
        
            
                
            
        

     
 

POLICEWOMAN IN BONDAGE
 
by
 
Richard Carradine

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WARNING!  All Olympia books are the subject of international copyright and should not be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form - including electronically - without the publisher’s prior written consent.  ANY and ALL violations of Olympia copyright will be pursued vigorously through the appropriate courts.




Chapter 1.  The scene is set:-

 

Jane Brown was as ordinary in appearance as her name would suggest and, at just over one and a half metres tall, in earlier days she would have been considered too small for the police force.  However the world turns and times change.
In the early years of the twenty first century, women in Britain had still overtly retained all the rights of liberation that their mothers and grandmothers had struggled for in the twentieth century. In reality, of course, these had been eroded so as to be almost non-existent. A combination of technology, population pressures and the natural aggression of men had taken back what had been so hard fought for. 
For any individual to have any sort of paid work he, and almost invariable it was a he, had to be tremendously able or as always extremely lucky. Efforts had been made to see that all people had sufficient to live on but if you wanted the extras in life that could ensure your upward movement in the social scale, or at the very least the maintenance of your position in society, you had to have a job. As always society found a sop to its conscience for its own injustices, if you didn't come from a wealthy family who could ensure you got the education to enable you to retain your position in society, you could always take out a bond.
The "Bound Servant" contract was a throw back to the eighteenth century where it was a form of term slavery that at times out-did the horrors of the plantation slave. Legalistically called a "Set Term Irrevocable Contract", of course the male Bound Servants soon became STIC men and the women, perhaps more honestly, Bond Slaves. It was hailed by the government of the day as a social opportunity for the poor and uneducated by which they might pull themselves out of the gutter by their own efforts. 
As always the rich and powerful, if they control the media, can sell running shoes to a paraplegic and the bill was passed without a murmur. Within a few years the rich had servants who were slaves in all but name and little changed except that all dangerous and dirty jobs that might be done by an expensive machine were done by a stic-man or bond slave.
In many ways women as always received the worst deal of all. Prostitution had been made legal, men took most of what few jobs there were and, because of the lack of potential, legalised prostitution and slavery, so-called respectable women were forced back into a 21st Century form of purdah. Bond Contracts for women were almost automatically sexual in nature, for why not if prostitution were legal? The argument being that at least they only one or a specified number of masters to satisfy. The fact that whores had strict legal controls regarding their clients and the right to say no, was studiously ignored.
It wasn't that when a bond contract was completed the bondsperson was not very well off in comparison with their non-working peers, the "Dolmen", but few had either the drive or ability to achieve more than a form of middle class mediocrity. In a generation or so their young would slip back to the bottom of the slope that their parent or parents had fought to climb up. 
Jane and her brother were saved from becoming Dolmen, as they were called, by the simple act of their parents allowing themselves to get killed in a public transit accident. The monies she and her brother received, via insurances and compensation, ensured that they had sufficient to guarantee an education that placed their feet firmly on the first rung of the middle class ladder. Jane found the one of the few niches in this society that respectable women might occupy without losing status or face. She had become a policewoman. 
Had Jane and brother Nick had any choice in the matter, both would have sooner chanced the dole rather than loose their parents. They had been a warm loving couple who adored each other and had plenty of affection to spare for their two children. Both were only in their late thirties when they were killed, attractive active people, their loss hit Jane and Nicholas hard.
Jane was the one who made the greatest fuss over the tragic loss of their parents for she was only twelve. Nicholas, at eighteen and with all the misplaced machismo of the young male, concealed his pain. It was only when Jane grew older and had left home she began to realise how he had hurt and how she must unknowingly made it even harder for him. 
At eighteen and with no other relations close enough to consider taking on the responsibility of two youngsters, Nick had taken over both his mother and father’s role. The money from the policies and compensation had at least ensured they didn't have to worry about day to day living, although over the following three years the emotional strain on him must have been considerable. 
Within months of Jane passing her entrance exam and moving in to the police academy, Nick announced his intention of working in Australia. It was with relief for both of them when he climbed on to the plane, for as much as they loved each other, both wanted to be away and free to learn to live their own lives.
The Police Academy was a revelation for Jane it opened her eyes to the world and taught her to consider others, for her peers had no qualms about standing up for their rights, unlike Nicholas. When at last she achieved the status of fully trained policewoman she felt on top of the world; nothing now could stop her moving up and on. 
At eighteen she had taken up her first posting in a police station in North London, eager and determined to show that she was a woman that could do the job as well as any man. Her ambition? To be in plainclothes in five, a sergeant in eight and inspector in twelve years.
It took all of eighteen months for the realisation that, no matter how well she did the job, she would never progress past sergeant and that in the uniformed branch.
She had tried all methods, hard work, initiative, passing exams and even the promotions couch. In desperation she'd allowed a senior superintendent to seduce her so that she could work her feminine wiles on him but all was to no avail. In fact it to worked against her, for once her colleagues knew she was bedding down with him, as within all small communities they soon did, she was marked as his personal property. So no copper interested in promotion or an easy life would attempt to form a relationship. Thus her social life to ground to a halt as well.
Life at the station had developed in to numbing boredom. Her ‘Lover’ blocked any attempt by her to move to another station and, if she attempted to refuse his sexual advances, she immediately drew awkward shifts, all the grotty jobs and general petty persecution. Jane began to withdraw in to herself and to escape the grey reality she began to replay the fantasies that had dominated her thoughts as a young girl.
On this particular day she had been passing the superintendent’s office when he had opened his office door and virtually pulled her inside, locking the door behind her. His demands had of late had begun to change, insisting she wear stockings rather than tights under her uniform, making her leave her panties off at all times, forcing her to perform oral sex on him; even demanding anal sex, something she had refused so far. All this hadn't shocked her, in fact there was little she would have found shocking especially after the six months she spent on vice and, had he any feelings for her as a person, she might have enjoyed it all. 
This time, though, he had turned her round, forcing her to bend over his desk. Lifting her skirt, he exposed her lack of underwear. Suddenly she felt him pushing his erect penis into her; she was dry and unready. The fat pig of a man lost in self-gratification interpreted her squeals of pain as pleasure and before she could even begin to feel any excitement, his sperm gushed hot and thick in to her pussy.
It was only fifteen minutes since he had pulled her in to his office and she had sat drinking tea in the canteen. She sat musing on the timing in her mind. Yes, that was about right. One to one and a half minutes to grab her and climax, five minutes during which he had demanded she lick and suckle him clean, two minutes tidying herself and walking to the toilets, his jism running stickily down her thigh, three minutes to wash herself clean and now she had been drinking this tea for the last three and a half minutes. The only excitement of any sort she had felt was when initially she had made the douche water too cold.
A male voice intruded on her grey depression, it was Sergeant Fletcher, regaling a young copper with the events of his day.
"There's this fellah called Jordan at the Grand Hotel, obviously worth a mint, he's advertising for Bond Slaves and quoting a very large bond fee too!" The Sergeant's voice dropped confidentially. " Well, as you know, any contract involving personal female services has to be vetted by the police on behalf of the Committee for Public Morality, so along I toddles to see him." The young copper hung on his words his mouth agape and eager. "The manager directs me to the penthouse suite and I have to go through this reception area before I can get in to see him. Well you've never seen such a collection of professional and amateur toms in your life. I recognised most of them from the checks we run at the municipal knocking shop and from the pussy run when we do the rounds and pick up the unlicensed ones." 
By now the youngster had closed his mouth but he couldn't stop his tongue from licking out. "Anyway I goes in and me and this guy talks over his Bond, it’s all in order, he's after sex slaves all right. He's into bondage and female submission, he sez he's after the very best! I sez 'Well sir you've certainly got some real lookers out there.’ He sez, most of those will be a waste of time, it’s not looks he's after, he can have those cosmetically adjusted!" 
The Sergeant's voice took on a note of admiration. "There's a phrase, Cosmetically adjusted! Surgery, he means. Anyway," he continued. "Toms, e' sez normally don't have either the right attitude or sufficient intelligence for what he wants."
Jane's tea had grown cold as she tried to listen without appearing to do so. The canteen burst open with bang and noisy male laughter drowned the conversation at the next table. Startled, Jane looked at her watch and realised she should be elsewhere. She got up slowly and left. At least balling the super ensured that mere sergeants were reluctant to tell you off.
 



Chapter 2. The game commences.

 
The small apartment in the police block was neat and comfortable, Jane had lightened its basic functionalism by means of strategically placed plants and lights. She sat, apparently listening to music though had you turned it off and then asked her what was playing, she would have been unable to tell you.
She had arranged to take the following day off; she had in fact demanded it and received authority for it whilst the Superintendent had still be in the afterglow of coitus. There had to be some advantages to allowing that Fat Pig to fuck her.
Would she have the nerve to go through with it? Did she really want to? Turning to face the light switch she called.
"Bright!" The sound sensitive receiver triggered the lights and the room went from subdued to bright in an instant.
The loose bottoms of the exercise suit slid in a pool around her feet and in a couple of seconds the top followed. She studied herself in the long mirror set in the wall beside the entertainments centre. "Well," she thought. "You may be no beauty but you’re not all bad." 
Stock taking time. Hair: blonde, wavy and very thick, definitely a plus.
Face heart shaped, with thin lips and slightly curved nose. It was a shame about the eyes, well not so much the eyes, more the lids, heavy, almost oriental, some people found them attractive but would he? All in all not a bad face, more character than beauty but it certainly didn't frighten the horses.
Automatically Jane's eyes moved way down. Legs shapely and well proportioned, now they definitely were an asset.
She turned and craned to look at herself in the mirror. Bottom very neat, the pig loved her arse, in his case and as far as she was concerned, far too much!
Back smooth and quite broad for a woman, it wasn't too masculine, was it?
She faced the mirror again. Neat thatch of blonde hair covering a plump mound. The only time "Fat Pig" had come close to getting her going had been the time he had worked his face against her mound and licked her but he had stopped all too soon. Well as far as she was concerned, a pussy was a pussy was a pussy, though the Pig had said hers was tight and neat. She hadn't a lot of experience of other men's reactions to go by.
Jane looked long and hard at what she considered her major fault that outweighed all her better points. Her tits, or rather their absence. She was as flat as a board.  A wry thought crossed her mind. "Well, I'm sure he'll like the decoration even if there's no pudding under it."
Jane had been eleven years old when she started her first period; her mother had been calm and comforting about the whole thing. 
"This means that you've started to be a women and not a little girl, Jane." Unselfconsciously Jane had reached out and stroked her mother’s full firm bosom.
"When will I start to get a bust?"
"Soon Jane, soon."
"Can I have rings like yours?" Nipple rings were still quite rare, although not as unusual as in the last century. 
Jane's mother and father were completely relaxed around their children, not being extrovert but neither being coy where nakedness was concerned. Jane had long accepted the fact that mothers had rings through their nipples, it was only when at the age of nine she had seen a friend’s mother naked that she realised that not all women wore them. When Jane had asked her mother about this strange fact, she in turn had been quite open about them.
"Your dad asked me to have my nipples pierced and because I love him I had them done. Now I find they give me a great deal of pleasure and I like the look of them." The fact that her father, who she loved dearly, had wanted her mother to wear them made it perfectly acceptable, in fact admirable, to the young Jane. "It’s not really a secret but just private to your dad and I, I'd prefer if you kept this private in the family." Jane nodded sagely. She liked secrets especially secrets that were special to her family.
Time passed though and at no time did Jane ever look as though she was going to develop a "serious" bust. 
"Don't worry," she was told. "I was as flat as you until I had Nick." This reassured Jane somewhat but now she turned her attention to the rings instead. To get some peace Mum had given in and Jane's fat little nubs had been pierced.
A rueful look crossed Jane's face.
"Well, Mum," she said to the mirror. "that's one thing you didn't know about your little girl, she's never going to grow a bust like you did. So unless I take some action I'll be stuck with padded bras for ever."
It was during the medical for the police academy that the doctors found that because of certain anomalies in the formation of Jane's womb, the likelihood of her ever conceiving was so remote as to be almost zero. In Jane's  mind it equated to no children, no bust, no femininity. 
"But I do think he'll like these!" 
The fascination with her thick stubby nipples had begun not long after her nipples healed from the piercing. Unlike most girls, Jane's nipples were not unduly sensitive but once infibulated she found she could orgasm from manipulating the rings. This, for an eleven year old, was a wonderful secret to possess. Within a few weeks she had started to play with them, tying them, pulling on them, eventually she started to stretch them. She found she could keep herself deliciously aroused by keeping her teats under tension. 
When her nipples had been pierced, bar bells had been fitted rather than rings so that they would heal quicker. Now she utilised these bars to ensure her gratification. 
To keep a permanent tension on her young teats she had at first used some fibre washers she had found in her father’s toolbox. These light washers are normally used by engineers use to ensure a watertight or oil tight joint on pipe connections. She had taken half a dozen that fitted over her stubby nipples and now she manipulated the bar and teat through the close fitting hole. On release, the tension of the nipple trying to pull the bar back through the hole clamped the washer against her aureole, giving her a delightful frisson of pleasure that was as near continuous as any woman could achieve.
At first one washer was sufficient to ensure a constant bearable tension but, with young growing flesh, soon others followed. However, whereas another young girl might have started to feel foolish at her actions, her parents’ death reinforced this practice. It became one of the few sources of comfort in a lonely world. By the time she was thirteen three washers under each bar were needed to maintain a tension on her teats.
Not only had the accident taking her parents from her ensured that there was no one to discourage the practice, by the time she joined the academy she had become adept at concealing her foible from prying eyes. She now only wore her nipple enhancers when off duty, although by now her nipples, even un-stretched, were as long as the first joint on a man’s thumb and as thick.
Jane pushed a slim finger at a nipple where about a centimetre protruded through the stretchers. The washers had long been replaced by gold wire framework that the fitted over the nipple and was held in place by the fat bars. Fresh piercing had been done twice before, the last just over a year ago when Jane had not only had her extended nipple re-pierced at its new base but also had a heavier fatter bar fitted so that there was no chance of the pin pulling through if ever she got over enthusiastic in the tensioning.
She sat naked in front of the mirror checking that the thick plait that hung down her back was tight and neat with no stray hairs. Perfect! Carefully she rolled the thick braid in to a spiral on the top of her head, then, lifting up her uniform hat from the top of the dressing table, she sat it carefully in place over it. The long hatpin was thrust through hat and coil, holding all securely in place on her head.
Jane looked down at her captive teats; they looked great but was it enough? No, if she was going to be a bond slut, she might as well be the best. 
Carefully she removed the stretchers. Her nipples slowly started to soften into her well-defined aureoles as much as her over-extended teats could.  From her jewel case she took two heavy gold nipple shields. Tweaking herself to re- arouse the nipples, she slid the shields down to the base of her teats. Large, fat, firm and rubbery, there was minimal deflection of her nipples even though the shields were thick and heavy. It was with difficulty that she replaced the stretchers on top of the shields but eventually she managed it without making her nipples too sore. She shook her breasts and thrilled to the sensations her weighted teats provided.
Stockings and suspender belt. Not quite the undergarments for the young policewoman on active duty but today would she might see action of a different sort. At last she was dressed and she examined herself in the long mirror. There was no outward sign that she was anything other than an impeccably turned out young woman constable. As long as, that is, she was not called upon to react to an emergency; her two-way radio was turned off but other things could happen. Transit accidents, hue and cry, whatever. 
Her neat fitting tunic was a little loose for she was not wearing her normal padded bra, although her nipples with their stretchers and shields were the size of budding breasts. They rubbed deliciously against the smooth linen of her uniform blouse. That was arousing enough but she wasn't sure what might happen if she were forced to run. And what if she fell? All might be revealed, stockings and suspenders and bare, bare ass! 
She drew a deep shaky breath. Well, today was going to be the first day of a whole new life, if she had the nerve to go though with it.
 



Chapter 3. The off.

 
The desk clerk didn't bat an eyelid when the young policewoman walked, apparently with total confidence, through the reception area and made for the lift reserved for the penthouse suite. He knew the reason for the interviews and he had seen all manner of young women pass through his lobby. In fact many of them would not have been allowed in if it had not been for the benefit of a gentleman of Mr Jordan's standing. Luckily the fact that automatically Mr Jordan reserved the penthouse did at least ensure that normal guests didn't have to use the same lift as these women.
The lift door slid open for Jane onto a room that was filled with young women. All sat around the room as though in the waiting room of a dentist’s. There was little doubt in general as to their trade or hobby. A few were what in other times were referred to as the "deserving poor". The "Dole" ensured that only the profligate types ever experienced hardship but it didn't give enough for lavish living, either. Everyone of the girls sat, cowed by the luxury of their surroundings, silent and still. The girl at the reception desk did little to lighten the atmosphere, she was the dragon at the gate. 
It wasn't that she was being unpleasant or nasty in any way, quite the reverse. She was just so unbelievably beautiful that few women could have been in the same room without feeling decidedly inferior. Jane was made of sterner stuff than these poor things and she had the confidence of Academy and active police duty behind her. She hadn't always been the Super's pet pussy. 
"Mr Jordan." No please, no hesitancy, total confidence in the uniform she wore. All uncertainty had disappeared she was a policewoman to whom everyone else was just "a punter".
All the eyes in the room were on Jane: it was beautiful girl who was the uncertain one. A pink tongue flicked out and moistened the full red lips. She smiled nervously, revealing teeth made to seem even whiter by the velvet blackness of her skin.
"Mr Jordan's interviewing at the moment." A look of uncertainty crossed her classic feature. "Would you mind waiting?"
Jane paused before answering automatically, it was a mannerism to give importance to the weakest of utterances.
"Not if he won’t be long." She paused as though considering. "However, I'm sure he's very busy." She looked around her, seeing many faces that she had seen before. Old friends’ week she thought, walking to a chair nearest the connecting door and looked down at the girl occupying it. Again the face was vaguely familiar. Swiftly the girl moved to allow Jane to sit, causing a wave motion around the room as a new order of priority for interviews was established.
Having made her mark, Jane was happy to sit and contemplate the girl at reception. Was she some high up flunky? A colleague of Jordan? Or what? The girl, whatever she was, was undeniably beautiful and dressed in a black obeah, like many upper class women. There was little of her body on show though the form revealed above the desk was shapely. Her features were North African rather than Southern, her ancestry owing more than a little to some handsome desert Arab. 
Her contemplation of the girl was broken, giving no little relief to the girl who had been aware of Jane's scrutiny, by a buzzer. Automatically Jane stood up to enter the inner sanctum.  The receptionist stood as well, blocking her path to the inner room.  Again a nervous pink tongue bathed lush full lips.
"I'll have to let Mr Jordan know you want to see him.” Without waiting for a response she turned in a swirl of black silk, revealing neat shapely ankles in very high heels.
Jane was up to the doors before they had completely closed and heard the first words the girl spoke before they shut cutting the sentence. 
"Master there's a -." Well at least Jane had no doubt now as to the girl’s status.
It was only a matter of moments before the girl reappeared and indicated with her hand that Jane should proceed through the door she was holding open for her.
The room was set up as though for an audition. A pool of light filled the centre of the room beyond it was a man at a desk hidden in shadow. The shape revealed nothing more than that he was male and, from the thickness of muscle at shoulder and neck, was not old, though whether young or middle aged it was almost impossible to say and similarly his voice when he spoke gave nothing away.
"How may I help you, officer?"
"I think by having the main lights on first, please sir."
"Ah of course, please excuse me." The movement his hand made was slight but the curtains drew back allowing daylight to enter the room and as it did so the lights flickered off. 
 The room originally had been set up as a study and now revealed in daylight it reverted back to its original function. Behind the ornate desk sat a man who appeared to be in his mid thirties, well muscled, mid brown hair neatly cut and with striking grey eyes. It was impossible to determine his height with any accuracy but he looked to be slightly above middle height.
"I thought the sergeant left here quite satisfied the other day."
"He did sir, but unfortunately we have had a complaint from a young girl last night regarding what was said at one of your interviews." Jane had thought a lot about what she would say when she met this man, she had dropped the Sergeant's name in to the conversation so as to confirm that she was the real article and she mentioned that the sergeant didn't really believe the complainant, which was why she was here rather than the sergeant. "To be honest sir, Sergeant Fletcher didn't put a lot of credibility in her statement but he thought I ought to come along and check."
"I see, well how do you think we can resolve this, officer?" There was no doubt in Jordan's mind that this was a genuine situation but equally their was no concern either, he had the confidence that power, position and money gives plus in this instance he had in fact broken no laws.
"I suggest, sir, you let me sit in on an interview or two to ascertain the manner and content of it so that I can go back and report that everything is OK." Jane decided she didn't want to be too conciliatory in case he didn't take her as a genuine WPC or worst he took her for a voyeur, not unknown in the force. "That is, if that is the case, sir."
"I don't think that should be a problem. If you sit behind those drapes there you'll be able to hear and see everything that goes on." 
"Thank you sir, that should be fine." Jane moved to the drapes and concealed herself as the lights went back down. 
The girl that came in was the one who Jane had displaced to sit down. She was of medium build and height with a neat figure and would have been considered attractive by most men. Looking closely at her Jane remembered where she had seen her before. 
Approximately twelve months ago she had tried to break off her arrangement with "Fat Pig". He had retaliated by making her work the twilight shift on the vice patrol. This one had been caught satisfying a client up against a convenient stretch of wall in a dark alley. The girl was still attractive and had obviously made an effort to appear at her best but Jane there was a hardness inside her that neither her amateur profession or life had caused. The girl was a people user, not a victim.
Legalisation of prostitution had eased considerably the problems of the late 20th century, however there is always a niche for the enterprising amateur. Whether it is the desire not to be officially labelled as on the game, or the attempt to avoid the cost of paying taxes and the hassle of regular medicals. There were still men who didn't want to go to official brothels, they liked their thrill raw with all the risk. Others were just paranoid about someone finding out they visited brothels.
"Just stand in the light there." The girl moved in to the centre of the light and squinted until her eyes accustomed to its glare. "And your name is?"
"Della." There was a pause. "Sir." She was obviously unused to calling anyone sir.
"Take off your clothes, Della." The girl hesitated, seemingly surprised at how rapidly the interview was moving on.
The girl's body was smooth and white with well-proportioned breasts and firm flat belly. Jane's police eye took in the slight discolouration and shine on the skin on her inner forearm. She wondered if the Jordans of the world were aware that this was a sign that police looked out for to identify hopheads. Not that many drugs were in themselves illegal these days but it was nice to know what you were dealing with.
"Now, Della, you know I'm advertising for a Bondswoman. Of course the services you would be required to fulfil would be sexual in nature?"  His tone put a question into the statement as though he was confirming her understanding of the obvious. He didn't wait for a reply but continued. "And that for those services you would receive a sum of 50,000 new pounds.” 
The girl's greed couldn't be contained. Jane wasn't surprised for in fairness it was a sum that could be expected to give financial security for her lifetime and if invested well and wisely give security for any children she might have.
"You can use me as often and however you might want for that amount of money!"
"How do you feel about bondage and flagellation?" The girl looked blank at the word flagellation. "Whipping, that is, and of course some surgical adjustment would be necessary to your body to meet my requirements. Larger breasts, face lift piercing and ringing of," he paused to consider his choice of words for the girl, "your cunt lips, nipples and nose to be pierced and ringed so that I can tether or torment you by them, as well as possibly tattooing your body." His voice had taken on a hard brutal tone. "Obviously stringent bondage of all types, of course." His voice took on a reflective quality. "The purely sexual side of your slavery would involve oral, anal and lesbian sex as well as what you might call normal sex." His voice returned to its previous tones. "Now how do you feel about that?"
The girl had been slowly going pale, there were few sexual practices that she had not taken part in, however, she had always been the one that dictated what the trick could or couldn't do and the thought of whippings and rings through her privates made her go cold. Already she had begun to scramble back into her clothes.
"You must be loopy if you think I'd let a mad bastard like you near me, not for five minutes let alone five years!” And with this the girl swept towards the door stopping before she left the room. "An I'll report you to the Pigs!"
"Please don't put yourself to the trouble, my dear, this is all legal, as long as the contract spells it all out in advance for the Bondswoman and they go winningly in to the contact."
"Yeah well, she'd have to be a really daft cunt to fall for that load of old malarky!” Della swept from the room, the doors banging behind her.
The lights went up and Jane came from behind the curtains and looked at Jordan, sitting there calm and impassive.
"Did you mean all that, Sir?”
"Oh yes. Not of course in the brutal manner that I spoke of to Della, but in essence yes. She was obviously a hophead and what is more I believe as truly sexual as an ice cube. Genital adornment, flagellation - I'm sure you understand the term flagellation, Officer." Jordan was enjoying himself trying to shock this chit of a policewoman. "Bondage and domination are my bag, as they say. And yes, before you ask, I do enjoy all the sexual practices that I've indicated." He paused and then said on a more serious note, "of course pain and discomfort is inherent in fulfilling my desires but I am not some sort of beast, the interest of my friends and me is in erotic torment not monstrous torture.  Satisfying my desires can be quite arduous for the girls but," he smiled as he continued, "I think they receive as much pleasure as pain." 
"And after the contract?"
"Oh well, any surgical changes to their person they have had done at my bequest, should they wish it, can be undone. In fact they can be returned in all aspects to as they were if they want." He thought for a moment. "Of course some changes, a few are irreversible and if they are required they are only done with the Bondwomen's consent."
"And what if into the contract the girl decides she doesn't like what you do to her?"
"Oh that's no problem, she can refuse to obey me at any time if it’s outside the contract."
"And if it isn't?"
"She can still refuse but the contract is null and void automatically. She can either stay as she is, if she has been cosmetically enhanced, or revert back to as she was before. But in either case she has to repay all expenses incurred by the Master." He smiled a smile that gave his face a look of satanic glee.
"So it really is a pact with the devil!"
"Most certainly! But for this pact it’s a five year span and not eternity." The smile came again. "And anyway I said I was into dominance." 
He looked at this young WPC who was showing such interest in his affairs. 
"Would you like to see one of my young ladies?" There was a moment’s pause as Jane took in what he was offering. She could feel her face flare red.
“Y-y-y-yes, ok."
"Zoe, come here." He spoke directly in to his wristwatch, simultaneously dimming the lights to recreate the audition environment and in a moment the black girl from reception entered the room and stood in the pool of light. "Take off your obeah, Zoe."
A whisper of static zip and the black silk lay in a pool around her feet. There had been no hint of hesitancy in her response although Jane was in clear sight of the girl. Although she could not see Jane in detail, there could have been no doubt as to who it was standing there in the shadow watching her but still she hadn't faltered.
"Display yourself, slave."
"Yes Master." Her hands had gone behind her head so that her firm pert breasts had been pushed harder through the already tight ring harness she wore instead of a conventional bra. Her waist was pulled in tight by a leather corset and she stood with her firm young bottom thrust back, legs wide straddled displaying clearly a naked mound bisected by a tight crotch strap. Golden rings glinted in the light at nipple and crotch and the pure sexuality of the creature made Jane's throb in her ears.
"Turn round, bend and expose that beautiful cunt of yours for the policewoman, Zoe."
Her hands had come down from behind her neck and she bent forward from the hips. Her supple firm body allowed her to clasp her arms around her thighs so that she could stare back between her widespread legs. Long slim fingers with their vivid red nails took hold of gleaming labial rings. 
Jane could see clearly that each ring simultaneously pierced through inner and outer labia and she found herself holding her breath as she watched Zoe pull on those rings. Slowly the pouting pussy opened around the thin strap that parted those fleshy love lips. She could just see part of the dildo fitted on the strap that plugged Zoe's moist vagina.
"Ok Zoe, that's enough you can put on your robe again and carry on as you were."
Dazed by what she had seen, Jane could only stand there as quickly the girl had covered herself and left the room.
"Well I think you've seen enough, Officer, to know there’s nothing underhand going on here." He had become bored now, playing with this young woman, shocking her pedestrian little soul. He wanted to get on with finding another toy.
Her voice sounded as though it were coming from someone else, she stepped in to the circle of light only so recently vacated and she addressed her words to the figure that was, comfortingly now, just a silhouette.
"I want to offer you my Bond - Master!" The Master was torn from her, it sounded so strange, but if he were to take her seriously she had to convince him.
Now it was Jordan's turn to be dazed.
"Wh - what!” 
"Yes I want to become your Bondslave.  The sergeant didn't really send me, I overheard him talking about you in the canteen." She repeated herself desperately. "I want to take up your Bond offer."
The conversation that followed took some time to complete. It took all Jane's efforts to convince Jordan that this was not some form of police entrapment. She told him about how she was dead ended in her career, the way in which she was just as much a slave of Fat Pig as her girls were to him. But in her case there was no time limit and no reward. She could leave the force but this would mean sentencing herself to the Dole. Any remote chance of alternative career would be blighted by the reference that the Pig would give her. He would take her leaving as a personal insult. She had to make money and what better way than this especially as it included what was her heart’s desire.
Jordan began to understand that frustration had concentrated this young women's thoughts on her fantasies and desires. Her desperate need to see herself as a woman and not some flat-chested androgynous creature. If she had breasts she could begin to be a woman like her mother, desired of men like her father and not fat pigs like her erstwhile lover.  Jordan believed the girl, or thought he did. There was one sure way to make sure.
"All right, I believe you." He paused ready to assess her reaction. "Take me round the world."
For a moment Jane looked at him as he stepped into the lighted circle. As a policewoman there were few sexual practices that were not known to her but his meaning as it applied to her took time to surface in her conscious mind. If she were really serious, this man would be her Master. He would have the right to demand she do his every bidding.
"Ok." The short sharp syllables came strangled from her throat. Her hands went to the buttons on her tunic to remove it.
"No, keep it on for now."
She knelt before him and released his flaccid penis from his trousers. He was determined not to allow himself to become aroused too easily but the sight of this young woman in her police uniform as he looked down at her golden hair was too much and his penis jerked in to vibrant rigidity.
Her hot mouth enclosed his penis fully. Even though her nervous hands still trembled, in minutes she had managed to take his penis deep in to her throat. Her own inexperience and eagerness to please had leading her believe that this was the norm and so had simply done it. Slowly she withdrew his shaft from her throat and mouth and she took a long shuddering gasp of breath. Her tongue flicked at the tip of his penis and slid down to lather his full scrotum. He struggled to keep some control of his body.
"Let’s move on." He'd had to swallow twice before he could get the words out.
Slowly and lingeringly, almost regretfully, she ceased and again she went to remove her uniform.
"No! Just pull up your skirt." She glanced in to his set face and then struggled to pull up the slim fitting skirt until it was in a tight roll around her hips. He pulled a straight-backed chair into the circle of light and sat awaiting her.
Her firm young thighs above her black stockings gleamed a creamy white in the bright lights. She straddled her thighs and lowered herself on to his rigid prick. Slowly, oh so slowly, she lowered herself on him, wet and ready to take him, an event so rare with Fat Pig. 
At last she had taken every inch of him and reflexively her pussy muscles began to clench around the rigid member. Her breath began to shorten as a climax threatened to take her, again not a normal event with her. 
"Be still, girl." She sat, impaled, frightened to move, the orgasm so close, feeling the tightness of her rolled skirt around her hips and the line of taut suspender across the firm cheeks of her rear. Her clit was pushed hard against his pubic bone and as his penis jerked inside her, a low moan was forced from her throat. Another jerk and the moan became a breathless squeal.
The tunic buttons parted, then her blouse and she felt cool air on stretched abraded nipples. How he halted the eruption that threatened when he saw those beautifully tensioned teats he wasn't sure but control himself he did.
 "Let’s move on." With a slow, reluctant, slithering action her vagina gave up the hard rod it engulfed. Her juices of arousal bathed its head as she left him. 
Jane wasn't sure how she should initiate the next part of their trip but turned away from him and blindly offered her lush young ass to him. He eased her gently back until his pussy juice lubricated prick nudged at the virgin rose of her bottom. With an almost audible pop his helmet pushed through her tight sphincter, a grunt of surprise and pain was released from Jane's throat. 
Jordan allowed Jane to control the descent of her ass onto his rod. To Jane the pain had a sweetness that she had never experienced before, it did hurt, it was degrading, but it was such a delicious pain. As his cock delved full home in to her, a gentle hand stroked her aroused clitoris to an unstoppable orgasm and her ass locked tight around his rigid penis, milking it of the copious cream it held.
It seemed an age before Jane could lift herself off his member, her bottom had gripped him so tight that he had not been able to soften and slip free. His hands cupped her cheeks, half lifting her off him as her trembling legs sort to support her weight.
"You can freshen yourself up, the bathroom’s over there to the left." He watched her go, skirt still bunched around her hips, white ass doing a slow voluptuous roll of sexual satisfaction, as on shaky legs she made for the door indicated.
He used the second bathroom and was sat back at his desk again as she returned to the light.  Once again she was the cool efficient policewoman and he had difficulty believing that this young girl woman had so deliciously taken him around the world.
"Take off your uniform." The voice brooked no demure. Passively she undid the buttons she had just redone, removed first the tunic, then the blouse, now the skirt. "Enough, for the moment." She stood clad only in stockings and suspender belt and the heavy functional police shoes. The shoes jarred when taken with the light femininity of the stockings and suspenders.  "I think you can take off the hat now." 
As the hatpin was pulled out and the hat removed, the plait uncoiled like some thick heavy silken snake to lie almost to the cleft of her backside.
"I didn't think they would allow such long hair in the force."
"I cheated for a long time, then after I started balling Fat Pig who was there to deny me this at least?" 
Jordan looked at her for a long moment, studying her form, admiring her teats. Abruptly he spoke.
"OK, if you still want me to take up your Bond, I'll buy it." He looked her directly in the eye. "How quickly can you leave the police?"
"I would normally have to give three months’ notice but a month’s leave is owed me, so two months."
"Good. Go to this address on your next day off, he's my doctor. If everything's all right we can sign the papers the same day."
The only thing that Jane was able to remember of her journey back to her flat was the moist slippery sensations she felt as her swollen pussy and tender arse leaked the remnants of his seed. Cooled by the air moving under her skirt she felt goose pimples form tightening and highflying her feelings of satisfaction. 
Tomorrow she would report in sick so that she could bring nearer the day she would start to feel a full woman with beautiful full tits.
 



Chapter 4.  A minor adjustment here and there.

 
"She passed her medical with flying colours. And she was right, her reproductive mechanism is a mess. Contraceptives in any form will be entirely unnecessary."
"Michael, for a Doctor you’re a cold unfeeling bastard." Mr Michael Bright, surgeon, raised a glass of scotch at Jordan in an ironic salute.
"There speaks the wealthy sod who is going to turn a young women in to a helpless sexual plaything."
"But my plaything will only have to endure me for five years and she will end up, in her terms, a wealthy woman.  Her reproductive mechanism, as you put it, will affect her whole life."
"Perhaps this would be true but I'm not convinced that what we're doing with the implant will be reversible."
"You didn't object when you implanted the others for me."
"They didn't get as much hormone cocktail as you want this one to receive."
Jordan's wicked smile surfaced briefly.
"Ok I'm a bastard. You'll still do it, though?" 
Bright smiled ruefully.  "Yes but only because deep down I'm as big a bastard as you!" Both men laughed. “Seriously, Jacko, I am concerned, though, that someone might find out what we're doing."
"Don't be daft, Michael.” He leaned forward and picked up the sterile packet in its outer sheath. "The communication device is a contractually agreed item and with it the little modification that metres a flow of hormone to the brain that increases the sexual drive of the girl. The metering device degrades biologically after it’s done its job, so who can find out? The risk to us is so minimal that it’s almost zero."
Bright could see the girl was eager to start the series of operations that would commence the process of her induction. His long chat with her previously had revealed the reason for her eagerness. Never had he met a woman so hung up about the size of her tits!
Analytically he appreciated Jane's overriding desire for womanly breasts, in his heart of hearts, though, he could not understand the unreasonable drive that such feelings could impart.
He looked down on the girl covered by the sterile green sheet. With the green hood covering her hair she looked very young and very vulnerable but he was too experienced a surgeon and possibly, as he admitted, too big a bastard, to allow such fleeting emotions to affect his actions.
"Now when you come to we will have planted the receiver behind your ear under the skin. It’s a very small flat unit. After it’s healed," the hormones gone and the metering device has degraded, he added mentally. "You'll have difficulty feeling it. I promise you the device is one way and no-one will be able to listen in on private conversations."
"What about my breasts?" There it was again, this mania about tits. 
"We'll do the ground work today, but it takes time to culture the additional cells so you won’t see any difference in size this time. Also I'm going to do some piercing whilst you’re under but you knew about that, didn't you?"
"Yes, Doctor." Her voice had taken on a relaxed quality that was the sign of the pre-op taking hold. He pointed the anaesthetic gun at her inner arm and pulled the trigger. Her eyes rolled and she was out for the count.
 
The mirror threw back a reflection that was outwardly at least one that had greeted Jane every morning that she could remember. Her hair was wrapped in a white towel and she was wearing a blue towelling bath robe that she had worn since her brother gave it to her for her seventeenth birthday. Threadbare and generally worn, it was comfortable and familiar. Outwardly no change.
It was two days since her operation, a week since she had signed the Bond with Mr Jordan and only ten days from their first meeting to her standing here in front of the mirror. Oh how she had enjoyed resigning from the force, how genuinely surprised Fat Pig had been when she had marched in to his office and informed him. In the past she must have been a better actress than she thought or it confirmed his total self-centred attitude toward her.
There was still six weeks to go before she finished her duties but because of holiday entitlement not taken up, it was ten weeks before she had to leave the flat.  Not that it mattered really, she had been quite subtle, she had intimated what she thought of him and he had actually been surprised and dropped hints about marriage. Fat Pig was left in no doubt that certain letters would be sent to the Chief Constable if he were awkward in any way. It was one thing to complain about Fat Pig and know she was going to stay in the force but a different and more enjoyable thing knowing that she was leaving.
Jane allowed the robe to fall from her shoulders and stood naked before the long mirror. Little change was discernible on her flat near masculine chest, save for the vivid blue lines that now criss-crossed each of her non-existent breasts, forming a spider’s web pattern.  If you looked closely enough, you would see two small inserts set in the skin above her breast bone where a bundle of blue fibres seemed to terminate. She raised her arms and another two inserts came in to view in the pit of her arms.
Mr Bright, the surgeon, had explained it all to her, before the operation. The fibres were in fact small tubes of man-made fibre fitted into her breasts, through which he could later inject immature cells. These cells would be cultured from those samples taken from her breasts during this operation. As her breasts were enlarged and time passed, the blue colouring would degrade.  By that time the small incisions left after the inserts were taken out would have healed, the web of fibres would be absorbed into her normal muscle, completely disappearing from sight and giving extra support to her breasts. She was unlikely ever to suffer from drooping boobs.
Critically she examined her teats. The fresh piercing was almost invisible, as were the ones in her labia and septum. Each fresh pierced hole was plugged with a special flesh coloured nylon polymer, impregnated with a balm that promoted fast healing. The thick plugs in her nipples merged in to the rubbery flesh of her teats and the ones through her labia, even though she was now totally denuded of all body hair, could have passed for moles.
There was a knock on her flat door, startling her from her self-admiration. Quickly she resumed her robe and made for the door. 
The woman was clad in the full black obeah and yashmak and behind her was a tall well built man in a chauffeur uniform. She stepped past into the room without a word. Surprised, Jane retreated a step to allow her to do so. Close behind followed the chauffeur and without comment he placed a large package on the table, turned and left Jane and the robed woman alone.
Bemused at her uninvited visitor’s presence, Jane could only stand and stare at the black robed figure. The only bare flesh visible was the white skin around two large green eyes. A white hand came from under the robe, around the wrist was a silver bracelet from which dangled a light but strong chain. The simultaneous removal of the robe and yashmak from her head revealed the visitor’s face. 
The red haired girl was a beauty with skin of such a whiteness as to seem translucent and hair of such a rich copper colour that it seemed to vibrate with a life of its own. Her lips were of a coral pink in colour and were it not for the ball gag that filled her mouth would have been full and curvaceous.
"God!" Even as she said it Jane realised that there were few times in her life where she had sounded more inane. 
The girl handed Jane a letter and then proceeded to remove her robes fully. The mode of costume was one that she was to become intimately familiar with but the first time she saw it was on Rhoda. 
Rhoda, for that was the redhead’s name, claimed she gaped like a country bumpkin. At first it was hard to concentrate on the meaning of the letter but soon its content was as much of a surprise as the garb of the girl.
"Dear Jane," the letter said, "Rhoda has brought for you a selection of corsets and shoes. These are for you to wear so that you may become acclimatised to the dress code of my Bond Slaves whilst your preparation is being completed.
“Each of the corsets is labelled so that you can quickly see which you are to wear and for how long until you move on to a more stringent model. The shoes should be worn when off duty so as to help you manage high heels when you are ready to take up your full time slave role.
“To start you off, Rhoda is here both to help you dress in your work-a-day corset mode and to act as an example of what you are to achieve by the time your cosmetic preparation is completed. The work-a-day model you will wear at all times whilst on duty. The others will be worn during off duty and leisure hours as directed by their labels. There is a night-time model you will wear whilst sleeping to speed the acclimatisation period.
“Please note if you do not achieve the standard illustrated by Rhoda, you will be whipped.
“Signed 
The Master."
Wide-eyed, Jane looked up from the letter into Rhoda's face. For the first time the truth behind the words Bond Slave hit her with full force but she swallowed and turned to Rhoda and said.
"Well, you better show me what I have to achieve."
Big green patient eyes looked in to Jane's, blinked twice and then Rhoda began a silent pirouette. The ensemble was of shiny black leather, as was the strap that held the red ball securely in Rhoda's mouth. The corset whittled her waist to a seemingly impossible size but left her large white bosoms bare to display their well-formed coral nipples. 
The taut leather crotch piece fitted her as though moulded to her body, cupping her mound and separating her firm ass cheeks.  There was a cunning mechanism in the small of her back to ensure that the crotch piece was always tightly held in place over her pussy. 
Shapely calves were fitted in to shining black knee boots with high, high heels. 
Around her neck was locked a wide collar from which two chains lead to silver leather lined cuffs. The chains were not quite long enough to allow Rhoda to fully straighten her arms to below her waist but by thrusting her hips forward and by pointing at the crotch piece and pushing her index finger through the circle made by index finger and thumb of her other hand, she indicated that a dildo was firmly in place. 
It took several repeats to make Jane realise that there was a second dildo also firmly lodged in her ass.
Tears filled Jane's eyes. What oh what had she signed her life away for?
She became aware that she was being cuddled and comforted by Rhoda, she could feel her full white breasts pressing against her own sensitive flesh. Jane looked into that beautiful face so stretched and disfigured by the large gag and tears started anew.
Slim white fingers gripped her jaw and gently shook it to gain her attention. Rhoda squirmed her hips in a lascivious manner, caressed her own breasts, pulling on nipples and wriggling.  Her hand reached as low on her gently rounded belly as she could and, pointing towards her plugged and covered crotch, she did a slow bump and grind. A moan of pleasure escaped the ball gag.
"You like it, don't you?" The meaning of Rhoda's pantomime was inescapable, her head nodded agreement vigorously. "You like being a slave?" Again the vigorous nod. Jane regained her self-possession. "Well as I've no alternative now I better get on with it. I'm committed, I'm just as much a slave as you are, for the next five years anyway." 
Whatever faults Jane had, cowardice was not one of them. 
"I suppose I had better get acclimatised to my new type of uniform, hadn't I, Rhoda?"
Rhoda, her jaw so wide spread by the ball that it was almost impossible for her face to show any emotion, still managed to give an impression of smiling as she nodded agreement.
Rhoda handed her a pair of sheer black stockings to put on, if Jane was surprised that Rhoda thought she needed to be shown how to put on stockings she didn't show it. The same cannot be said about the shoes she handed to Jane to put on. These were low bootees with slim very tall heels. She was to find out later that this type were preferred during acclimatisation because they supported the ankle and there was less chance of a girl falling off her heels and hurting herself.
"Do I need these now?" Another emphatic nod from her dumb instructress. The stockings felt smooth and silken, tautly moulding to her legs. Jane's hands lingered on the sensual material of the stockings. Quickly now she pulled the bootees on and laced them tight. On what felt to be tip-toe, her calf muscles bunching, she stood waiting for the next stage in her costuming.   
The corset was of a traditional style. It left her breasts and bottom bare, latching together at the front and lacing at the back. Rhoda was obviously an expert at the art of corseting for soon she had the laces tight tied and Jane slightly breathless at its stricture.
Jane now learnt why Rhoda had made her put on the stockings in advance of the corset. For trying to attach them to the suspenders once corseted was hard work on its own, without the added labour of putting on the stockings and shoes as well.
Jane and Rhoda stood side by side examining their reflections in the long glass. Jane admired herself in the mirror, the narrowing of her waist and empathising of the curve of hip, her legs seeming incredibly long and shapely in their black stockings and towering heels. Soon, very soon she would have breasts to rival Rhoda's and no doubt her waist would be as narrow as the lush bosomed slave by her side. It would be worth it, it must be, she felt her pussy moisten in narcissistic voyeurism.
She found herself once more cuddling Rhoda, feeling her fullness, enjoying her silken skin against her own. She became aware of Rhoda's hands on her own large teats, manipulating and teasing them, never had another woman touched her so and Jane enjoyed every moment. Her hand cupped Rhoda's leather clad crotch and felt the buzz of vibrators under her fingers. A grunt signalled an orgasm sweeping Rhoda and Jane's sex wept in sympathy.
 



Chapter 5. An expanding front.

 
The officious young policewoman stood up and marched stiffly past the receptionist and into Mr Bright's surgery. The receptionist watched her walk through the door and thought. “Stiff and starchy stuck up Pig," an epithet that Jane, because of its connotations with "Fat Pig", would not have relished. 
In the centre of the brightly lit surgery was a chair reminiscent of those used by dentists. A young and very pretty nurse in a white trouser suit was busily arranging various objects on a trolley.
"Ah Jane, nice to see you again. Are you ready for your first session?"
"Yes." She had to struggle against the effects of nervousness to keep her voice sounding casual. "Should I strip to the waist or what?" 
"Just take off your tunic and blouse. Oh yes, your bra if you’re wearing one." He paused as though considering. "You might as well leave on your corset; I don't suppose it will get in the way."
Jane had known she might have to show her corseted body to someone, she knew Bright had treated other "Slaves", but even so she still blushed at the casual revelation of her secret. 
"Sit in the chair, Jane." The nurse had taken her blouse and tunic and hung them over an adjacent chair back. 
"Now I would like you to grasp the bar above your head and keep holding it until I instruct you to bring your arms down. Please try to keep as still as possible so make yourself as comfortable now." The seat squeaked as she settled herself in to the padding and she grasped the serrated bar. It was warm to the touch and easy to hold. 
Bright immersed himself in the preparation but at last the four inserts in her chest and armpits, with their collection of tube ends, had been connected to a device that looked like a cross between an X ray machine and a expresso coffee maker. Neither inspired Jane with any great degree of confidence.
The pretty nurse approached Jane with an anaesthetic spray and liberally applied it to Jane's chest. She smiled warmly at Jane but never said a word.
"Don't mind Nurse Parker. She's my Bound woman. She can’t speak, well not for the next four years anyway. For the sake of some money and a pretty form she sold me her services and her body." 
Bright was all prepared for the minor operation so was unable to touch his nurse but leaned forward and bit her chest through the fabric of her uniform approximately where her nipple was and shook it with his teeth. The nurse gave a silent laugh of pleasure at his attentions.
"This device pumps the immature breast cells down the fine tubes. The cells are chemically marked so that the machine can "see" the manner in which the cells are laid in and adjust the flow through the various tubes to give as near perfect a shape as possible to your breasts. The marker is degradable and any colour that shows through the skin will fade in a few hours.”
Jane felt a momentary coldness as the pump began its work and soon began to feel a pressure build in her chest but no pain. She glanced down and was fascinated and even though she was desperate to acquire the visible signs of femininity, revolted too as breasts began to form. Small breasts but definitely breasts and momentary revulsion gave way to a wave of pleasure and gratification. 
All too soon Bright stopped and Jane looked down on now small but well formed conical globes.
"The cells injected in to your breasts are immature so you can expect them to grow somewhat over the next seven to ten days." He looked down at Jane as he disconnected the tubes from the inserts, gratified at the look of pleasure on her face. "You had better put your bra on as they may be a little tender as the anaesthetic wears off." 
There was another treat in store for Jane, she was thrilled to find the padding in the bra now made it too tight for her to wear and she could throw those deceiving pads away. 
Bright picked up Jane's tunic to wear and felt the shape of a pair of handcuffs in the tunic pocket. Her back was turned and he slipped them from her pocket.  Now he handed the tunic to the nurse so that she could help Jane on with the coat. It was as Jane simultaneously slid both arms back through the sleeves that Bright, with nimble surgeon’s fingers, snicked the cuffs on Jane's wrists.
"What are you doing?" Alarm and indignation made Jane's tone sharp and demanding.
"Nothing that my trusted friend and your Master wouldn't approve of, girl." He turned to the pretty nurse. "Parker, trousers off and up on the couch: you know the position I want." With alacrity the nurse removed her slacks, baring her lower body, and climbed up on the obstetrics couch. She laid flat on her back and located her feet, still clad in her tights, white shoes and ankle socks, into the stirrups. She giggled silently in pleasurable anticipation for she had no doubt as to what was to come.
At first Jane was too concerned at her own helplessness to take much notice of the recumbent girl.  In her uniform she was still too much of the policewoman to enjoy the thought of being at anyone’s mercy. In a moment or two she realised that there was going to be no gainsaying what was about to happen to her.
"I think Parker deserves some reward for her services in helping manufacture such a pretty pair of breasts, don't you?" Jane felt her arms pulled up high by the cuffs and she found herself forced, by the stiffness of her corset, to bend forward from hips. A shove and she stumbled towards the couch that Parker lay upon with her legs spread comfortably wide. Resistance was futile, she could only look at a pair of shapely legs spread wide in welcome for her attentions. 
Amazement filled her, for what she had thought were stocking tights that Parker wore under her trousers and ankle socks were in fact elaborate black tattoos that curled around her legs and up over her belly. In seconds she was presented with a close up view of Parker’s tattooed thighs and denuded and ringed pussy.
It was obvious to Jane that rings and hairless pussy was as much Bright's "Bag", as it was her new Master's and for the first time she had a close up of what her pussy would look like when her pierced labia healed and was ringed. Each ring gathered together inner and outer labia so that with a ring in each side and her legs spread, Parker's inner lips showed pink and moist. There was little doubt that Parker, at least, was enjoying the experience. Her ringed clitoris, aided by the ring through its hood, stood erect and engorged awaiting the unwilling ministrations of Jane's tongue.
"Go on, girl, show your appreciation." One hand holding the cuffs was all Bright required to control Jane and as he spoke his other hauled Jane's skirt up exposing her bare ass. "Come on, don't be shy." A resounding smack landed on her unprotected bottom, making her jerk her face in to Parker's crotch. Parker pushed herself hard back against Jane's face, eager for her attention. "Tongue girl, tongue!"
Her face flamed with embarrassment as tentatively her tongue flicked that erect little nub. It was as though a bomb had gone off in Parker's sex for an excited sigh came out that Jane realised was her equivalent of a scream of delight and her patterned legs writhed against the hold of the stirrups.
"That's better, girl, a little more enthusiasm, though." Another slap landed with a loud whack and Jane's tongue went into double time. She could taste Parker's juices for already they were flowing copiously.
The hard prick slid home in to her own love nest with an audible squelch.  Now it was her turn to moan. So engrossed in what she was physically being forced to endure she had only been half aware of her own arousal.
Mr Bright's height as he thrust home forced her to teeter on tip-toes. Straining to retain him inside her, she was forced to lean her face hard against Parker's wide spread pussy. 
Her face and mouth was now eagerly paying their dues to Parker's pussy. She became afraid that any lack of enthusiasm would result in the withdrawal of that hard meaty shaft from her own now eager snatch. 
The dumb Parker sounded like a steam kettle as a loud wheee!! came from her puckered and pouting mouth as orgasm and orgasm rolled over her. Jane, muffled by Parker's wet pussy, could only strive to get enough air in to her lungs to give her sufficient strength to keep her trembling legs straight and so prolong her own climax. 
At last her legs did give way and she pulled off the hard penis. It smeared a trail of sperm and love juices down her bottom cheeks as she collapsed to the floor, Bright loosening his grip on her cuffs so that she didn't dislocate her shoulders. 
"Well, girl, for a copper you really are a hot cunted whore!" From her place on the floor Jane felt there was little she could say to deny it. Never had she come so deliciously before.
 
Later Jane felt she might have been staggering as she passed the receptionist on the way out. It was definitely only the corset that kept her spine straight.
The late shift she had to work after her first breast augmentation seemed to last for an age. Her pussy seemed permanently aroused and she could feel her labia swollen and moist between her thighs. When she found moments of privacy she squirmed her thighs together, a habit that was to strengthen as time passed.
As the next few weeks went by instead of the state of near permanent arousal passing, it deepened and became the norm. Jane was not to know that the package of hormones that was being metered in to her brain was doing its job.
As Jane sat, she remembered her visit to Bright's surgery when he first began to increase the size of her breasts. In one hand she held a steaming cup of coffee, the other was up under her own skirt, teasing her erect clit.  He had not repeated the experience, the fucking, the slit licking or the spanking, though as the three were now inextricably linked in Jane's mind she would not have objected to anything. 
She put down the cup and whilst her hand continued to frig her pussy her other now caressed her generous breasts.  The T-shirt she wore was now way too small and her breasts threatened to push her teats through the over stretched cotton. The material hung from the peak of her tits like a pelmet; there was insufficient fabric to tuck into her old pleated skirt now.
Thank God she had finished her last duty shift prior to the last visit to Bright. It had been difficult to conceal her burgeoning breasts from everyone before, but now it would be impossible. She looked down at her own caressing hand and felt a sense of smug satisfaction. It wasn't just the size of them, she thought, but the randiness they engendered in her. 
There was no suspicion in her mind that Bright might have done anything else to her. She was sure it was her new breasts that made her so randy, they made her a woman.  She even walked differently. She'd heard Sergeant Fletcher comment that she walked as though she were rubbing her own pussy between her thighs, which often in fact she was! It wasn't just the walk, though, since the last visit to Bright, her tits’ very size made her actions slower, more deliberate. Before, when she had been flat-chested, she had moved in a very quick almost masculine manner. Now she had to be very careful, as sometimes her breasts got in the way and she had to move her arm around them to do things. 
Jane only knew the half of it, could her colleagues at the station have seen her they would have hardly recognised her. Her movements had become languorous and sexual, it had become impossible for her to be anything other than totally female, a female in heat at that. She put down her coffee cup and bent forward to get up out of the chair. For just a moment she paused, enjoying the voluptuous weight of her breasts as they hung from her chest. This would never do, she had work to do. 
There were still a few weeks to go before she had to get out of the flat but she was leaving early so that she could book into the clinic for the cosmetic surgery to her face. For once she wasn't wearing her corset, its tightness made it difficult to do hard manual work as she had things to pack and furniture to move so it could all go into store for the next five years. A corset of the tightness that she now wore would have made such exercise near impossible. Five years! It seemed a lifetime but there was no going back now.
On bare feet, she was making her way towards the bedroom when there was a knock on the front door.
"Oh hallo Miz Brown, my name is John Villiers, I'm from the estates office. I have to carry out an inventory before you move out." He stood there, young and seeming so innocent. He was nineteen or twenty at the most, tall slim and muscular. Adolescence had obviously been no trial for him. His skin was clear and lightly tanned showing his even white teeth to good advantage. His hair was mid brown and shone with health, he flicked it back self-consciously. 
At first Jane couldn't understand why this young man wouldn't look her in the eye as she was used to her work colleagues doing. Then the penny dropped, he couldn't take his eyes of her boobs! She moved them gently so that they moved under the taut cloth. His eyes followed the sway of her nipples as though mesmerised.
"You had better come in then." She felt her pussy twitch at the thought of his hard young body and when she looked down at his crotch and could see the outline of a healthy erection she felt as though her pussy was flooding. "I've just made some coffee; would you like some?"
"Yes, please." His voice held a hint of nervousness that delighted her and she felt deliciously, 'In charge'.
The kitchen was open plan with a low breakfast bar separating it from the living room. Jane went behind the bar for the coffee jug. 
"Grab a mug from one of those boxes, will you?" He came to join her behind the narrow bar, holding a mug out for filling. Jane moved close to him as though about to fill the mug but she moved a bit too close and her hard nipples brushed against the front of his jacket. John, for all his youth, was not as naive as he might have appeared to Jane but never had he felt a wave of such female sexuality as came from this lush bodied woman. Her teats seemed to burn his flesh through the fabric of his clothes. The mug and the jug were put down with a force that threatened to break them and suddenly Jane's body was clasped against his and her face looked up at him, demanding a kiss. 
There was little doubt as to who was in charge. A voice inside Jane was rationalising her actions. It said that as for the next five years her body was going to be for the use of any her Master might decree, today was going to be for her!
John felt as though he were being raped, in a moment his jacket was stripped from him and his shirt ripped open, his trousers and underpants were in a pool around his feet. Jane dragged him flat to the floor and before the poor lad fully realised what was happening to him Jane had sat astride his recumbent form and took his hard young prick full home in her hot wet snatch.
He tried to arch his back and fuck up in to her but her eyes blazed down at him. Her voice was sharp and commanding, for a moment he thought she might be some sort of a madwoman.
"No! Stay still I'll move for both of us." And move she did. His penis was held in a silken grip that was almost painfully tight. The muscles in her vagina rippled delightfully around his rock hard shaft.
As he lay looking up at the small but busty young woman that sat upon him his penis jerked and he felt as though he might explode inside her.
"Stay still, I said!" Her voice was almost angry and for moment he was frightened. Then as he watched her she lifted her shirt over the shelf of her bosom and leaned forward, pushing the largest nipple he had ever seen in to his oh so eager mouth.
He almost went past the point of arousal as, delighted, her large rubbery teat filled his mouth. Slowly she would pull it from between his sucking mouth and biting teeth, only to replace it with its partner in an instant. Still Jane worked her pussy muscles, milking him with all her strength. 
It couldn't go on forever. Suddenly Jane seemed to go mad. She thrust herself up and down on him, her sex making wet smacking sounds as her hairless lips tightened around his member, her clit pounding against his pubic bone. Mewing sounds escaping her lips as the climax took them both. Frantically she pulled her teat from his mouth and swung her breasts from side to side, slapping his face with her weighty dugs.
On shaky legs he stood and looked down at Jane. She lay on her side as she had fallen from him. She was obviously conscious but she made no attempt to move or sit up. The young man was now totally spent and all he wanted to do was get away from Jane and possible embarrassment. He pulled his pants and trousers up in one heave and stuffed his shirt more or less back inside his waistband.
"I-I- I must go. We'll say the inventory was all in order, shall we?" There was near panic in his voice and he shot from the flat like a startled rabbit. Jane just lay there, not so much unable to move as not wanting to. A satisfied glow filled her. 
The slamming of the door goaded Jane into movement. Her hand grasped the edge of the work surface and she heaved herself upright. Well I'd better get myself cleaned up, she thought. She could feel their mingled juices running down her inner thighs.
The cool water restored her to normality and she brushed her hair into some sort of order. Now perhaps she should have some coffee before she finished her packing. 
The coffee was half finished when there was another knock on the door. She looked at the clock, it must be the man from the storage company and she hadn't finished her packing!
He stood there, a man in early middle age, his hair just starting to thin but his body under the brown overall firm and hard.
"Oh I am sorry I don't know where the time has gone and I've not finished all the packing." His eyes were focused on her protuberant nipples. They almost left their sockets as she smoothed back her hair with one hand, making her right breast move and threaten to escape the T-shirt. "Perhaps you'd care for a coffee as I finish off?"
She knew he was behind her with his coffee, she could feel his presence, the shirt gaped as bending forward she sealed the box with some tape. She could have crouched just as easily and positioned herself differently so that he couldn't have seen up her shirt but then what would have been the fun? She could feel her pussy swollen and moist, well it was the start of another life wasn't it? And he did deserve a reward for waiting for her, didn't he? 
 
 



Chapter 6. Fair cop to fair concubine completed.

 
The bar was warm under her hands and she wasn't nervous, she had been through this three times so far.
"You don't think my breasts will be a bit too big, Mr Bright?" 
"Does it matter, girl? It’s what your Master wants that counts."
No it didn't really matter, he would and could do anything he wanted to. What had happened with Rhoda and Parker had made that abundantly clear. Parker was looking down at her and Jane felt certain there was going to be little sympathy from that silent quarter.
"Are you sure you don't want to see what your new face will look like?" A mixture of bitterness and bravado overwhelmed her.  She had after all signed her bond and now there was no going back.
"Does it matter, Mr Bright? It’s what my Master wants that counts." Bright caught the feeling of underlying anger and looked quizzically at the girl but didn't comment. He was familiar with the emotional ups and downs that new slaves went through. There was no going back for her now.
The familiar feeling of pressure came as the pump started to inject more immature cells into her breasts. Each breast looked almost bruised, the skin tight and swollen. Bright saw the worried look that crossed her face. 
"Not to worry, they'll settle down in a few days as before. The computer monitoring device ensures we keep shape and don't overdo it."  He turned to Parker and gave her instructions. "Ok Parker, disconnect Jane and ready her for surgery." 
Parker's hands were caressing and gentle as she worked on Jane's tits. She gave Jane a shy smile of encouragement and mouthed silently and deliberately.
"You'll be all right, he's a great surgeon." Jane found this kindness from her unexpected ally more disconcerting than any coldness. Her eyes filled with tears, she had difficulty focusing as she laid back on the trolley and realised that Parker too had gone through just as many, possibly more, changes than she was having to undergo. Her new-found friend handed her a tissue and a mighty blow of the nose made her feel much better. Life was up beat again.
 
She came to as though waking from a normal sleep. Slowly her body awoke and she lay in the enveloping warmth of the bed, feeling the now familiar desire warm her pussy. There was a tightness around her waist and she became aware of the familiar feel of a hard laced corset. It seemed as though she had always been corseted and her body accepted it as her normal state. 
Her clit seemed to pulse, demanding attention. Jane moved her heavy sleep laden legs apart and tentative she pushed her hand between her thighs.
Her hand jerked back as though shocked. The nylon plugs had been removed from her piercing and rings had taken their place. Awareness and memory came flooding back to Jane she had come to the clinic for her cosmetic surgery and now she'd had it. She would have spent the last five to ten days in a body tank to speed the healing process. Now the fact that she was in a bed and awake meant she was ready to start her bond contract proper. 
Also, her heart beat faster at the thought, the making of Jane Brown in to a new woman was complete. Almost afraid to rise and examine herself, she lay looking at door through the sight of her twin upthrust breasts. Through the material of the sheet she could see the outline of a thick rings that had replaced the nylon plugs and that now held her nipples fully erect.
There was a large mirror on one wall and with a convulsive jerk she threw back the sheet and almost jumped from the bed. For just a second her head swam as her heart rate caught up with her sudden movement. Jane's eyes stared at the stranger that gazed back at her. The figure was the epitome of submissive female sexuality. She could feel the blood pounding and her knees weakening.
Someone had spent time brushing her hair, it shone like golden helmet and flowed in gentle waves down her back. Unconsciously her hand lifted to her hair and caressed it. Her eyes focused on her hand. The time in the tank was the equivalent of some six weeks or longer, she saw that it was not just her hair that had grown but her nails as well. Never had her hands looked so soft, white, and with the nails longer than was practical as a WPC, much more feminine. 
Desperate though she was to see herself, she had subconsciously allowed her eyes to focus only on the unchanged portions of the new Jane. She had avoided looking at her new face, now she did. The small ring through her septum jolted her, it looked so crude and barbaric to see it there even though the ring itself was smooth, seamless and of a high quality. The nose itself was now straight and neat, at last was in balance with her small heart shaped face and its high cheekbones. Her eyes crossed as she attempted to see the curve in her nose that was no longer there. For a moment she felt as though she were looking out from someone else's eyes.
Full red lips pouted almost sullenly back at her. Lips that though cleanly defined, looked as though a manic lover had attempted to kiss her to death and left them bruised and swollen.  
It was her eyes that lit up her face. Gone were the heavy lids and rather small eyes. Although still slightly slanted now her eyes looked large, even huge. It was as though they had been hidden and now were displayed in their true glory. Even their colour seemed different, instead of a grey blue, they had taken on a stronger cornflower blue. 
Jane half closed her lids and instead of her thick lashes making her eyes look almost hamster-ish, they decorated her pale blue lids like a fine lace fringe. Looking closer, she could see, tattooed along the inner lids upper and lower, a fine black line to add even greater definition to her eyes.
She stepped away from the mirror to take in her whole body. For the first time she saw clearly her big nipples. The thick rings were what she was already used to, possibly slightly thicker and of finer manufacture but still rings. It was the nipples and aureoles themselves that were different. Where before they had been light pink in colour now they had been stained or tattooed a rich dark plum colour. There was an almost obscene definition to them as they stood proud on her large white bosoms.
Jane took in those fine lush dugs on which her ripe plums were mounted. There large size was even more exaggerated by the waist-whittling corset. 
"So much for the final touch! More like final shovel full!" she thought.  The cells injected into her breasts had matured all right and had added to their already not inconsiderable size since she was last conscious. Not that they were just globes. No, these had the firm shapely thrusting pointedness of young maturity, definitely not the overblown gourds of middle age. There was know no sign of the criss-cross effect of the nylon polymer tubes or the scars of inserts, only the faintest natural marbling of veins under a translucent white skin.
Her hands caressed, crushed and fondled her new breasts. She imagined strong male hands finding pleasure in their firm yet soft texture. Her pussy pulsed and she could feel her cunt moisten at the thought.
There was a general rounding out to what had been Jane's almost boyish figure. It had started to show before the last operation. Caused by the change in the exorcise program she had been forced to follow, she had found any aerobic exorcise other than swimming difficult with her bust liable to bounce alarming. The subtle layer of flesh gave her an added voluptuousness.
Early on too in her breast enlargement program she had also found it necessary to thrust back her shapely rear to maintain the erect carriage that was her normal posture. However now her breasts were fully developed this was even more necessary.  
Her Master's tame surgeon had added other embellishments that she had been unprepared for. At her navel, escaping from under the edge of the waspy corset, was a small neat ring. Tentatively she pulled at it. It was as though a small electric shock had travelled from her navel to her clit. Jane found it difficult to decide if the sensation were a pleasant or unpleasant one, but it was definitely different. 
Looking down at the glint of metal adorning her vagina, she saw lines of colour that were new to the fleshy pink petals of her sex. The size of Jane's new bust made it uncomfortable for her to lean forward and examine what had been done to her pussy so she pulled a chair into position in front of the mirror and seated herself on it. She slid her bottom to the edge of the seat and placed her feet on the wall either side of the mirror. The corset dug into her ribs but she ignored it, mesmerised by what had been done to her denuded pussy. 
All four rings were now in place, one in the clitoral hood and two in the clitoris itself. The inner and outer labia of each side held to each other by a common ring, making three and four.  These third and fourth rings caused her sex to gape slightly open with her legs spread wide, displaying the slick vivid pink of her vaginal wall. If this were not enough, her clitoris hood, the edges of her inner labia and a area of some one centimetres radius around her anus had been  coloured to match her nipples. 
Entranced, she flexed her legs and watched as her pussy pouted open and closed, her fat pink clit held clear of its painted cowl by its ring looking for all the world like the stamen of some exotic orchid.
She was in the midst of an involuntary orgasm caused by her admiration of her own body when the man’s voice spoke quietly and calmly in to her left ear. 
"Jane, Rhoda and Suzi will be with you in twenty minutes to help you dress and bring you to your new home. Be ready when they arrive." 
The climax was too far on to halt but it was with difficulty that Jane stopped herself from falling from the chair as her feet slid from the wall and her legs thumped down on to the floor. 
Wildly she looked around but there was no one there. Her pulse raced and for a moment she was afraid she was going mad then she remembered the receiver inserted at the time of her first operation. It had never been activated before but now she was a fully-fledged Bond Slave and this would be the reality of her service. Responding to the voice of her Master no matter where she was.
 



Chapter 7. Chained cop.

 
The towel was damp from drying herself but it was the only thing that came to hand when there was a knock on the door. It was Rhoda, her robe thrown back to show her face. By her side was a similarly robed figure who, as Jane looked at her, pushed back her own robe to reveal black hair and beautiful oriental features.
"Hi! This is Suzi." The mouth without its gag was neat and shapely, the voice soft and sweet. "We haven't got a lot of time the Master is expecting us back in an hour.
"My, you’re going to make some of the studs that fuck us cream their pants." The unexpected coarseness of the remark made in such ladylike tones by Suzi and with just a hint of the Orient, made Jane blush.  She felt annoyed at herself for her embarrassment, for the police are not renowned for the quality of their language amongst themselves.
"You bet," said Rhoda as both the girls entered the room, letting the door fall closed behind them. "And what a job Bright's done on this one." As she passed by the dumbstruck Jane, Suzi had pulled the damp towel away from around her leaving her naked apart from a shower cap.
"Let us prepare our new sister of subjugation for our Master or he will be displeased." The change from barrack room directness to flowery verbiage made Jane giggle aloud. 
"You'll soon get used to Suzi," said Rhoda. "She's the original Oriental nut."
Both the girls removed their robes to reveal what could have passed for severe grey dresses that any female bank clerk might have worn. That is if the bank clerks had worn slave collars and their dresses ultra tight over heavily corseted waists. 
Hour-glass was not the word to describe them, both had waists that a man with large hands could have spanned and if Rhoda had the more dramatic figure, Suzi made up for it with the tight roundness of her sweet ass and the firm pointedness of her tits. 
The neckline of their grey uniforms was not unduly low but the very tightness ensured that the upper slopes of both girls’ busts were pushed up into two pleasing mounds between neckline and their slave collars, giving a pleasing cleavage for a man to stare down in to. Both girls’ skirts were was so tight as to allow only the shortest of hobbled steps. Jane watched entranced as Rhoda jiggled to the bed and placed upon it a large hold-all.
For the next twenty minutes Jane could only stand like some life sized Barbi doll as the bag was emptied and she was turned into the perfect bondage slave. 
An incredibly tight corset of black patent pseudo leather with silver trim was strapped closed around her waist.
"Don' worry, the causet ha been made to measua fo' you." The strain of pulling the corset tight around Jane whilst being heavily corseted herself was making Suzi's ethnic origins show. Jane could only stand and watch herself in the mirror. Her over large bosom seemed to swell and thrust out aggressively as the straps were progressively tightened. Flushed and breathless, she watched her breasts rise and fall alarming as she struggled to re-learn the knack of breathing with only the top half of her lungs.
Never had she seen her own waist look so small! Any reincarnated Victorian would have gone in to raptures over her hour-glass shape.
Rhoda dropped shoes down on the floor by Jane's feet. Her own corset and tight dress made bending to help Jane put them on near impossible. The shoes were of the latest style.  The height of heel ensured that Jane was only a fraction away from being on tiptoe when wearing them. They were hardly more than a thin sole with the lightest of straps that went around the toes. In fact they looked impossible to wear or to keep on.  
The secret of their construction, though, was in the material of the shoe itself.  Looking as though it were made of silver, it was in fact was the latest heat sensitive plastic. Where the shoe touched the sole of the foot, as the temperature of the material approached body heat, it adhered firmly to the skin.
 Now what can only be described as a metal bust support was offered up to the front of her corset. The top half comprised two pairs of wide fingers shaped to match the curve of her tits, the lower was flat and with holes that aligned with twist latches that locked it to her rigid corset. Made of a silvery metal with ornate filigree work, as it was fixed securely to the corset Jane's breasts were compressed and her ringed plum coloured teats were extruded succulently between each pair of fingers. As if this weren't enough, small heavy silver bells were clipped to each of the nipple rings.
It came as no surprise to Jane when the collar that matched the other girls was locked around her own throat but when her elbows were fixed together behind her back by close coupled silver cuffs she was forced to protest.
"Is this all necessary?  I can't run away corseted like this and anyway he could track me down in minutes."
"That's not the point," Rhoda looked very earnest as she spoke. "You have to be initiated into your role."
"It's our Master's fantasy you’re fulfilling anyway," said Suzi more practically, having regained her breath and lost most of her accent.
"Part your legs," ordered Rhoda, who commenced to thread a fine silver chain through each labial ring and around a thigh, carefully adjusting the chains length so that Jane's pussy was now held slightly open in an invitation to fuck. The chains were supported at various points by secondary chains from the edge of her corset so they couldn't slip down her thighs. 
Jane had just started to contemplate what would happen if she took too long a stride when this worry was removed from her. Ankle cuffs were fitted, the connecting chain approximately fifteen inches long, so that only short hobble steps were now possible.
"Nearly done," said Rhoda as she fitted a further chain between elbow cuffs and the centre of the hobble chain.
Suzi was not idle for she had been fitting slips of translucent purple silk to the back and front of Jane's corset. It did little to hide her charms but they did adorn them deliciously.
"There's just this little item left, Jane." The item in question dangled from a short chain from Rhoda's fingers like some old fashioned pull in a WC.
"Where the hell does that go?" The robing and bondage had worn through Jane's store of patience.
"i a gag." Suzi's accent had returned due to stress. "i go in yor mouf." 
"Not in my bloody mouth it doesn't!" Jane stood defiant, teeth gritted firmly shut.
"Oh dear." Rhoda looked apologetic. "I think it would be better if you just took it into your mouth."
"No way!" The two words were squeezed between clenched teeth.
The twist on Jane's left nipple ring got the gag half in. The twist on her right got it firmly behind her teeth. 
Jane stood, nipples throbbing, outraged at what Rhoda had done to her.  Her breath snorted angrily from her nostrils in short panting bursts. Already her jaws had started to ache, the gag forcing her mouth wide. It was soft so that it didn't hurt her mouth or teeth but it was also curiously heavy, the reason for which Jane found out almost immediately. Rhoda had connected the gag’s chain to her nose ring and she quickly realised that were she to force the gag from her mouth, as she could, it would leave it dangling from her tender septum.  Her eyes watered at the very thought.
 Jane moved slightly as Suzi, with breathless grunts, brushed out her long hair and plaited it for her. The stranger in the mirror stared back at her, rounded white bosoms and large teats shook deliciously as Suzi's continued her enthusiastic efforts. A low silvery tinkle of sound came from her belled teats and Jane's mood shifted again to one of delight as she looked at this beauty in the mirror. She looked like some pagan princess captured in some barbaric battle and sold to slavery.
There was a knock at the door.
"Are you ready yet?" The voice was deep and very masculine.
"Jus’ finished, you come in now." 
The door opened and the chauffeur that had delivered Rhoda on her first visit to Jane stood in the frame.
"What a lush piece of cunt!" The casual obscenity caused Jane to blush to the roots of her hair.
Large, blond and extremely good-looking, he dwarfed the room as he stepped in to it, kicking the door shut behind him. He pushed back his cap on his close cropped blond head and opened his arms wide. Rhoda and Suzi stepped compliantly into his embrace, arms like the branches of an oak tree encircled them. Then all three stood contemplating Jane. 
Jane felt her own juices start as his hands fondled their breasts and they began to squirm with pleasure, she clenched her thighs together feeling the heat rise inside of her.
"I hope I can do something to deserve a go at this little piece." Suzi's small fist thumped in to his chest.
"You no satisfied with Rhoda an’ me?" 
"Of course me little darlin’ but I've got a big appetite, have'n I?" 
Rhoda gave a little giggle. "Yeah, but like the rest of you its not as big as you think!"
 
They had covered Jane with a yashmak and obeah so that outwardly she looked like any other "Guinness Bottle", as the respectable robed women of society were called by the less formal classes. She stood stock still in the lift surrounded by her similarly robed companions and the big chauffeur called Mike. The lift stopped abruptly and she felt a thrill as momentarily her boobs carried on wobbling until they caught up with the rest of her body.
The mirror had shown her a lovely exotic stranger and it would take a long time for her to acclimatise to the fact that the stranger was her. Equally strange was the feeling that she was a passenger in a body not her own. Not that she felt semi conscious or disembodied, no she had never felt more alive. Even the stricture of corset, bonds and gag seemed to be part of a new world that was brighter coloured and richer in sensation than the old.
She looked through the veil of the yashmak at the seemingly familiar world she knew so well but was no longer part of. The short walk across the lobby was hardly sufficient time to come to terms with her chains and hobbles, thankfully Mike nor the girls made any attempt to make her walk faster. Not that the girls could have gone much faster, the tightness of their own skirts precluded this.
The day was bright and sunny though cool and Jane could feel cool air caress the bare flesh of her body as it blew around and under her light robes.  She found herself squinting in to the bright sun, it was so bright that the veil hardly dimmed the light at all. 
Mike walked before them and opened the door of the large luxurious dyno car. First Rhoda climbed inside, then with an encouraging gesture from Mike, Jane ducked her head and got in, followed closely by Suzi. The door was shut with a firm clunk and Jane was sat snugly between the two girls. 
The leather seats exuded a smell of opulence and luxury and Jane's pulse raced as though she had inhaled a heady perfume. She sat, attempting to come to terms with her body and her surroundings, hardly aware of Mike climbing in to the driver’s seat and boosting the gyro. 
A driver! That alone screamed money for who but the madly wealthy would employ a chauffeur when cheap guidance systems were readily available. Driving was hardly dirty, difficult or dangerous enough to warrant the use of a human being. 
Two hands playing with her tit bells broke into her reverie.  Suzi and Rhoda had parted the robe and her breasts jutted through the gap, large round and stark against the black silk.
"We didn't really get much time to enjoy her big teats, Suzi."
"Nooo.." The voice was indistinct for Suzi's hand had stopped playing with the bell and began to squeeze and fondle Jane's soft white breast meat where it spilled over and around the bustier.  Even as Jane began to moan with reluctant pleasure, Suzi fed a large purple teat plum into her mouth, gripping it between her small white teeth. Letting go of the breast with her hand she began trying to pull and suckle more of Jane's breast through the filigree fingers of the bustier.  Suzi began to shake the teat, making the breast wobble and the bell ring, worrying it as a dog might worry and pull at a stick. 
"That looks like fun, I think I'll give it a go."
Jane's moans became a shrill keen of pained pleasure, providing a background noise against which the silvery tones of the bells chimed. Helpless, she could only sit as Rhoda joined in the action with equal vigour. In vain she tried to pull her teats free of those teasing teeth but it was useless, her chains made vigorous action impossible. All she could do was squirm as her sex moistened with unwilling excitement.
Mike looked into his rear view mirror but all he could see was two black covered heads blocking his view of the new girl. However the sound that came from her made his cock hard and rigid. Oh for the opportunity, he thought, of time with this one!
It was quite a long walk to the Jordan Tower from where Mike parked the dyno car as it was in the centre of a landscaped pedestrian area from which motorised vehicles were banned. Jane, from her days on the beat, knew that there was a service road which Mike could have used but this was obviously against his orders. The block pavement made it necessary for her to place her feet carefully, the chamfered edges would allow her heels to slip and twist and to fall chained as she was would be bad news.
She could feel the perspiration start to cover her skin and her breasts rise and fall rapidly at the strain of her efforts to walk even approximately normally. The feeling of being a stranger in her own body returned stronger than ever. Her big tits moved with a life of their own, swaying and joggling in their silver bustier as she tried to come to terms with the stricture of her bondage and the uneven surface. It wasn't just the fact that they wobbled, everything was determined by their size and weight: the way she held herself, the way she moved, even the fact that now they blocked the sight of her own feet when she looked down.
If that wasn't enough, the corset heightened her awareness of her body by its rigid grip, her lower belly swelled from under its grasp in a ripe solid curve, high-flying the sensations the rings imposed on her engorged labia. 
Her heel caught on a badly set block and it was only the girls on either side of her that stopped her falling but there again the strangeness, her body had a life of its own different from what she remembered.
All this self-consciousness plus the constant tinkle from her nipple bells made her positive that passing pedestrians could here loud and clearly and know what she had become. They would know immediately that she was a "bondswoman".
 



Chapter 8. Initiation.

 
Even the lobby of Jordan Tower was luxurious, the marble floor was smooth and gleaming. The hundreds of pedestrians and visitors hardly began to fill the vast space. Mike led the three girls to a small lift with no controls except for a security panel which he pressed his hand against. A door slid open and they all walked into the lift capable of taking approximately eight people. The walls of the lift were covered with mirrors set in expensive looking surrounds of exquisite design.
Smoothly and with scarce a sensation of movement, the lift gathered speed. The doors had hardly shut before Rhoda and Suzi shed their robes and, handing them to Mike, began to remove Jane's. Standing there in the centre of the lift, she could only stare at the gagged alien being in the mirror that was herself.
The lift came to a halt so smoothly as to make the change in motion almost indiscernible. There was little that Jane could do save move out with the others. Her face flamed; this was to all intent public domain and all could see her status and her condition.
A young executive walked past them and gave a low whistle of appreciation.
"New girl, Suzi?" 
"Yes, just joined us." Suzi had reverted to the upper class accent that she used when she wasn't stressed.
The corridor was long and wide, people both men and women passed them by. All stared avidly at the nubile young woman so stringently corseted and chained. The nipple bell, unmuffled by robes, tinkled energetically as she walked with short hobbled steps along marble passage.
There was a warmth that began to fill her as she realised she was enjoying the walk. Jane couldn't stop herself from rolling her hips in such a way as to make the sexlip chains pull gently on her labia. She was lost in this state of self-gratification when they reached some solid teak doors with brass fitments that showed the evidence of much manual polishing.
Through the doors and in to a large luxurious anti room empty of anyone save a pretty auburn haired girl dressed in a grey dress that looked similar to the ones worn by Rhoda and Suzi.
"Fiona, this is Jane." 
Fiona smiled warmly at Jane and then spoke in to a small intercom on the desk in front of her. "Master, the new girl is here."
"Put up the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign and bring them all in, Fi." The girl swung her stool free of the desk and, as Jane watched, slowly rose from the twin dildoes that were fitted on the chair that she had been seated upon. The liquid evidence of excitement gleamed on them as, with an almost audible slurp, she stood free. With no evidence of embarrassment she walked, hips swinging, over to the door they had just come through and pushed a button that obviously lit the 'Do Not Disturb' sign referred to. 
Fiona's outfit was similar to Rhoda and Suzi's but where their dresses had the tightest of skirts, her grey outfit had the shortest of flounced skirts. The style was reminiscent of those worn by caricature French maids in a farce. Bare ass and stocking tops clearly in view, her hips swivelled as though in personal celebration of her state and excitement as she walked back from the entrance to the suit and opened the inner doors for them to enter.
Mr Jordan sat at a large impressive rose wood desk, a look of expectation and pleasure on his face. "Well, I see Mr Bright has excelled himself." He looked Jane squarely in the face. "Though I must compliment you, Jane, he did have basically very good material to work with."
Jane had found the going hard as soon as she had entered her Master's suit. The combination of hobbled ankles and high shoes caused her to catch her heels in the deep pile of the carpet and she had to concentrate to ensure she didn't trip and fall. Her Master stared, fascinated at the way in which her "designer" boobs moved as she struggled to regain her breath and composure. She could feel the trickle of saliva escaping the gag and running down her chin.  
He looked around at the other members of his personal harem. "Well, girls what do you think of your new colleague?"  
At last, standing still before his desk, Jane had her first opportunity to take in the other people in the room. The question he had posed was a rhetorical one and there was no sound from her fellow slaves as they stood looking at her.
Zoe, the black girl, she knew from her first interview with her Master. Master! It had rapidly become normal to think and refer to him with this title. There was Suzi and Rhoda who had brought her here today. Fiona from the reception and two other girls, one a white blond Valkyrie and the other a slim elfin looking waif with dead white skin and the blackest of hair. All formed a large semi circle around her, facing the desk.
"How about you, Jane, are you satisfied with your new form?"  He looked at Jane in mock surprise. "Silly me, of course you can't reply, can you?" She watched as he came from behind the desk and walked towards her. "I think you can spit out the gag now." His hand was held out to catch it as with stiff tongue and numb jaw she tried to rid herself of the heavy gag. 
It was a slow job but at last it slipped from her mouth but instead of his hand being there to catch it as it popped from between her lips, the full weight of the gag was left to dangle from her tender septum. The pull could only be stood for a fraction of a second and with a squeal of surprise and pain she let herself collapse and followed the gag down to the floor, knees and gag hitting the floor with a near simultaneous thump.
Jordan looked down at his new acquisition and felt his prick jerk in pleasurable anticipation of his mastery. She was trussed and chained and made deliciously helpless for him. He could admire the tattooing along the edges of the fat vaginal lips linking with the pool of colour around her anus, the erotic glint from her complement of chains and pussy rings, the manner in which her heavy full gourds threatened to spill from the bustier. There was little doubt that breasts the size of those would squash the teat fruit into the carpet in a delightful manner if freed of the bustier. Even so her nipples pushed deep into the pile, tormenting the sensitive flesh.
Through watering eyes, Jane could do little other than blink at the heavy gag that lay on the floor close to her eyes, tethering her to the spot. "Now girl, some questions." Jordan's voice was hard and merciless. "Do you still wish to be my Bondswoman?" 
There was little that Jane could say or do other than give affirmation, she was too far along to go back now.
"Yes, Master." Her voice had a tremor in it that Jordan noted and enjoyed.
"Do you accept my right to do with you as I will and to punish you as I deem fit?"
"Yes - yes Master!" Where the hell was this leading?
"Who gave you permission to allow others the use of your body?" A feeling of dread filled Jane. He knew, he knew. Perhaps she could bluff it out. 
“No one has used my body, Master."
"Don't lie, girl! You have just increased your punishment. Lying is never permitted by my slaves. The young man called Villiers and the removal man called Johnson. Do you deny it?"
It was with a feeling of surprise that she heard herself say. "No Master, I don't deny it." So that was the removal man’s name, Johnson. He had been an excellent lover with control and staying power, not like John Villiers who, for all his youth and beauty, had finished too quickly for her.
"Do you still accept my right to punish you?" Anger rose within her. What option did she have? If she refused she would have a financial millstone around her neck and no job to pay for it. At best she would be forced into legal prostitution, at worst she would become a raddled and used "privateer".
"I'll accept my punishment." There was a lump in her throat that felt like half a house brick and she had difficulty swallowing.
"Vivian and Rhoda, prepare her."
She watched as female hands released her nose ring from the tethering weight of the gag. Two sets of hands gripped her upper arms and lifted her to her feet. The two girls, the one referred to as Vivian was the large Nordic type, knew precisely what was expected of them. The chain that joined elbow and ankle hobbles was released from the ankles and connected to a hook let down from the ceiling. At the same time the bustier was removed from the corset and her breasts freed and unfettered.
Most of the tears had been blinked away now and Jane could see her Master push a button on a small remote. There was a low tinkling whirring noise as the chain that led from the centre of her elbow hobble was wound up and she could feel it begin to pull on her linked elbows. At first her elbows were pulled back and up until they touched then, as the chain continued to shorten, she was forced to bend forward from the hips. Her full dugs hung from her chest like some huge exotic fruit, the simile made even more apt by the vibrant colouring of her big teats.
The strain was immense. Jane began to whimper as Suzi pulled the remnants of translucent material that passed for a skirt out of the way and tucked them around the chain that linked her wrists. Jane felt that all she wanted was for the punishment to start, in the belief that the sooner begun the sooner she could stand upright again, nothing could be worse than this.
"It's always difficult to decide how to judge the first punishment. We don't want to be unjust." God, why doesn't he just get on with it? thought Jane. "But on the other hand we don't want you to think you can disobey me lightly."  
Jane had commenced shifting from one foot to the other to attempt to relieve the tension on her elbows, her breasts swaying heavily. "So I have decided that five stokes should be sufficient." She could manage five strokes of the cane or crop without too much difficulty, then she would be released! "Yes, five per breast and cheek should be sufficient." 
"Nooo!" The appeal was wrenched from her lips even as the first stroke came down hard across the left cheek of her ass. Each stroke was carefully considered and applied. None broke the skin and no more than a light ridge was raised on her soft white bottom but how it hurt! 
The girls watched the new recruit receive her initiation, fascinated by the way in which her breasts moved and her adorned labia winked and fluttered, as she jiggled and fought her ankle hobbles. Only when she had ceased to dance from the effect of each stroke was the next applied. There was a sheen of perspiration across Jane's exposed flesh that highlighted the lines of punishment and six bottom cheeks clenched in sympathy at the pain they knew she was enduring, yet not one was unaroused by the sound and sight of this big-titted girl being beaten.
Jordan changed canes out of Jane's line of sight. To all appearance the cane looked the same but it was of much lighter construction and would have to have been used considerably harder to even approach the effect of the first. The pain of the first cut across her hanging tit would have made Jane doubt this but though the sound was loud and again she danced and bounced her breasts to alleviate the pain, no welt was raised. Only a thin red line marked her succulent jugs. Three strokes across the upper slope and two on the under curve of her breasts.
The nipple bells added their contribution to the general moans and squeals, not all from Jane.  Had she been in a state to appreciate her audience, she would have seen all the girls clad in flounced skirts playing avidly with their wet eager pussies and poor Rhoda and Suzi in their ultra tight skirts, unable to do more than squirm their hips and push their hands at taut fabric covered crotches.
It was only the easing of the strain on her elbows that made Jane realise that her punishment was over. Her chains were removed and she was free to rub and comfort her abused flesh. 
Her Master's voice broke in to her misery. "Now, girl, you start afresh. And this being your first day proper we have a little ceremony you must take part in."
As Jordan spoke two of the girls had set a chair in the centre of the clear space in front of the desk. He sat. "Come here, Jane." His voice had taken on a softer, more throaty quality. She didn't know what to expect but knew it would involve her in some sexual act and was surprised to find her pussy moist and eager to fulfil its role. 
His hands caressed his lap and the front of his trousers opened up baring his rigid blood filled cock. "Come here, Jane, and straddle my lap." Oh how she wanted to refuse, to tell this man that she wasn't just a hot body to played with and used. But it would be a lie for that was what she had agreed to become, the bargain she had made and her own body betrayed her for she could feel her pussy flooding with desire.
Straddling his thighs she took his rigid member into her hand and offered it to her swollen love lips, held open and eager by its fine labial chains. As she sunk down on to his prick a sigh of satisfaction escaped her and involuntarily her vagina tightened around him. Her hands rested lightly on his shoulders and, as she raised and lowered herself gently and oh so slowly, on his shaft, his lips suckled her teats until she could control herself no longer. Dragging her tender nipples from his mouth she swung her cane-marked breasts violently from side to side, revelling in their mass and the pull of the rings and bells as she made the bells ring out sharp and loud.
Her Master's control was superb but even he couldn't last forever and, with a grunt, they both came. If Jordan thought he knew what a highly sexed woman was like before, this chemically enhanced woman was a whole new model. Jane went mad as the climax hit her, bouncing and writhing on his deeply buried shaft. Pressing his head between her soft cushions, she threatened to smother him until he was forced bite his way free with a passion that matched hers.
Their audience of six were clapping enthusiastically as they quietened and Jane felt herself flame red. Never had another woman seen her fucked by a man. As his hands cupped her hindquarters and lifted her from him, she could feel their mingled essences flowing down her thighs. 
"Turn, slave, and offer me your arse." 
Normally Jordan had to allow some time before he could move on to stage two of his personal indoctrination ceremony but Jane had so aroused him as to make a delay unnecessary. Her ass was neat yet roundly womanly, the marks of her beating were livid and sharp and he could feel the heat from her rear radiate against his naked crotch. As she lowered herself he parted her cheeks, admiring the plum coloured adornment to her anus, it seemed to flutter as the head of his cock brushed the tight opening.
Dread yet eagerness filled her, the pain and discomfort of anal sex both attracted and repelled her. The head of his penis broke through the tight ring of her ass, she wriggled to seat it deeper home and even as she did so a little bomb exploded inside her. God, would her body never let her have rest! Even her sore cheeks added to her arousal and excitement.
The strong hands of her Master encircled her. Tit flesh overflowed his hands. He would have had to be a giant to contain such bounty in one hand alone. As he leaned back in the chair, pulling Jane back with him, his prick was forced the last half-inch of its length into her ass and she moaned with pained delight. 
Jordan parted his legs between her thighs, making her open hers even wider. The girls watched as thigh chains pulling on the rings piercing her tattooed labia opened her sex wide to reveal the vivid pink of her inner depths. Jane moaned through bitten, bruised lips. Her audience watched, unsure if in pain or pleasure.
"Come, slaves, pay your dues to your new playmate, share the juices of our delight!"
Her eyes had closed as she leaned back against her Master but the soft wet tongue made them fly open. Between her wide spread thighs a black head sucked gently at her erect clit and a tongue delved between her opened lips. It was hopeless, there was no stopping the climax roll through her and as it did so her ass gripped and worked on the hard shaft that filled it. 
Teats, clit, labia, each received the homage of her sisters in bondage as they symbolically shared the spendings of Jane and their Master. Orgasm after orgasm took her until at last when her Master could control himself no longer, his hot seed filling her made her swoon clean away.
 



Chapter 9. Perfection’s a hard road.

 
After she had recovered from her initiation into the harem, at their Master's command, the other girls had removed her confining chains and cuffs leaving only her collar and bells in place. Then he had instructed Fiona to settle her in to her new home. 
Relatively free of bonds now, she felt more naked than when she had first arrived. Although not busy, there were still people coming and going from rooms and offices. The news of the arrival of a new Bond Slave seemed to spread like wildfire ahead of them and the further they walked along the passages of the huge Tower complex, the more people came from the offices to look, stare and comment.
"God, look at those breasts!"
"What teats! They’re ginormous!"
"What a walking wet dream!"
"What a sweet piece of pussy! I hope my performance gets me a piece of that!"
The journey along the corridors of marble had seemed endless, if there had been sufficient fabric in her skimpy skirt she would have used it to cover her face but tearing part of it free would have only exposed her pussy or ass to a greater extent than the translucent material did already. Her teat bells rang a musical accompaniment to their progress as they strutted along on their high heels.
At last they arrived at the apartment allocated to Jane and it was with relief that the door closed behind them. At first Jane was too busy fighting off waves of embarrassment and excitement to take in her new surroundings. She was not at all sure whether to be ashamed or aroused by the reaction of the staff of company. 
The apartment, when at last she had cooled enough to take it in, comprised only two rooms, a bathroom and bed-sitting room, but each was of mammoth proportions. The sheer luxury of the apartment had slowly smothered the feelings of self-loathing caused by her enjoyment of her initiation. Fiona had watched her explore the flat and at last broke the silence. 
"Well, I'll leave you to explore your new home. Someone will be along to collect you about nine thirty tomorrow morning."
"Aren't you going to help me undress? I'll take forever to get out of this costume on my own." Jane tugged at the silvery collar that fitted snugly around her neck. "And what about this?"
"Girl, we all have to get in and out of far more stringent costumes than that on your own, so you might as well start learning now." Fiona made for the door, her lushly rounded butt twitching sexily from side to side. "And as for the collar, like mine," her finger tugged at her own, "it's a permanent fixture on us all!”
Alone for the first time, Jane examined her new home again. She could not resist touching everything and hugging herself with pleasure. It was going to be all right after all! If it was in her nature to enjoy such forced degradation there was little after all that she could do to change it. Jane, at least whilst she was on an adrenaline high, felt totally satiated and physically at one with herself. It was to be the next day that she would learn there was still much to come to terms with. 
 Removing the bustier and bells had been easy and she had put these away carefully in one of the few empty drawers she found inside the extensive clothes closet. Most of the drawers were crammed with clothes and costumes of all types which she was too tired to examine in detail.  The corset was another matter, the struggle to remove that threatened to make her cry with frustration. It took all of twenty minutes to undo the first strap, by which time she was bright red and dripping with sweat. However, once this was done, she was able to undo the others in a few more minutes. 
Her reflection stared back at her, hair plastered to her head and face gleaming with perspiration. She stood on one leg and struggled to peel off her silver shoe, heavy cane marked breasts swaying lustily as she did so. She watched, fascinated with herself as she repeated the process with the other shoe, deliberately shaking her tits harder than necessary to enjoy the sight and sensation of her own body.
God, she was beat! It may have been a short day but had it been a hectic day since her rebirth as a Slave. Deciding against further investigation of her new home or even the strain of a shower she made for the bed and collapsed into its soft enveloping warmth. In seconds she was asleep.
 
The morning sun beat upon her eyes but she refused to wake, she was too snug. It was the voice in her head that jerked her back to reality. 
"Jane, I expect you in my office by nine thirty to commence your duties. Be ready when you’re called for. I do not make a habit of giving out wake up calls so be warned that in future if you’re, late you will pay a penalty." For a second there was silence then the voice spoke again. "Welcome to your new life. May you find pleasure in your slavery and satisfaction in your condition. I welcome such a lovely, warm addition to my harem." The voice went silent and Jane felt herself blush. Pleasure or shame? She was not sure why but she felt her sex heat and moisten.
She was fully awake now and with no chance or desire to continue sleeping. Nature and the bathroom called, there was a pressure on her bladder and although the girls had wiped and cleaned her whilst she was chained and helpless she could feel a stickiness between her thighs. Luxurious thick white towels hung over heated rails, there were mirrored cabinets full of cosmetics and perfumes, a huge bath and not least a large shower cubicle. All for her use and delight.
Deciding to shower, she stepped in to the cubicle, closing the door after her. The water was hot and perfectly controlled. Fierce needles of water beat at her tender bruised breasts. The sensation was painful yet invigorating. She turned so that the hot spray massaged the back of her neck, it was almost sexual in sensuality. 
The shower gel covered her in a mass of white foam and her soft hand supported the heavy rounded mass of one breast. Looking down she examined her plum coloured teat, admiring its rich new colour. Lifting the nipple ring until in the palm of her free hand, it came as a surprise to her as to how large her teats had grown. The thick nipple crossed almost three-quarters of her small palm. She giggled. A small palm for Jane but a huge teat for breast kind! 
The soapy ring slid through her fingers and she folded her hand around her thick rubbery nipples. It felt almost penis-like in consistency. Gently she masturbated its soapy length. The sensation was unbelievable! First one then the other nipple was wanked. There was a line of pleasure that ran from each teat, through her navel and to her erect clit. She was coming! Jane clamped her thighs together, she could feel all her sexlip rings. As the climax deepened she took up her nipple rings, stretching and shaking her heavy breasts by their teats. 
It took a cold water shower and douche to make her feel able to step from the cubicle.
She felt weakened and drained as she sat eating a light breakfast of cereal and fresh fruit from the well stocked refrigerator, but oh so incredibly alive. She had just finished drying and combing her hair when her mentor for the day arrived. 
It was Zoe who came to help her at the start of her first full day as a slave. There was time so they sat over coffee talking. 
"What will happen today?" 
"I expect our Master will give you a task for the day."
"What sort of task?"
"It could be anything from spending the day as a host to some big client or cleaning the lavs! It’s whatever he decides he wants done," Zoe looked seriously deep into her half empty coffee cup. "But whatever it is you better make sure it’s done well, promptly and willingly or you won’t like the outcome."
"You mean he'll whip me again?"
"That and a bit more." Jane was thoughtful but she remembered the sensations that had flooded her body as she had been caned, her pussy moistened but she felt no fear. "Most times our work falls into three categories, ornamental, functional and sexual. Normally it's a combination of all three. There's few days we don't get our brains screwed out." A big smile lit up her black velvet face. "Not that I'm complaining, it gets quite addictive after a while."
The coffee cup was set down and Zoe stood up.
"I dare say you found your work uniforms when you had a look around the apartment last night? Well as a rule of thumb, unless told otherwise, you wear the grey dresses with the flared skirt, that's so your sex and ass are available at all times." The casual coarseness of Zoe's words made Jane wince. "If you know you are going out with the Master on business you would normally wear the tight skirted model." Zoe pulled open the drawer in the dressing table and took out a white silk corset. "You’re to be corseted most of the time your working and they must be laced tight closed at all times. Otherwise you won't be able to zip up your uniforms!" 
Even white teeth flashed in her beautiful black face again as she smiled both reassurance and self-satisfaction at Jane.  She put a hand on her own small corseted waist and rocked her shoulders so that her own full breasts moved with a heavy liquidity at odds with the rigidity of her corseted waist. There was little doubt that Zoe enjoyed her own femininity and her sexual slavery.
"With all the practice that you've had recently I'm sure you’re used to putting your corset on but I'll help you this morning." 
 
It felt most peculiar to be walking, in fact almost marching, in step with Zoe along the long marble corridors of the upper floors of the Jordan Centre. Her rigidly constricted waist transmitted all the movement that should have been in her back to her hips and breasts making her short multi petticoated skirt swish from side to side across her naked butt and her tits joggle deliciously. The clip clip of stiletto heels jarring on hard floor added a second dimension to her gait, making those same petticoats flap and flip against tender buttocks and adding a shiver to the sway of breast. 
All this made Jane's pulse beat faster, she wasn't sure whether to be sorry or thankful that at this precise moment the corridors were deserted. The slightest movement revealed the lower curve of her bare, cane striped buttocks, as well as the white of thigh between stocking top and thigh. Already her pussy rings felt greased and slippery, the effect of the cold water hadn't lasted long!
"Now remember, Jane, you must comply with all commands from Mr Jordan or you'll be punished. It may be your bag to be spanked, caned or whipped but whatever you get it will still hurt like billy-o." Jane had heard this all before and the pleasure she had received after her caning the previous day tended to make her blasé about the whole matter. "Remember, enough whipping is erotic, too much is bloody painful!" 
Zoe realised she might have well been talking to herself. Ah well, this new girl would soon learn the truth of the matter. Unconsciously she clenched her own firm cheeks, not that she was averse to a ration of the cane for it did promote a lovely heat.
Jane was lost in her own thoughts, remembering the sensations of the previous night. She had, to some degree, even enjoyed the sensation of silk sheets against tenderised flesh as she slithered between them. Nor had the sight of red lines across her breasts disturbed her this morning, for she had felt too deliciously satiated to let it disturb her. She broke in to the words of advice Zoe was trying to give her.
"Everyone calls him Master or Mr Jordan, what's his full name?"
The clip clop of heels punctuated the silence as Jane awaited Zoe's reply. "His full name is Richard Jonathan Jordan II but all his friends call him Jacko, I suppose to differentiate between him and his father. " Zoe stopped abruptly, making Jane stop in a clatter of heels and turn back to face her. "But I warn you, the way to ensure you get a good whipping is to call him by his forenames or his nickname." 
Zoe started to walk quickly and now Jane had to scramble after her to catch up. She could feel the pull of her sex rings as she tried to take too long a stride. It was with relief, when she caught up with Zoe, that she was able to shorten her pace.
Side by side they entered their Master's office with a matching tattoo of heels.  "Jacko" Jordan looked up from the papers spread before him and smiled at the pretty pair approaching him.
"Ah, here's a sight to warm me this morning!" For a few moments he contemplated them both then, dragging his gaze from them, in an instant he was all business. He examined his diary by the side of him. "Zoe, I'd like you to take over from Fiona on reception today." He smiled at her. "Your favourite seat is there for your comfort!" Zoe gave a little smirk. He continued. "Rhoda will take over from you at mid-day." He consulted his diary again. "However, before you get settled, take Jane down to Mr Blackstone on the thirty-fifth floor. He retires today and we want to make this day a day to remember for him." He looked at Jane squarely in the face. "You're to serve him as his secretary for the day. Remember what he wants, he gets, serve him as you would me."  He gave nonchalant wave of his hand. "Now away with you both." 
Zoe, without a word, carried out an abrupt ‘about face’. Jane, caught by surprise at her rapid response to his orders, again had to rush to catch up. 
It was a short journey in the lift down a floor to where the senior executives of the company had their offices but it was a long walk to along the corridors to their destination.  
Jane looked sideways at Zoe's profile and a thought struck her. "Zoe, why am I the only one to wear a nose ring?" 
"Oh, we all can but it’s a sign of your probationary period. It will be removed when our Master's satisfied with you, though he often has them put back for," she paused as though selecting her words, "Special Occasions." Jane could get no more from her.
It was a red face that was presented to Mr Blackestone. Jane had been led through a series of open plan offices, passing the desks of dozens of eager young upwardly mobile executives. There were just a few women but these too just looked at her with speculation and interest in their eyes.  
The introductions were quickly over and soon Jane was left standing in front of her temporary master's desk. She looked at him closely. He was old, he must be sixty if he was a day!  He was in fact eighty-five but medical advances were slowing all ageing processes and the earlier the treatments were started the more effective they were. They had started to make age differentials irrelevant. 
His hair was almost gone, just a pepper and salt fringe around his high domed head. Round fat face with patches of stubble from careless shaving and small hooded slate blue eyes that stared unwinkingly at her. The suit he wore must have been high fashion some years ago but that was long, long ago. He must have been a well set up guy in his youth though now his scrawny shoulders didn't fill the jacket and his stomach wouldn't let him button it around it. 
One large horny hand scribed a circle horizontally over his blotter. "Give me a slow turn please, young lady." The voice was curiously at odds with his looks, being young and strong in timbre.
Feeling rather like the doll on a musical box, Jane slowly revolved on her heels. Blackstone took in the lovely face with its sexy pout under large clear eyes. The full firm bust squeezed tight within the bodice of the grey dress, the small waist made to seem smaller by the flare of skirt. It was the sight of her shapely stockinged legs in their high heels, displaying bare thigh and stocking tops though that made his heart thud alarming. Well, he thought, it is my last day, and what a way to finish my time with the company!
Blackstone indicated that the turn should continue but called a halt when she faced away from him. The curiously young voice now sounded slightly hoarse. "Stop there, keep you ankles crossed and bend forward until you can grasp your ankles." Jane felt her face flame afresh for there was no doubt in her mind as to what would happen when she did so. Instinct made her want to refuse but she knew what the result would be, she had been warned and she was now a slave. 
Mastering herself, she composed her face and commenced a bend from the hips. Her reluctance to comply with the instruction made her actions seem slow and sensuous. 
He had known for a long time what his leaving present would be from the President of the company. The services of these girls only came to the individuals in his strata of management for either performance out of the norm and were a strong sign of a young man on the up or on retirement. Well he had never been particularly ambitious so had only enjoyed a girl like this once before when he was much younger. For a time it had motivated him to work like a madman. But he had only managed to make mistakes where normally he wouldn't have done so and his wife had been alive then and she made sure he didn't have a lot of free energy in that department. So eventually his naturally laid back nature took over and he let himself drift back to his normal state of a valued but not a driving executive.
Today would be his last day with the company to whom he had given so many years and he was not about to waste it. He'd had three months to plan this day and savour in his mind the delights awaiting him. Every action of his slave for the day had been pre thought and worked out. Mr Jordan had even promised him a special treat if things went wrong. 
The realisation that his time was in reality was finite was brought home at his last medical. It was company policy that before it was confirmed that he would have the services of one of Mr Jordan's special Bondswomen he had to have a health check. The President didn't want his faithful retainers expiring before they enjoyed a well earned retirement, though more than one individual had signed a waiver in the belief that if they were due to go what better way!
As he watched the blonde head with its thick gold plait bend away from him, the hem of her skirt started to rise. By the time it had disappeared behind a froth of stiff white petticoats he could see a shapely peach of an ass a-top firm creamy white thighs framed by taut suspenders and stocking tops. By the time small hands held slim ankles and a blonde plait coiled upon the floor, a ripe ringed fig of a pussy pouted between tight clenched thighs. He thought she looked like a giant fan, her ass and legs were the handle and her petticoats the circular blade.
Was he going to have a heart attack? He couldn't remember when his pulse had sounded so loud in his ears. The delicate tattooed and ringed labia glistened moistly at him and he could see a tracery of stripes made by her caning the day before. 
She held her pose as he arose from the desk and went around it to her. Jane had bent from the hips, thankful that she was limber enough to do so as laced as tightly as she was, it made bending at the waist impossible.  The noise of his move from behind the desk was hidden in the sound of Jane's own pulse. She felt a faint movement in the carpet behind her as he knelt but before she could even consider any movement, he had wrapped his arms around her legs, clasping his large hands over her small ones so that she couldn't release the grip on her ankles. 
For a fraction of a second she started to bend at the knees but his bristly face pushed hard at her tight pouting sex, taking her completely by surprise. Jane straightened her legs with an almost audible snap but it was a gasp that was considerably more than just 'audible' that marked the start of hot tongue whipping her ringed clit.
The feeling of complete helplessness fanned the flames of arousal and in seconds her pussy began to clench spasmodically. She struggled vainly, not wanting to be free but unconsciously riding the sense of subjugation to a glorious climax.
Stubble chin or not, when his tongue flicked her clit ring until it vibrated, her knees could hold her erect no longer. Collapsing on to her haunches, she could only sit on her heels until the cool air quenched the hot buzz in her now wide spread vagina, her breath escaping from her hard corseted body in shaky gasps.
At last she could stand and ease the pressure on her lungs. Blackstone sat at the desk looking at her with a smug cat got the cream grin. There was little Jane could do but return the smile and laugh, he looked so pleased with himself.
"Ok, my little Pussy, come and stand by my left side as I work." Still weak kneed she moved to his side. A hand cupped a firm cheek and a sigh of deep satisfaction escaped him. 
Surprised, Jane watched as he did in fact work. He was tidying up all loose ends so that his successor would have as easy a start as possible. It was not all work, for every so often he would hand a document to Jane for filing. It came as no surprise to her that all had to be filed in the lowest drawers in the various cabinets. 
It became a game and she tried to present her body for examination in a different pose on each occasion, striving to become more and more sexually blatant. Soon it became common practice for her to part her legs sufficiently for him to slip a large, horny but gentle thumb deep in her mound, allowing his fingers to play with her various rings. 
By twelve noon Jane wondered if there were a limit to how many orgasms she could be made to experience. She had discovered a wide deep stream of exhibitionism in her libido. The morning’s experience had been enhanced for her by a stream of Mr Blackstone's staff coming in to the office at the slightest excuse, to view and admire her. Even the two women of the department had not been immune to the sounds and noises coming from the office. If at first Jane had tried to conceal her orgasmic delight by this time, she found noisy excitement exciting in itself.
"Now, Pussy, shut the door and slide the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign across." Jane slid from his deeply embedded thumb with a liquid slurp, still managing to blush slightly at this evidence of her arousal and enjoyment. She minced across to the door, rolling her hips in as suggestive manner as she possibly could. 
"Christ, girl, you make this old man feel like an eighteen year old again!" The excitement was strong and thick in his youthful voice. "Slip that dress off and come'n sit on my knee."
Blackstone had been in heaven all morning. Indeed he had felt an excitement raging inside himself that took him back decades. He had controlled himself manfully. This was a day that he might have to treasure as a one off in the twilight of his years, he had feared that should he spend before his planned moment he might not be able to go again, now he was having second thoughts because of the strength of his desire.
The static zips that were used were normally limited to expensive clothes and no expense had been spared on the girls’ uniforms and costumes. This ensured garments fitted snugly without bulge or apparent seam. He watched as two generous breasts appear from the chrysalis of the bodice, their ripe ringed teats made him hold his breath with delight. Never had he seen their like before save in some erotic cartoon.
The hint of whip at tit and ass added a thrill of decadent pleasure to the voyeuristic pleasure. "Come, Pussy, sit on my knee!" 
The erection she felt pushing at the underside of her thigh distracted Jane from the discomfort of bony thigh and rough trousers against bare bum. However, the problem of where she to put her right arm could not be ignored. It felt ridiculous and incongruous to rest her elbow on the vast pillow of his stomach but soon this too would be forgotten. 
She watched as a big liver spotted right hand struggled to encompass her left breast. His mouth began to suck on her erect teat and she ceased to care if his hand was liver spotted or not. For twenty minutes he alternated between left and right nipple and both became swollen and tender. 
The staff in the outer office sat entranced at the sounds from the inner, all thought of work forgotten. One young girl looked enviously at her female colleague as she stood by the copier, being fondled lasciviously by the office junior, a young man who in the normal course of things would have been severely put down for his temerity!
There was silence for some minutes whilst all in the office kept their gaze riveted on the blank wooden door. The girl being fondled, becoming aware of the source of her enjoyment, pulled herself away from the youngster and with an exclamation, slapped his face. 
Her colleague got up from her desk and pulled him away from the embarrassed and well-fondled girl, ensuring that both she and the youth missed the sight of Jane being led by a chain to her collar through the office by taking him into the stationery closet and fucking his brains out. This was a fact that the overhasty young woman was to envy and hold against her for some time.  
"I'll be at lunch for an hour or so. Please take any messages for me." It was a spontaneous wave of clapping that marked their passage through the office, starting the flush that Jane was never fully able to control. Their appreciative audience smiled at the smug grin that filled Blackstone's face and envied the voluptuous young girl jiggling along behind on her lead.
The lunch was a long one. The tight corseting made it difficult for Jane to eat large meals quickly. This and the fellow occupants of the executive dinning room coming to make their farewells and admire the bond slave, ensured that it was nearly three before they were back in the office with the door firmly shut. 
"Take off your dress again." Jane complied. The lunch had cooled her arousal and now instead of feeling sexy she felt naked. And if before she had been lost in the feelings that Blackstone had aroused now she could only see an old man. 
As the dress slid from her shoulders she watched thin bony shanks reveal themselves to the light of day. The dress was draped over the back of a convenient chair as he removed his shirt, revealing a huge paunch that almost concealed a fat stubby cock.
Sitting on a couch at the side of the room, he leaned back, sprawling his legs wide. "Your turn now, girl. Suckle on that." The large thumb that previously had pleasured Jane so jerked in the direction of his pride and joy.
A cold sweat seemed to cover rise unbidden on Jane's bare flesh. "I-I-I don't want to!"
"What do you mean?" This was a particularly stupid rejoinder for anyone male or female to make in this or any other time but perhaps Mr Blackstone can be excused for making it. 
Lunch had been a delight, he had talked to the young woman like a grandfather before he had brought her to numerous noisy orgasms, he had been genuinely considerate; what was more she was a pleasure slave. What right had she to say, "I-I-I." to anyone! His vanity was hurt. Mr Jordan had warned him she was new and inexperienced, but deep inside any man is the vanity that they still in their prime and in some men the belief that they are better at all times than reality shows.
Well, Mr Jordan had promised recompense if his day went wrong, he was now angry enough to make sure he collected it!
 



Chapter 10. A lesson learnt

 
She had almost been jerked off her feet several times as she had been almost dragged by her leash behind rapidly marching Mr Blackstone. He was angry at having his daydream of erotic fantasy to such a rude awakening. I-I-I indeed! 
Toe teetering stiletto heels and marble floors do not go together. Her new tits didn't help, either. Jane was used to a lower centre of gravity, they tended to bounce a lot and natural momentum caused difficulties with sudden changes of direction. She felt ashamed at her criticism of her new breasts and mentally apologised to them as though they had a life of their own. But it was with relief when they rounded the last corner and Mr Jordan's office came into view.
The combination of festering indignation and the natural respect that Mr Blackstone had for "Young" Mr Jordan, as he mentally referred to him, caused him to be almost incoherent for the first minute or two. 
Jacko Jordan sat patiently waiting for him to complete his diatribe. His face became stern but inwardly he rejoiced. Training was going to schedule and they would all get something out of this if he were not wrong. Even dear old Mr Blackstone would retire with memories to worth remembering.
Fiona and Rhoda had skinned the dress from Jane as quickly and neatly as a taxidermist and in jig time they had her arms cuffed behind her at wrist and elbow. They had been this or similar ways before and now could enjoy the spectator element to the experience.
Tits thrusting forward like twin buoys, Jane stood silent before her Master. "I warned you on several occasions that disobedience is an action that cannot even be contemplated." He half turned to where a flushed Mr Blackstone stood, wondering if he had over-reacted for, he thought, she is a very young girl. "This will be the first punishment. How many more you will incur will depend on how quickly you learn." 
Fiona's mind made comments she would not have said aloud. "Not till they stop, girl, you just learn to enjoy them." For a moment she was surprised at the thought that even though she knew what was to come, in a curious way she would have enjoyed changing places with Jane.
Jordan took a handful of nylon line from his pocket and attached the fine filament to Jane's nipple rings by small clips. A third he attached in a similar manner to her clit ring. "Now to the punishment room, my lovely." And with a small jerk of the lines, he made Jane follow close behind him, his confident step making resistance futile.
The room where he led her was like a large gymnasium scattered with outrageous equipment whose function Jane could only guess at. Mirrors abounded, as did racks of straps and whips, the sight of which made Jane's blood run cold. 
"Rhoda, number three, I think." 
With ease Rhoda pulled a stand into the centre of the room. Mounted on the stand was what looked like a composition of modern art. A fragment of statuary, part of the torso comprising shoulders and upper chest, was mounted on a steel rod that came from what would have been the centre of the chest. From that same mounting point a steel tube stuck out at right angles, on the tip of the tube a red rubber ball stuck up above a free swinging ring. 
Carefully positioning the equipment in the centre of the room, Rhoda was at last satisfied and left it resuming her position by Jane's side. "Ok, girls, put her in it." 
As the two girls marched Jane towards it, she realised that the section of statuary was hollow fibre glass, shaped and cut so that her head could be pushed up inside until it poked through. It was done quickly and expertly, pinioned as she was and with nylon lines to so many sensitive points, it was no time at all before she was bent over at right angles and going cross eyed trying to stare at the red ball under her nose. 
It wasn't uncomfortable as the interior of the device was lavishly padded, however, it did ensure she was held firmly in one place. Not that she could have gone anywhere for as soon as she was snugly home, a fine chain was clipped to her nose ring and she was held tethered like a little pig at market.
"Now take the ball into your mouth, Jane." 
"N-." The tug at her nose cut off any protest and she became positively eager to swallow the ball which she did with rapidity if not easily. Through watering eyes she watched as her nose ring was connected to the ring below the ball. The chain was pulled just tight enough to ensure that she didn't struggle too violently.
As Jane's eyes cleared and she acclimatised to her position she became aware of the weight of her heavy pendulous breasts. She tried to shrug her shoulders within the shell to ease their weight, but the close fitting padding denied all movement to her upper torso. 
"A few adjustments, I think." Jane glanced to the right and saw Blackstone standing both amazed and excited by what was being done to her. "Fiona, raise the stand." She watched as Fiona fitted a crank handle into the base of the stand and begin to wind.
The hollow shell that she now inhabited began to rise, altering the angle of her upper body and the double curve that surrounded her hanging dugs began to dig painfully in to her chest, particularly at the peak between her breasts. 
The first grunt of discomfort was the signal that Fiona had been listening for and the cranking stopped. Jane was going almost wall eyed trying to see in one of the mirrors what Rhoda was doing behind her. First one ankle was pulled wide to one side and placed upon a block shaped to take her foot, then the process was repeated with the other leg. 
Jane begun to grunt and squeal with genuine discomfort now for the blocks were some six inches or so high and she was forced to go hollow backed against the stricture of the corset or to bend her legs to relieve the strain. No matter which option though she adopted, either way her sex lips were pulled wide apart by her rings displaying her inner labia, pink and moist.
The noise of the cranking started up again and the discomfort eased but it stopped before she had returned to a neutral position. She could by swivelling her jaw around the rubberised ball joint of the gag see herself in profile. There was little doubt that she was still sway backed, offering her ass up either for a whipping or a monumental fucking and there would be little she could do whichever orifice was chosen for that particular event!
Her Master’s hands caressed her body from pendulous breasts to wide spread sex. She felt herself trembling, enclosed in a haze of sexual desire.
"I suggest you try to step down from the blocks, Jane." She did as instructed, the pain and discomfort became almost unbearable, she could have pulled free by releasing her bite on the ball gag but then the pull on her nostril would have been wicked. Desperately her feet sought the wide positioned blocks and she reassumed the sex spreading posture. "There, I think that illustrates the situation you are in adequately." Jordan's voice was calm and almost school-master-ish in tone. "You have upset my friend on his last day with the company, he is in quite a state." A sideways look at the wide eyed Mr Blackstone convinced Jane that he might be in a state of something but upset was not it.  Jordan had begun to tie small weights to each of the nylon cords that dangled from clit and nipples, working carefully so that each was approximately two inches from the ground. 
In the mirror she could see each weight swaying gently, the pull was uncomfortable but not painful, her nipples were so large and fat that they seemed to take the weight with only minimal stretching. She eased her hips slightly and the weight from her clit swung through a wider arc. God, she could see that the weight was minuscule but it made her clit feel huge, she would have to be careful with that one!
"Now, Mr Blackstone, the girl is yours again to use as you will. There are certain items to use on her on the table in the corner should you wish." He turned to address his remarks to both Jane and Blackstone. "Before she can be freed she must beg to suckle you to a climax." Jane squealed and grunted to signify that she had changed her mind and would just love to kiss and suckle his tool but neither paid more than minimal attention to the noises she was making. "Of course she must stay in the stocks for at least an hour, longer if you think fit, but a minimum of an hour. Should any of the weights touch the platform a small beep will sound, when you must give three strokes of cane, whip or tawse to the offending part of her anatomy." 
Blackstone looked like a small boy given free run of the toy department. "Yes, yes, of course, Mr Jordan, my pleasure!"
"I'm sure it will be, Mr Blackstone! I'll leave you to it then. See you in an hour or so." There was the sound of footsteps across the wooden floor as Jordan led Rhoda and Fiona from the room. "Oh, the whips, etc are with the other items." The door slammed behind them, the sound echoing around the room and inside Jane's head.
Eyes closed, she waited for what was to come. She would turn off and freeze, she could stand this, in an hour or so she would agree to suckle the old fart and be freed. What felt like a saw strummed the taut nylon attached to her clit ring and her eyes flew open. Blackstone had found amongst the items on the table a long stiff feather and he was sawing the tip of it across the cord making her clit thrum. 
Involuntarily she bent her legs to attempt to get away from him and there came a sharp beep as the weight hit the floor under her. It was what he had been waiting for; the tawse came down hard across her nates, luckily for her making her go rigid with shock. One, nghh! Two, eeek! Three, aaagh!  
The weights that swung and hung from their tender anchorages were a device of wicked simplicity. At first it was bearable but as time went on it was not only the erotic torment of dildo, feather, ice and fur that made her jerk and swing her tethers but the strain of having to hold her legs rigidly straight to keep the weights from the platform. At the last, even though her bottom and boobs felt tenderised and swollen in the extreme she was forced to lower the weights to the floor and accept punishment, just to give respite to her aching anchors.
It was to be longer than an hour before Blackstone asked her if she would like to suckle him. Her pinioned arms had long lost all feeling. Her tits were swollen and tender. Her ass felt like an immense balloon hot and tender, she felt it must glow. 
She suckled desperately at Blackstone's rejuvenated cock, taking him as deep in to her throat then letting him slide from her but taking him deep again before his prick could slip from her mouth.  How her desperate little tongue worked overtime! There was no way she was going to fail to please, she wanted to give the old bastard a heart attack!  
With her nose ring released and the gag pulled from between her aching jaws she had almost bitten off his prick in her eagerness to get free. Jane suckled his tool avidly, the flavour of her own juices adding to the occasion, ignoring the huge white softness of his stomach as it butted her face. His last act before asking the question of her had been to fit her out with buzzing dildos both back and front.  
The weights seemed to have grown in size the pull on them agonising. Yet incredibly, as she suckled, she came. 
She had been used by feather, dildo and prick in both ass and sex and yet, and yet, she could hardly believe it of herself, again and again she had climaxed. It seemed to be time out of number that she had come, making her knees go weak letting the weights hit the floor allowing that whiskery, wicked old sod to beat her anew. Which seemed to give fresh ardour to his fondling, sucking and fucking. 
She was a work of art, his work of art! He walked around her for a last look. Totally satiated, Blackstone knew that it would be days before he would be able to manage another erection. The girl had won in the end. She had come and come again. He knew that, as exhausted as she was, if he had the strength to continue she would rise to another orgasm. But still one last look at his work for the memory of this and the video of his efforts would carry him sexually into his retirement. The video would be kept in security box for return to Jordan on his death but he could live again and again this day.
Her ass and pussy were wet with their combined spendings. The petals of her pussy gaped like a wilting orchid, a droplet of its nectar dripped from her clit ring. The tremble in her legs made her firm wide spread buttocks quiver, it made her flaming rear seem to shimmer with heat. The clit tether almost hummed like a primitive stress gauge gone wild.
Those love jugs! Were they swollen? It was almost impossible to say; with her arms pinioned so tightly behind her she could have modelled for a bomb rack carrying block busters. Her stretched teats certainly looked it and he had worked that lush pendulous breast flesh time and again with the silken cat 'o-nine tails.
She had closed those lovely big eyes. How often had he made those start wide! And that pouting mouth, the sensations that had imposed had finished him off most certainly. The girl was too tired to lick off the remnants of his last efforts, she did look a delicious slut. Was that a twitch in his cock? No, just a phantom. Blackstone gave a deep sigh compounded of satisfaction and disappointment.
It was in a daze Jane felt the tethers and weights being removed from her teats and she almost came with relief as her clit was freed.  With numb arms she gathered her tender boobs to her when released from the cuffs. Patiently she waited as he cranked the stand to a lower position so that she could slip herself free.
"Well, Jane, I hope you have learnt a lesson in obedience from your session?" Her Master had entered the room silently and stood looking at his lovely ravaged slave.
 



Chapter 11. Preparing for an adventure.

 
It had been a delightfully normal day. Money in her pocket to spend on any frivolous personal item she might want. No budget to keep to, no fear of overdraft. And the looks! Not that she hadn't had her fair share of admiring glances before her transformation but these were different both in quantity and strength of reaction. One man had walked into a lamp-post. And when she had run up the stairs to the mezzanine floor of the mall, her bra only slightly damping the movement of her breasts, a young man had missed his step and almost fallen head over heels down them. She had learned to move in a more studied and considered manner but there were still times she forgot.
Sat relaxing in the coffee shop, Jane had known she was the centre of many covert glances and had felt herself become aroused. Positioned so that she could see around the plaza and at the same time admire her own reflection in the mirror tiled panels on the walls, she revelled in it all. Rarely had she been so aware of her own body. The tightness of her jeans and the way in which the welt of material at the crotch split open her labia. Even the constriction of the bra she wore to minimise the show of her big ringed teats through her shirt made her think of hands gripping and manipulating her breasts. Never had she felt more attractively female.
"Jane, I need you back here in time to prepare yourself for a function tonight. Be ready to leave for it at seven thirty. Out." It still felt strange to have her Master's voice in her head at any time of the day or night. She shifted on the seat to conceal the start the sudden announcement had caused. Well, she had another hour or so before she need start back, or she could start back and enjoy a private hour or so on her own before she got ready for the evening. Yes, that was what she would do. A slow walk back, basking in the lustful looks and an hour calming the moist warmth starting between her thighs.
Almost before the door closed she had skimmed out of her jeans, that now damp lump of material at the crotch had made its presence felt to an even greater degree on the stroll back. She hadn't bothered to remove her bra and blouse and was enjoying the cool air around her heated pussy but it did little to ease that familiar feeling that had come upon her.  
Still half dressed, she had pushed the large soft armchair into position in front of the mirrored door of the clothes closet and sat. Automatically she spread her naked thighs, her hand dropping to her baby smooth pussy. It was, as Jane had begun to accept as the norm, moist and ready.
It was still the face of a stranger that stared at her from the mirror but she had ceased to start when she unexpectedly caught sight of her reflection. A smug glow of narcissistic self-satisfaction filled her and her pussy moistened further. This was her! This beautiful lush bodied woman was Jane Brown.
Her highlighted labial folds seemed to swell under her fingers and she spread her legs over wide over the arms of the chair so that she could see all of her adorned area. Her fat pink clit swelling from its plum coloured hood, the tight bud of her anus an erotic rose. All was revealed.
With her left hand Jane slid free the fancy buttons that held closed the blouse. The large bra that she wore whilst in what she had started to call "The Outside" now seemed to squeeze uncomfortably her near permanently tumescent breasts. Slipping her hand first in one, then the other, she pulled each breast in turn free of the restricting cups. Her ringed nipples seeming to spring erect with a life of their own. The sheer visual eroticism of her own body made her close to orgasm and she bit a full lip between her even white teeth and moaned. 
Jane had not even an inkling that her sexual drives had been artificially boosted; she accepted the increased desires as proof that she was now a real woman. Her fingers delved even deeper into her wet snatch as she thought of her first days of bond service. 
What would tonight bring? She felt her sex convulse and grip tight her delving fingers.
The knock at the door and the almost simultaneous entry of Fiona into the room took Jane completely by surprise. Her fingers shot from the depths of their warm wet nest and she sat up straight in the armchair. It was in vain she tried to cover her twin torpedoes, her underslung bra made it near impossible to do so as it pulled them ultra high on her chest. 
"Playing sticky fingers, are we? Well, don't worry, we're all at it here, it often becomes a form of group therapy." Fiona was shrugging out of her tight dress as she spoke. "I came to take you for dressing but in fact as I'm early I think I'll join in the action." The neat corset clad figure leaned over Jane and, placing hands on shoulders, pushed her back in to the soft upholstery where the softness of the chair’s embrace made struggling near impossible. She scarcely had time to take in the neat but not overlarge bosom and the tiny corseted wait above the sweet curve of hip before soft full lips mashed them against hers and a tongue snaked its way into her mouth. 
The kiss lasted for several minutes, completely stopping all remonstration whilst Fiona's small, educated hands worked their seduction. By the time her mouth left Jane's and clamped over an erect teat, Jane was lost. When a long agile tongue slithered between her labia and clung limpet-like to her clit she would have ignored the last trump for Fiona to continue.
She was not quite certain how she found herself on the floor head to toe with Fiona with their breasts rubbing against each other but as she was on top and had no recollection of getting there, it was obviously a skill that Fiona had practised more than once. 
Jane's head was sunk deep between Fiona's, her hands cupped and lifted her firm cheeks. She was aided by heels that dug into the thick pile of the carpet. The stiffness of Fiona's corseting made it hard to bend and offer her pussy for attention.
As Jane lapped the sweet ringed grotto, paying in kind for the favours her own was receiving, she tried to lift her head for a moment to draw fresh air in to her lungs but she felt two hands take a teat in each of them and tug her back to her work. She gasped with surprise but as the small soft hands began to milk her sensitive nipples she was deluged with delightful sensations. She nipped Fiona's succulent bud between her even white teeth and began to worry it with her teeth as a bitch might tease her puppies. There was a wet explosion and Jane collapsed on Fiona's hard corseted frame as together they came.
Groggily they managed to get to their feet, grinning sheepishly at each other. "I knew I sometimes found other women sexy but I never realised I swung both ways," said Jane.
"You learn new things about yourself here all the time: the one thing you learn here is that you don't fight against anything here - well not usually," amended Fiona, giggling. She stood, one hip thrust out, as she re-adjusted her stockings until they were as taut and smooth as before.  "But for now I think you had better get showered for I don't want to be blamed for you being late. I've managed to avoid a whipping for at least a fortnight!" She stroked her own delicious peach of an ass before picking up her dress and struggling into it.
The room where a robe clad Jane was taken to was obviously a communal one. It looked like a cross between a locker room and a costume department of a theatre. There were closets around the walls, each with a card bearing a girl’s name fitted into a holder on the door. The newest of these bore Jane's, there was only a single costume in hers with matching shoes neatly placed beneath it.  "Don't worry, you'll soon have a closet full of costumes. Only your day to day clothes are kept in your room." Fiona indicated a closet with her name on it. "Mine is just full of them."  As the hanger was lifted from the wardrobe into the bright light of the room Jane felt her eyes widen in wonder. "There you are, Cinderella, you will go to the ball!" One perfect eyebrow went up as she pulled a wry face, her features curiously at odds with such a human response. "Don't worry about losing the glass slipper though, or the twelve o'clock curfew. You’re more likely to find yourself screwed witless by midnight, either by our Master, one of his compatriots," again the quizzical look, "or even it could be a group benefit for the gang." Jane wished fervently that she didn't blush quite so easily. "Mind you I wouldn't mind changing places with you, but come on, let's get you dressed."
The costume was of a cream material inlaid with silver and a rich purple red metal, it glistened in the light as Fiona removed it from the hanger and Jane thought she had never seen anything more beautiful in her life. The skirt, silk shot with the same silver and purple thread, formed intricate patterns hung in twin panels, one at the front the other at the back. The material, though beautiful, looked slightly baggy and out of shape.  It was only when Fiona pulled the concealed closures at either sides down so that it fitted tight around Jane's legs, transforming her into a near mono legged creature, that she realised that the slightly seated appearance of the material had in fact been manufactured like that so the skirt would cup and display her firm shapely bottom rather than flattening it.  She admired the fit and the way every lush curve of hip and ass was displayed. "Not so much a dress to wear, more one to make them ejaculate prematurely!" The W.C.Fields voice made Jane laugh as she looked down at the corset bodice where it hung ready to be laced around her. Here the silver and purple motif woven in to the skirt was repeated but with greater definition and detail.
"Fiona, there are no laces."
"Ah ha you haf noticed the deliberate mistake!" A finger was pointed dramatically upwards as she became a mad scientist. "Tonight you will haf your first eggsperience of zee infernal machine! Please stand to one zide pleeze." The skirt of the dress did in fact stretch to allow Jane to take short strides. Fiona watched appreciatively as, holding up the bodice, Jane jiggled to one side of the room, the material stretching and contracting around her well defined bottom. On with the work in hand, thought Fiona, and pulled from a cupboard a metal stand on which a device of gears and cams was mounted. It looked very much like the jaws of some 1930's version of a robot. Directed to stand in front of the stand, Jane could see Fiona in one of the mirrors and, as she held the loose garment around herself, watched as Fiona fitted the teeth of the jaws into the sides of her corset. At last satisfied, she began to wind a small handle and the jaws began to close, tightening the corset around Jane. Several times Jane had to call a halt to allow her body to acclimatise. It wasn't that the corset was any tighter than she was used to, well not a lot, just that there was a remorselessness about the machine that wasn't there when you laced yourself by more conventional methods. 
Red faced and panting, Jane stood totally still as nimble fingers latched the corset shut. She felt rather than saw the corset ease as the crank was unwound, allowing the jaws to open and seat the latches firmly in place.
There was a roll of cream silky material edging the front of the corset, at the centre of which an enamelled purple clasp was fixed and from which in turn a short silver chain hung. Fiona connected the chain to the neck collar that all the girls wore and proceeded to arrange the material over Jane's generous boobs.
There had been no slack in the chain when it was connected to the collar but now Jane gasped as she looked at the taut stretched material covering her twin torpedoes.   If the intention had been to promote the cause of modesty the designer had got it all wrong by about 180 degrees. Though silken to the touch, the fabric stretched like fine rubber, revealing rather than covering, her purple plum teats and silver rings attracted the eye instead of being concealed from them.
Long gloves made of more of the same material fitted her hands and arms as tightly as a surgeon’s glove, peaks of material flapping over on to her shoulders so that they in turn could be connected to her collar by similar chains. 
Jane was thankful to sit as Fiona began to plait her hair into a thick rope starting from high on her crown. It surprised her that though being seated clamped her thighs together there was in fact sufficient give in the material to allow her to sit in some comfort. It was restful to have her hair combed and arranged and it allowed her to regain her composure, almost drifting into an awake sleep that was delicious. Fiona recognised the signs and made no sound. At last, however, Fiona broke the silence.
"Well, what do you think?" Jane turned her head towards the mirror. The plait at its end had been fed through a thick silver ring, the ring and hair was then welded together by a purple enamelled metal clamp shaped like a snake’s head so that the ring appeared as though in its jaws. Then the thick golden rope had been wound into a serpents coil on top of her head so that the enamelled "Head" was just above her brow and the silver ring hung down upon it, mimicking almost the manner in which her own ring transfixed her septum. The whole was held in position high on her head like some barbaric head-dress by two dark ruby headed pins that matched in colour the enamelling on the snake’s head. The total effect was one of a pagan princess from some early 60's epic, one that gone way over the top and yet had escaped the censor.   It was as only as Jane allowed the matching enamelled bracelets to be locked around her slim wrists that she realised what a handy anchor her plait would make by the simple act of pulling free her hair pins. She was sure that her hands wouldn't be cuffed at the front either. That would hinder access to her bodice straining tits! 
Lost in contemplation of her possible fate, she was unaware of Fiona fitting her shoes on to her feet and buckling the silver straps around her heels. 
"Come on, come on or we'll be late." Fiona's voice now had a note of urgency for she saw if they didn't get a move on they would both be liable for a whipping. Waking from her reverie, Jane rose from her seat automatically as she felt the hand on her elbow. It came as a surprise to her to find her eyes only an inch or so below Fiona's and she looked down to see her feet in their towering heels and feel the familiar stickiness as her body heat began to weld her shoes to the soles of her feet. "Last thing, Jane, the jacket."
It was beautiful, truly a jacket of lights. As heavily encrusted as the corset, it was wide shouldered with slim sleeves that stopped just short of her enamelled "bracelets". The back came low to cover the rear of her corset and the narrow facings displayed without covering her lush breasts that jutted so aggressively from its glittering frame.
They walked as quickly as Jane's outfit would allow, their heels ringing loud on the marble. The corridors were empty as the day was now late save for one young executive who would thereafter work late to catch sight of more beautiful creatures that might one day be his reward for such efforts. (Man does not live by bread alone, his prick often has a large say in the matter as well.) Fiona, dressed in her standard grey, was peeved if not surprised to find herself almost ignored.  It was one of the few times anyone had managed to do it and it was made worse for her in that she was almost instantly dismissed to leave Jane and their Master alone.
"Jacko" Jordan drank in the ripe beauty that was now Jane Brown and felt a satisfaction at what he had caused to be created. He was wearing white cotton gloves with his dinner suit, it was considered bad manners in the society to leave finger marks on the slaves or other guests. Whip and rope marks were acceptable but never grubby fingerprints! His hands caressed his toy, feeling the curve of cheek as it swelled from the corseted waist. Confirmed the firm weight of breast under the stretched fabric. Teased the large teats as they threatened to burst through their silken hammocks as they strained to constrain her jugs. She squirmed deliciously under his hands. 
He had contemplated removing Jane's nose ring prior to taking her out for the evening but he saw that it was so right with her costume. Still, she did deserve some reward just for looking so stunning.   The device he took from his pocket was shaped like an old fashioned pencil torch, quite chunky, but nevertheless quite capable of being slipped into the inner pocket of a jacket without making too much of a bulge. 
"You see this little torch, Jane?" He waved the device in Jane's general direction. "When I turn the focus down to minimum and power to maximum, if I concentrate it upon one of your rings, it aligns with its inbuilt molecular frequency and breaks the lock between its two halves." A secret smile touched the sides of Jacko's mouth. "It has a secondary function, however," now his grin was plain on his face, "I can adjust the focus and power level to suit distance and occasion. This is what happens if I aim it correctly."
It was as though he had placed the tip of a vibrator against Jane's left nipple ring. Yet it was more subtle than that, for there was no physical movement, or any noise but she could feel a wicked vibration that threatened to curl her toes and made her bite her lip. Her pussy tightened in anticipation of pleasure that was impossible to resist. "Or this!" He said. Now she moaned for as he re-directed the device, her clit ring burst in to life. His grin had by this time widened to the point of threatening the integrity of his jaws. "Of course this." His voice had dropped to a whisper as he gave the "torch" a twist widening the beam to take in her whole body. Desperately Jane grabbed hold of the desk to support herself as all the rings burst in life. 
All, that is, save for the ring through her septum, for this only incorporated a simple lock. If that had burst in to life, as Jacko had found out to his cost previously, it became a race between orgasm and sneeze. Erotic power versus snotty power. Eroticism versus farce and farce is a poor bed-fellow, if a merry companion, each to its place. As it was Jane had never felt an orgasm build so quickly and she was on the point of climaxing noisily and dramatically when, as rapidly as they started, the rings stilled. It left her panting and frustrated. Frustrated as only someone like Jane could be frustrated. 
Then, unconsciously picking up on Fiona's words, he spoke. "Well, Cinderella, time for the ball. I think you'll find tonight of interest my hot little Cunt." He used the word as though it were a name, almost with love. He opened the door for Jane and watched as with small hobbled steps she came towards him, her tits like two large creamy swollen fruit bouncing gently on her chest. The purple nipples, the heavy stalks of her erotic fruits. As she passed through the door he admired the tight ripeness of her well-defined rear. Tonight was going to be a night all would remember, he was certain.
But that is the start of another story.
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