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Prolog

Part 1 may be found in Too Late For Caution by Alan Horn

Emma Knox is a private investigator employed by and living with an attorney, Larry Holman. They were hired to investigate the murder of Jon Salton, a pilot, married to Emma’s sister, Karma. Their investigation  led them to two new companies, Acme Industries and Superior Products. Both companies were formed at the same time in the Cayman Islands and the FBI is investigating Acme for suspicion of money laundering. They identified the killer hired by Acme. They continued the investigation of Superior to determine their involvement.

The story continues in this book.

Emma and Karma are in Emma’s car when it is stopped by fake police. They awake in a compound in a warm climate. Their captor, the secret leader of a drug cartel is, publicly a successful business leader and philanthropist. He is concerned that Emma’s investigation may expose him. Karma was collateral damage but is a useful chattel.


Chapter 4 : Training

There was a cluster of people in the yard. I could see men and women. Some of the women wore clothing but most were naked with the telltale glint of steel on their limbs and neck. They were loosely gathered together, standing around something, and cheering.  Jaime led me toward them. He was going to take me naked into that crowd! I didn’t want anyone to see me like this, helpless on a leash, no matter if many of them were also slavegirls. I was the only one on a leash. “No, Please Jaime, master, I’m naked. Please don’t let them see me like this, I beg you.”

He didn’t stop, just kept pulling my nose toward them. Without turning, he said, “Don’t be silly. These men  are used to naked women and they’ve all seen you naked already.” He led me  close and nudged me through them until I was able to see Karma  locked in a pillory, gasping, crying, and moaning. Several naked women, collared, with their hands locked in front were tormenting Karma. One was standing behind Karma reddening her bottom with a flogger. Her strokes were maybe thirty seconds apart and Karma’s tush was glowing a light pink. The men were counting loudly with each stroke. The other women were teasing Karma’s breasts, nipples, and slit with their hands.

Jaime said, ”This is training. She is being taught to climax to the whip. It lasts until she has climaxed four times.” He turned to a man standing nearby, “Quanto?”

The reply, “Uno.”

Jaime turned back to his charge, “She has only come once so far, but she’s new.”

Karma cry’s got louder and more frequent than the strokes, then she orgasmed with a mighty contraction of her belly and a spurt of love juice onto the ground. The men and women cheered and the women praised her. The women paused until Karma’s spasm’s and moans stopped, waited another minute, then began again.

Emma was shocked at her feelings. Intellectually, this was appalling, but emotionally, she was being aroused at the forced orgasms being imposed on her helpless friend, she was ashamed of herself, but couldn’t deny the erotic appeal of the sight. She could feel her arousal building as if she were the one being whipped to climax.

She wanted to know more, “Jaime, why?”

“She is a beautiful woman, but too cold, too fearful. We will teach her to enjoy being female.”

“Will you do this to me?” Emma wanted to try this, wanted to feel the emotions she saw in Karma, but was afraid of what it would do to her. Would she ever be able to say no to a man once she had felt that way? She realized it didn’t matter what she wanted but thought she should have some opinion.

“Jaime looked at her, appraisingly, “Would you like to learn?”

“No…Yes…I don’t know.”

“Of course you do. You are next.”

A chill frost ran down her spine. Make her come in public? What can I do? Her inner demon whispered in her ear, “What do you care what they think? Remember what a climax feels like. Lust for it.”  She trembled in fear, excitement? Flight and fight were out of the question. Karma squealed in delight as she climaxed at the count of six and a great cheer erupted from the crowd. Jaime led me to her head and pulled her head up by the hair. “Kiss her.”

I knelt in front of her head and we kissed. She was quite needy and I let her French kiss my mouth. After a minute Jaime grasped my hair and pulled us apart. “Stand.” I stood up and he took me around beside Karma,  next to the woman stimulating her breasts. I was surprised when Jaime unlocked my hands. I held them in front and got my first good look at my bracelets. Shiny steel, snug on my wrists, not very thick, but I saw no seams or lines. There was a single attachment ring on the inside of my wrist, but no place for a key. I wondered if I would ever be without them again. I was faintly embarrassed by my lack of concern. Was I already  identifying myself as property?

When they started on her again, Jaime said, “Put your hand on Karma’s belly. Feel her spasms as her orgasm nears.”

I did and I could feel her muscles flex in time to her groans and gasps. My arousal climbed rapidly, keeping pace with Karma. Jaime looked at me in interest as a moan of pleasure seeped unbidden from my mouth. Karma’s belly was spasming, ready to come at any moment and getting closer as Karma bucked and moaned. Karma squeal of delight triggered my first climax of the day and I crouched and nearly fell over. Jaime held my shoulders as I spasmed in ecstasy along with Karma.

I watched as Karma’s turn in the pillory ended. When her writhing calmed one of the men raised the pillory bar. Karma couldn’t rise yet because her collar was locked to a ring on the base. Her hands were pulled behind her and her wrists locked together before her collar was freed. Her ankles were freed and  she stood up. A man held a leash to her and she reacted as I had been ordered. She lifted her face up and he clipped the leash on her proffered nose ring. We were both trained slaves.  She was led away from the pillory, walking unsteadily.  Jaime led me up to take her place as the crowd cheered.

Jaime bent her over and fastened my collar to the pillory. He unlocked my wrists and two men positioned them in the cutouts. The bar was lowered, securing me in place and my feet were pulled apart and secured. I wasn’t scared now. I had watched Karma’s crowd-pleasing performance and saw she wasn’t hurt and the treatment drew multiple greatly enjoyed orgasms from her.  If I couldn’t be free, I should at least enjoy the experience.

I felt the girl’s fingers on My nipples and labia, stroking, pinching, tugging, each and every touch sending waves of arousal into my belly before the first stroke on my prominently displayed ass. Then the first stinging kiss of the flogger heated my buttocks and shocked me into intense awareness of my vulnerability as the cheers and counting started. I had become a spectator sport. Were men betting on my performance? More importantly, was pain really a path to orgasm?

Four orgasms later, with my ass tender, I was taken out of the pillory, wrists fastened behind me, and Jaime led me back to my cell by my leash.

Karma was chained in my cell on the other wall and my chain was shortened. Jaime locked me to my shortened tether and removed my leash.

After Jaime left, we rushed toward each other but our necks yanked us to a halt a yard apart. Cruel. With our hands locked behind us, all we could do was talk.

“Karma, I’m so glad you’re safe. I’m so sorry they took you. They were after me and you happened to be in my car.” Karma looked at me with a hesitant smile.

“Emma, why are we here? I don’t understand what’s happening. Why did they put these chains and rings on us? And they made us orgasm in public.”

“Karma, I think we’re now their slaves. They act like they can do anything they want to us without any fear of the law.”

“But where are we? No one can own another person.”

“That’s what I was taught, too, but we’re chained and locked in a cell. I think we’re somewhere in South America, but that’s just a guess from the warm climate and a smattering of Spanish I’ve heard. I’ve seen nothing but these walls and the inside of a magnificent house. We might be in a large city or somewhere in the wilds. Wherever we are, the law hasn’t stopped them from treating us this way. I don’t think they care about illegality. Maybe they  are drug dealers and one more crime doesn’t bother them.”

Our chains were long enough that we could both sit on the long bench six feet apart.  We looked each other over carefully. Besides our identical rosy red bottoms,  out accessories looked identical: steel collars, anklets, bracelets, rings in our nipples holding shields on our areolas connected by thin chains, rings in our labia and nose.

I said, “Karma, you look like an erotic dream. How do you feel?”

“I feel alright. You know I’ve always been a bit of a kinky exhibitionist. I was a bondage model for a when you went to school?”

“No, I didn’t. I didn’t know that. Why’d you start and stop?”

“It was exciting and they paid me for it. I’ve always been a bit of an exhibitionist and I enjoyed it.  I wore things like this for money. I discovered the producers would pay more if you would do more, so, before long I was more helpless than this and men and women were having their way with me. They rarely made me climax, and never  more than once, like these guys. Got boring after a while and the men they hired were mostly gay. I’m not being paid now, but I don’t have to support myself, either. I’m OK with this.”

I was shocked. I had always considered Karma as not only a friend, but one of the most content, down-to-earth women in town, and she was well-off financially, too, from her marriage to Jon Salton. “Don’t you want to escape, go home?”

“I’m a pragmatist. I don’t see any way we can escape, I’m happier now than I was alone and responsible for a house, food, clothing, etc. at home. Jon made me happy and did almost all of the work around the house. I was his “Kept” wife and loved it. Now that he’s gone, I don’t want to continue that life. I like showing off my body and the benefits of being a sex toy are great. Freedom for a woman in our society is more of a drag than a benefit. I like being taken care of. You have a handsome man you want. I’m sorry you’re not with him and I’ll help you escape if I can, but I don’t see how that’s possible unless you can convince our mysterious owner, he wants to let you go.”

“I didn’t see how either, but I wanted to go back to Larry with all my heart. I had things to do, especially to bring our “Owner” to justice. “What have they done to you to make you feel this way?” I hadn’t liked much of anything but the sex so far, and there had been a lot of discomfort.

“Our jailor, Jaime, visits me every day. He brings food in the morning then fastens me on display.  At first, I was ashamed at how helpless I was, but I quickly adapted. I’ve always exercised and keep myself in good shape. No matter how he fastens me, I always find some way to exercise. People come by and watch me. I play to the audience and ham it up for them. The men want me and the women either envy me or hate me, just like at home.  I don’t have to work or keep up any pretenses. I can just be the horny, primal animal I really am.”

“He hasn’t whipped or tied you painfully?”

“No. Until today I haven’t left the cell.”

“Has he raped you?”

“Not exactly.”
“How, not exactly?

“I was so lonely and bored and I begged him to take me. It was shameful, but I was desperate. At home I masturbated two or three times a day, but here my hands are always locked behind me. You must think I’m terrible, but he made me feel good for a while.”

“I understand completely. I begged him to take me too, and he is exceptionally good at it.”
Karma giggled,  “Incredibly good!” Then she sobered, “Emma, I don’t want to go home, but you must be desperate. Is there anything I can do?”

“Karma, I don’t think we’ll ever be free of these chains again. They have us fixed good.”

Jaime came back with a black slave girl. She was naked and had the same steel bands and rings as Karma and me but her hands were free and she had a short whip. “This is Val. Obey her.” He closed the door and stood outside, watching us.

She stood in the center of the cell, “Come here.”

We stood up and walked close to her.

“What are your names?”

“Karma.”

“Emma.”

“Stand straight.”

I knew what she wanted. I threw my shoulders back and thrust my breasts out. I spread my legs, looked straight ahead and smiled. Just like Jaime told me. Karma probably hadn’t been instructed for she just stood straight.

Val walked between us and stood behind Karma. “Karma, look at Emma and stand like her.”

Karma shifted.

I felt Val’s whip strike my thighs in a hot slash. I jumped and squealed, “I didn’t say anything out of fear and regained my pose. Val struck Karma the same way and her reaction was even louder than mine.

Jaime watched Val work with the new girls. Valeria had been here almost as long as Jaime and was a skilled trainer. Jaime liked all women here, but his gaze was mostly on Emma and Karma. They were almost identical and delightful to behold. Karma was a trifle taller and more voluptuous while Emma was trimmer, more athletic. Both had shoulder-length blond hair and blue eyes of different shades. He had decided that they be adorned with identical jewelry because of their similarity. Their personalities were enough different to be interesting. Emma was bolder, more challenging. Karma was more submissive and naturally obedient. He considered how he could use that to move Emma along more quickly.

When we both were standing in position again. Val said, “If one messes up, both get punished.”

Emma thought, “Damn, I’ve heard of this system before and don’t like it. It was so unfair!  Why punish Karma if I mess up?” Then the logic struck her. She would be more obedient to not cause pain for her sister. “Does Karma feel the same way?”

“Kneel.”

We both dropped to our knees and kept our shoulders back.

Val stepped in front of us, “I’m going to make you graceful and a joy to behold if I have to slice you to pieces. Learn to obey me and you may survive. Keep your feet where they are. Lean forward until your forehead is on the floor. Good. Extend your legs and raise your bottom as high as possible, Good. This is punishment position. Stay in this until released.” She tapped my ass with her whip. Lower your ass and when its down, straighten back into kneeling position. Got it?”

Both of us said, “Yes.”

Val said, “Don’t talk without asking permission. If it is granted, be brief and thank your master. Men are always Master and free women are always Mistress. Obey every order to the best of your ability. Your only goal is to serve your master! What are you?”

I knew the answer but didn’t want to admit it. Karma hesitantly said, “Slaves?”

Val snapped, “Punishment position.”

Karma and I snapped into position and Val brought her whip down hard on our buttocks. The whip left a fiery stripe on my ass that burned like a brand. We both gasped but didn’t move.

Val snapped, “What are you?”

Both of us replied emphatically, “Slaves!”

“Kneel…What is your goal?”

“To serve our master.”

“Do you love your master.”

“I love my master!”

Val went to the door and said something to Jaime. He opened the door and came in. He unlocked Karma’s tether chain from the wall and locked the end to my collar then unlocked my tether from me. A two-person coffle. He made sure we saw him hand a thin chain and two small locks to Val. She stood close to Karma and ordered, “Posture, slut.” Karma jumped into position, thrust out her breasts, spread her legs wide, and smiled. Val walked around her, caressing Karma’s breasts all the way. She locked one end of the chain to Karma locked wrists, returned to stand in front of her, pulled the end of the chain between her legs. She pulled the chain tight, spreading Karma’s labia and pulling the chain deep inside her. Keeping it tight, she locked the chain to Karma’s collar. It distressed Karma who begged, “Please, Mistress. That’s too tight. It hurts.”

Val replied, “It’s called a cropper, slut and you’ll get used to it. Be quiet.”

She turned to Jaime and he handed her a set for me. I had worn this before and knew it would be arousing in time. I still hated the idea that someone else could force my body to do what it wanted without me having any say, whatsoever. I cooperated with the inevitable by spreading my legs wide and assuming the position.   When I, too, wore a cropper he put a leash on Karma’s nose ring and handed it to Val.

The heavy rings in my flesh kept my nipples hard, aroused and needing comfort all the time, but walking made them sway and pull on my nips even more. I had not walked with the cropper inside me before. I expected walking would cause it to rub and it did, just a little, but I could feel it warming my loins like before.

Without a word, she led us into the courtyard. To my surprise and chagrin more people started entering the yard, like a scheduled event had started. We soon were part of a parade. Fully clothed women and men mingled with slavegirls leading coffles of one, two, or three naked, chained, slavegirls. Men and women and sometimes more than one would stop Val and inspect all of us, asking us all sorts of questions, feeling us all up, intimately as well as our muscles. Every woman fondled our rings and asked how they felt. I told them all how wonderful they were and left out how submissive they made me feel.

My nipples were hot and aching before we were halfway around the courtyard. People kept rubbing and pinching them to rock hardness. Before long, my labia too were swollen and hot. I was aroused everywhere and wanted sex so bad.

I was chagrined to see other people entering the courtyard, men and free women wandered around the yard like shoppers at a bazaar while naked women in chains were paraded through them, mostly by other slave girls.

Val led us around the yard, showing us to the free people. After an hour or so, Val moved us into a line with the rest of the chained slaves and, as if in response to a signal, we all were led into a jog around the yard. The ring’s stimulation was a dozen times more intense as the rings in my breasts bounced with each step. The cropper was really rubbing my  loins more intensely now. I knew I was going to come in mid-stride. I was on the edge when the line slowed to a walk. I was so disappointed and at the same time, so relieved not to have an orgasm while being watched by so many people.  She took us on a couple more laps while the crowd dissipated before taking us back to our cell.

Jaime must have been watching us because he was standing by the open cell door when we got there. He had a broad smile and said, “I enjoyed watching your run.” He took the leash from Val.

“I asked, Jaime, master,  what was that?”

“Weekly show to get the girls used to being displayed.” He locked us in and took Val away. Her parting words, “We’ll continue tomorrow.”

Karma whispered playfully into my ear, “Didn’t you like all the attention, Emma?”

“No. I was embarrassed the whole time. Did you?”

“Honestly, yes. It reminded me of my days competing in beauty contests and modeling. The judges then did a lot more than just put their hands on me.”

“I think this crowd were thinking of buying us.”

“Look, Emma, I’d rather belong to someone than be stuck in this limbo for a long time.”

“Me too, Karma, but I’d rather choose them than vice-versa, and I already have Larry.”

“You haven’t married Larry. Are you sure he’s the one?”

“It may not matter. I don’t know how I can escape if I’m chained all the time.’

Jaime returned and locked my tether back onto my collar. He left Karma and my necks chained together. “I will feed you shortly. One of you make the other orgasm.  I’ll fuck the other one.”

“Thank you, master,” we said. When he was gone, I said, “This is the first choice I’ve had here. What do you think it means?”

Karma looked at me, “I have no idea.”  Then she asked, “What do you want?”

“Do me now.” I felt bad that she got sucked into this by accident, so I’d let her have Jaime tonight. I pulled her to the bench, sat on the edge, leaned back and spread my legs. “GO!”

Karma knelt and put her face between my legs. She was good, as always. It was very convenient having a talented sister.  She licked me over the edge into a paroxysm of joy in moments.  When I opened my eyes, she was still kneeling close with a wide grin on her wet face. “You’re good. We should have done this more often at home.

Jaime slid back in his chair before the monitors. He thought, “Karma let Emma choose. She must trust her sister.” He made a note in his log and went to get their meal.

He brought our food in two bowls and had us kneel on the floor to eat. First, he wiped Karma face of my juices then set the bowls before us. Karma lowered her head to the bowl and started eating as soon as he told us to start. I just couldn’t help myself and objected, just to let him know I was still a real person, “I’m not a dog. Can I have my hands to eat?”

“Do you want to be whipped?”

“No,” sullenly.

He picked up my bowl and set it on the bench beside him. Karma was eating with an occasional glance at me. Her message was clear, “Don’t be a foolish girl.”

She was right, I had to eat crow first, “Please, master, may I have my food?”

He set the bowl in front of me without a word.

“Thank you, master.” The taste of shame went away quickly. I wolfed my food down.

When we were finished Jaime used a cloth to wipe our chins and nose rings free of food.

“Master, “I asked, “Why are our hands always locked behind us?”

“Keeps you out of trouble.”

“Master, there must be more than that. We can’t cause any trouble when we’re chained in the cell at night.”

“What is your guess?”

I thought a moment. I had thought of many reasons, but many seemed unlikely. I gave my next to best answer, “To make us more dependent on you?”

“Right.”

“That’s it?”

“Yep.”

“But there must be more to it than that. You’re not here most of the day.”

“It’s a good answer. No more questions.”

That was his stonewall voice. If I asked anything else, I’d probably be punished, so I shut up.

“Karma, would you like a good fuck?”

“Yes, master.”

“Beg.”

“Please master, give me a good fuck. Your slave begs you to fuck her brains out.”

“Good. Lay on the bench and spread for me.”

Karma lay on her chained hands and spread her legs wide. I stayed on my knees and crawled up until the chain joining our necks was tight and watched, regretting my earlier generosity. She was delectable and so willing.

Unexpectedly, Jaime ordered, “Kiss her.”

I replied, “Yes, Master, “ and put my mouth on hers. We osculated for a long moment, each working our tongue into the  other’s mouth.

He spoke again, “Now suckle her breasts.”

I slid down her body and put my mouth around her nipple, wide enough to cover her shield and ring. I sucked hard until I heard her murmur, “Softer, Emma.”

I eased up a little then shifted to her other breast when her nipple had reached rigidity. I was surprised how horny this was making me. Maybe it was the soft mewing of Karma, or her sweet smell totally devoid of perfume. Just soft, sensuous, erotic woman.

I watched as Jaime’s fingers teased Karma’s loins into engorged, writhing motion. He was a master of foreplay. How I wished I had my hands to caress her too. I was sorry I hadn’t played with women before this hothouse of carnal submission.

I watched as he took out his big, rigid member and I wanted that too. His hands motioned me back and I scooted back, as far as my tether permitted. Karma’s pleas to not stop, and her scream of joy as he impaled her were driving me close to an orgasm. My God, what an erotic moment.

When the gasping and spasms of joy were done and Jaime had left, both of us were wet and exhausted. We sat together on the bench just sharing closeness and a little talk. 

Karma whispered, “Thanks for letting me have Jaime and helping me. It was a gorgeous feeling, being helpless and feeling my friend and my lover sharing my orgasm.”

“You weren’t alone. All three of us climaxed together when you did. Touching you, hearing your joy drove me over the edge too. I’m sorry it took our capture to get us together. I never realized how good a woman could be. Did you?”

She admitted, “Oh yes. I had a close friend before I fell in love with Jon. I loved him and was faithful, but I thought about finding a female friend to play with. I never did, afraid of being caught, I guess, but I remembered my joy before him and then I wound up here. I lost my freedom, but I’ve had more sex than ever before. It’s a good thing our girl parts don’t wear out.”

“You sure you’re happy here?”

“I guess I am. I’d like to have nice clothes to wear and some respect, but I don’t have any worries or obligations either. Someone else can steer the plane while I enjoy the scenery and have great sex. This life is more fun than being a wealthy widow in Washington. How about you?”

“I had a career and a lover in Washington. I want to be with him, but you’re right about the sex. I take it you’re still not interested in trying to escape?”

“Not for me. I’ll help you if I can but I’m happy here, chains and all. Besides, I don’t see any way you can do anything until they stop chaining you up.”

“Me either, but I miss Larry and my life. Someday they will change our routine and maybe then.”

“You know, don’t you, that Larry may find someone else to warm him at night if You’re gone too long. Did you ever watch the movie Cast Away?”

“Yeah. I know, but we’re helpless.  I can only hope he can find us and rescue me.”

At last we cuddled on the hard bench and fell asleep with our lips and breasts touching.

The only thing that changed in the office was how I was fastened. Today I was bent over, my collar chained to the middle of a long bar locked between my anklets, holding my feet wide apart. My wrists were pulled up high and locked to a chain from the ceiling.  I was less uncomfortable than my previous visits, so far.


Chapter 4 :

Jaime had fed us then put a leash on my nose ring, led me here and fastened me in place. He knelt down in front of me, lifted my head and kissed me. It was unexpectedly sweet and I felt unexpected erotic arousal at the thought of being so perfectly positioned for helpless sex by a lover, but it evaporated as he left me alone.

After the long wait, the master and Jin entered. He continued my questioning and Jin punished me when he decided I needed it. He was amazingly perceptive and detected every untruth I told. He ignored or missed a few omissions. I couldn’t tell. His tone was always calm and professional. He apparently collected every bit of real date his minions could find and used it to check my answers.

He had me brought in every couple of days in the same pattern. Jaime fed us then brought me into the office and secured me so I couldn’t move. He was creative in my poses, never once repeating and always leaving my legs spread wide for Jin’s easy access.

The master was thorough, spending a whole session on a day on my activity from the death of Jon through my capture. When an interrogation session ended, eventually Jaime would lead me back to the cell and Karma. He would bring Val in and she would resume our exercise and training.


Chapter 5 : Preparation

Her view of the elegant office was inverted. She hung in a “Y” by her wide-spread legs, her head and torso free to swing and twist. It was a different form of unpleasantness than she had ever felt before.  Her master let her hang for more than an hour, the same form of planned physical and mental psychological  tenderizing of the female psyche he did so well. When he did appear, he was dressed for the office, very professional.

“Good morning, Miss Knox. I invited you here to clear up some small mysteries associated with you”

I had no trouble being compliant. I had been taught how slave girls responded to men, ”Good morning, master. How may I serve you?”

“Very good, Miss Knox. Why did you start investigating Superior Products?”

“We were hired to look into the death of Jon Knox. He flew for Superior part time and it were the only connection we found locally. We needed to talk to his employers, Delta and Superior.”

“And you talked to?”

“The company president, Mr. Dinoso.”

“You did not like his answers.”

“No, he gave good answers. We were leaving when we heard him order his employees to put a GPS tracker on our car and investigate us. That was suspicious. So we looked harder.”

“You heard him. How? He certainly did not let you stay in the room while he worked to have your location tracked.”

I didn’t want to admit to bugging the office, “We were in the hall, waiting for the elevator when we heard him. Maybe the door hadn’t closed all the way.”

“He is a careful man. I don’t believe you. Jin…”

His slave picked up a whip and put four scalding stripes on the inside of my left thigh, only an inch rom my sex. I gasped with the pain but managed to retain a little pride and not scream.

“How did you hear him?”

“Did he know? Had a search turned up Larry’s bug? He knew Larry used bugs at home and our office. “I’m sorry, Master. We pug a bug in Mr. Dinoso’s office while we talked. We heard him as we were leaving.’

“Thank you, Miss Knox. Slaves that lie are punished. Jin four more on the other side.”

Jin moved to my other side and put four scalding stripes on the inside of my right thigh. I only squealed on the last one. I just couldn’t control that much pain. “I’m sorry Master, I was afraid to tell you.”

“I know. He found the bug after you left. This was a test to see how truthful you were. I won’t be so lenient if you lie to me again”

“Yes, Master.”

“Who did you talk to next?”

“We met one of your employees when we saw Mr. Dinoso. She said her father thought there was something unusual going on between the company and the county, so we met her and her father at a restaurant for dinner.”

“What is her name?”

I thought hard but couldn’t remember it. Much had happened since then and I couldn’t dig it up. “I don’t remember, honest.”

He motioned to Jin and she gave me two new slashes on my buttocks. I twisted and swung madly but couldn’t get my hands on the searing marks.

“What was her job?”

I didn’t want to rat her out. She could end up fired or brought here. “I don’t know. I saw her in a hall.”

He motioned to Jin and I got four more fiery slashes, this time to the underside of my very tender breasts. I screamed at every unbearably painful slash, all attempts at strength and dignity forgotten. I sobbed for minutes until I ran out of tears.

“You must think me stupid and gullible Miss Knox. We’ve reviewed every recording with you or Mr. Holman and watched your interactions in our plant.”

“I sobbed uncontrollably. He waited for me to wind down.

“Why did you lie again?”

“I didn’t want her to wind up a slave or dead.”

Why did you meet with Miss Johnston and her father?”

“We thought Jon might have stumbled onto some dirty dealings and that was why he was killed.”

“Did they tell you anything to further that thought?”

“Not directly, but it did sound like the county was playing fast with their rules to benefit Superior, so we looked further.”

He questioned me for an hour, I told him the truth as I remembered it. I didn’t get any more stripes, so he must have thought so, too. He left the room, Jin trailing him. I hung alone  for hours. Jaime eventually came and took me down, He relocked my wrists behind me and gagged me before taking me back to the cell. Karma was there, chained to her wall with a short chain, also gagged. When Jaime left, we inched toward each other, hoping for comfort and afraid of what we might find. Predictably, we  were stopped short by our tethers, a yard apart. We looked at each other in frustration, unable to touch or talk.

We each sat on our end of the bench, looking at each other. Her beauty shone through the gag and collar. I longed to touch her, comfort her, and yes, own her.

I was taken to the office every two or three days. I was questioned on Larry and my investigations in Seattle, on Grand Cayman and at home in Port Townsend. I had five interrogation sessions all told. The second day I balanced on one leg, the other pulled up and locked to the hanging chain and my arms behind me. Standing on one leg for hours was extremely uncomfortable.

On the third interrogation my legs were held far apart by a bar locked to my anklets and my manacled wrists were pulled up above me, forcing my torso to bend over until my chest was parallel to the floor. This time Jin used a small cat of nine tails to punish my breasts, sex, and even my armpits to encourage my truthfulness and completeness. It was very painful and I screamed quite a lot. I’m sure master had Jin handle my discipline because women are much harder on women. They know all the most tender spots and use them viciously.

My fourth session saw me strapped to a whipping stand. Before we left the cell, Jaime locked a short chain to the back of my collar and locked my wrists high up, close to the collar in a reverse prayer position. As was his habit now, he put a leash on my nose and I held my head high and followed my nose. I had learned not to fight a losing battle and he was good about praising my proud posture on the leash.

The stand was waiting for me in the office. Jaime stood on the far side and pulled me forward until my belly was tight against the stand. He pulled my head forward and down until my stomach was flat on the top. He pulled the leash down on his side and fastened it in place. I was unable to move my body. He came around beside me and strapped my waist down tight with a broad leather strap. He pulled my ankles apart and locked my anklets to the legs. Then he took the leash off my nose. I was free to thrash my head and chest around, but I couldn’t move my bottom an iota. Jaime left me alone in the office, as usual. I considered my condition an improvement since there was no pain from my fastenings. After a long-time master and Jin entered and she showed me the wide wooden paddle she would wield when he decided I needed it.

The questions this time were about the visit Larry and I had made to the Cayman Islands. I was paddled a lot this time. Some of my answers were noticeably vague. I was willing to suffer to protect Larry’s technical methods and James Tolly and the others who had helped us. They had saved our lives and told us how to find the secret meeting. My bottom was a fiery pink and I longed to use my hands to soothe the hurt but my wrists remained fastened high on my back through dinner and all night. Jaime wasn’t cruel so he must have been ordered to leave me like that. Karma sympathized but our tethers remained too short for us to touch.

Women had made great progress in the last century as our increasingly advanced society needed our minds more than our bodies. But the veneer of equality was easily erased and Karma and I had been enslaved in mere days. If our bonds were removed and our clothes returned, I don’t think either of us would  disobey a man’s’ command. We knew we were slaves and had tasted the wine of submission.

On the day the master exhausted my knowledge, everything changed.

Karma and I were chained together by the neck and Jaime led us across the courtyard and through a locked door into another yard. He led us to an ominous building with small, barred windows high on the wall. The door he led us to was steel and featureless save for an adjacent keypad, hooded so we couldn’t see what he entered. He put his hand in it and in a moment the door opened outward. He led us into a brightly lit room of unpainted concrete, devoid of furniture and sporting what looked like a bulletproof window set in a wall with two armed men watching us. The door closed behind us with a solid “Thunk.” One of the men greeted Jaime warmly, “Welcome Jaime, you brought us new meat. Very pretty. Gringos?”

“Si, only the best for my friends in the playhouse.”

“Playhouse, “huh. This place looked more solid and scary than any police jail I had ever seen.

One of the men said, “Go on in. Selena is expecting you,” and he operated a control below the window. A door opened and Jaime led us through into a short hallway with five doors on the left and one on the right, centered in the hall. The doors on the left all had sign in Spanish. The doors were heavy, institutional-looking doors, each with two with keyed knobs, one at normal level and the other near the top.  He took us to the second door on the left, labelled “Enfermeria,” and used both hands to open it, one on each knob. The arrangement puzzled me for a moment until I realized it was designed to deny access to a girl with chained hands.

The room held two people, a man in a white doctor’s coat and a naked girl, collared, ringed, and banded like Karma and me. The room had whitewashed walls with tethering rings and a tiled floor. Chains dangled from the ceiling.  Complex video-camera stood on a tripod next to a glass-fronted cabinet holding several shelves with precisely arrayed medical implements. A stand-on scale was next to the cabinet. A wall of bars closed off the far end of the room and divided the enclosed space in half. There were more tethering rings and dangling chains in the rooms, along with a steel-frame bed. A steel table filled the center of the room, fitted with straps, chains and polished steel attachments, much like a gynecologist’s examining table. Behind the table was a counter with a sink, cabinets above and drawers below with a laptop computer sitting on it. It was the first computer I had seen since waking in this prison and I wanted to use it more than anything.

Karma and I were disconnected and Karma’s collar fastened to a wall ring. My collar was locked to one of the hanging chains, I was gagged, my manacles unlocked, and I was fingerprinted, weighed,+ and measured, naked but for my bands and rings.  The girl entered my data into the computer while the (Doctor?) measured me.  He measured my bust, hips, waist, the circumference of my head, neck, wrists, upper arms, thighs, calves, ankles. A set of numbered plastic sheets with circular holes of varying sizes was slid over my breasts until the snuggest fit was found. I couldn’t imagine what the measurements were for since I already wore snug metal bands at wrists, ankles, and neck. The only measurement they took that they didn’t already have was my shoe size.

The girl lay a thin blanket on the table and I was strapped to it on my back, my legs were lifted and strapped into the stirrups. The doctor rotated the stirrup arms until my legs were spread wide and my feet were over my head. My buttocks no longer touched the table. He lubed my anus and tried a number of plugs in me until he found one that barely fit and called out, “Number six,” then he remarked to me, “You’re perfect. Do you enjoy anal sex?”
Larry and I had taken a human sexuality class in Seattle and learned a dozen positions. We both liked a little variety. I nodded my head.

He stepped back and said something in Spanish to the girl.

She trimmed my bush close then shaved me bare as a little girl. I had gone bare in the past, but Larry liked my bush so I had let it grow and just trimmed it into a neat mat like the girls at Crazy Horse. It made me feel sexy then, now I didn’t have any say and it made me feel doubly naked.

The man took me off the table, locked my wrists behind me and Jaime put the leash back on me and led me out of the room while they started measuring Karma. He took me next door and two men waiting there lay me face-down on a steel table with a padded cut-out for my face. Jaime dropped the leash, still on my nose ring, through the hole then my face was placed over the hole, resting on the padding. Several straps were tightened over me so I couldn’t move a muscle. My hair was pulled into a ponytail and pulled over my head then a cold liquid was painted on my neck above the collar. Jaime stood beside me with his hand resting on my ass. He stroked me gently and I appreciated the contact. It was comforting.

They left me alone for a few minutes and talked in a language I didn’t know, maybe Spanish. I heard a soft chime I identified as a timer and they all came back to me.  Jaime went to my left side and lay his hand back on my bottom, “Be still and this won’t hurt.”

“What were they doing?”

One of them touched where they had painted something. It didn’t hurry so I guess it was an anesthetic. I felt light touches for a minute then more liquid was applied and I heard one of the men walk away. I felt the other man’s clothes touch my arm as he moved close then a soft buzzing started , like a hair clipper. Was he going to cut my hair? I didn’t want that but I couldn’t move and my protest was changed to a soft grunt by the gag.

Jaime stroked my thigh, “Be still and it’ll be over in a few seconds and it will be hidden by your hair.”

“What?”

He was right. It was quickly over and the man wiped a cloth over my neck and I saw the flash of a camera. They had photographed their work.  Jaime opened the straps holding me down and lifted me off the table. The two men were standing at a workbench at the back of the room, doing something I couldn’t identify. He stood me on my bare feet, led me across the room, locked my collar to a wall ring, and left the room. A few minutes later he returned with Karma and put her on the table I had occupied.

I was very curious what they were doing. I hadn’t felt anything I recognized. At least I could watch what they did to Karma. I was sure it would be the same thing. I knew it couldn’t be good, but it didn’t seem harmful.  While the men were strapping her down, Jaime walked to me, He released my hair, cupped both my breasts in his upturned hands and gently massaged them. He put his mouth to my ear and whispered, “We would never do anything to harm your beauty.”

“What did they do to me?” He stepped back to the table, blocking my view and stroked Karma bottom. I couldn’t see what the man was doing. I stamped my foot in frustration and screamed silently, “Out of the way, Jaime!”

He heard my grunt and turned his head to look at me. He smiled in wicked glee, turned back to watch, and ignored me.

When the three men walked over to the workbench, I saw that Karma hair had been put in a ponytail and thrown over her head, like mine had been. She perforce had to lay still and I saw a faint orange patch above her collar. When the timer went off for her, the men came back and poked the orange patch with a pointed instrument. She didn’t flinch and he nodded in satisfaction.

He went back to the workbench and came back with latex gloves on his hands and carrying a small tray. Jaime had moved toward the foot of the table and the other man was standing back so I could watch. He used a scalpel to make a tiny incision, slip something under her skin the use some sort of glue to seal the slit. She had been chipped, and so had I! I felt my independence fading away. I was disappointed that I wasn’t angry. It seemed so natural now that men could do anything they wanted to us.

The doctor went back to the workbench with his tray and the second man took his place. I watched in dismay as he tattooed a bar code and number on her neck in black ink. We had been entered in the infamous slave registry. Everyone in the world could see at a glance that we were chattel, owned by someone and could be freely sold in any one of the surreptitious slave markets around the world. It was strangely normal now.

They quickly finished with Karma and got her on her feet. Jaime brought her to me. Chained our collars together and freed mine from the wall. He led us back to our cell, put the tether back on my collar and removed our gags. Both of us worked our jaws to recover from the gags.

We were standing, facing Jaime quite conscious of our posture.  He asked, “Emma, what happened to you and Karma?”

What did he want me to say? I guess the truth was best, “Master, we were registered as slaves so that we would be ready if our owner decides to sell us.”

“Very good. Face away from Karma and look down.”

I obeyed and Jaime lifted my hair so Karma could see my marking.

Karma exclaimed, “It’s a bar code! I…have one too?”

Jaime said, “Yes, and you both have a chip under your skin.”

Karma wailed, “But why? We can’t go anywhere unless he takes us. Has he decided to sell us?”

Jaime replied, “Silly girl.  He hasn’t decided to sell you. He might or he might keep you, but now you’re ready for whatever he decides.”

He said, “Don’t move” and stepped outside the cell. We were chained to the wall so we just stood there arching our backs and sticking our breasts out like good, obedient slave girls. He returned in a moment with a handful of chain and some locks. He stepped behind me and locked a short chain to the back of my collar. It was only a foot long and brushed against my back. He unlocked my wrists, pulled them high on my back and locked them to the chain. I was more helpless than before and wondered what this was for. He fastened Karma the same way.

I dared to ask, “Master, have we done something bad?”

He laughed, “No. It pleases me to see you like this. No more questions.”

“I was glad we weren’t being punished. In truth we were no more helpless than before, but it was more stringent. I was properly obedient, “Thank you, master.”

He stepped out of the cell and locked the door. “Goodnight slaves.”

We sat on the bench and cuddled. Karma asked, “Why did master kidnap us?”

“I think he is the man behind Superior Products and Larry and I were investigating his company. He maybe thought we were getting close to finding out his identity. At least we were getting too close for his comfort. All of his question seemed to focus on what we learned.”

“Did you find out his name?”

“Maybe, at least we heard a lawyer in Grand Cayman use a name on the phone. It may have been his or maybe one of his people. It could have gotten us closer, anyway.”

She mused, “So your kidnapping wasn’t personal, you were just getting too close to his secrets. Do you think Larry is still working on the case since you’re gone and I’m not there to pay him?”

I had no doubt that he was still working the case to find me, at least. I don’t know how long he will continue if he hits a dead end. “I’m very sure he’s still working on the case.”

Do you think a deal could be worked out: return you and Larry drops the case? I could help by telling him that I’m not interested in the case anymore.”

“You want to stay a slave?”

“Like I said, it’s better than being a widow in Port Townsend.”

“It’s worth a try. Thank you so much. I twisted a little and kissed her. She returned the kiss and it lasted a long time. That started things rolling and we eagerly coupled and gave each other much pleasure that long, hot night.

After breakfast Val came in Locked a foot and a half of chain between my and Karma anklets and put three-inch high heels on us. We were still joined by five feet of chain between our collars. She unlocked the tether holding us in the cell and held a leash up to me. I obediently looked up and she put it on my nose ring.

She led us across the courtyard and through a door into what looked like a barn. We went to a device that looked like  helicopter blades on top of a thick post. Four arms with chains dangling from the ends. She fastened us top opposite arms and flipped a switch on a panel on the wall closest to the device.

She said, Exercise girls. You will learn to walk gracefully in your chains and heels. I’ll set the speed and you’ll walk. If you are less than graceful, I will correct you when you pass me.” She held up a thin cane. I don’t want to hear your chain clink. Take shorter steps than the chain demands or it will clink. Go.” She turned a control and the blades started slowly turning.

I hadn’t worn heels often before, just occasional parties. I was in good shape, but unused to the chains and heels both. I was striped on my first ten rounds. Karma fared much better.

After I had completed ten rounds without a correction, Val increased the speed. This time, both Karma and I were striped several times until we got the hang of quick, quiet steps.

Val increased the speed yet again and we learned how to hurry with very quick steps with only a couple of stripes. Both of us were tired, sweaty, and thoroughly striped when Val decided we had done enough.

She took us off the machine and chained us together again. She put the leash on Karma nose this time. To our joy she took us to a shower room where two other slave girls washed our bodies and hair. None of our bonds were removed but the girls worked around them without comment. I knew it would be futile and probably painful to object, so I said nothing. Neither of us were accustomed to being bathed but, in the end, we were happy to be clean and smelling good for the first time in this prison.

Val put the heels back on us, took us back to our cell and attached the tethering chain to my collar. She removed the shoes and put them under the bench. It seemed registered slaves got shoes. She said, “You learned quickly. You will be good girls,” and left us alone.

We cuddled together on the bench and kissed. It had become quite natural for us to become lovers. It was the only recreation available and it felt remarkably good. After we had seen to each other’s needs we lay together on the bench, our nose rings touching and our nipples fondling each other. Strangely, I was watching her and thinking of Larry. I would like to be his slave. Karma was right, being a slave was better than being a free woman with all the attendant responsibilities.

I was focused on her nose ring and rubbed against her breasts while pondering a possible future, “I could still help Larry with his work. He would love to keep me like this, his chained slave at home. I didn’t have to see other people. I did most of my work on the computer and telephone most of the time. His house could be my dungeon. Maybe he’d like to fix up a real cell for me in our storage room. He could put a pillory in the garage for when I was bad, and I’d try to be a little bad frequently.”

“Heck, I could be his slave girl in public, too. I’d have to wear a bikini or something. I could probably get away with a see-through blouse and skirt. Fashion standards were getting looser now. Maybe I could set a trend, Goth-Slave.”

Karma had been watching me in silence then asked, “Thinking about being Larry’s slave?”

“Am I that transparent?”

“You were rubbing my nipples with a dreamy look in your eyes. What else could it be?”

“Well, you’re right, of course. You and I just had each other and it was wonderful, but I really want to be his property, to serve him, and to feel him in me.”

“So, are you going to ask master about a deal?

“In the morning I’ll ask Jaime to get me in to  see him. I’ll tell him the master needs to hear me to protect his interests.”

“Take me with you. Maybe I can help.”

The next morning Jaime separated the two women, fed Emma and took her to his boss’ office. After arranging Emma, Jaime went back to Karma. He put her food in a bowl on the floor and waited quietly for her to eat. He was in no hurry. Karma was accustomed to the attentions of men and needed a friend here. She was a practical woman and knew men were attracted to her. She was not shy about using her body to get benefits from men.




Chapter 6 : Karma’s New Profession

After she finished and used her facilities, she knelt in front of him, “You are an extremely attractive man, master. I’ve never been so helpless. Will you protect me and love me? I will do anything you want. I promise to make you incredibly happy.”

“Do you like it here, Karma?”

Karma had never considered it that way. It was just reality over which she had no control. “The sex is wonderful and the bondage excites me but much of the time It’s boring. It’s not a very pretty place, master.”

It’s an acquired taste. My view now is lovely.”

“Thank you, master, so is mine. Is there a better place you can keep me?”

“Yes, it is prettier with more people. You will have a longer chain and your hands and feet will be free. You’ll also be busier. You may like it.”  He paused in thought for a moment, “Let’s see. Stand up.”

He took the chain from her collar, clipped a leash on her nose ring and led her into the warren of buildings.  They passed through several gates and into a building. Just inside was an empty room guarded by two men on the other side of a thick glass sheet. They talked to Jaime in a language she didn’t understand then buzzed the inner door open. He stopped her in a  large room  and she saw more than a dozen other naked, ringed girls chained to wall rings by long chains locked to their collars. Jaime took her to an unoccupied ring and locked the chain to her collar, removed the leash, and left the room.

The floor was carpeted and strewn with many pillows. There was small, efficient toilet/sink combination against the wall close to each girl’s wall attachment. A tiny cabinet with a mirrored door hung beside the ring. Karma opened the cabinet and found a girls simple beauty aids, brush, lipstick, etc. and a bottle of small pink pills.

Jaime returned with a tall, muscular woman wearing pants and a loose blouse, unchained, but wearing a nose ring and collar. Karma could see the outline of nipple rings and surmised she also had labia rings and bands on her wrists and ankles like her and all the other girls she saw. A slave, but a more trusted one.

Jaime did the introductions, “Karma, this is Irina. Irina, Karma.”

She smiled and said, “I’m first girl. You are pretty. I will make you prettier, but first I will beat you. Then you will fuck the men I send you. Any complaints will be punished. Do what they say.” I saw she had a nasty looking whip hanging from her belt.

“But why? I haven’t done anything.”

“Teach you I’m in charge. Teach to behave. Also lesson for other girls. Remind them.”

Any beating would be rationalized Karma knew. It would salve their guilt by making it her fault. Whatever the real reason, it would be attributed to her failure to do or act properly.

Jaime said, “I must go. I will visit you often.”

“Please come Jaime, you’re my friend.” I imagined a parade of strange men who wouldn’t care for anything but their animistic pleasure. How good it would be to have a friend, a person who had always taken his time and strived to give me pleasure, as a human interlude. It was not real.

She wondered about the future. If her owner died or was replaced in his shadowy organization, she would be passed to a new owner, like a car or house. What did a whore think about after years of genitalia penetration without love? She thought of Jon, her husband and raising two boys. What would her life have been like in ten years if she had not been in Emma’s car?

Jaime turned to leave.

“I pleaded , “Jaime, please come soon.” She didn’t want to be let in the clutches of this slave madam. Women were always more vicious with other women than men. I wanted one of his excellent fucks, now. Emma was probably here somewhere, but Jaime was the closest thing to a male friend.

He waved his hand but kept going. I hope it was more than acknowledging my plea.

Irina said, “Get ready now,” turned and walked away. I looked around and saw there were tracks on the ceiling supporting sliding privacy curtains between the girls. I guess some men didn’t want to be watched when taking us. Most of the girls were reclining on the cushions, the others on the toilet or at their cabinet applying makeup or brushing their hair.

Our chains were long enough we could reach our neighbors. I saw the girl on my left was white, “Hi. I’m Karma, do you speak English?”

“Yeah, I’m from Arizona. I’m Ginger.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Three years.”

“What is this place?”
“New meat, huh. It’s a whorehouse and we’re the  whores. Were you a whore when they picked you up?”

“No. I was in a car with my friend. We were knocked out and woke up here. Do you know where we are?

“Somewhere in South America. Maybe Columbia, in the jungle, anyway. Our Johns won’t tell us anything.”

“They aren’t just guys off the street? And why aren’t any of them here now?”

“Doors open at noon and I don’t think so, again, they won’t tell us anything. It’s like they are in a secret society or something and we’re a benefit. They aren’t mean or hurt us but we have to jump when they say “Frog,” otherwise they tell Irina and we get punished.”

“Punished how?”

“It depends on the complaint. Irina and Dulce, her assistant have a punishment room with lots of toys to suit all our transgressions. All of them hurt.”

“Has anyone escaped?”

“Not since I’ve been here and no one’s told me any tales. Don’t even think about it.  There’s only one exit and it’s a regular jail airlock with armed guards, even if you could get out of your chain and away from Irina and Dulce. If you look carefully, every room has cameras.”

“They watch us with the Johns?”

“I don’t know, but they could.”

Irina came back into the room with another senior slave that looked a lot like her. They went to the other girls, one at a time, removed their chain and took them out. None of the girls fought, they just walked out with the two clothed women. I guess the collars and chains destroy our will. We know we’re slaves and there is no escape. Fighting gains us nothing but pain and more chains.

The two wardresses took all of the other girls out, one at a time. Soon they came for me. They unlocked the chain from my collar and I followed them as docile as all the other girls. My will had been sapped just like them. I knew I was a slave and ashamed I didn’t fight.

The punishment room was much smaller than the main hall. The girls were all fastened to the wall rings by short chains to their collars. They all had predatory smiles on their faces, they looked hungry for my punishment. I don’t know what I expected: sympathy, shame, guilt, maybe sadness, but they all looked happy to see me get my introductory whipping, Maybe I should have expected this, after all, they had to go through it and were happy to see the formerly free gringo go through this ritual, reduced to just another whore, no better than any of them.

Irina unlocked my wrists from the chain to my collar but left them secured behind me. She lowered a chain from the ceiling and fastened it to my wrists, then raised it, forcing my body to bend over until it was parallel to the floor. They raised it until my toes were the only part of me touching the floor. I was totally extended and my bottom stretched tight as a drum. She explained, “Only for a little while until your introduction is done. I just whip your ass, you well-padded there. Save your breasts and pretty cunt for men.” Dulce and Irina both had thin thongs on wooden handles.

The pain was beastly. Karma hated every stroke. Her arousal was not excited as it was in the pillory, there every stroke had sent an erotic jolt through her senses. This was senseless, serving no purpose. She was already submissive and humble. Irina and Dulce striped her ass with vigor, pausing after each stroke, examining it, exclaiming over its perfection and planning the next. Karma screamed at each stroke, begging for a gag.

Irina replied, “We enjoy your noise and kicking feet. Red striped ass very pretty.” The two warders took their time exploring her welts with their fingers, discussing their appearance and possibilities.

Karma had lost count of her stripes and no one had told her how many she would get anyway. It didn’t matter. After many strokes Irina explained, “We whip until bottom looks red enough.” Karma could see nothing of her stripes but her glances around showed they had the rapt attention of every girl in the audience. Some of them looked like they were deep in the throes of climaxes. Karma knew her own erotic fascination when Emma was whipped in the pillory, but she enjoyed it too. Karma was not enjoying this.

Finally, satisfied with their work, they lowered her arms and released the chain and took her back to the main room. The place where she would service men. Her personal chain was locked to her collar then her wrists unlocked and the chain between her ankles removed. The rest of the unwilling harlots were returned to their chains and they gazed at her striped nudity. A new girl was welcome since she would lower their workload.

Karma examined her situation. She was attached to the wall with a generous length of chain. It was a comfortable confinement that permitted a man to enjoy her in any manner desired.

Irina pointed out the amenities and instructed her, “Sleep and fuck on nice rugs and pillows. Never cover anything. No blankets or sheets. Walk around.”

Karma found she could visit her neighbors. The chain snubbed her about at the neighboring ringbolts on either side. She could just about reach the center aisle. Her new world was a semicircle about eight feet in radius. Irina watched her sortie with approval and handed her a bottle filled with small pink pills, “One every night,” with a knowing grin.

Karma took the bottle, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks. She put the bottle in the small cabinet provided for each girl, joining the brush, comb, tweezers and other feminine tools. Karma realized that these things provided for her benefit meant that her captors were experienced owners of whores and they would keep her well because she was now their valuable chattel. Irina pointed out the privacy curtains, “Only if man want it.”

Karma blushed again. Wryly, she watched Irina tug the curtain around her space, providing privacy where she would serve men with sex and obedience. Not privacy for a girl, only if a man wanted it. She realized this was different than anything she had done and was terrified of offending a man who had total control. This was getting frighteningly real and close.

“Irina, I have no experience, no knowledge of this. Do we just do it on the floor here?”

“Where else? You’ve been fucked. I know.”

“Yes, of course, but only with my husband. This is…”

“All the same. No difference. Don’t be silly.”

“But what do they expect. Do I just lay on my back and spread my legs?”

Irina laughed at her innocence. “Pretend you happy to see them, you love them. Hold him, kiss him plenty, then open his pants, beg him to love you. Then do everything he tells you. Men and women do same thing since beginning.”

“What if he hurts me?”

“Do anything he wants. Some like to fasten you, whip you. That OK unless he injure, then shout.” She went over to the ringbolt holding Karma’s chain and opened a wooden box under it. She took out a length of chain and a handful of locks. “He can fasten you however he wants for fuck. Pretend you like it. Always suck cock at first so it’s clean and hard for you.”

Karma watched Irina depart and realized she had been instructed and was now open for business. The girls next to her came over and showed her their own, mostly healed, weals, and admired hers. They explained it was boring living chained to a wall and the punishments were a welcome relief, especially if they were only observers.

They offered welcome advice.

“Be nice to the men. Please them well and you won’t be punished.”

“Never argue with Irina and Dulce. They enjoy an excuse to whip us. Bitchy because they never get fucked by men.”

“We can play with our tongues. Irina and Dulce make us do them.”

“The men don’t come until afternoon. Stay late, though.”

Both girls came close and kissed her. Karma realized it was a welcome to the sisterhood of the oldest profession in the world, even if they weren’t paid. It made her want to cry.

Irina was easy on Karma her first day, servicing only six men with long rests between them. On her second day she had twelve clients. On her third she had fifteen. She did not receive the whip. At night they were taken to a large washroom, given a douche and briskly bathed  It was methodical and hygienic. Back on her chain, Karma examined her feelings and vagina and found no changes.

Karma knew only the slow seduction and mating practices of “Civilized society.” She watched her chained sisters and learned the words and gestures, the sensual touches that salved men’s psyches and made them feel handsome, virile, and of so desirable. Soon every man Irina sent to her knew not only that she was beautiful, and erotic, but also that she wanted him to love her and would do anything he desired.

The rings her captors had placed in her body had offended her taste when she woke and discovered them. They were too large and too obvious. She considered them not only not feminine, but vulgar. Being in the company of a bevy of females with similar adornment they became first, normal and accustomed, and finally, pretty. Their erotic visual benefits aside, all of the girls had adopted exaggerated movements that made them sway and sensuously tug at their erogenous zones. They all now “Walked like slaves.”

The whores in this place lived on a chain. It was their life. Karma found she liked it much more than the cell, or even being a wealthy widow in rural Washington State. She felt alive and full of wonder for tomorrow. She liked men and loved sex and if she pretended well enough, the men acted as if they loved her back. She was never unaware of the steel collar and chain, but it was now an accustomed part of her. She loved its feel, the weight of it’s links and the feeling of helpless submission it engendered. All the girls fingered their collars and chains, knowing it was the gateway to frequent pleasure for them all.

The men loved their collars and chains, too, fondly fingering them and admiring how the girls looked until Karma felt a strange pride in wearing them.

The men’s visits varied in number unpredictably. Some days all the girls were busy until the wee hours and others Karma would only serve one or two. Naturally the sated men would talk about their experiences and Karma learned a little gossip, but nothing of any real interest to her.

Her days were brightened and her status among the girls raised whenever Jaime visited. They knew he was a man of rank in the organization. Karma thought of him as a friend and he was a better swordsman than anyone else she serviced. He always gave better than he got and wished he would give her other guests some instruction. But it might not have helped. The others were interested only in themselves and the girls were just appliances. She serviced his needs with all the skill she possessed. Post-coitus Jaime was resting, his head on a pillow and Karma curled in his arms. He was toying most delightfully with her rings and talking, “You learn quickly. Irina tells me you are the one requested most.”

“I enjoy my work, Jaime, but it is repetitious. Is there anything else for me here?”

“You want to go back to America?”

“No, I don’t. I’m better off here. I meant isn’t there something more useful I can do here?”

“You don’t like your collar and chain. Better than hard work, isn’t it?”

They’re O.K. I’m used to them, but fucking all day is boring after the first week, Could I be your personal slave. I could make you happy and keep your home nice and I’m a good cook. Or if you already have a slave maybe there’s some other work I can do around here?”

“Like Emma, you mean?”

“What’s Emma doing? I haven’t heard anything.”

“The boss has her in what he calls “Sensitivity Training.” You never needed that. I think he may be considering selling her.”

“Really. Why?”

“He’s mentioned some sort of deal. I don’t know any details but a girl like you or her is worth millions on the open market.”

“I never knew we were worth so much. I might have sold myself if I had known.”

“I would never have let you go for mere money, Karma. I like you here. I’ll think about your suggestion. I don’t think Irina will let you go easily, but there are some other activities we might find for you to relieve the boredom.”

“I’ll do it, whatever.”

“We’ll see. Now roll over and kiss me.?”

“Yes, master.”

In time she forgot about Emma and their plan to free her. Karma was reminded of it when weeks after joining the sisterhood, Jaime appeared before her first customer and kissed her warmly. “I have to take you to your master.”

She asked, “What’s happening?”

“Something new. You’ll like it. No questions.”

“I know. Thank you master.”

He locked a chain between her ankles, locked her wrists behind her, put a leash on her nose ring, freed her from the wall,  and led her to the master’s office.

The End
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