sat me back on the toilet and let me dribble out his spend.  


Chapter 14:  Good Puppy

Then he put me back over the tub a third time and lubed me again.  This got me even closer to coming.  He inserted an inflatable plug into my asshole then blew it up with a bulb.  He showed it to me.  He also showed me my long flexible rubber tail.  Then he screwed it onto the plug in my ass.  

"Alex," he said, "today you are a puppy.  You are not to make any human sounds. Pretend you are a helpless, curious puppy and you are anxious to please.  When a puppy is happy, she wags her tail.  Wag yours for me now."

I shook my ass and I felt the tail wag back and forth.  I smiled.

'"Great job.  remember that."

He led me back into the bedroom.  He got the bag and opened it. It was all my puppy gear. He put knee pads on me and had me kneel.  He fastened my ankle chain to the back of my belt and unlocked my hands.

He put the thick gloves on my hands.  The fingers were stitched together.  I couldn't grasp anything.  He said, "On all fours today. He led me to the kitchen.  I didn't get to help with breakfast.  

He tethered my nose ring to a low wall ring using a short chain. I would be able to reach my food bowl, thank God. I was starved.

He set a bowl of water and a bowl with scrambled eggs and ham. He slid the water under my head, but waited on the food. I turned my head to look at him.

He said, “Is my good girl hungry. Would she like some food?”

I thought about what he had told me. I whined and wagged my tail.

Master said, good girl and slid the bowl under my head. I kept my tail wagging as I ate. There was no way I could keep the bell or my nose ring out of the food. I gave up. When I finished, both were coated with food. I lapped up some water. Master removed both bowls and gave me a new bowl filled with juice. I wagged more. He said, “drink it all.” I did. It was quite good.

He cleaned up after breakfast and took me into the back yard. He had me practice puppy commands. I did 'roll over,' 'play dead,' 'Pee,' and more. The hardest for me was Pee. I had to get close to a tree and raise my leg high.  High enough to pull my labia lips open then squirt a few drops. Then I would go to another place and repeat. This was embarrassing. I guess it was another conditioning example of society.

He took me on a walk around the garden. I played around and soon forgot my fear of someone seeing me.  I came closer to joyous puppy girl than ever before.  I was happy.

He led me to a building and opened the door for me.  I crawled in, unconcerned.   If Master wanted me here, that was good.  I followed him down a hall and into a room.  There were several men and a couple of slaves girls in it.  He stopped to talk to one of the men and look at a computer screen.  I crawled to one of the slave girls kneeling beside a desk and nudged her shoulder with my paw.  She turned her head and said, "Nice puppy."  She had a tag on her collar with the name 'Margie' on it.  I wasn't allowed to speak, so I improvised.  I moved closer and put my paws on her shoulders and kissed her.  Bold, I know, but I think it came within the realm of a 'playful puppy.' She squealed a little. 

I heard Master's voice, "Katy, heel."  I hurried to him and knelt by his side.  I glanced back at the slave girl and she smiled at me.

Master walked on and I heeled him as well as I could.  He opened a door and went into an office.  His office?  I followed him to a big, oak desk and knelt beside him as he sat in the chair.  I watched his face.  He turned to me and said, "This is my office, Katy.  I will bring you here sometimes.  When I'm at my desk, you kneel on that pillow in the corner."  He pointed and I saw a pillow.  Obviously a dog bed.  I crawled to it and knelt in display.

He worked at his computer and spoke several times on a phone.  I paid no attention to his words.  I needed to pee.  I held it for a long time before I whined.

He looked at me and saw the distress on my face.  He asked, "Need to pee?"

I barked once.  One bark meant 'Yes,' two meant 'No.'

He said, "Damn, I forgot. Stay there.  He left the office and returned with a blue plastic box.  He set it beside the pillow and said, "Use this.  Cover when you're done. Don't get any litter on the carpet."

A litter box.  Shit. A new low.  Less than human in spades.  Puppies need to be house trained. I gritted my teeth and moved over the box and squatted.  Harder than one might imagine with a hobble chain in the way. I looked at Master and saw him watching me with interest.  I really needed to go, so it didn't take long to empty my liquid.  It feels wonderful to pee when you really need to.  Close to an orgasm in pleasure. I used my paws to cover the dark spot in the litter.  I inspected the paws after and knocked a few grains back into the box.  None escaped, thank goodness.  I moved back onto the pillow and knelt.

Master said, "Good job. You can use the box anytime you need to go, without asking permission."

Finally we returned to the house. He put me in the back yard and turned off the electronic leash. He told me to pee and I did. I wandered around the yard smelling everything and pawing at a few things that interested me. I got bored eventually and went to the sliding glass door. I put my paws against the glass and barked. Softly at first, then louder. Master let me in. I followed him around. He was cooking dinner and it smelled delicious. There is something satisfying about the smell of cooking onions. He set a timer then went to the living room and sat on the couch with his newspaper. I knelt on the floor beside his leg and rested my head on his leg. He patted my head then stroked my breast until the timer went off.

He finished the cooking and set a place at the table. He used a short chain to fasten my collar to a table leg. The table was massive dark wood. I couldn't budge it. I knelt there awaiting his pleasure. He ate and fed me a bite at a time using his fingers to hold the food for me to take from him. I got a lot of Brussels sprouts, a little meat, some pasta and a glass of wine. Not puppy chow, but I didn't complain. He released me from the chain and cleared the dishes.

I needed to pee so I went to the sliding glass door and whined. He saw what I needed, put my leash on my nose ring, and walked me in the yard. He took me to the area by the tree and said, “Pee.” I did. I couldn't crap because of the tail in my asshole, but I didn't need to.

He took me back in and removed my leash. He went to the bathroom and closed the door. I lay on the floor in the living room where I could see when he came out. He came out and walked past me into the living room. He went to his desk and I watched. He stopped by the desk and said, “puppy, come.” I hurried to him. He said, “Under the desk. Hold my cock in your mouth. I have some work to do.

I crawled under the desk and faced my master. He freed his cock, satin the desk chair, and slid toward me. I opened my mouth and admitted his cock. I knew the drill. Just let it lay there. Don't stimulate it with my lips or tongue. I relaxed and concentrated on my feelings. I was relaxed, happy, and obedient. I knew I was submissive and he was subjugating me. I loved it. I loved warming his cock. As I knelt there the world slipped far away. I was drifting in a sea of warm, relaxing pleasure. I guess this is what an isolation tank feels like. I wasn't aware of any senses at all save the warm weight of his cock in my mouth. He trusted me and I trusted him. He was my God and knew my every thought. I knew nothing but felt incredible relaxation and joy. I was just feeling and nothing else was important.

I felt her warm, soft mouth around my cock.  I was a little aroused and glad she obeyed my command to just hold me.  I wouldn't be able to concentrate on my report if she was any more stimulating.  She had become a great addition to my life.   I looked through the camera takes and selected a nearly continuous stream of videos.  I used an editing tool and stitched them together into a thirty minute video of our walk.  She was apprehensive at first and clumsy.  She improved her coordination and speed rapidly.  Halfway through our walk she was as frisky as a new puppy.  She easily kept up with my slow, meandering walk.  At first her face showed concern but changed to fascination as she got better.  

I could see when she lost her concern with people issues and got into just feeling.  She started investigating flowers and things on the ground.  She rolled on the grass just for pleasure.  Our encounter with Ben and Alice was a milestone.  She really played with Alice, letting her sensual desires outweigh her human propriety.  She is progressing quickly.

I think she may benefit from seeing herself playing.  I'll show her a few minutes of her video.

Sometime later he roused me. His fingers caressed my ears and jiggled their rings. He said, “I'm leaving you now.” He slid out of my mouth and I felt the emptiness all over. He said, “come out now. I've finished today's report. You can see it. I came out from under the desk carefully. He said, “turn around. Stand.  Look at the computer.”

I saw a computer screen. He scrolled a lot of words past that I didn't try to read. Puppy's can't read. Then he started a movie. It showed him walking with his puppy. Me. I was delighted to see all the things we had done. He smiled a lot and I remembered how much I enjoyed the walk and all its new sights and sounds. I looked so free. I think I lost a lot of my conditioning today. I focused on the puppy.  She was always smiling and seemed so carefree.  I tried to recall what I felt as I scampered beside my master.  Nothing came to me except the joy I saw on my puppy face.  It was what I always wanted to feel.  Deja vu.  I felt like that right now.  I had everything I had ever wanted.  Right here, right now. I noticed my tail was wagging. I hadn't done that.  It must be my body doing it automatically. Master stopped the video.  Suddenly, I was afraid.  

This couldn't last.  I'd only been here for a couple of months and I was ready to stay forever.  I liked having every choice taken from me.  I didn't have any pride or dignity left and didn't miss them.  I was gloriously free of anger, worry, concern.  I was just waiting for another chance to obey my master.  My life was simple, so simple.  Yet the people who were behind my joy could easily stop or even reverse it.  Just like the video stopped.  What would I do? I was powerless to change my fate.  I could only endure whatever 'they' decided to do to me.  Would I have to leave this and go back to the outside world?  I dreaded the thought.  I was never happy there. Shit.

Well, that was only a possibility.  I couldn't do anything.  I might as well forget it and be a puppy.   My tail started wagging again.


Chapter 15:  A Sample


I'm glad I let her watch the video.  I watched her face.  At first she was wide eyed and happy.  She wagged her tail as soon as it started. It wagged through the video until I stopped it.  I saw her face change to fear and the tail stopped.  It only lasted a second then she smiled and started wagging it again. I wonder if her concern had to do with stopping the video.  Timing would indicate that.  But if it was just that she wanted to see more, then her expression should have been one of disappointment.  What she showed was fear. Maybe she was just afraid her happiness would stop too.  When I let her talk again, I should ask her.  I made a note on the computer.  I looked at the window and saw it was still light outside.  Time to let her stretch her legs.  I unlocked her legs so she could stand and put running shoes on her.  She looked confused and adorable.  I got out a ball gag made from a whiffle ball for increased air flow and  put it on her.  She could get more air in but it held her tongue down so she couldn't speak.  I locked her paws behind her.  "Kneel.  Stay." 

I went into the bedroom and changed into exercise clothes. "Follow me.  You need to exercise your legs.  Remember the electronic leash is still on." 

Master unlocked my ankle chain from my belt so I could stand .  He put shoes on me and locked my hands behind me.  I guess I'm done being a puppy for now.  Master changed into running shoes, shorts and a t-shirt.  He wants me to exercise, he said.  I can't run very well with my hobble chain.  He walked out the door and I followed.  He led me through some stretching exercises.  He started off at a slow jog on a path that ran inside the big fence.  I followed, taking two steps for each one of his.

I kept up for a long time, but after twenty minutes or so, I flagged.  My legs were burning and I realized I was getting too far behind him.  My collar buzzed and I spent my last reserves getting closer.  "Master, I can't keep up." At least, that's what I tried to say.  My gag reduced that to a loud mumble.

Master stopped and looked at my face.  I was sweating and gasping for breath.  

He said, "All right.  You look like you've exercised enough for now." He took the gag out of my mouth and put it in his pocket.

I was curious. "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, you can speak freely until we get home."

"Master, don't you have to put a leash on me now?"

"No, Alex.  Remember the electronic leash? If you get too far from me it will knock you out."

"Oh, OK.  Master, I had a wonderful time today.  I was able to drop all my fears and just enjoy being a puppy.  What's going to happen now, master?"

"We're going home."  

"Master, I mean long term. I want to be your puppy all the time.  I don't want to go back to training again or being just one of the slaves."

"Katy, You are mine now.  If I decide to go somewhere else, I'll take you with me. 

I had my doubts.  I knew that if the facility wanted me to do something, I would have to do it.  I just didn't see it being fun." We arrived home. I went back to puppy mode.  Feet locked to my belt, tail removed, no more language for me.  

Even though I had the electronic leash in my collar, Master seemed to like using a physical leash on me. I have to admit I liked it better than the electronic one.  The physical connection made it more .. intimate.. I guess.  It was his hand directing me.  The electronic one was more like an invisible watcher swatting me to get my attention.  He put the leash on my nose ring and walked me in the back yard. He had a hole ready and put dirt in it after I used it.  He got ready for bed and told me to service him.  I did my normal excellent job and swallowed his whole load.  I cleaned him with my tongue.  He unlocked my feet and removed my paws. I cleaned up and brushed my teeth.  When I came back to the bedroom he locked my hands behind me. 

We snuggled on the bed.  He kissed me long and tender.  There was so much I wanted to say.  I had to convince him that I wanted to stay with him.  No matter what was done to me, as long as I could be his puppy I would thrive.  I would be crushed and die if I had to leave him.  But when I asked permission to speak, he denied me.  He said, "Be quiet and go to sleep, my puppy or you will be gagged."

God, I hated being a slave. I loved being his slave.  I was so frustrated. I shut up and went to sleep, my fingers wrapped around his cock.

The morning was falling into a routine. Leash on my nose ring.  Boy, was that ever convenient for my Master.  Never any fuss, simple to use, instant obedience. I was walked and I peed.  Fed breakfast from a bowl on the floor.  Enema, Tail installed.  Teeth and hair brushed.  Lipstick. Paws and Knee Pads. Out the door, tail wagging happily.

Master kept me in puppy girl mode all day when he took me to his office and reverted me to slave girl to do the household chores.  I got to cook when I was in slave girl mode, never in puppy girl mode.  Sometimes he would leave me home in slave girl mode and give me specific chores to do. 

One evening I was in slave girl mode after dinner when the doorbell rang.  I was startled.  I had never heard it before.  Master said, "Get the door, Katy.  Its a friend."

I was scared.  One of Master's friends?  I never thought about it before.  It was not unusual for people to have friends, at least in the outside world.  Here too, I guess, If you weren't a slave. I went to the door.  I could just reach it with my tether on, and it was always on.  I opened the door and saw a man and a woman.   She was clothed.  No chains, her hands and feet were unencumbered. Oh shit.  I was mortified.  Then I saw she wore a collar and had a nose ring.  They looked like mine, not just jewelry, I think.

I tried to hold my face impassive.  I said, "Good evening. Please come in. Master is expecting you." I stepped back for them to pass.  He entered first, followed by the woman.

Master said, "Will, good to see you. Have a seat."

The men exchanged pleasantries and then sat down.  I knelt beside Master and the woman knelt beside Will. 

Master said, "Will, this is Katy, my slave.  Katy, this is a friend, Will and his slave, Celine.  Celine was trained here and Will bought her about two years ago. I expect you have some questions?"

"Yes, Master, may I talk to Celine?"

Master asked, "Will, is it OK with you if Katy and Celine talk?"

Will said, "Of course."

Master said, "Katy, why don't you and Celine go in my office and talk?"

Will interjected, "Celine, lose the clothes before you come back."

Celine replied, "Yes, Master."

I said, "Thank you, Master.  This way, Celine." I rose and Celine followed me to the office.  I was supremely aware of my tether following me down the hall.

Aaron said to Will, "Thanks for bringing Celine over.  I think I can learn more about Katy if she gets to meet an experienced slave girl. Let's listen in on their conversation for a while."

Will asked, "You've got surveillance in your office?"

Aaron chuckled, "Better.  Katy's collar has a monitor function."  He opened up a pad and pulled up the monitor app. The two girl's voices came out of the speaker:

"Hello, Celine.  Its nice to meet you."

Celine said, "Hi, Katy.  I see your Master keeps you in chains. The chain to the track in the ceiling looks inescapable.  I take it you can only go where the track runs?""

"Yeah. It let's me go all over the house, but not outside. I've been securely chained ever since I was taken.  They don't come off easy. No key. I see your master lets you run around without them, though."

"Yeah, Once I realized I was a natural slave, there was no need for them.  I like belonging to my Master. I'll never leave him.  I love him."

"Celine, which came first, slavery or love?"

"I was caught and put in chains and trained.  Then Master bought me and ownership turned into love."

"You never have to wear them?"

"Its not like that, Katy.  I wear chains at home all the time. And I'm as naked as you are.  I like being in bondage, at least when Will holds the key.  He travels a lot and takes me with him.  Chains won't work for travel in most places. For me, vanilla sex doesn't work anymore.  I have to be bound somehow.  When we travel I spend my evenings and night tied up.  Ropes are much more uncomfortable than chains, more personal, though."

"Isn't your master afraid you'll run away?"

"I never will.  My life as a slave is easier and happier than being free.  And, like I said, I love him.  Its really no worse than being married.  Any married woman will tell you they had to change some things living with a man.  When I was still chained he whipped me a few times.  Changed my outlook completely.  I obey him and life is sweet.  I learned there is no disgrace in letting him lead. How about you? Are you broken in yet?"

"Oh, Yes.  I'm such a slave.  Before I was taken, I had all the normal ambitions and goals of a girl.  Now, all I think about is how I can serve him.  Sick, huh?  All  the sturm and drang of feminism erased by these trinkets. [Sound of chain rattling.] "I'll never run away.  I love my Master, too.  Like you said, this is the best life I've ever had.  At first, it was scary being so completely in his power.  Not now. He's become my world. Like you, bondage makes sex more intense.  I get high when I think of my submission to him, but sex in chains is incredible.  I always want him to take me in chains or ropes or straps. Anything to restrain me.  But you still have a slave collar and nose ring.  Don't people comment?"

"Of course they do.  Mostly I like the attention.  If anyone asks, I tell the truth.  They don't usually believe me, but they leave me alone then."

"What about security checks at airports?" 

"Even without the chains, if I went through a metal detector, every alarm in the place would go off.  I have enough metal in me to make a couple of guns. But being the slave of someone who works here gets you a diplomatic passport. To the rest of the world, I'm Master's wife. I never go through security checks."

"Really? I don't think I'll be able to wear clothes any more.  All my rings and bells will poke out and be visible as well as uncomfortable."

"Not true, Katy.  I have more things on me than you, except the chains, of course."

"Truly?  Can I see.  I'd like to know how."

"Sure.  I'll undress now.  Master's orders and its more comfortable, anyway."

...

"Wow. Your nipple rings are bigger than mine.  I see.  The trick is to have your bells attached with a sort chain to their ring?"

"Yep.  And see, the chimes on my labia rings aren't bells, but shaped pieces of metal that have to bang together to make a sound.  If your master lets you have panties, they are kept quiet.  Thongs don't help."

Aaron turned off the app and said, "I've known how she feels for a few weeks.  I wanted to be certain before I removed her restraints.  It looks like she's ready, don't you think?"

Aaron, I think you can take everything off her and she'll trail you around like a lost puppy.  You've got her. But keep the chains on her at home.  She needs them, just like Celine."

The girls came back into the living room. Celine carrying her clothes and shoes.  She put them in a corner and both girls knelt beside their master.

Master Aaron said, "Katy, I'm sure you've noticed Celine is not chained.  What do you think of that?"

I recalled our conversation and said, "Master, Celine is a lucky girl.  She knows her mind and that she is a natural slave.  Her submission is in her mind and chains would only make her Master's life more difficult.  She told me she needs his chains, but it is enough  just wearing them in private."

"That's what she thinks.  What do you think?"

"Master, for months I wanted only to be rid of them.  Now I like wearing your chains.  I am glad Celine and her Master have found a feasible solution that let's her be with him all the time and lets her enjoy her reality at least some of the time."

"So, would you enjoy a similar arrangement?"

"Master, I would love to be able to travel with you and serve you all the time, not just at home."

"You would still wear your tether at home."

"Of course, Master." I raised my hand and grasped the tether next to my collar and shook it.  "Should you choose to release my limbs for any reason, I beg you to allow me to wear all these lovely chains at home. I'm quite fond of them."

The next day I stood in front of a full length mirror and examined myself.  I looked sophisticated.  My hair was not in a pony tail for the first time in months.  I had on black heels.  I wore a blue and white calf length designer dress with a plunging neckline. My silver collar and nose ring were bell-less and shone in the light.  None of my bells or rings were visible through the material. I took a few steps to see how the material shifted.  I heard tiny chimes.  Master had put a dozen chimes like Celine's on my labia and clit rings this morning when he had the chains removed.  He didn't answer when I asked about panties.

He was taking me to see a potential client.  I think I was a sample.  I would do him proud.

THE END
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