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	 LEASH LAW 

	 By Raul Roget

	  

	   Early in our marriage I discovered that Cindy had a fascination for leather. Although I had enjoyed some very exciting experiences with mild bondage and even some spanking with a couple of the girls I had dated before I met her, the topic hadn't come up - at least not directly. Cindy hadn't given the slightest indication of any interest in that direction and I was loath to offend her and possibly spoil what had rapidly turned into a dream courtship and marriage. The worn cliche that we were "made for each other" fit us like a glove. 

	 We live on a small isolated hobby farm that I inherited from my dad, at the end of a half mile lane that leads to the main highway into the city where I work. It was a completely new experience for Cindy, who had grown up in a small city apartment, but one of the things I love the most about her is that she can almost instantly adapt to any situation. Within a week after we returned from our honeymoon she had settled in, as if she had lived right there all her life.  One thing that helped was the 54-inch television set we'd received as a wedding present from her folks. 

	 Like any "farmer" I had a couple of dogs, both mutts, and both with an insatiable desire to tangle with either the porcupines or the skunks that threatened to overrun the small woods near the house. I had a fenced in area for them to run, but whenever we took them with us for a walk, they had to be on a leash. I didn't know it, but those walks would be the key to opening a whole new vista of sexual pleasure. 

	 It began innocently enough. I was on the phone while Cindy was getting the dogs, putting on their collars and attaching the leashes. I glanced out the window and saw her fondling the collars as the dogs jumped excitedly about her, quieting instantly as she stooped to close and buckle them around their necks. Distracted I tried to make coherent conversation on the phone as I watched her supple fingers caress the collars and then slide the leather leashes sensuously through her hands, my cock suddenly stiff against my shorts. 

	 As we walked through the trees I kept my eyes on her, alert for more signs to confirm my suspicions and they weren't long in coming. Cindy had a leash in each hand, at first in her fingers and then suddenly she slipped both looped ends simultaneously over her wrists. In any other circumstances I would have ignored it as merely a move to better control the dogs, avoiding a sudden jerk that could pull the leash from her hands. In my inflamed imagination it was as if she had suddenly bound her wrists, sending vivid flashes of pure animal lust through my system. When the dogs excitedly lunged and darted in different directions, dragging her arms with them I thought I'd blow my wad on the spot. 

	 Cindy turned to say something to me and at a glance took in my very obvious erection. She grinned, blushing a little, as if divining just why I was sporting a rock-hard boner. She practically posed for me, each dog sniffing a tree, holding her arms extended. I was ready to take her right there, but I knew the dogs wouldn't give us any peace, so without saying a word I crooked my finger and beckoned to her, motioning back toward the house. The dogs were momentarily disappointed that their walk was cut short, but quickly caught the urgency of my stride and literally pulled Cindy all the way back. 

	 I got the message loud and clear when Cindy turned the dogs loose in the run, unsnapping the leashes and coiling the leather loosely in her hands, the handles still around her wrists, as if forgotten. She gave me a look that seared the paint off the pony stall door, turned and headed for the house, her butt snapping back and forth in her tight jeans in the wildest invitation I'd ever been a party to. I slammed the door to the run shut, dropped the bar in place and bounded after her. I made the back steps in one leap and was within an arm's length when she walked through the kitchen door. 

	 To my amazement her jeans were unzipped, belt unbuckled, blouse open down to here when she turned around to face me, her eyes like a pair of lasers drawing me to her. I grabbed two hands full of body, screwed my tongue down past her tonsils and didn't even bother to come up for air. She stood there, hands at her sides, the leashes falling to the floor on either side, as if glued to the spot. I took her down with me, the cool tile coming up to meet us. I swear those two pieces of leather never moved from the spot where she dropped them, "tying" her arms. 

	 I just about threw a rod watching her fight those leashes as I ripped her jeans down her legs. I still don't remember (and neither does Cindy) just how I got her usually tight boots off, but we found them much later back beside the refrigerator. The blouse was history, shreds flying in all directions. I was grunting like a pig, stripping what was left, down to bare hide before I knew it, because my demure little bride had somehow anticipated all of this and hadn't bothered to install panties and bra when she dressed.    My own pants got no farther than my knees, leaving me ready for action. Cindy's ass was bouncing off the tiles before I even got near her, my cock spearing into the warmest, wettest, tightest pussy in one fluid motion that buried my manhood right to the hilt. Cindy came as we met the second time and continued to come in convulsive little jerks every few strokes until I couldn't withstand the pounding she was giving me with her pelvis, coming straight off the kitchen floor like a jackhammer. I groaned as I felt my load thunder into her hot cavity, the spurts setting off a climax that paled anything we had ever experienced. 

	 I collapsed over her, still inside, still hard, but about as energetic as a limp dishrag, feeling the little ripples as her muscles continued to caress me in a series of after shocks. When I could think coherently again I realized that despite the way she had thrashed and wiggled under me, her wrists had never moved an iota from the position they had taken when they hit the floor. They might just as well have been bolted to the tile. 

	 Cindy finally opened her eyes again, coming back from her distant place, smiling like she'd just won a million dollar lottery. She lay there, making no move to clasp me in her arms, even though I could feel the blood throbbing in my hardness. Her legs were free of course, and I felt them closing about me, drawing me even deeper. Watching her eyes, I whispered, 

	 "You didn't tell me you were a leather fan." 

	 The grin turned impish, and so help me, she blushed. 

	 "You might have thought I was weird, or something." 

	 Before I could answer she did something with her pussy that felt as if she was sucking my nuts right inside her, making me gasp, 

	 "That... leather happens to be my specialty too." 

	 Cindy nodded smugly, her glance admitting that she had known it all along. She raised her head, pointedly looking first at one wrist, then the other, drawing my eyes to them, watching as she strained every muscle to pull them from the bind of the leather loops, the tendons standing out under her fair skin, her fingers like claws scratching for freedom. Denied escape, she sighed and lay back, my helpless prisoner, eyes smoky with promise. 

	 Deep in her wet tunnel, my cock head twitched and swelled, soaking up energy from her fantasy, suddenly moving again, renewing the love dance that orgasm had interrupted. I could feel myself reaching deeper and deeper, this time smoothly, without the haste, but this time it was my fair Cindy who was grunting with each stroke, panting like a marathon runner. There were none of the little miniature orgasms this time as she saved everything in her body for a single monster climax that left us both totally drained. 

	 Later, I finally had to take the two leashes forcibly away from her. She didn't bother to dress, simply tossing her boots and jeans into the bedroom and closing the door. The collar of her blouse was about all that was left, a tatter of cloth hanging from it down her back. She walked around the house, nipples stiff, trailing the leashes from her wrists as if totally unaware of them while I was panting after her with an ache in my balls that wouldn't quit. She stood passively as I slipped the leather straps over her hands, melting my guts with a look that made the future look like paradise. 

	 We didn't get a wink of sleep that night, sharing a vintage bottle of wine, alternating between screwing our brains out and discussing our mutual interests in leather, bondage, discipline and all the allied sexual pleasures. Cindy seemed to know an amazing amount about the topics for a virgin, but when I prodded she just gave me an enigmatic smile and changed the topic to the immediate prospect of more sex. 

	 Gradually I drew her out. The more we talked the more freely she described her interests and her fantasies. Eventually she admitted having seen me watching at the window and putting on the little show with the collars and leashes for my benefit. I was so pleasantly surprised that I had so completely misjudged Cindy that I could barely keep my end of the conversation going, my mind already racing with the possibilities and some sketchy plans for our future sex life. I finally muttered, half under my breath, 

	 "Looks like I'm going to have to establish a leash law around this household." 

	 Very deliberately, provoking me, Cindy stuck out her tongue at me, then curled it all the way around her mouth, caressing her lips with it as she watched my startled expression. Suddenly she rolled over next to me, half raising herself on her elbows, whispering urgently in my unbelieving ear, 

	 "Can you picture me, nude, helpless, leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles, your collar on my neck, your leash taut from my neck to your fist. I can be made to do anything you want me to do. All you have to do is whip me with that leather thong in your other hand. I am powerless to prevent you from fucking me but I will struggle, fight my bonds, try to evade the whip even as you punish me. You can train me to satisfy any whim with your cruel whip, even make me beg to take your cock in my mouth or up my ass....." 

	 She stopped, not because she was out of breath, or ideas, but because I had just fired my howitzer, spewing a string of semen from my belly button to my chin. No, I was NOT jacking off, or even touching my cock. It was the mental picture that I was drawing from the erotics she was hissing in my ear that fired my load. Cindy, never one to waste anything, proceeded to lick up every drop, pausing to grin devilishly between swipes of her talented tongue, and side trips to nip my tiny but turgid nipples with her smooth white teeth. 

	 By the time she was done I was ready to drill for oil, rolling her back and committing what under other circumstances could have been mistaken for a rape. I was banging her like a sack of cement and she was eating it up. She quickly went into overdrive, climaxing like someone beating a tom-tom, a long drawn out multiple orgasm that left her squirming helplessly on the bed. 

	 Driving to work the next morning I had to pull off and stuff my handkerchief in my shorts to keep from staining my slacks, my rampant cock leaking fluid like a Ford pickup on its second 100,000 miles. I was alternating between gleefully planning our evening and shaking my head over my wife's power to arouse me and the superb way she had punched my buttons. Despite not having had a wink of sleep, I was wide awake, alert and surging with new found energy. 

	 My lunch hour was allotted to the local sex shop, which had some of the sleaziest, raunchiest books and magazines available anywhere, but also carried a top of the line assortment of bondage gear. I put a semi-permanent dent in my plastic card, but it was enough to half fill the trunk of the car. The clerk hauled a couple of magazines from under the counter as a bonus, the quick glimpse of the covers before they joined the rest of the gear assuring me that they'd make exciting reading - if I could get them away from Cindy! 

	 When I opened the door, Cindy was standing, waiting. She was wearing three things. Her heels, a smile and a blindfold. Well, four. She had buckled one of the dog collars around her neck, and was holding the leash handle out to me. Still a bit unnerved, I took it from her as she automatically backed away until it was taut. 

	 I moved my hand. Cindy maintained the tension in the leash, moving swiftly to match. Exerting a slight pressure I ordered, 

	 "Down." 

	 Her naked body fluidly sought the floor, kneeling at my feet. The effect on me was electric, literally making my whole body tingle, while my balls threatened to erupt in unison with my pulsing cock. Gritting my teeth, I commanded, 

	 "Heel." 

	 Never once allowing the leash to slacken, she dropped forward onto her hands, turning as she went down, then backing beside me until her head was just behind my left knee. Without a word I stepped forward, walking toward the living room. Cindy obediently crawled behind me on her hands and knees. Fascinated by the power of the leather strap in my hand I brought her to the middle of the rug. 

	 "Stay." 

	 Cindy stopped, rigid. Holding the leash taut, I walked around her, avidly taking in her beautiful body, thrilling to her submission. When I had made a complete circle I gave a tug to the leash, 

	 "Heel, UP!"  "Stay!" 

	 With only a momentary hesitation Cindy guessed right and lifted to her feet, keeping her hands flat on the floor, pushing her cute ass up and out. I walked behind her, admiring the view, probing with my free hand. She opened her legs slightly in a blatant invitation as I reached between them, cupping her pussy and pushing my finger into her tightness. As I expected she was literally swimming in her juices. She whimpered softly, the first sound she had uttered. 

	 For a long moment I considered dropping my pants and ravishing her from the rear, but I had what I sincerely hoped would be even more exciting plans for the evening. It had been more than 36 hours since either of us had had any sleep and I wasn't too sure of my staying power. As it turned out, Cindy and her leash would have raised a boner on a corpse so I didn't need to worry. 

	 "Heel, Down." 

	 At the bedroom door, I tried a new command as I slackened the leash, 

	 "Crawl!" 

	 Perfectly, Cindy sprawled full length on the rug, never once allowing the leash to sag, crawling on her belly where I led her, dragging her erect nipples through the nap of the thick rug and leaving a sheen of moisture behind from her sopping pussy. 

	 Dropping the leash on the rug beside her head I again ordered her to "stay," then "roll over." I hurried out to the garage to retrieve the boxes in the trunk, first carefully adjusting my painful prick which was trying to split the seams of my pants. It took two trips to bring everything in, delayed by my overwhelming need to stop and drink in the sight of my nude wife stretched provocatively on the floor. As I gazed down at her I could see the burning sparks of desire shooting from her eyes, fanning my own fires. 

	 Opening one box, I knelt beside her and fitted the stiff newness of the leather cuffs about her wrists and ankles. Cindy responded with a whimper of desire at each new bond, the faintest of squirms twisting through her body. I warned her with another "stay,' which was enough to halt any further movement but her breathing quickened, doing delightful things to her pert breasts, rocking their firmness seductively. 

	 I saved her collar for last. It was a work of art, the leather carved and embossed, the D rings gleaming with chrome, with a tiny matching padlock that snapped through the eye of the buckle prong. I had very nearly balked at paying $10 for a lock that a toothpick could open, but I instinctively knew that the symbolism of the thing would not be lost on Cindy. 

	 I pulled off the blindfold and held the collar before her eyes, letting her look at it, dropping in closer to let her smell the rich aroma of leather. To my surprise she raised her head slightly, never taking her eyes from mine and kissed it, her tongue darting out and caressing the leather in a symbolic display of her own. 

	 Tugging the new leash gently, I patted the bed with my hand, 

	 "Up." 

	 Cindy swung her long legs under her and knelt on her hands and knees, eying the bed, high enough so that it was above eye level. As I watched open mouthed, she crawled forward, put her hands on the mattress, lifting herself. If you have ever seen a dog crawl onto a bed, rather than jump on, then you know how she lifted one leg up and used it to lever herself up and over the edge, rolling to her back, and so help me, holding her brand new cuffs up in the air for me to see. By this time my cock was threatening to strangulate in my shorts so I dropped the leash long enough to shuck my clothes. 

	 Cindy held her position, a Mona Lisa smile flickering over her face as she watched my rod spring free and wave at her. Somehow I got untangled from the last of my clothes and grabbed her leash again, 

	 "Roll over!" 

	 I was panting the words out, pumping adrenalin by the bucket. Even as she obeyed I joined her on the bed, moving over one leg to kneel between them. Slapping her ass I gritted, 

	 "Upppp!" 

	 It was like one of those dream sequences in a movie. Her ass seemed to rear back and up at me in very slow motion, aiming instinctively for my groin. She speared herself, sucking me into her pussy right to the base. I groaned with the sweet agony of her muscles tightening about me. I kicked into gear, ramming her hard, my hand tugging the leash in a tempo that had her slamming right back at me, giving me as good as I was dishing out. The back and forth rhythm was insatiable, irresistible. Cindy screamed as she came and I let out a strangled roar as I spewed a bucket of come into her hot box. 

	 It went into the record books as "A glorious fuck." We still use it as a marker to compare with other events in our sex life, and frankly there are damn few that really measure up to it, it was that good. I managed to make it to a pillow before I collapsed, and we both slept as we were. I woke up at 3 AM, took one look at Cindy, snoring gently away, sprawled on top of the bed, still wearing her cuffs and collar. the leash hanging over one tit, and I had to have her right then, bladder or no. 

	 She woke panting, and came almost instantly, more excited than I had ever seen her. I came about six strokes later, and I'll be darned if she didn't match me, yelling in my ear loud enough to deafen me. After that I couldn't wait, and while she used the toilet I used the floor drain in the shower. We both wanted more, but neither of us could have torn open a wet paper bag, so we were asleep again almost instantly. 

	 Leaving for work the next morning was a pain! I mean, a pain! Cindy flatly refused to let me remove the cuffs and collar, and as blithely refused to put on even one stitch of clothing, so by the time I finished breakfast it felt like somebody had stuck my nuts in a vise and closed it tight. I threatened to call in sick, only to be told in no uncertain terms that I had better work my ass off to pay for all the leather that I had mortgaged the farm for. Cindy was no fool when it came to making financial ends meet as well as our ends.... 

	 (I stood it at the office until about 10 o'clock and then headed to the john to jerk off, but she's not supposed to know that.} 

	 The scene when I got home that night was much like the previous evening, with several notable exceptions. Cindy was kneeling at the door waiting for me, her leash neatly coiled on the serving tray she was holding. I wasn't about to wait long enough to get her to the bedroom so we coupled frantically right there in the front hall - and then we dashed for the bedroom and screwed like a pair of mink for the rest of the evening. 

	 When we finally came up for air - and some much needed food - Cindy was grinning across the table at me as I kept looking at her excruciatingly erect nipples peeping over the edge. Half embarrassed, she turned and picked up a piece of paper from the counter behind her and silently handed it to me. I glanced at the top of the page and then looked at her. Her eyes were hot, ready. I grinned back at her and got up and went back to the front hall where I had abandoned my briefcase. 

	 Cindy watched me with open curiosity as I walked back into the room and handed her a sheet of paper. She dropped her gaze, read the first line and snapped her eyes back to mine, mouth open in surprise, 

	 "How... How did you know?" 

	 "It doesn't exactly take a mind reader to figure this out." 

	 "When did you do all this?" 

	 "I spent most of the afternoon on the computer. Frankly, all I could think about was you, waiting at the door when I got home. When did you do your list?" 

	 Cindy grinned again, shivering with arousal rather than a chill, her eyes boring holes in my mind, 

	 "I've, umm, been working on this for... several months." 

	 "Well, that explains a lot of things." 

	 "It doesn't explain how you came up with the exact same idea," Glancing quickly up and down my list, she added, 

	 "... and a lot of the same things I had listed." 

	 "Just call it a lucky guess." 

	 I took my eyes off her long enough to read the list she had handed me, titled - as you might guess my list was headed - "Leash Law." Just as she had commented, many of her rules were identical to the ones I had composed. I nodded several times as I spotted a fresh idea that I had overlooked, but my eyes widened in near shock when I reached the final paragraph, sub-titled, "Penalties." 

	 I glanced at Cindy, who was speed reading my list. She finished, a satisfied smirk on her face. When she looked up I ostentatiously re-read the last few sentences. On my list, I had suggested a spanking as a reward for disobedience of any of the rules. My minx of a wife made no bones in her list about expecting to be punished with a riding crop, laying out a schedule for herself that would keep her butt the permanent color of an August sunset if she so much as sneezed while on the leash. 

	 We looked at each other for a long moment, wordlessly. I got up from the table and walked into the bedroom, opening the closet where I had stored the boxes. They were untouched. Opening one, I reached in and grasped the finely balanced braided leather crop that had been the first item I had picked out at the sex shop. Holding it at the ready I walked back into the kitchen. Cindy was kneeling, waiting, holding her hands limply, just below her breasts, a classic pose, her back stiff and erect, forcing her chest out. The evening began all over again..... 

	 Cindy is thriving under leash law. The complicated and restrictive rules that evolved from the two parallel lists govern almost every waking moment of her home life. True to my prediction, she breaks more than enough of the rules to keep her twin cheeks well striped and tender, always careful to make it appear that her lapses are "accidental." 

	 This is not just a phase, either. We just celebrated our second wedding anniversary and "leash law" has been in effect almost every day of that two years without either of us becoming tired of it or bored. It's just the opposite, because between the two of us we are never at a loss for some new "trick" for Cindy to be taught. The more stringent my training methods, the more she thrives on it and as you can well imagine it would take a major catastrophe to stop or delay me from hurrying home each evening after work. 

	 You'd probably get a chuckle out of the fact that Cindy, after her first burst of enthusiasm, quickly developed into a slow learner, forcing me to meticulously repeat attempts to show her how to do something and having to constantly reinforce my commands with the whip. One of the first rules that she suggested herself was an extra penalty whenever I had to repeat an order, so naturally she has incurred numerous extra stripes as a result. 

	 There are quite a number of the rules that we worked out that are especially private, so I won't embarrass Cindy by detailing them. Among the ones that I can describe are those that include her having to kneel and kiss the floor whenever she enters a room where a leash is hanging. She cannot touch the leash except to attach it to her collar, has to keep it taut when she is blindfolded, must never let the leash touch her skin and has to remain in place whenever I drop the leash. 

	 Cindy is not allowed to speak or make any noise of any kind while she is leashed, unless I ask her a question. This is probably the rule that gets bent or broken the most, as when she gets excited she is very vocal. Having a quiet orgasm for her is about like asking a magpie to quit chattering. But, the idea was on both of our original lists so we are in complete agreement on that score. 

	 For our first anniversary I gave her a chain leash. Now, when I order, "Chain," she hurries off to find it, (on all fours), knowing that it signals a special, very rigorous training session which ultimately will end with Cindy chained firmly to the bed, grinding her welted rear end into the sheets beneath me. There's no set schedule for this, but we usually have them at least once or twice a month. 

	 In case you're wondering, Yes, we still take the dogs for a walk in the woods. But now Cindy is rather more of a "walkee" than a walker. In other words it's more the dogs who take her for a walk than the other way around. 

	   Of all the leather items that I bought that first trip to the sex shop, the one that most caught Cindy's fancy was the black punishment helmet. For her it never was a punishment to wear it. So much so that I finally had to forcibly remove it from her head and lock it away for several weeks. It stayed despite a lot of tearful pleas, dozens of promises to "be good," and two or three highly erotic offers of sexual pleasure. 

	 That was the final straw, so she spent three straight days on the chain leash over a holiday weekend and three straight nights of doing all the things she had tried to bribe me with, with lots and lots of encouragement from my crop. The only problem was that she just about wore me out and I got kidded by everybody the first day back at work. 

	 Anyway, the upshot was that I use the punishment helmet as a special treat for Cindy, such as when I walk the dogs - and let them walk her. The command is "helmet and leash," which permits Cindy to remove the helmet from its special case and bring it to me. She doesn't have to be reminded to bring the gag, at least not after a couple of extra sessions with the whip, but she has to wear it to keep her from forgetting and trying to control the dogs.... 

	 Her walking uniform is helmet and heels. If she is being punished for anything special, she goes barefoot, which she hates because her vivid imagination makes a snake out of anything soft underfoot and accidental contact with a worm is good for a mild case of hysterics, which really isn't that easy to do when you're gagged and locked in a helmet. 

	 I hook the leash on the D-ring at the nape of her neck, walking her out of the house to the dog run. You can literally see her crawl into the helmet to hide when she steps out onto the porch, certain that I've sold tickets to every neighbor for 10 miles to come and watch her nude parade. It takes a couple of brisk zingers to snap her out of that recurring fantasy, but she's told me that she "knows" that someone is watching her from the moment she leaves the protection of the house until she is safely back inside. That this keeps her aroused to a fever pitch is a given. 

	 I put the collars and leashes on the dogs while they are busy sniffing Cindy. The big one usually gooses her with his cold nose, drawing a well muffled protest from inside the helmet, that gets even louder if he gets around in front of her and nuzzles her pussy. When they are ready I snap the leashes on Cindy's wrist cuffs. She of course is under strict orders not to touch the leashes, but to make sure, I use the rings on the backs of her wrists. 

	 It's a magic sound for the dogs, signaling the start of their walk. Claws dig in, muscles strain and they are off for the woods, Cindy perforce following in their footsteps, her own leash running tautly back to my guiding hand. If there WAS someone watching, they'd certainly get an eyeful! 

	 The dogs took to this new "game" that their master and mistress were playing like ducks to water. They were sort of confused the first couple of times, but after that they got the hang of it and I swear searched out an obstacle course to put mistress through her paces that would do a marine boot camp proud. 

	 One of my own ideas that the dog's antics suggested was a penalty of five strokes of the crop whenever they led Cindy into something - like a bush or a tree - that she couldn't step over. The two dogs would frequently charge off in opposite directions, hapless Cindy bringing up the rear, her arms pulled in different directions in an ever changing pattern of movement that kept her completely disoriented. 

	 Quite a ways out in the woods there was a hugh old pine tree that was at least four feet through at the base. We had used it as a marker, walking to it before turning around to go back to the house. The dogs knew that it was the end point, so they always headed straight for it. 

	 The third time we took Cindy for a walk, the dogs were working as a team, giving her a really rough time. When they finally spotted the tree, after several halts for a whipping for Cindy and then the job of extricating her from whatever the dogs had led her into, they headed for it as if their lives depended on reaching it, pulling hard on their leashes. Cindy was making noises behind her gag, but the dogs ignored her. 

	 When they got to the tree, as if at a signal, they split up, each dog running around it. The leashes were just long enough for them to pull Cindy against the tree, with her arms stretched out, as if hugging it. When she stopped, they had to stop too, side by side, panting, their tongues lolling out, grinning at me as I walked around the tree to see. 

	 "Stay." 

	 The order was for all three. The dogs obeyed, but Cindy had no choice. She was firmly held, snugged up against the rough bark so that she couldn't struggle without scratching her fair skin on the sharp edges. She reared her helmeted head back as if to pull herself free, but she couldn't move. She made a target I couldn't resist. 

	 "Five for failing to avoid an obstruction, and five from the dogs as a special present." 

	 Cindy tossed her head back again, blindly looking straight up at the sky. She said something, three distinct, separate sounds, indecipherable because of the big gag that filled her mouth. She repeated it, then laid her head against the tree, waiting for the whip. I paused after the first five. She made the three sounds again, emphatic, expecting my understanding and an answer. I didn't understand but I answered her with the whip. 

	  It's a funny thing, which shows that people don't realize just how smart a dog is, but those two dogs took the whole thing in and now about two times out of three they'll run Cindy into the turnaround tree and then sit there smugly while she gets her butt striped. Then they'll lead her home as sedate as could be, as if coming home from a tea party or something. 

	 After this had happened two or three times, I brought the subject up one night as we were lying in bed. It was a Sunday and Cindy had been wearing the chain leash all day and now was lying on her back with her arms and legs spread out and locked in the permanent shackles I had bolted to the head and footboards. I was idly playing, fingering her pussy and one nipple, making her squirm and grind her rosy red rear against the sheet. Remembering her as she clasped the tree and pushed out against the crop, I asked, 

	 "What were you trying to say, out there at the tree? 

	 Cindy turned her head carefully to look at me, avoiding rubbing her neck on her high collar. Her eyes were sparkling, the one outward sign of the raging inferno she had bottled up for me. She grinned half sheepishly as she said three words, 

	 "Make me COME!" 

	 So, I did. 

	 

	One Damn Drop After Another 

	By Raul Roget

	Copyright 2002 

	All Rights reserved. Not for minors.   

	 Slave Saundra was in deep doodoo. A relatively minor offense, saying "No" at the wrong time and place, but then escalated into Felony One territory by repeating the forbidden word (in front of witnesses) with even more emphasis when the order was repeated. 

	 Master Ray almost slapped her. The unrepentant slave read the intent in his eyes and cringed away from the unstruck blow. She was the only one who could see his eyes so the sudden movement startled everyone else. Not that she was supposed to be looking into his eyes, but this seemed to be an evening chock full of offenses to their master-slave relationship.. 

	 She didn't look into his eyes again. She had seen enough. She tasted bile in her mouth as her stomach curled up in a tight knot. A relatively pleasant evening among friends had suddenly turned sour. She glued her eyes to the plate in front of her, mentally cataloging the likely punishments (yes, plural) that she had already earned. She tuned out the conversation around her, wanting to scream, jump up and run, slap the grinning, knowing faces that surrounded her. 

	 They were mostly his friends. Two of the women she knew on a first name basis. She suspected they and the other women were slaves, but had never seen any concrete evidence or admission to prove it. On the other hand they, and everyone else at the table knew that she was Master Ray's slave. They also knew that he had a reputation - a  legendary reputation - as a slave trainer. As a matter of fact  every one of the woman present had been on an enforced tour of his basement 'playroom,' one or two for extended periods and there was even one who appeared at his back door for retraining on the first of every month. 

	 Saundra was already quite familiar with the downstairs facilities even though she had only been in the relationship for a few months. Master Ray usually didn't display his slaves in public, but this particular evening was a special event, a wedding anniversary. He had warned her that she would be expected to make nice to the young couple, but she hadn't expected to be ordered under the table. One "No" led to another and the air conditioning was suddenly clogged with fecal .matter and Shelia was in lots of trouble. 

	 Knowing all too well that obeying now wouldn't save her a single lash, she placed her napkin beside her plate and slid off the seat onto her knees, ducking her head under the table. The long white linen hid her from the rest of the private room, the only possible onlookers the wait staff. 

	 She did her duty - ladies first. There was a startled half-choked cry from above as she began to lick, quickly followed by a moan of pleasure. Her husband looked at her, puzzled, then felt between her widely parted legs, encountering a bobbing head where he had expected to find a different head of hair. 

	 Saundra was definitely not bi- but orders were orders and things came to a rousing climax in short order. The anxious husband already had his fly unzipped and was rampantly ready for her mouth. He dissolved into a long drawn out grunt in a few seconds aroused past control by the unexpected visit. Saundra crawled back to her end of the table and poked her head out just in time to meet the eyes of the head waiter who was standing as if expecting her to emerge from below the cloth. 

	 He could barely hide his smirk, having watched the couple display their orgasms for all to see.and correctly guessing that the missing guest undoubtedly had something to do with their rapture. 

	 Face flushed, Saundra resumed her seat. Master Ray ignored her. She sensed, rather than saw it as her eyes resumed their attack on the plate in front of her. 

	 Slave Saundra counted the minutes to when it would be time to leave, counted the minutes for the long drive home. Master Ray wouldn't say a word and she wouldn't dare say anything. Bleakly she counted the hours of pain she had earned. Not satisfied with her own assessment of her crimes, knowing Master Ray's sometimes harsh methods, she calmly tripled the hours - or days - of his wrath. The numbers scared her, setting off an unbidden scream of terror that choked her,  never reaching her lips. 

	 It was necessary to order her to eat. Unspoken, "Eat, or the expensive food comes out of your hide, piece by piece, dollar by dollar." 

	 She ate, grinding each bite to a liquid slurry, afraid to swollow against the knot in her belly. She drank glass after glass of water to help it down. Somehow, somewhere it disappeared. Her knotted stomach made no sign of recognition. 

	 Eons later the evening was over. She made small talk with the women, averting her eyes from the men, afraid to face their leers. She was careful to stay close to Master Ray, reading his body language as he finally turned and walked to the car. Neither spoke. The countdown continued until the car was safely inside and the door was closed. Neither spoke. 

	 The condemned walked behind her Master, straight to the room of pain. In seconds her expensive dress was cleaning rags. Her bra-less tits bounced with the energy he expending in stripping her. Nude, she stood, shivering slightly until he grasped her chin and raised her eyes to his. She stared, totaled her expected punishment, then doubled it again, reading the anger, the frustration, even shame that she had caused him. The slap was still there, only seconds away. 

	 But, he didn't hit her. Satisfied that she had a clear understanding of why she was about to be punished, he let the slap fade away. Left behind were dark clouds, very dark clouds. 

	 The first cloud thundered across her raised rump as she clutched the stand she was draped over. She counted ten zingers from his best cane. Momentarily sated, Master Ray walked back to the rack, polishing his pet before returning it to its proper rung. 

	 "Usually you ask to go potty about now." Statement. 

	 "Please, Master." Her first words in hours. All she dared say. They both knew that she had gulped down a good half dozen tall glasses. 

	 Then came the inspiration. Her master left the room for a moment, returning with a glass jar and a tall narrow measuring glass. Saundra was ordered to "Squat." When she was in position Master Ray pulled up a comfortable chair in front of her. She kept her eyes down, frantically trying to assess this new development. He held the jar and the glass low, in her range of vision, bouncing them slightly to keep her full attention. 

	 "I have a new 'game' for you. I just invented it, so I will make up the rules as we go along, usually after you have broken the rule. The game is called 'Bladder Control,'something I'm sure you are not very familiar with. 

	 "It will start like this. I will set an arbitrary volume. You will piss exactly that amount, no more and no less. I'm going to pick 10 ccs. If you shut off at nine or less you get five strokes of whatever instrument of correction I choose. If it's 11 or more it will be 10 strokes for each marker on that tube. You will hold it up so that I can see the reading and then dump it in your jar. You will have exactly sixty seconds to complete this and you will repeat it each minute thereafter until I tell you to stop, or pick a different amount." 

	 "Oh, and let me point out that this is just the punishment for that first 'No.' There will be more later, tomorrow, next week and probably next month. 

	 "Yes, Master." Saundra accepted her fate, even as she tried to think how she was going to control her bladder. Bleak was a nice word. 

	 Slave Saundra would be pleased if we drew a veil over the events of the next several weeks. She trained well, at the expense of acres and acres of hide, but by the time the next party rolled around she had a muscle that would crush a steel rod. Naturally she went to the party and naturally she was asked to demonstrate her prowess. Without the slightest hesitation she hiked up her skirt and squatted on the table. Her jug and measuring glass appeared as if by magic. 

	 Without prompting she went up and down the scale in one cc increments, each time holding up the tube to confirm the reading. For the finale she held the jug between her legs and very carefully let single drops fall with a splash. Or as one of the participants said later, "One damn drop after another!     

	 

	My First Nightmare 

	By Raul Roget

	  

	All Rights Reserved. Not for minors.   

	 If I see one more story - just one more story - about what a perfect first time "We" had, I'm going to puke. I don't care whether it was a pickup at the Corner Bar, a blind date, or the culmination of six months of key pounding on the computer, NOTHING goes as smoothly as they would like you to believe. 

	 OK, it's supposed to be fantasy. Really, it has to be fantasy because nothing ever, ever is perfect. I know, some of it is written by professional writers, but how do you explain the ones that write in the wrong person, can't spell and can't compose a simple sentence? Where do they get the idea that first meetings are always smooth as silk and always culminate in a night/weekend of passion? 

	  Bah! Sounds to me like wishful thinking at its worst. 

	 Then of course you have the clones who want to rewrite history. They take a real weekend, delete all the troublesome spots and make up enough to fill the gaping gaps. Bah! I say. 

	 Just look at the way they describe their subbies. They are always next-to-virgins with Big D tits and mouths that never have touched a cock before but give a thousand-mile checkup without even scraping their teeth. To coin a word, Bah! 

	 For the benefit of those of you who have been brainwashed into believing fantasy, let me relate a true story, with all its warts and scars. This happened, and I'm sure it's happened to some, or a lot, of you. 

	 Yeah, I met Lucy (her real name) on the Internet. I swear to God I will never ever go to a chat room again. I met Lucy. First she was coy. Then she came on like a ton of bricks, Instant Messages every five minutes. A self-described super-sub. She said she was into chains, rope, handcuffs, gags, collars, whips........(what did I miss?) Fresh out of Masters, looking for a long term relationship. 

	 Sent a picture. Blonde, upper and lower, a pair of hooters that would make grown men cry. Body to match. I bit. Sent her my picture, clothed. Sent her a plane ticket. Naturally she was off the beaten path, so the ticket was double what a big city would have cost. 

	 This of course took several months. Lots of key pounding. Hot sex pouring out of the screen. She talked the talk and walked the walk. I was hot to trot and she was oozing submission all over the place. 

	 So, I met the plane. "She" walked up to me. Not the blonde, not the tits, not the bod. Mousy brown hair, padded B cups and 20 pounds of fat in all the wrong places. "Hi, I'm Lucy!" S-word! 

	 Eyes down, submissive, but whatinhell? I'm not one to start an argument or a fight in a public place so I grabbed her arm and headed for baggage claim. I was working up a head of steam but I didn't say a word. Just stood there, staring at her until the carousel started moving. She had sense enough to keep her mouth shut. 

	 Guess what happened next. Oh, Hell, I'll tell you. Her bag, big enough for a round-the-world cruise, comes over the top and drops like a lead brick, flopping open and spilling the contents. Handcuffs. Leg shackles. Chain. A penis gag. Of course the chain hangs up on something, making a terrible racket. I grab the bag and heave it onto the floor. She goes for the goodies, but I have to push through the crowd and retrieve that damn chain. By now every man within a quarter mile knows what's going on and are grinning like banshees. The women pretended not to know what it was all about, noses high, sneaking peeks at grubby little subbie. 

	 A couple of women close to where she was standing apparently were needling her because she was red as a radish when I got back. They looked at me and sniffed. I muttered "lesbians" and promptly got an extended lecture on manners, along with threats to call the cops and charge me with harassing them. I got that fire put out, the bag closed and on a cart and headed for the door, subbie trailing. 

	 As we waited for the shuttle to the parking garage I considered my next move. There wasn't a chance in Hell of changing her ticket and sending her home. I had reservations at an upscale restaurant, but that was O U T. The motel reservation looked like the only out. There was a greasy spoon next door that would have to do. 

	 Except that she got sick from the food and started barfing. She'd come out of the bathroom nude, turn green and roll right back in. I'm sitting on the bed about as limp as a dishrag. This went on for a couple of hours before she finally calmed down and headed for the bed. 

	 I slipped in beside her, to be greeted by her back. "Not tonight, I've got a headache." 

	 Headache, smedache! By now I was primed to play. I slipped a condom on Junior and started prodding. I rather tartly reminded her that she had come to serve me, not the other way around. She gave one of those "let's get it over with" sighs and sprawled on her back. I looked down at her, wished fervently that I had a full head helmet with me and turned out the lights. 

	 Given all that she wasn't really a bad lay. Or was until the rubber broke, or she pierced it with a nail, which is what I think happened. I hadn't bothered to put her in restraints, figuring she was worn out enough. Who said nice guys finish last? I agee. 

	 The bottom sheet had a wet spot the size of a barrel head and it was way too late to call housekeeping. I did find an extra blanket in the bottom drawer of the dresser, so I covered the sheet with that and remade the bed. She's standing there watching me, like I was the chambermaid. I'm pissed, getting pissier and even beyond that. I get back in bed. She gets in like there was a torpedo in there set to go off. I turn out the light. She doesn't say a word. Neither do I. 

	 Morning comes. She won't eat at the Spoon, so I have to drive ten miles to find a restaurant that's open. For some unknown reason she is now pissed. Something I said, or did? 

	 No point in going back to the motel. She is in no mood to play and I couldn't get it up with a floor jack. We drive around. We drive around. We drive around. I suggest something. She shakes her head. We drive around. I suggest something else. She shakes her head. I ask her bluntly what she'd like to do, or see. "Whatever you want." No Master, of course. We drive around some more. We eat lunch. We drive around some more. "Whatever you want" is her unswerving answer. I'm considering the penalty for first degree murder. I spend my time wondering if I could get away with it, or at least plea bargain that she wasn't as advertised. 

	 We eat dinner, gas up, and drive, mile after silent mile. We arrive back at the motel at midnight. Her plane leaves at 9:30, it's 30 minutes to the airport so we need to leave at 7. I tell her this. She nods. Then for some weird reason she starts unpacking. She has everything out of her suitcase by 1 a,m., but it takes her nearly two hours to get repacked. I triple check the bedside radio-alarm, even running the time by it to make sure it will go off at 6. We obviously won't have time for breakfast. 

	 By some miracle we do wake up on time, get the car loaded (me) while she takes 45 minutes to put a dab of something on her face that should have taken 10 seconds.. We scoot for the airport, hand over her bag and send her on to the gate. Not a word about coming back, call me or go to Hell, from either of us. I watch as she goes through the X-ray machine. She is stopped, and one of the security people holds up a pair of handcuffs that were forgotten in her handbag. They let her through, but confiscate the cuffs. 

	 I go home, repeating the S-word at 30 second intervals the entire trip. I chalk this one up to experience, make my vows never to enter a chat room again and resume my normal life. 

	 That is, until my lawyer calls. Lucy it seems is crying rape. I read him some of her e-mails, asking for it, and a lot more. Lawyer reluctantly agrees I have enough evidence to get me off the hook. 

	 That lasts about three weeks. Lawyer calls. Lucy is pregnant. 

	S-word! 

	 

	A Box For My Love 

	  By Raul Roget

	  

	All rights reserved. An adult story, not for those under 18.     

	 CeeCee was missing. Disappeared without a trace. CeeCee is short from Casandra Caroline, my wife. 

	 I probably should have reported her missing to the police. However, she had left before, without a word, so I had no real reason to be concerned. Then too, I'd pretty much reached the point where I didn't give a rat's ass whether she was lying beside me or not when I woke in the morning. 

	 Several of my friends knew how I felt about her. She was a perfect wife in public, but a first water bitch when we were alone. Getting into her panties was an exercise in futility. I'd get there but she'd be so damn nasty there was no fun in it for me and she didn't seem to enjoy it either. 

	 Despite her seeming disinterest in sex, I was about 90 percent certain that she was having an affair. I could have hired a private investigator to tail her but I guess I didn't really want to know what she was up to. I knew, but I didn't know, and I didn't want to confront her. 

	 After a drink too many I'd told a couple of my closest friends after they showed up for a party, with CeeCee very much not in attendance, off on one of her "trips." I got a lot of sympathy, plenty of "Been there, had that happen to me" and offers of assistance. My problem, so no way they can help. 

	 This time seemed somehow different. True, she never said a word before she left, but usually she had a suitcase. It was stil in place and when I got around to snooping a little further, I discovered her purse was in her closet. She couldn't have gone far without it. 

	 By this time it was almost a full month since the day she disappeared. Still pissed, I noted the time span absentmindedly but it didn't trigger my search mode. 

	 Another three weeks went by and I reached the point where I was debating with myself whether to call the police. The side that won posed the threat that the police would suspect my motives in not reporting it sooner. Starting a homicide investigation of me just wasn't in the cards. I muttered. "She isn't worth it!" 

	 Several evenings later, as I was sitting in the living room enjoying an after dinner drink the doorbell rang. I checked the spy-hole and could see two men in uniform and a large "something"  on a hand cart. I opened the door and one greeted me, handing me a clipboard and a pen. I signed, glancing at their cart, which was hidden beneath a large wooden box. 

	 Thoroughly puzzled, I had them drop the box in the hall. I dug a couple of $5 bills out of my wallet and thanked them for their service. There was no sign of any company name on their coveralls. I peered out the door but the porch light didn't carry to the street so I couldn't see their vehicle. One of the men suddenly slapped his pocket and quickly handed me an envelope. "You'll need this." 

	 The envelope contained a set of keys. The box was locked, padlocks at the four corners. I unlocked the locks and laid them aside. The cover came off - and there was CeeCee! The oath was out of my mouth before I even got a good look at her. I repeated it when I got that good look. 

	 CeeCee was (as I found out in a moment) hogtied with her big toes up by her ears and then wrapped from neck to knees with enough chain to anchor the Pacific Fleet. Padlocks were everywhere! I would have needed a crane to lift her out, but I discovered that the box front was hinged. Unlatching it, I rolled CeeCee out onto the rug. She grunted, but I could hardly hear it through the combination gag that was harnessed skin tight across her lower face and chin. The blindfold accessory covered her eyes, making me realize that at this point she had no idea where she was. I decided to leave her literally in the dark. 

	 I'd been around the B/D and D/S scene before I met CeeCee. Naturally - for her - she wouldn't hear of even a hint of it in our marriage. I tried, but I got shot down so I filed that particular pleasure in some storage spot in my mind and let her have her way. Now suddenly the cobwebs were swept away, the vault door opened and I realized I was about to trip over the stiffest hardon I'd had in a decade. 

	 I didn't waste more than a moment speculating just who had put CeeCee in such a literal bind. For all I knew it might have beeen that whoever was shacking up with her got tired of her "winning ways" and decided to dump her back in my lap. Right then it didn't matter. All I cared about was the fact that CeeCee was back, she was tied up, well chained up would be a better description and as I quickly rolled her back and forth across the floor, adding to the growing pile of padlocks and swirling a rapidly increasing length of chain I was to find that the chain was little more than a bonus to add to her basic restraints. 

	 When she was unwrapped, CeeCee was still immobile in her hog tie. However the noises coming from behind the gag were not the air raid siren screams of outrage that I would have expected. No, CeeCee was merely responding to being bumped and jerked about as I unchained her. Had I been paying closer attention I might have detected a slight note of pleasure in the whole scheme of things. 

	 Even if I had I would have passed it off as relief from the massive weight of the chain. I guess I'm just a skeptic at heart. Right at that moment I was admiring the shackles on her pinioned ankles. Several years working in a machine shop gave me the experience to instantly recognize a real piece of work. 

	 Each shackle was big, heavy, polished steel. They obviously had been fitted to her ankles rather than the other way around. Admiring, I ran a hand around under one shackle, expecting a padlock, or at least a keyhole. Neither. Just smooth, polished metal. A half inch thick stud extended far enough to sustain a hole for a padlock, but that was to connect the ankle to something else. 

	 When I got her ankles free of her elbows I discovered that feel hadn't told me the whole story. Looped through the stud was one link of a chain that ran to the other ankle. I had the instant impression that CeeCee would not be spreading her legs beyond walking distance for some time to come. A single padlock had been used to bring her legs together. I left it in place for the time being as I wanted to explore my wife's bondage some more. 

	 Around her neck was a steel collar with the same exquisite workmanship and the same lack of a way to remove it. Studs appeared every few inches all the way around, promising plenty of points of restraint. Not to mention that there was probably five or six pounds of steel, enough so that CeeCee would be well aware that she had to wear it. 

	 Not all hogties are equal. Usually it's wrists to ankles, most often with a foot or more of slack between. CeeCee was not that lucky. When she straightened out her legs I rolled her over and discovered why her elbows had been the anchor point. She was wearing a leather harness that hooked to her collar and ran around her chest just above her breasts. Straps from the harness went around each arm, drawing them back until her elbows stuck up above her back. 

	 In front, each hand and lower arm were incased in leather, laced to the max. The tips of the leather mitts met behind her neck. But again there was a difference. CeeCee had shackles on each wrist that matched those on her ankles. The leather had been custom fitted over and around the shackles, which, like the ankles were connected inseparably by a length of chain. 

	 Whoever had "dressed" her had used the loop of chain to run under her substantial breasts, serving to both raise them up in mute offering and to further restrict any arm movement. I had no idea how long CeeCee had been in her box, and at the moment I was too excited to really care. Kid with a new toy and all that. I just knew that she had been uncomfortable, which is putting it mildly. 

	 Her breasts, excepting the chain bra supporting them, were unhampered in any other way. This undoubtedly was to give her a chance to display her new jewelry. A vertical stud ran through each nipple and behind it a horizontal stud with a substantial looking loop. A fine chain joined her nipples, short enough to pull her breasts toward each other. 

	 Her outfit of course included a matching belt, thick, wide and tight, almost flush with the flesh above and below. CeeCee hated to diet but now she was not going to have a choice. Funny, but looking back I knew from the first moment that I was going to keep her like this. 

	 Below the belt was the meanest piece of man's inhumanity to women that I'd ever seen or heard of. It would take several pages to describe all the features of the chastity belt that CeeCee was molded into. The most obvious features were attachments that prevented the wearer from sitting or lying down by sharp studs that were pressure activated. A six inch long bar extended down from the crotch strap, preventing her from sitting anywhere except in a chair with a matching hole. 

	 I'd seen enough so now I wanted to hear what was going on. I drew a glass of water and had it ready when I unlocked her gag, leaving the blindfold in place. I don't know what I expected, but not "Thank you, Master." 

	 Stunned, I remained silent while I held the glass to her lips. She sipped, then gulped, downing the whole glass. Again it was "Thank you, Master." 

	 I found my voice. "What's going on?" 

	 She jerked slightly when she recognized my voice. I thought I detected a faint smile, but she quickly started talking. "Master, I have been instructed what to tell you. I was made to learn my speech word for word. I did not learn well at first and I was severely punished and trained harshly so that I could explain everything. 

	 "First, do not ask me who did this. I don't know. I was told that my training was for your benefit, not mine. That is all that I can tell you. I never saw a single face nor heard an undisguised voice the entire time I was gone. I went to sleep in our - your - bed and woke up in chains in a small box. My training started the instant I woke up and continued until I was packed for shipment. 

	 "I had been having an affair with Mark Shevrun. They knew part of the story and made me tell them the rest. Then they made me call him and tell him to never see me again. Then they punished me. Each day I had to recite the details of my affair and each day they would punish me for it. 

	 "They fitted my permanent chains and taught me how to serve you as a slave serves her Master. Any lesson I didn't learn perfectly was repeated a dozen times. They taught me perfection above all else. They taught me that am no longer your wife, I am your slave, to do with as you see fit."    I wanted to ask a dozen questions, but I was also curious as to how this would play out, so I remained silent. 

	 "As your slave I have been taught one hundred rules. I have also learned another hundred suggestions to you from my trainers as to how to keep me enslaved and how to handle any problems that arise. 

	 As she recited each rule, never stumbling, never hesitating I gained an even greater admiration of the unknown trainers who had solved one problem for me and now had given me another, taking care of a slave. 

	 I awoke to the realization that CeeCee would never be unchained, would never leave the house again. She would remain in my dungeon....... My dungeon? Now that will be a building project! 

	 It took about five rules to switch from thinking of CeeCee as my wife to being my slave. I decided while she talked that CeeCee was too fancy a name for a slave. From now on she would be  C. Just a letter, nothing more. I savored the humiliation that I knew the change would create. 

	 I'm not really a vengeful man. However, C had brought this on herself. That she came into my hands as a trained slave was a stroke of luck that favors only a few. I had no intention of passing up the opportunity. As a matter of fact I stopped her after rule 55, which requires her to perform any sex act I choose at any time. I told her what I wanted and seconds later her warm mouth had me doing an Old Faithful. It was perfection, but I didn't want to know, right then at least, just how she had learned to be that good at something she wouldn't have dreamed of doing two months ago. 

	 The last rule covered her slave name. She knelt, silent, waiting for my response. "I could call you cunt, but it doesn't look like you'll be using it any time soon. CeeCee is too fancy a name for a slave so from now on you are C. The letter, C." 

	 Her blind eyes looked in my direction, her head dropping. I was sure she was crying. Would I comfort her? No, she's a slave. She has to expect humiliation like this from now on. 

	 Several months later my friends came to call. I suspected they knew something about C's abduction and training, but I didn't press the point. One asked if I had heard from CeeCee, so I used that as an opening. First swearing them to secrecy I took them down into my remodeled basement, showing off the dungeon and the equipment that I had furnished it with. Finally I led them to the corner where the box was. I unlocked and opened it, allowing C to kneel up, her chains clashing noisily. My friends didn't need a second invitation, keeping C busy swallowing for close to an hour. I closed and locked the box, commenting that this was now her permanent home. Not one of them questioned it or asked why she was now a slave. 

	 Living with a slave is a story in itself. If you're interested drop a note to the web site. In the meantime, if you're a wife or girlfriend who's been cheating on your man, somewhere out there the trainers may be waiting to change your lifestyle. 

	 

	One a brick, two a brick, three....

	by Raul Roget

	My slave will orgasm at the sight of a brick. A plain, common everyday brick, the kind you build walls and houses and sheds with. Just why she reacts so violently after one glance is a lesson for some of the less-than-perfect slaves who might be allowed to read this. I'm sure the Masters and Mistresses will be amused.When I think back to what triggered this - to say the least - obsession with one of the most non-erotic objects around, I am reminded of the old English expression referring to a misdeed as "She really inked her blotter." This fuckup of a slave poured at least a five gallon jug of black ink on her blotter.I'm not going to embarrass myself further by detailing just what it is she did as it suggests or implies that I failed to train her properly. This I will deny.It revealed a carefully hidden flaw in her character that would have tripped up almost any Master or Mistress. Punishing the slave thus became my obsession.I had adequate facilities to handle the job. Without bragging, I have one of the better equipped dungeons in a wide area. A favor offered to a judge got her out of jail and back into my much less comfortable confinement. She got a welcome 'home' from three of the nastiest whips that I own. I admit to being thoroughly pissed, so I let her cool her heels for several days.The judge's WIFE called to redeem the favor! She gave me their address and a time, that evening. I had a special set of display chains, thin but strong enough to lift a sumo wrestler off the ground. They connected both wrists to slave's collar, both wrists to her belt and both wrists to her ankle hobbles. I cranked her jaw down with a dental clamp, installed a leather hood, grabbed a whip, hung a cape over her nude body and away we went.I forgot to mention that she was wearing her specially made punishment boots. Let's just say they are for display only. I made her walk in them for the first time, out to the garage and into the car, where she had to sit on a prickly 'Welcome' mat.At the judge's house the door was up on one stall, so I drove in. I took her cape off and threw it in the back seat. A swishing touch here and there got her moving again, but with a lot less enthusiasm until I put some swing behind her encouragement.The Judge was waiting in the doorway. He led the way back into the basement. His dungeon rivaled mine up to a point. I had several pieces of apparatus that he didn't have, but he had one or two I didn't. His wife was seated in a comfortable chair. Her eyes lit up as she saw my leashed slave.She got first dibs, exposing a healthy second head of hair. I offered to remove the mouth clamp, but she shook her head and started pushing slave's face into her pussy. As soon as she recovered from her first swift orgasm I walked slave on her knees to the Judge. She was good, so the Judge didn't last long either.I spent a delightful evening chatting with the two while slave repeated her circuit several times, including me after the first round. When we headed for home I was satisfied that I had cemented a potentially rewarding friendship.Neither the judge nor his wife had even raised an eyebrow at the slave's significant bondage. If I guessed correctly she was the dominant of the pair.Of course nobody asked slave's opinion about anything. In her hood she hadn't seen who she was satisfying and our conversation would have been meaningless. Fortunately for her she had tended strictly to business, giving me no excuse to punish her. As I drove I decided to give her a dozen with the cane for no particular reason, just to cap off the evening. Besides, she was due to start in the morning with her punishment for screwing up so badly. I planned to tell her that after I caned her.I woke up early the next morning, so I started slave's day early as well. An hour or two tacked onto her sentence was a drop in the bucket. I dismantled her restraints, toileted her, fed her and then led her to her fate.Looming overhead was a cage, hauled nearly to the ceiling by a steel cable. I won't tell you the dimensions, just let you imagine a 'small' cage. Not just a few bars with room to dangle the legs outside. The ends, sides, top and bottom were riveted strips of steel with less than hand-sized holes. The protruding stems of the rivets were naturally on the inside, raising the discomfort level by several stages. This was a specially constructed punishment cage, so don't try this at home. Kneeling on rivets is not comfortable.I drew the slave's eyes away from the cage with the cane. "Why am I punishing you?"Her eyes bored into the cement floor. "Master, I fucked up.""Badly. Very badly.""Master, I fucked up badly. Very badly." She wasn't just repeating, she understood fully, and was acknowledging what she had done. Now it was time to pay the piper."90 days. No talking, not even to answer a direct question.  If you can't answer with a nod or shake you're screwed." "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master." She couldn't help raising her eyes to the torture cage above her. She could swear it had shrunk a foot in all directions.To me, she was getting off easy. If I had sentenced her when I first knew about it, she would have spent the rest of her natural life in a cage. I was down to 10 years by the time I got her home, but there's a limit to a man's patience. She was too good a slave to waste forever in a cage. I didn't tell her that she would be leaving the cage at regular intervals in strenuous and painful bondage to service me. Telling her that would come later. A trick or two that I had planned would come later, or sooner.I lowered the cage to allow her to see her close quarters. I removed the open padlock and opened the end. She crawled in, crouched down in a deep squat. The cage was too small for her to turn around and reach the door, but the outside lock was well protected from prying hands anyway.First making sure that all was in order, I raised the cane and hit the side of the cage, causing her to flinch from the loud sound. Rubbing it in I said "90 days," and walked away. I debated putting her in shackles and decided against it. She would have enough problems as it was.With slave's sentence started, I had time to work on damage control. It took two lawyers and an accountant, plus a heart to heart talk with the judge to straighten out her mess. Headaches like this I did not need. Every time I thought of slave I added another year to her sentence. But, I was so relieved when it went away that I went back to 90 days.Any of you readers who have experienced life in a cage know that it is not a loving, friendly place to be. A difference in size measured in inches can mean the difference between excruciating and very painful. A confinement cage differs from a punishment cage in a variety of ways, such as the mentioned rivets. In either you are bent over, unable to raise your head, weight on body parts not meant for long term support. Arms and legs are simply in the way, useless. Comfort can't be mentioned in the same sentence.A video camera kept tabs on the caged slave, feeding monitors I could find in every room. She was valuable property, despite her crime, so I had no intention of slipping up and losing her.I got her attention, banging on the cage with the cane. I mentally noted another flinch. I would now hit her cage any time I came near her.I picked up a brick from the nearby pile and opened her cage door. "Do you see the pile of bricks?" She peered through one of the holes and nodded. I slid the one I was holding into the cage. "There are 90 bricks in the pile. Among other things this will be your calendar. You will get a brick added to your cage every day. When all 90 are in there, your 'original' sentence will be complete. I suspect you will be somewhat cramped for space near the end of your sentence."The slave nodded, waiting for me to finish. She knew me well."Since the bricks are the only extra objects in your cage, you will be tempted to use them to masturbate with. You are forbidden to finger yourself, have an orgasm or use a brick for any purpose. Each violation of this special rule will add five days to your sentence. Understood?"Slave nodded, suppressing a sigh. She had seriously believed she might be able to pleasure herself because I hadn't expressly forbidden it, beyond the standard rule that she had to have permission at any time. She hadn't stopped to think that with my gag rule she couldn't ask permission anyway.Until I mentioned it she hadn't even considered the possible use of one of the bricks to satisfy herself. At first glance it didn't make sense. The surface of a brick is rougher than most grades of sandpaper. But, just the thought jolted something deep inside, bumping up her arousal. She tried to hide it from me, but I could read her easily. My idea was bearing fruit.Days passed. Bricks accumulated in her cage. Any time she was taken out the bricks came out first, and went back in after she was in residence. I could tell, even from what little I could see of her face that she was fixating on the bricks. I added fuel to the fire by instructing her to 'warm' each new brick by holding it out in front of her with one hand for an hour. This gave her some little physical activity but it also reinforced the fixation. Later she admitted that staring at the brick in her hand had repeatedly assaulted her mind with vivid pictures of her rubbing the brick against her cunt. At first they were momentary flashes but her overactive mind - with lots and lots of time - evolved the flashes into lengthy scenes where the sharp-edged friction brought her off.She hid as much of this from me as she could, but her eyes gave her away every time. I let her have her fun. The entertaining part for me was that she was constantly looking about her cage, wondering where there was any more room for bricks. After all, she and the bricks were sharing a quite small space. She had room for a row on each side of her, but both sides pressed against her so the slightest movement refreshed her memory of how rough the bricks were.By the end of the second month the situation was becoming critical. Slave had a U-shaped pile of bricks taking up space by her feet. I looked in and did some mental calculations. It would be a tight squeeze, and slave would be pinned in a corner, but it would work. I had to eliminate warming the bricks because of a lack of room for her to hold it out in front of her, but that didn't stop her from fantasizing about her bricks. She didn't dare wiggle as I had mounted a new camera inside her cage, but her mind raged, almost unchecked. I could see that she was fighting to control her fantasies. The question was whether she could stay in control for the full 90 days.The last 10 days I took her out of the cage each day for several hours to service me and the staff. She had no room to move at all. Moving the bricks in and out of the cage satisfied at least part of her physical needs, but the wall of bricks was working (wonders?) on her mind. She would focus on a brick and stare for long minutes. I would have liked to have had a monitor attached to that brain to see exactly what her fantasy was creating.Slave spent the last day of her sentence nearly crushed by the tight piles of bricks around her. There wasn't room for even half a brick. When it ended she passed out the bricks that had to be removed before she could back out of the cage.Slave knelt before me. "Was it a fitting punishment?She nodded emphatically."Will you fuck up again?" She almost unscrewed her head shaking it violently."Your punishment is ended. You may speak."Unused vocal cords squeaked, "Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master for punishing me. This slave has been taught her faults well.""There is one more brick in the cage. Remove it and go to your quarters."Yes, Master." She hurried to the cage, reached in and slid the brick out. For some reason she held it out to warm.' She stared at it. Never raising her eyes from it she said urgently, "Master, may I come?"I was ready, but my "Yes" was drowned out by a 90-day wonder of a scream. Slave was not to be denied.----------Since then I've had to keep her away from brick walls. They get her aroused to the point of dripping. Just looking at a single brick with set her off and if she touches it she's good for a really major climax. To each her own, but I love my slave anyway.I have another, smaller cage, just big enough for slave and one brick. I wonder how many orgasms she would have if I let her go with that brick touching her all the time? 

	 

	A Helpless Prisoner

	by Raul Roget

	Adults Only 

	She cursed her chains for the thousandth time - or was it the millionth time? She had difficulty remembering. She had felt herself drifting in and out of awareness of what went on around her, what was happening to her. 

	If it had been just the chains she might have coped. She was a survivor in every sense of the word. The real problems came from the “accessories” that made her life miserable. Perhaps the worst was the big, very heavy, very rusty iron collar that was riveted on her neck. It had cost her more than one sleepless night. Its design came straight from the mind of a sadist, rough where it should have been smooth, sharp where it should have been dull. She hadn’t had a comfortable moment since she first felt it circle her neck. 

	Besides its weight its other features were pure torture. A heavy flange pressed tightly against her jaw, allowing her only the barest movement up and down. Turning her head hurt, even while she was just thinking of moving it. The collar itself was wide, its sharp edges pressing on her shoulders. Two pointless metal straps cut through her armpits, pulling her shoulders up to meet the unforgiving iron. Her questing fingers had found more than a dozen heavy rings where chains could be attached. 

	Not that she had free use of her hands. Most of the time they were locked to her belt or somewhere else that would deny their use. It amused ‘them’ on rare occasions to allow her hands to roam, letting her feel just how much a prisoner she was and how hopeless her thoughts of escape. 

	Bolted to her collar was the cage that held her head, squeezing from every direction. Designed by the same mind that produced her collar, its primary purpose was discomfort. The female victim would gladly attest to its fulfilling every nuance of its intended purpose, but she would much prefer to talk about it from outside, rather than inside. 

	While in the cage, she could not talk. Just like the medieval branks - from which much of the design was copied - it inhibited speech, even the most primitive grunts and groans. She had lost count of the number of different gags that fitted into the mouthpiece of the cage, robbing her of expression and more often than not, hurting. She particularly hated the spiked ball that rested firmly on her tongue as punishment for some minor violation of the hundreds of rules that now governed her very existence. They had found out her dislike in the course of endless questioning and had used it much more often. 

	The combined dead weight of the cage and collar was a significant percentage of her body weight. Soaking wet, despite massive breasts, she weighed only a few ounces over a hundred pounds. The good news was that the cage was locked to one of the massive rings on the walls and ceiling of her cell, so much of its weight was suspended above her. The bad news was that the current ring was too far down the wall for her to be able to stand and too high to allow her to lie flat on the rough stone floor. She couldn’t remember how long it had been since her back started hurting from the cramped position. 

	Time had become a unit, rather than a measure. She had no idea of day or night, breakfast or supper. The food gave her no clue as it was shoved down a tube into her stomach at feeding time, apparently the same mixture of God knows what for every meal, from the foul taste of her burps. She longed to eat a steak again, to enjoy a salad, to chew and swallow normally. 

	Her first belt had been leather. Somehow she summoned super-human strength and managed to tear it at a seam. The new belt had the same rivets as her collar, made of metal that would dull a diamond cutoff saw. She was suitably punished for attempting to escape and destruction of property, with an extra or two for “conduct unbecoming” or some similar trumped up charge. The belt was actually her third. The second one fit her. That didn’t satisfy them so the next one was three inches shorter. It tunneled across her flat belly forming a channel that might well remain for months or even years. She had begun to think of her bondage in terms of lasting the rest of her life. She seriously expected that the belt would break her spine if she made a wrong move. 

	Her wrists and ankles were encased in the heaviest of manacles. She could barely lift even one, so even without the chains she would have been hard put to move about. You might say that the chains were for show. With her head cage locked to a ring, in a locked cell, there really was no need for chains. They disagreed and she was chained anyway. Her wrists were joined and in turn joined to her collar. Her ankles were close-chained against the far distant time when she might be allowed to try and walk in her bonds. A non-essential chain joined her ankles to a ring in the stone floor. She remembered once having slack in her chains that allowed at least limited movement. She could feel that they were taut now, as they had been for some time. 

	The toilet facility was abysmal. A large hole directly beneath her ass cheeks was all they felt she needed. Once a week they came with buckets of cold water and a scrub brush and rubbed her raw, joking at her expense, “Whether she needs it or not.” When they were done she would lie helpless in the puddles until they slowly evaporated, adding to the dankness of the cell. 

	The cell was not soundproof. She could hear footsteps on the floor above, hear music and dancing, a thought that tortured her poor shackled ankles as she longed to dance again. There was every evidence of life in the rooms above her, in stark contrast to the deathly silence of this dungeon. She moved, rattling her chains, welcoming sound that she made, not what they made. She cried, dry tears, longing and longing as she did so often, longing for the life she had lost to them. 

	They had come in the night, defeating the rudimentary security system she had reluctantly installed. Her first inkling was a massive weight pinning her to the bed. Wrapped in the sheet and blankets she was helpless as they bound and gagged her and stuffed her into a sleeping bag. She was carried out of the house and into the back of a van. They drove for hours, or days or minutes. She couldn’t tell, her time sense destroyed by the darkness of her bonds. It was several time periods before she realized they had circled and brought her back to her own home, back to the dungeon that dated back nearly to prehistoric times. 

	She had shown the dungeon and the very cell she was chained in to hundreds of visitors and friends, never dreaming that one day she would move from her comfortable bed in an instant to the cold stone floor of her cell. She certainly never expected, or wanted the implements and tools of torture used on her svelt body, but they made sure she had no choice but to submit. 

	The tools she had described in vivid detail now carried a double meaning. She knew every intimate detail of what they were, how they were made, and most of all how they were to be used to give the subject the greatest possible amount of pain and suffering with the least expenditure of energy on the part of the torturer. She needed only to see the tool, held before her by the hands that would make the tool work and she already felt the torture in her bones. 

	Worse, once they had tried a few on her, they made her display her knowledge and explain exactly what she would feel when they began to use it. Once they found the worst, they worked on her until she agreed to sign papers. She was not told what they were, the text covered by another sheet of paper. She would learn that she had signed away her rights to the house and other property, a tidy sum. She threatened immediate legal action whenever she was freed. They laughed and took her back to her cell. 

	She asked about her husband. She hadn’t seen him since the night she was abducted. Her question was ignored and she was gagged brutally. 

	They worked on her mental state, although rather crudely. They put microphones in the upstairs rooms and let her listen, especially when there was a party. She grew to enjoy listening and was heartbroken when they would shut off the sound on a whim. 

	For their own entertainment they would drag her into the main dungeon and put her on the rack. They would gather around her, listening to her bones creak and threaten to rip from their sockets. She would be interrogated for hours. Several evenings were spent trying to force her to reveal any buried treasure or hidden rooms where there might be valuables. That turned out to be a dead end as she had favored banks for her valuables and she had never found even a hidden closet in the house. 

	-0- 

	Faintly she heard a door opening. She was awake, in pain and unable to sleep, unaware that it was broad daylight outside. She heard footsteps coming toward her cell door. The key turned in the massive lock. A hand came through as the door opened slightly. “Shut your eyes, tight!” 

	She closed them an instant before a powerful flashlight lit up her face. It was too bright even through her eyelids, so she futilely tried to turn her head, stopped cold by the cage. “Keep ‘em shut” was unnecessary, but like so many parts of her life in this cell, it pleased her captors to pile on the unnecessary. 

	A blindfold was clipped onto the cage, wadded cloth ensuring she would see nothing. She welcomed the tiny relief from the flashlight’s glare. A padlock opened and she dropped like a rock the few inches to the floor, landing with a clang of metal as her collar drew sparks from the rock. The woman laughed. “Sorry,” she simpered, obviously not sorry at all. She laughed again. 

	The prisoner was hurting. The collar had dug sharply into her neck and her head had been slammed into the floor. She expected no sympathy and got none, noting the insulting tone but powerless to do anything about it. 

	She stared at the insides of her eyelids. She felt the woman unlock the hobble between her ankles and then in a moment she dragged the legs and their irons apart and with them spread as wide as possible, locked them to different rings. She vaguely remembered something similar happening to her a long time ago. With her permanently warped time sense it could have been yesterday or a week ago, or much longer. 

	The woman checked the locks, then pulled her telephone from her belt and pressed a speed dial number. She said, “She’s ready,” and snapped the phone shut. She waited, checking the locks a second time. 

	Despite it seeming familiar, the prisoner was visibly upset by this sudden, unexpected and unexplained change in her routine. She realized that with her legs spread and chained open she was apparently being readied to be raped. She wished she could remember what had happened the last time, but her mind was blank. 

	The two women waited a few moments more until they heard the far away door open again. There was a lengthy delay until they could hear the slow measured steps of one man and the shuffling bare feet of a second man. Chains rattled and clashed with each step. The chain noise was louder as the man wearing them was escorted into the cell. The prisoner listened intently, wanting the slightest clue. 

	All she heard was a slight groan, filtered by some sort of heavy gag. She felt knees between her thighs. Automatically she tugged at her splayed legs, trying to close them, unable to even move the heavy shackles. 

	She felt a finger inside her, triggering her lubrication. It withdrew slowly, making way for a male cock that slid fully into her. For the first time - in how long? - she felt a male inside her, his pubic hair moving against her labia. So long out of practice she scarcely remembered how to move her hips. Rape or not it was a heaven sent gift from her captors. She felt her skin tear on the rocks beneath her. She ignored it, placing it in a cupboard in her mind, thinking she would have ample time for it to heal, perhaps even that ‘rest of her life’ that she thought about. 

	She sensed that her partner was also rusty, only slowly getting into the swing and beat of the body he was now lying on. He was breathing harshly in her ear as he fucked her, hands impotently scrabbling at her belt and the hips just below it. He spurted high in her womb, long before she was ready. She felt a pang as it reminded her of endless sex with her husband, marred repeatedly by his premature climax. 

	She assumed that the man who raped her was blindfolded too. Why, she had no idea. It made no sense, but many of the things they did made no sense at all. He had been bound, another enigma. 

	He was pulled from between her legs. Semen started to seep out of her, congealing on her tight ass cheeks. She heard chains rattle and, startled, she realized that they were chaining him to the floor next to her. When they were finished, she heard them walk to the door. Her need to be cleaned up was ignored. 

	She heard the man walk out of the cell. The woman stood in the doorway, swinging her flashlight back and forth across the two bound figures, blindfolded and gagged, confirming that both were safely locked and chained. Finally she spoke. 

	“We thought you two would like to spend your 60th wedding anniversary together.” 

	“Good night, Mom. Good night, Dad.” 
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	The Key Question 
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Chapter 1

	 "Have you ever been fucked while you were wearing handcuffs?" 

	 The question hung between them, a suddenly chilling interruption in what had seemingly started as a casual conversation. The man who had just spoken was tall, greying at the temples, well dressed in a casual way. The woman  to whom the vulgar question had been addressed was slender, but well built, with curves that spoke of a carefully tended body. Her reddish hair moved with her head as she tried to read his eyes for whatever message they might reveal. Her hair was her pride, nearly waist length. The pink flush that suffused her face turned a better than average "looker" into a knockout. 

	 His eyes, hazel, bored into her, reading the book she had opened by looking at him. They read each other, he with confidence, she with trepidation. She dropped her eyes, staring at the front of his shirt, mentally twisting a button between her fingers, the pink turning her cheeks to a bright flaming red, the color of intense shame, or perhaps even more intense arousal. She moved her head, motion that sent ripples down each individual hair, a slightly negative shake,  but not quite a denial. 

	 She tried to speak, mouth dry as old, ancient dust. Mentally she worried the button  with her fingers, twisting, turning, tugging, as if fighting for her freedom. When she found her voice, the word was so tentative, her voice crackling with some still-hidden emotion, that it seemed almost a sigh, so hesitant. "Nooo........." 

	 His instant reaction was that she was lying. In their short eye contact he had read many things that she would have preferred kept secret. He had literally picked her out of the crowd at the boring cocktail party, expertly reading her body language, the signs that didn't need words to expose her motives or desires. His question had been timed to jolt her defenses, catch her perfectly in an unguarded moment. His face remained impassive, as if the question had been merely mundane conversation about the weather, even as he credited her with both intelligence and some unexpected inner strength.  Still concentrating on the button, she seemed to dredge a second word from behind some locked door that had never before opened in her mind. "N...not...." 

	 He waited. She was obviously fighting herself. He suspected the tinge of fear that he had deciphered in her eyes was now full blown. He discarded the temptation to order her curtly to look at him. That would come later, in a more private setting. For all that, little impinged on this private conversation, even though there were two dozen or more people in the room. Smoothly he reassessed his initial impression. She would not  dare to lie. His patience was attuned to her hesitation, unhurried. This could be an interesting diversion in a very dull evening. For her part, she had the button that was her total focus nearly loose, held by a single strand of the fine thread. She managed to finish the cryptic sentence, "...handcuffs...." 

	 She finished with the button, cast it aside, mentally watching it roll across the floor, into a corner, leaving her free. Looking up, she tossed her head, hair flailing, taking in everyone in the room in a single sweeping glance. Somehow satisfied, she looked into his eyes. Boldly, blushing furiously, red to the neckline of her low cut dress, she opened a floodgate of words. Her voice barely a whisper, but carrying every word clearly, distinctly to his ears, she poured out her answer as if dumping a bucket of water, 

	 "No, not handcuffs. First ropes. Then... Manacles, Heavy old iron manacles for my wrists. Heavy iron shackles for my ankles. A big, wide, heavy, awkward collar, chained and locked to a ring-bolt in the head of the bed. A steel belt that cut me in two. Straps and chains that kept my knees wide apart. 

	 "If I was good, that was how he fucked me. If I didn't please him, there were other things, much worse things that he used to punish me. I was a virgin the first time he tied me to his bed and raped me. From that night until now I have never been fucked without some restraint locked on, or around -or in - my body." 

	 The man nodded, having heard exactly what he expected. "This is now history? 

	 She grimaced, more ashamed to admit her next words than the stark admission of bondage she had just uttered. "He...left me last week... threw me out, ...for a young blonde." 

	 He was tempted to chuckle, but suppressed it, intent on the rapport they had going. "So you are head hunting, or should I say, man hunting?" 

	 "No. " There was actually some confidence in the voice. "I'm looking for a new master. You asked the right question. You have all the signs of being what I'm looking for...." She jumped slightly when he suddenly stood up. 

	 "Get your coat. I'll make our excuses to the host." She nodded obediently, accepting her first order.  She was standing in the hall, the coat over her arms when he caught up with her. Reaching in his pocket he held up a pair of gleaming chrome cuffs for her admiring, but startled eyes. His hands darted under the coat, there were two muffled clicks and she could suddenly feel the tight, cold steel pressing on her skin. It was a warm night, so she didn't need the coat as they walked half a block to his car. On the way he confirmed that she had  come with a taxi, that she lived alone and that there was nothing she needed to take care of - no pets. 

	 Once in the car and moving, she laid the coat beside her, resting her linked hands in her lap in plain sight, as serene as if they had been lovers for years. The man concentrated on his driving, sparing only an occasional glance in her direction, somewhat amazed both at his luck in finding such an obviously experienced submissive and at the way she was handling what could otherwise have been a rather difficult situation. One simply doesn't walk up to the first girl at a party, slap cuffs on her and haul her home without at least some resistance. This girl, he realized had tremendous potential. For once his cocktail party trolling had found a "keeper." 

	 -0- 

	 What little they had to say to each other was routine, beginning with names. She was Sylvia, 31 years old, an apartment dweller with an exacting job for a computer software firm. He was Harry, "Sir, to you," and "old enough to be your father." Oddly that brought a strange look to her face, suggesting father was not a pleasant memory. His methodical mind took careful note of every answer, and the gestures and body language that went along with them. Harry had an ego, and among other things prided himself on his ability to select women for his pleasure who would willingly accept his domination. The already evident success of this evening was more than pleasing to him. 

	 What little he allowed her to learn about himself seemed to both satisfy and please her as well. She watched the road in front of the car, only rarely looking in his direction, carefully avoiding eye contact, showing full knowledge of the "rules" that govern such a relationship. He digested her answers, already making plans for a lengthy evening, but saying nothing to her about them. She would learn soon enough the part she would be playing. He did "bait" her slightly, to gauge her reaction. "Aren't you concerned about driving off with someone you don't know?" 

	 Her answer showed she had been waiting for the question. "If this is a trap, it's too late now." She held up her wrists with their steel bands, "I couldn't do anything about it, since I'm helpless. Besides, you aren't the type." She looked at him, watching his eyes before he looked back at the road, taking liberties while still on safe ground. "Then too, I could be setting you up for some very lucrative blackmail." 

	 "You aren't the type either. Nobody as obviously submissive as you are is going to blackmail the one person who can provide what you really need." The flush was instantly back on her face and neck, visible just from the glow of the instrument panel. She tossed her head, twirling her mane across her bare shoulders. 

	 "I wouldn't have believed it was that evident. At least," she admitted, "not until you asked me about the handcuffs. Nobody, not even my... ex master was ever that blunt." She held her arms up again, allowing both of them to admire the steel holding her wrists.  He let the opportunity slide by, pretending to ignore her unspoken question rather than brag about his powers of observation. 

	 The car turned into the ramp down to a three car garage under an imposing house of brick and stone. The door opened, unusually rapidly, shutting as quickly behind the car as it braked to a stop. The trio of cars, now complete, spoke of ample money, complimenting the brief glimpse of the house. The room size elevator which carried them up to the main living area did nothing to dispel the feeling of solid wealth. Sylvia looked at everything, taking the opulence in stride, but she was making her own plans for the evening. Like Harry's they could have been carried out in a tenement or a cheap motel. the location was unimportant. The right person was. She already knew one thing. Harry's "toys" would be the real thing, not some makeshift "make do" adaptation. The thought gave her a little surge that promised far greater delights in the coming hours. 

	 Harry's words brought her out of the reverie sharply. "You must be extremely uncomfortable, going around fully clothed. You're welcome to take off anything you'd like." 

	 Sylvia looked at him and smiled. "Thank you, Sir. Is there any place where you would like me to put them?" Harry nodded toward an alcove, The smooth transition between the informal conversation of the ride and the ritual of slave and master was pleasing to Harry's ear. For her part Sylvia was intrigued by the way he had turned the abrupt, routine command to "strip" into an almost genteel concern for her comfort. She recognized the deft hand and mind of an expert, further adding to her expectations for the evening. 

	 She had absolutely no qualms about being the "entertainment" for his evening. She knew that she would enjoy it, no matter how severe he was with her.  The decade she had spent under the thumb of her former master had taught her many things about herself.  Not the least among them was her ability to soak up pain like a sponge and find the ultimate enjoyment in it. 

	 "There's a closet in there." She turned her back, looking over her shoulder. "Would you unzip me, please, Sir." When the zipper stopped, it was just between the upper swells of her ass cheeks. His hand remained there for a brief moment, fingers flat against the firm flesh that needed no girdle to round it.  Her "Thank you, Sir," covered both the unzipping and the pat. 

	 It was not a strip tease. It was amply erotic, simply because her hands were chained, limiting but not defeating her disrobing. The dress  dropped away from twin tits that were no Dolly Partons. but still were impressive, magnificent on her small frame. His eye went like a magnet to the nipples, flint hard, with a glitter that transformed into tiny rings that passed through the base, perfectly positioned, centered, above all, eye catching. He stepped forward, looking carefully, as she arched her back, forcing her peaks forward until he could see the ornate designs on the rings. He stepped back to twice arm's length as the dress dropped lower. 

	 Even Harry must raise an eyebrow now. Her waist was constricted by  a thin metal belt, more a wire than anything else, indented into her flesh. It was cruel in its design, its intent. "How in Hell does she move about and ignore THAT!" The thought itself was a compliment to the woman before him. Wryly she noted his reaction, 

	 "I do NOT eat ice cream, or lasagna, Sir." 

	 The dress fell to the floor, revealing the final, ultimate cruelty. Depending from the belt was a thin steel plate which was molded and shaped to her body, narrowing underneath and rising in back in the same wire form to weld to the belt. Feeling his eyes on her belt, she raised a bent knee and removed her shoe, then the other, stooping to place them in the closet, hanging the dress above them. She turned, stood for a moment, knowing he wanted to look at her, then knelt before him. "Sir, I am much more comfortable now." 

	 Harry walked around her, examining every inch of her nudity. When he stood in front of her again, his question was superfluous. "How long.... " 

	 "...have I been wearing this? Sir, it was placed on me as a punishment two weeks before my Master threw me out. He has been gone six days. A total of 20 days, Sir." 

	 "And, he took the key with him."    "Yes, Sir." 

	 "Then I assume you would give a lot to be released from it." His questions were couched as statements, exerting his powerful influence over her. 

	 "Sir, I have only one thing to give. Myself. I will be indebted in a way which only my body can repay. If that is enough, then please take the belt off." 

	 "As you are fully aware, there is more involved here that just giving me your body in exchange for removing that belt. Spell out exactly what you mean, what you are willing to do." Sylvia dared to look at his eyes for a long moment, as they signified what he wanted. She already knew and had the words ready, 

	 "Sir, when I said my body, I didn't mean just to be used as you see fit for sex...," She stopped, corrected herself, "for fucking. I am a submissive. I need a master, I need to be subjugated in painful ways that will teach and train me to live fully as a slave. I offer you my body to train as you see fit. I offer my mind, for you to fill with the facts of my slavery, the things I must know to please you. I offer myself as a whole to be your total slave." 

	 "You know absolutely nothing of my wishes, my desires, what I may do to you. Can you still say this is what you want, knowing what you are offering me?" 

	 "Sir, in the car, on the way home, I said to you, "If this is a trap, it's too late. It's even later now. I have told you what I want, answering your question. You will tell me, in your own time, what it is you want of me. By then... now... I have no choice. I am already enslaved, with no hope or wish to escape my slavery." 

	 "And if I tire of you, lock you in your chastity belt and send you away, what then?" 

	 "Sir, that is the lot of the slave. I will have no choice but to find a new master." 

	 "Or, get killed trying," he muttered to himself. To her, "Alright, you are my slave. You may continue to be known as Sylvia." 

	 Her relief was genuine, her answer simple, "Yes, Sir. Thank you Sir." 

	 He walked to a big roll-top desk and slid the top up. Pulling out one of the small drawers he poked among the objects, finally extracting a thin piece of steel, oddly shaped.  He motioned her to her feet, then examined the belt. She pointed to a tiny slot on the edge of the metal plate. With considerable dexterity he inserted the pick and twisted and turned it, rewarded after a few moments with an oiled click as the belt came apart. The end of the belt slid away, coming out of the red groove in her flesh, spiraling down her thigh. The metal plate between her legs remained in place. 

	 He tested it with a finger. It came away from her body slightly, but resisted. He slid his other hand between her legs and caught the loop under her body, tugging now with both hands. Slowly it came loose, dragging a "choke-a-horse" dildo out of her depths. For the first time since he had seen her walk toward him at the party she broke from her obviously rigorous training and uttered a groan of pain. Harry held the belt, looking down at the hard plastic, wondering where and how she could possibly have concealed this terrible invader in her body. As startling were her contrite words, "Sir, I have shown pain by making a noise. Please give me five with the cane. If you will tell me where it is, I will bring it to you for my punishment." 

	 Harry covered up his admiration for the girl by waving her off. "Later," he said gruffly. "Right now you need a bath. It's down that hall and to the right. You have 30 minutes." 

	 Sylvia took all but a couple of minutes of her allotted time, taking full advantage of a deep, hot tub and several medications in the well stocked medicine chest to sooth stretched muscles and a small nick or two where flesh had come loose with the big dildo. Refreshed,  still wearing just the cuffs, she returned and knelt before him. Harry didn't even bother to check his watch, knowing she would be punctual. "Thank you, Sir, for the chance to bathe. It was very helpful." 

	 Harry looked down at his new possession, with full pride of ownership. The last two or three girls had been disappointing, but this one held more than promise. He settled himself comfortably, picking up where they had left off. "You asked for five with the cane for making noise. Was that the standard, for you?" 

	 "Yes, Sir. My master trained me very carefully never to make a noise, no matter how painful his punishments were. Whenever he chose, he would deliberately punish me until I made some sort of noise, then require me to ask for punishment. If he wished, he would continue this for hours at a time. Always,  I knew when he was about to stop, because he would double the punishment I had to ask for the last two times. If I screamed, the punishment was tripled." 

	 "You will have to relearn some things. I expect my slaves to be noisy. When they are punished, I gauge the amount of noise against the level of pain I am giving them. I prefer that they give full voice to what the punishment wrings from them. Can you do that?" 

	 "Yes, Sir." 

	 "Tell me more about this master of yours and the punishments he gave you. I want to know everything you learned from him. Take your time, as we have all night, if necessary."   

	 "Sir, I met my Master in college. He was a Senior while I was in my Junior year. He found me much as you did, at a party. He took me to his home before he tied me up, but it was much the same as tonight. At the first sight of the ropes he had ready I was so much putty. He tied my wrists in back first, then opened my dress and pulled my bra down so that it was holding my tits up. He used his teeth on my nipples, nipping and biting them until I was going crazy. After I came twice, I started begging him to stop. He just laughed at me and then pulled my arms up behind me, forcing me to beg him to bite me again and again. He was so strong. He held my arms up with one hand and had the other buried in my cunt up to his knuckles. He made me keep repeating 'Bite me. Bite my tits. Bite me.'    "I was in so much pain that I started to cry. He pulled out his belt and rolled me over his knees, jerking my dress up and ripping off my soaking panties. He hit me with the belt until I screamed. Then he slapped my face. My arms were twisted even farther up behind my back and I was taught to beg him for ten with the belt for making noise and screaming. 

	 "Later, the penalty was raised to five with the cane. Oh, he gave me a choice. I could leave, never come back, or I could take my caning, and the other punishments. After the first night with him I was hooked on servitude. I couldn't wait to dash to his house the next night and present myself to him, offer myself to do whatever he wanted. And he wanted plenty! 

	 "He went through the whole thing with my tits again. Sore as they were, I welcomed his teeth, begging without being prompted. Somehow I kept quiet until much later when he decided that I was being stubborn. He used a willow switch  between my legs until I whimpered, then caned me for it. When he was sated he would throw me out, often without any clothes, making me run nude the several blocks to the apartment I had rented.   Yet  by the next evening I'd be panting  for him, and knocking on his door, ready for his worst. 

	 "There were times when I was sure he was deliberately trying to see how much it would take to make me quit. But I thrived on his cruelty. The worse he treated me, the more anxious I was to serve him. I was like one of those dolls with the weighted feet. You push them and they bounce right back up. I was like that with him. He could very easily have killed me and I would have accepted it with my dying breath. 

	 "He had a special punishment for me that he'd spring just for his own amusement. It had nothing to do with whether I had been bad or not, it was just something he enjoyed and didn't need an excuse to use on me. By that time he had the rings in my nipples and he would take a pair of lead weights and tie them to my rings with about two feet of fish line. He would put my collar on, chain my wrists to it, and chain my ankles close together, just a couple of inches apart. Then it would begin. 

	 "I had to turn in a circle fast enough to keep the weights in the air. He had a long slinky coach whip and whenever one of the weights touched my body. I'd get a stroke. The worst was when he would catch one of the lines with the whip, jerking on my nipple terribly. I'd have to keep turning until I got so dizzy I couldn't stand up. When I fell down, I got ten with the whip and then had to get back up and turn the other way, to 'unwind.' 

	 "Before long he had a plaster cast made of my cunt. He applied the plaster right on top of my hair. When it was hard, he started pulling, Of course I was strapped down so I couldn't wiggle. He'd make me beg to pull a hair out, then he'd jerk two or three more, make me beg again. It took a couple of hours to pull all my hair loose and I was a total wreck, but I loved every minute of it. He used the cast to make the chastity belt. From then on I had to wear it to classes every day and whenever I wasn't with him. He didn't add the dildo until the very last, about six months ago. By then I was trained to juice on command, so he could force it into me. I couldn't help screaming the first time and of course got punished for it. 

	 "He graduated, and I went into my senior year, still learning to be his slave. After I graduated he made me keep the apartment and continued to throw me out of his rooms when he was through using me, so in all the years I never once stayed all night in his bed, or anywhere else in his house. To me the worst part was the long dull days, waiting until I could rush to his house and plead to be admitted to his life, even for a few minutes. I of course had to beg, kiss his feet, beg some more, kiss his cock, his ass, tongue his asshole, anything he demanded. Sometimes he would let me go through all that, then throw me out right then. 

	   "When that happened, the phone would be ringing when I arrived back at my apartment. I always hurried but he was always angry because I had made him wait. If he had to hang up and redial, I was in deep trouble. The usual punishment he prescribed was to make me strip and stand in the middle of the floor on one foot, holding the other foot in the air with one hand. Then he would make me rub my clit until I was ready to come. I had to ask permission to come, which was always refused. He'd hang up and I'd have to stay there until he called back. It might be two, three hours later before he'd call, and I'd be forced to do the exact same thing again. By morning I'd be groggy from lack of sleep and scared to death I'd fall over. I had to report every fall, and ask to be punished for it. 

	 "After graduation I got this job I have now. My master would interrogate me every day about who I talked to, what I said, if any of the men talked to me. I never dared lie to him, afraid of what he would do to me, so I learned to repeat every conversation verbatim. When one of the guys at work wouldn't take 'no' for an answer, I was made to wear the chastity belt to work. I was punished severely for every conversation I had with this man, even though I was helpless to stop him from hitting on me. I lived in daily fear that the guy would cop a feel and hit that metal between my legs. I knew I'd be in for it then, both from my Master and from the guy, who probably could get me fired. 

	   "I never knew a restful night the entire time he was my Master. He would wear himself out on me, then send me home and train me by telephone. He came to my apartment and fixed ring-bolts on the corners of my bed, with short chains that ended in a snap. It was understood that when I went to bed I had to attach my ankles and wrists to the snaps. I could unsnap them with one hand, but I was forbidden to do it once they were in place. I would be given orders when I left his house to sleep on my back, or on my stomach.  When I was being punished, which was almost every night, I had to sleep on my stomach, with a pair of ping pong paddles under my tits. The rough sandpaper would make my nipples so tender by morning that I couldn't stand anything touching them. Of course I never wore a bra or panties and he would make me wear blouses of a very rough weave that were as bad as the sandpaper. 

	 "He fixed a bar with a pair of pulleys above my bed. That meant that when I lay on my back, at his order I could attach weights to my nipples and let them hang while I tried to sleep. My master would call and make me unsnap one wrist and lift one of the weights and then let it drop. If I made a noise I had to do it again and ask for the cane the next night. I was not permitted to touch my sore nipples, but had to snap my wrist to the chain again and wait in the darkness for the pain to lessen enough so that I might get a few minutes of sleep. 

	 "As time went on, I could stand more pain and I wanted more pain. I got it, too. My master found out how much clothespins can hurt and went out and bought a gross of them. At the first excuse he strapped me to a table and started in on me. He found room for every one of them. I moaned once while he was taking the last few off, finally, so of course I got the cane. He used it on some of the spots where there had been several pins, which really got to me, but I held out and didn't get but one extra. 

	 "When I wasn't at work I had to be available, waiting in my apartment. His rule was that I had one ring to answer the phone, whether I was awake or asleep. Since it took several seconds to find and unsnap one wrist when I was chained on the bed, I was repeatedly punished. The standard became 20 with a special paddle for each extra ring. I would have five minutes to get to his door and ring the bell or the number would be doubled. If I delayed more than three rings, or wasn't there when he called I would have to spend the night standing in the middle of the floor with my legs spread as far as I could get them, holding the telephone. In that position I had to answer before the first ring stopped. 

	 "He decided one day that I must wear tighter, more restrictive clothing. I had to bring my entire wardrobe to his house. He made me model every piece. Anything that fit, he destroyed. Anything that was too small he kept. Then I had to shop for new clothes and shoes, everything a size too small. When I got back to his house he altered each piece of clothing so that the openings were fixed with chain so they could be locked on my body. He made me buy a heavy rubber long-leg panty-girdle, and fixed chains through the top and each leg, with padlocks. I had to wear that to work, which meant that when I had to piss I had to dash to his house at noon and beg him to release me long enough to relieve myself. Usually I had to give him a blowjob before he would consent, so his jism would be my lunch. 

	 "Several times he punished me by forcing me to drink several glasses of water before returning to work. After work I had to go to his house, beg to be allowed in, and then was forced to drink two quarts of water, and sent home.  I had to wait until he called me, very late in the evening. I'd have to plead with him to allow me to come to his house to piss.  He would make me very slowly masturbate, and to orgasm, two things I was otherwise strictly forbidden to do. Then he had me agree to accept my punishment when I got to his house. Of course I got the full treatment with his cane and the whip before he unlocked my chains and allowed me to strip the girdle down my legs. 

	 "He stood over me, shaming me as I sat there. When I was done he produced two dildos when were pushed into me, dry. Then the girdle was pulled back up and all three chains were tightened a link when he locked it. In the living room I had to do a whole set of exercises, jumping and hopping, swinging my legs and squatting, duck walking and splits. All the time he was keeping time on me with his whip. When I was exhausted, he dragged me out to the car and drove me to a street about a mile from my apartment, where he pushed me out of the car and made me walk home, wearing nothing but the girdle and a sheer blouse." 

	 Fascinated, and obviously aroused by her tale of her domination, Harry shifted his legs and cleared his throat. Sylvia stopped talking, staring at his chest, waiting for whatever command he was about to utter. 

	 "I have to admit, I'm impressed by what you've told me. How did you manage to survive ten years of that?" 

	 "Sir, I had to survive. I had no choice. I was totally in love with my Master. Anything he did to me was done with what I felt was love for me. I found very soon that I had a remarkable capacity for pain. The fact is that pain turns me on in a way nothing else can. I learned that the night I lost my virginity. Having my tits bitten hurt, but it made me come in a way that nothing else can duplicate. I survived because my pain is such an erotic experience for me. The more, the stronger, the more exquisite the pain, the bigger the bang when I come. I have learned, and I've been trained to enjoy my pain in ways that I'm sure few other people have ever experienced. 

	 "Then as my slave, you expect to continue to get your pain in large doses? 

	 "Sir, a slave lives to serve her Master. A master would not be dominant if he didn't make things painful for his slave, training her, teaching her. You are new, I am new to you, I have been trained one way. You have already indicated one major difference in orders. I'm sure there will be many other differences that you will teach me with your whip. Your satisfaction comes from my pain, so I can hardly expect a painless existence in your chains." 

	 "There could be quite a difference between painful, and very painful." The words hadn't come out exactly the way he meant, but it sounded good, so he let it ride. Sylvia seemed to read something more out of it. She nodded, 

	 "Sir I have been taught a special vocabulary. Whenever my Master said, 'special punishment,' it meant I had to use only those words in my pleas for punishment. I had to say 'hard' whenever I asked to be whipped or caned. The next time I would have to ask for 'very hard.' Then came 'extremely hard,' followed by 'double strength.' After that he would instruct me to use any word he chose to make my punishment more severe. After one especially trying correction he forced me to say, 'You're a weak-kneed wimp for treating me so gently." He flew into a towering rage and whipped my ass bloody. He made a tape of me saying it and later when he was ready to punish me he would gag me, play the tape and demand to know if I had said it. I could only nod, and then my punishment would begin. 

	 "Let's not forget any of that special list. It's going to come in handy here. You should do well." The faintest of praise, but Sylvia accepted it gladly, 

	 "Thank you, Sir. I will do my best to obey." 

	 "OK, then let's take you on a guided tour." She expected the classic 'collar and leash,' but her new master was anything but conventional, as she was learning. He pulled open a drawer and in a second had twisted a device onto her arm just above the elbow that immediately clamped tight, painfully tight. It had a handle into which his fingers fitted. He moved his hand slightly. The handle twisted, only a twitch but it nearly drove her to the floor, the metal seeming to press straight into the bone. She gasped in surprise, regaining her composure after a second, knowing herself well and fully restrained. He seemed to ignore her consternation, but again he was hiding his pleasure at his new find. 

	 He led the way to the elevator. As they walked in she noticed for the first time that there were ringbolts in several places in the elevator walls, cleverly disguised as decorations. They triggered something inside her. She shivered, feeling the thrill of anticipation. 

	 -0- 

	


Chapter 2 

	 The elevator door opened to a hallway that could have graced the main floor of any mansion in the world. It reeked of money in the understated way that successful decorators use for their best - and richest - clients. The pushbuttons in the elevator had given no clue, but her master had pressed the lower one, suggesting they were now in a sub-basement below the garage level. 

	 The ever-gracious host, her Master pointed out the doors to the wine cellar, a fitness room, a sauna, but ignored two more doors before arriving at the end of the hall and another matching door. 

	 Matching that is, until it opened, revealing the oak facade as a covering for a solid eight inches of door, encased in steel. Like a vault door it had deadbolts at top and bottom and both sides. There was no handle, no keyhole on the inside. An electronic control, hidden, or in the Master's pocket controlled access. It was a door that would withstand a military assault. 

	 The door was daunting. It triggered a special fear in Silvia, making her shiver just to look at it. She was only too familiar with the helplessness that chains enforced. This door had its own brand of helplessness to add to her bondage. 

	 It was dark in the room. Harry reached in his jacket pocket and pulled out his remote control. Fingering it, he activated a set of lights. 

	 "OhmyGOD!!!" Sylvia jerked against the restraint on her arm, sending stabbing pains into her elbow and wrist, involuntarily drawing back from the tableau in front of her, her exclamation loud in the silent room. 

	 She stared, now silent, barely able to breath against the constriction in her chest, the pain in her arm forgotten. 

	 In the glow of the small spotlights, a woman "sat," facing the door, in a massive wood and steel chair that was fixed - bolted - to the floor. Her face was contorted by unspeakable agony as two husky men stood over her. Harry touched a button and a wailing scream filled the room with the sound of pain. Sylvia gasped as the figures moved! 

	 The woman's head jerked, her long hair flailing across her face, partially hiding the wide open mouth. The men's hands moved, turning screws, eliciting fresh moans and yells, the woman thrashing impotently agains her bonds. 

	 A massive collar ringed her neck, apparently attached firmly to the wood behind her, holding her upright. Her arms were stretched to the side, encased in gleaming metal that reached nearly to her shoulders. Matching "boots" encased her feet, ankles and shins, seeming to meld into her flesh at her knees. 

	 The metal was dotted with threaded screws, each with a flaring head that provided an easy grip for the hands that moved constantly from one to another, twisting, turning, sinking sharp points into the encased flesh, probing for the bone. Sylvia winced in shared suffering with the tortured woman, realizing even as she shivered that an orgasm was quickly building in her loins. She couldn't move her eyes from the scene, couldn't close them, certainly couldn't blot out the sounds of agony that filled her ears. 

	 The effect was not lost on Harry. Silvia's reaction was typical for a true submissive. Other women that he had brought to this room had rebelled, fighting his restraints, trying to escape, fully convinced they were in the lair of a madman, or worse. 

	 Satisfied with her reaction, he casually dropped his hand between her legs, pleased when she automatically spread to receive his fingers. He felt her wetness, slick on his fingers. His forefinger found her engorged clit. He rubbed twice and she exploded, doubled over, moaning almost as loudly as the woman in the chair. 

	 "I take it you enjoyed that." 

	 "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." She paused, gathering words, unsure if she could speak freely. "It's.... It's so realistic. I almost came from that... just from watching her... being tortured." 

	 As she spoke, he guided her forward until she was standing between the splayed legs of the seated figure. Unbidden, she reached out and touched the woman, feeling the cold of very skillfully executed plastic. She repeated, "It's so real!" 

	 In agreement, he nodded. "The art of making lifelike models that can move and make sounds has come a long way since the days of the wax museum." 

	 "But sir, aren't those boots, and the "gloves" real?" 

	 "Oh yes. They are copied from originals that I keep on hand." He grinned, seeing her reaction, reading her face. She was excited, but he could tell that there was something lacking. She could not picture herself in the place of the figurine. There was much more to show her. Before the evening was over, he was certain she would find the "perfect" bondage. 

	 The lights went out as Harry manipulated the control. Another set came on, revealing a stone wall looming between them and the light source. He guided Sylvia around the end of the wall, savoring her gasp of surprise as she walked into a medieval dungeon. 

	 Lying on the floor was a nude woman. Nude, but literally encased in heavy, rusty chains. A crude, angular collar choked her neck, trailing a length of chain that was locked to a massive ring that would have halted a charging elephant. Iron manacles chafed each wrist, each ankle. A wide, heavy belt sagged over her hips. Chains ran everywhere, linking every fetter, mocking the helpless captive with their redundancy. 

	 A hugh man loomed over her, his arm raised, hand holding a cruel whip. A closer look at the woman showed the marks of previous lashes, intermingled among the links of chain. At Harry's touch, the arm lashed out, the whip cracked across naked flesh and the woman screamed, pleading with tear filled eyes for an end to her punishment. 

	 As Sylvia watched she had quick, momentary flashbacks of times when her previous master had savaged her in a similar manner. Fresh from one orgasm, she felt the next looming, hoping that her new master would again give her relief. Harry perversely let her "suffer," knowing that she would find plenty of opportunities to come in the next few hours. 

	 In leisurely succession she was shown a girl stretched on a rack, another being branded as a slave. This was accompanied by the smell of burned flesh that permeated the room, a bizarre touch that oddly enough had saved Harry from a jail sentence. 

	 An undercover police woman had gotten this far before breaking down and admitting that she was attempting to entrap him. That is, after she got through puking her guts up. When Harry had shown her the videos of her in the nude, obviously enjoying the torture scenes, at least up to that point, she wisely decided that her investigation should go in some other direction. 

	0.... Even Sylvia felt a little queasy from the smell, but she quickly forgot it when the lights showed a new bondage scene. Here the girl was seated in a set of heavy wooden stocks. A leather helmet concealed her head. There were no eye holes, none for the mouth, just breathing tubes in the nose. 

	 She was seated on a bed of fresh green nettles, helpless to lift herself away from the stinging burn. A man at her feet swung a thin rod across the soles of her cringing feet while a second masked figure slashed her hunched back with a multi-thonged whip. 

	 Sylvia knew exactly what nettles could do to tender flesh. Her former master had forced them into her cunt and asshole, as a prelude to beating her with the cane as punishment for the uncontrollable groans that she was powerless to stop. Memories welled in her mind, the stinging, excruciating  agony as fresh as the day that it happened. She could feel an itching, burning sensation inside her as nerve endings remembered. 

	 Her orgasm came closer. 

	 There was much more to see, but the tour stopped abruptly at the next display. As her amazed eyes took in the scene, she grunted, deep in her belly, as the looming orgasm flamed and blew her apart. Loudly she proclaimed her release, excited beyond measure. 

	 Without a word Harry led, half dragged the stumbling girl toward a hidden door. She was nearly limp, barely able to walk, momentarily exhausted by the force of her climax, her brain seared by the scene she had just witnessed. 

	 At first she didn't realize what was happening to her, still shaken by the ghastly predicament of the woman. When she did begin to come to her senses it was to the feel of cold steel on her wrists and ankles. Immediately she understood. She was about to replace the plastic woman in the strange apparatus that had so shocked her. 

	 Momentarily she struggled, knowing even as she did that she would be punished for this lapse in discipline. She stopped, almost before she had started, standing quiet as the chains were locked about her. watching her master's every movement, fear choking her breath into short pants. 

	 He disappeared somewhere behind her. She craned her neck, searching for him, but he was gone. She stood, taut, legs spread wide apart, her arms shackled above her head and out to the side, so her body formed a perfect X. Even before he returned she knew what he would be bringing. 

	 The first shock came when he walked back in front of her. Gone was the suit, in its place the brown hooded robe of a friar, belted at the waist. She peered into the shadows of the hood, half afraid that she wouldn't recognize the already familiar face. The light was poor away from the floodlights that bathed her nude body. She fought the lights, fear clutching her heart, in an instant certain this was not her Master. Tendrils of fear curled through her mind like little snakes, seeking out every remnant of reality. 

	 The next shock came when she saw the large metal object dangling from one of his hands. It was identical - perhaps the same one - as that worn by the model in the torture scene. Remembering it  she felt the hot glow in her bowels surge and expand. Moisture seeped from her cunt, spreading down her thigh. 

	   A deep booming voice that she couldn't recognize came from the lips inside the hood, addressing someone - something - behind her. "Your Eminence, this foul witch is prepared for questioning. With your permission, I will begin the tests that will prove her heresy." 

	 Aghast, Silvia glanced frantically behind her, seeing nothing but the bare stone of the walls of the torture chamber. There was nobody there, but the hooded figure nodded as she turned back to him, bowing low to whatever it was she could not see. 

	 "Thank you, Eminence. You will not be disappointed." 

	 From somewhere behind her came the movement of heavy vestments, the creak of a chair as someone sat, then made themself comfortable for a lengthy vigil. She looked behind her again, unbelieving, sure her eyes were playing tricks on her. 

	 She screamed when she turned her head back to the robed Inquisitor. He was suddenly looming over her, hand upraised. The light flickered on a blade even as the hand suddenly descended, plunging the knife to the hilt in her left breast. Sylvia choked on the scream, cringing from the sharp point as she felt it drive deep into her chest. 

	 A lesser woman would have fainted on the spot. Sylvia was made of tougher stuff, honed by the years of punishment and pain meted out by her old master. She watched in awe as the hand jerked the knife free. The hooded figure paused, then pointed the knife at the girl's unmarked breast. "Eminence, it was as I thought! She is a witch. There is no blood." He held the knife high where Sylvia and the seated figure behind her could easily see the polished blade as he turned it to catch the light. 

	 Thoroughly rattled, Sylvia peered down at her breast, expecting to see blood pouring from the wound, despite the Inquisitor's words. The soft curve revealed no sign of any wound. Her nipple remained upright, stiff, showing her arrousal. 

	 With her last breath she screamed again as the Inquisitor attacked again, this time slamming the knife into her right breast. Unbelieving, Sylvia "felt" the knifepoint slice through her flesh, scrape against a rib before it entered her chest cavity. She knew she was wounded, felt the pain of severed nerves, cried out her agony. 

	 Yet, again she looked, and a stab wound was nowhere to be found. In real horror she stared at the hooded figure as he triumphantly raised the knife into the light. "See, Eminence, there is no blood!" 

	 Again the figure advanced upon her, but the knife was gone, in its place a dangling crucifix. "With this cross I accuse you of witchcraft," said the booming voice. He waved it before her eyes, repeating a lengthy Latin phrase over and over again, a chant. "Witch, repent, show me your devil's marks. Repent! 

	 Somewhere, Sylvia found her voice. Feebly she replied, "I am not a witch." 

	 "LIAR!" The voice echoed through the stone chamber. You insult his Eminence with your lies. Your breasts do not bleed, a certain sign that you have suckled the devil himself. If you will not repent and confess, we will make you, tearing every lie apart before you die in the flames." 

	 He turned and picked up the metal apparatus which had first caught her attention. He held it up, swinging it to and fro from the heavy ring. "Witch, you will not like our special helmet. It will hold your head firm while I search your body for the devil's marks. It will stifle your lies, stop your incantations from reaching mortal ears, choke off your magic spells, deny you contact with the devil, leaving you helpless." 

	 Even as he spoke the Inquisitor was moving toward her, opening the hasps, spreading it above her before dropping it roughly into place. Sylvia struggled against her bonds, helpless in her chains. She could have accepted the device if it had been just a helmet, but this was far more. 

	 To begin with, the headpiece was imposing in itself, but it didn't end there. There was a lower section which surrounded the neck, flaring out across the tops of the shoulders, looping through the armpits and down her chest to well below her breasts. When these pieces were closed, squeezed tight against her quivering flesh and locked and the chain at the bottom was drawn tight below her ribs, she felt as if she had been stuffed into a too-small box. 

	 There was more. A studded knob was forced into her mouth. A pin was shoved through the shaft and locked in place. She could not move her jaw or tongue without contacting the sharp studs and of course she was effectively gagged by it, unable to say a word. There was a click and a studded chin piece thrust against her upper throat, tightening her mouth about the cruel knob. Mocking her, a heavy padlock closed, locking the device that she was already helpless to remove. 

	 Her breasts were imprisoned in two extensions that stuck out from the plate over her chest. The insides were lined with tiny points that impaled the soft flesh of her breasts. Her turgid nipples stuck out through holes at the ends, as if inviting attention. Another locking pin went through her nipple rings, keeping her nipples extended, on display. 

	 When the Inquisitor was satisfied that every piece was in place, and tight, he lowered a chain from the ceiling and hooked it into the ring atop the helmet. Raising the chain he brought her to the tips of her toes, adding to the strain on her arms and legs. She was trapped in the metal, helpless, hopeless. 

	 Once more he faced his horrified victim. This time his hand held four needles. "Witch, you may have powers beyond our knowledge, but I will ensure that you do not bring the devil into this room to help you." 

	 He held the needles close to her face, letting her see the sharp points. "Your devil cannot suckle at the sign of the cross!" With a leering laugh he grasped each nipple in turn and slowly pushed a needle through until the point came out the other side, passing through a hole in the steel that clasped her breast. Then he shoved a second needle at right angles, forming a cruel cross. Sylvia moaned in pain, feeling her orgasm building despite her fear, responding to the pain in her nipples. The slight movement of her body pulled against the needles, now taut in the metal. Her moan reached a higher pitch. 

	 "Again, Eminence, there is no blood. Her nipples stand witness to her witchcraft." With an evil laugh he picked up a small instrument from a nearby table. He walked back to stand in front of the fearful girl. 

	 "I have never failed to find the devil's mark. You will join the dozens of others I have tested, to burn at the stake. This tool has been annointed with holy water to protect us from your spells. Nothing will protect YOU from its search for the truth!" 

	 With that he pushed his hand forward, against her arm. Sylvia felt a sudden sharp burning pain, as the dull needle was forced into her skin. The Inquisitor's hand moved a fraction of an inch and again she felt the bite of the needle. Again she moaned. Startled, she realized she was about to come. 

	 Completely stunned and bewildered by the lightning speed with which she had been propelled into the midst of a torture session in the depths of an Inquisition prison, Sylvia found her mind reeling at the onslaught of pain. One part of her was feeding on the pain, building her orgasm, while the rest of her body cringed from the cruelty implicit in the device that was so tightly locked about her upper torso. The sharp pricks of the needle, one after another, each quarter inch segment of her skin pierced, forced her first orgasm nearer and nearer. 

	 Forgotten was the party, the humiliating questions, the shamed answers, the handcuffs that had appeared like magic in his hands. Even her new Master was blotted from her mind. The only reality was the constricting metal that bound her now, the drag on her neck from the chain hooked to her helmet, the burning needles criss-crossed through her nipples and the dull needle that poked and prodded at her flesh, pain stabbing with each new probe. 

	 As if gauging her impending climax, the needle moved faster, the pricks coming at shorter and shorter intervals. Just as she reached the verge, counting on one more prick to push her over the edge, the pain stopped. She moaned as she heard the gleeful booming voice of her torturer, "Eminence, I have found the first devil's mark! Here, near her left elbow." 

	 She felt the needle jabbing, but there was no pain. She fought to drag her faltering orgasm to fruition, but the pain had stopped. She moaned as the needle suddenly moved to another spot, again feeling her climax rising as the probing needle outlined a square inch of flesh that felt no pain. Even she was convinced, already pentinent for some quirk in her skin that allowed it to feel no pain, fighting the gagging knob in her mouth, ready to admit her guilt. 

	 The satisfied, sneering chuckle of the hooded figure sent a nervous twich through her body, fear stabbing at her like a handful of needles. The real needle jabbed faster, hurting, building the climax that raged impotently in her belly. The hand moved even faster, and she screamed against the studded metal that filled her mouth, the pent up energy releasing in a sudden rush. 

	 Her body, unbidden, thrashed against the confining metal. Through a haze she felt her nipples pull and twist against the steel needles that impaled them, tugging at her rings. Her head probed the helmet for room to swing back and forth, but she found not even a fraction of an inch of play. She suddenly realized that the noise inside the confining helmet were her moans, rising in pitch steadily, a breath away from another scream. 

	 The needle stopped. "Eminence, this concubine of the Devil has no shame! She has climaxed right under your very eyes. I had merely to touch the Evil One's mark and she spends, exposing her crime to every eye. With your permission, I will continue. I vow before the Saints to find every mark upon her person before she goes to the flames." 

	 Sylvia strained to hear the response, knowing it before the hooded head before her tear filled eyes nodded in agreement, knowing her torture would continue. The roaring in her ears from her pounding blood masked any verbal answer, but it could as easily have been a casual shrug and a slight nod, The horror had only begun. 

	 Her torturer "found" a second mark on the back of her hand, a third on her right shoulder, two more on her upper arm, more between elbow and wrist, each time forcing her to come with his probing needle. She was barely coming down from one climax when the next was upon her, overwhelming her. Her moans had long since given way to muffled shrieks, her body straining against the tight metal bands that encompassed her.   

	 At long last finished with her upstretched arms, the man in the hood returned to her suffering breasts. His practiced hands quickly turned first one, then the other into quivering, pain filled globes that seemed to swell with each prick of the needle, pressing against the studded metal cones that surrounded them in tight, inflexible bondage, and pressing into her chest, robbing her of the precious breath she needed to scream her pain to the world. 

	 The heavy mesh guided each thrust of the needle, row after row of holes into which the steel darted, prodding, poking, making pain a living part of her skin. More marks were found, more orgasms were forced from her, draining her strength, even as her will to resist crumbled. She begged against the gagging metal, pleading for the chance to confess her sins, admit her guilt, abase herself before her accusers and ask to be cleansed with fire at the stake. 

	 It was a good hour before the bloody needle reached the final row of the mesh high on her stomach. The hated point had wrung uncounted climaxes from her writhing body, leaving her exhausted, defeated. The booming voice of the hooded man filled the torture chamber as he recited the marks found from her waist to the tips of her fingers. The final words hung in the chill, slowly penetrating her addled brain, 

	 "Eminence, this devil's slut stands convicted by the sheer number of marks that the Evil One has placed on her willing body. With your permission I will chain her in her cell to await my continuing testing tomorrow. She will be more than willing to confess by then. Your blessing, Eminence." 

	 The hood bowed forward, deeply, almost touching her out-thrust breasts in their tight steel cages. "Thank you, Eminence. May God go with you, until tomorrow." Straining, Sylvia thought she heard the creak of a chair behind her as someone rose, robes making rubbing noises, then the sound of faint footsteps retreating into the darkness, She was jarred out of her lethargy by the clash of metal as one arm was released from the frame that held her upright and spread apart. 

	 Barely able to stand, she sagged under the weight of the metal on her upper body, dragging her feet together under her, feeling the strained muscles in her groin from being stretched for so long. A jerk on the chain attached to the ring atop her helmet sent her stumbling foward, following the lead of the hand that held the links, striving to keep her balance. 

	 The distance to her cell was measured in feet, but it might as well have been a mile for the exhausted girl. She stumbled, jerked against the chain, which was cruelly jerked in response, to bring her onward. The cell door stood open, waiting, as she was drawn inside. The man turned to face her. Deliberately he allowed her chain to slacken until the loop touched the floor. Lifting his foot he placed it on the loop, drawing sharply, tightening the chain, pulling her first to her knees, then sprawling onto the stone floor. 

	 She broke her fall partially with her unshackled hands, but the heavy metal confining her upper body  slammed into the stone with a loud crash, knocking the wind from her straining lungs. She lay, gasping, feeling the rings in her nipples twisting her flesh. 

	 The man stepped toward her. A foot caught her in the side of her breastplate, kicking her over onto her back. She moaned, staring up at the mold-stained stones of the ceiling. There was a jerk on her chain, dragging her helplessly a few inches.  A clash of metal and a loud click announced the locking of her chain to a ring bolt in the hard stone. Waiting shackles closed about her wrists and ankles, anchoring her spread-eagled body between four massive rings. She could feel the cold, rough stone tearing her flesh. 

	 Rising from his task of securing her, the hooded man stepped between her outflung legs. Gazing down at her for a long moment, he reached for the front of his robe, spreading it to reveal his rampant tool, hard and purple, bobbing with each pulse of blood. Grasping in firmly in both hands he aimed it, pressing down slightly so that the engorged head was pointing toward her face. 

	 "Devil's whore! You'll get no chance at this human cock. Tomorrow we'll probe your depths, your stinking cunt, dripping the the devil's juices. We'll find the teeth you hide in there to trap innocent men. We will expose you to the world for what you are - a disciple of the Evil One." 

	 As he spoke, continuing to revile her, ranting at her for her close ties to the Devil, his hands began to move, first caressing, then stroking his hardness. Drops of fluid oozed from the tip. As his accusations rose to a fever pitch his hands moved faster and faster, until with a deep groan he came, spurting his thick semen onto her body, some splattering onto the face of the mask holding her immobile head. 

	 Suddenly angry, he strode to the wall, grabbing a whip that hung waiting. In one quick stride he was back, slashing left and right, concentrating on the lower half of her body, but never completely neglecting her engorged nipples. 

	 "Damm you, confess! Confess, spawn of the Devil. Admit your sins!    Sylvia, totally lost to reality, wallowed in the pain, deep in the scene, believing completely that she somehow had been transported back in time. She begged to confess, screamed her plea, chewed mindlessly on the stabbing points that filled her mouth. Some dim hope drove her to hurt herself thrashing in her chains, jerking her nipples against the needles pinning her flesh to the iron. She raked her tongue back and forth across the sharp edges of her gag, sick for the want of the taste of her own blood. 

	 Just as all hope was abandoned, just when Sylvia fully comprehended the torture she had been promised the next day and gave a shattered, defeated cry, just when...... 

	 The cell door slammed open. It was Harry, suit and tie, a Magnum 44 in his right hand. Incongruous in the Medieval cell, but somehow fitting as a rescuer. The gun disappeared. Keys appeared. The chains fell away. The pin holding the bulbous gag came out, the gag following. Hands lifted her. A click and the ton-heavy branks lifted from her shoulders. The cool air of the dungeon found a wisp of matted hair falling to her eyes. He needed only a momentary glance into her staring eyes to assess her condition. He wheeled a flattened Gurney into the cell, rolled her onto it and moved her back to today. She passed out before he got her out of the cell. 

	 She awoke, totally confused. There were monstrous shackles and manacles on her ankles and wrists. Either she was still in A.D. 1400 or back in her boyfriend's bedroom. Harry's face broke through and she realized she was in a room she hadn't seen before - Harry's bedroom. 

	 "Rough night?" 

	 She nodded and groaned, gagged again, but this time with soft plastic. Young and healthy, she felt her strength surging back. The banked fires in her loins flared, white hot, remembering pain, feeling her bonds. Putting everything into her eyes she beckoned with her manacled hands, inviting him into her body. 

	 After the horror of the Inquisition his love making was tender and sweet, despite the obvious fact that she was totally helpless. Much later, she lay, exhausted, lost in the haze of unremitting arousal that he had created for her. She stirred finally. 

	 "Master?" 

	 "Yesssss?" 

	 "Thank you, Master" 

	 "This is only the first hour of your slavery. If you thank me in a decade, a lifetime or an eon, then I would acknowledge your thanks as deserved." 

	 Feeling her servitude, she glanced obviously at her chains. She expected him to ignore her and she wasn't disappointed. She stirred again. 

	 "Master?" 

	 "What!" He pretended annoyance. 

	 "Master, can we start with the second day?" 

	 His kiss nearly made her come. 

	 -0- 

	 She awoke, locked in the branks, lying chained on the floor of the cell. Her nipples burned hotly. A good start to the day. 

	-0-   

	THE TRAINER 

	by Raul Roget

	  

	 The soft beep of my security alarm alerted me that someone was coming up the back trail. I put down the magazine I was reading, pausing to eye the naked beauty so prominently displayed on the cover, and then glancing out the window I saw Jenine just emerging from the trees at the edge of the small meadow that was my lawn. 

	 As she came up the path and climbed the steps to the deck I mentally undressed her, removing the crisp white blouse and skin tight jeans that were her sole garments. With each step her unbound breasts rolled and swayed delightfully, dragging her proud nipples back and forth across the white fabric. 

	 I had no doubt they had been erect the entire distance, the lengthy mile of winding trail that wandered through the scenery from the main road. By car it was half the distance and paved at that, but Jenine needed the exercise. There was a specific purpose in her walk. 

	 Knowing she couldn't see me in the shadowed room as she stood in the brilliant early morning sun, looking at the house, I waited and watched, expectantly. Jenine stood awkwardly poised, as if half ready to flee from something. She glanced over her shoulder at the path back to civilization, then turned toward the house again, a look of determination on her face. 

	 Her hands went to her shoulders, drawing the straps of the back pack she was wearing out over her shoulders, catching the weighty pack carefully before it fell completely away. Gently she lowered it to the deck, stooping slightly to place it carefully in position, aligned with the boards in the floor. 

	 Straightening, she stood, her soft reddish mane floating away in the breeze, then settling on her shoulders, stark against the white. She stared at the door in front of her as if expecting it to suddenly open. I stood silently, unmoving, enjoying what was about to happen. 

	 One more quick peek at her escape route. She half shook her head, her body moving involuntarily with a slow sigh of resignation. Her chest heaved as she drew in the fresh crisp air. She lifted her hand, fingers partly spread, then firmed them to their task. 

	 One by one she unbuttoned the stylish pearl buttons on her blouse, not really slowly, but with a steady pace that underscored her resolve. The blouse opened, shrugged away from the silky skin of her shoulders, sliding down her arms with elegant grace. I had mandated "no bra." I nodded in silent confirmation as her classic breasts appeared, amply fulfilling the promise of the well stretched cloth that had cradled them. I licked my lips in anticipation, feeling my cock surging against my leg. 

	 Jenine folded the blouse neatly and placed it exactly in line with the pack on the deck. As she bent over I could see that gravity had no appreciable effect beyond the exquisite elongation that is the mark of a healthy, well toned breast. My fingers twitched at the temptation, anxious to feel, to test, palm and play, as my eyes followed their slight roll as she straightened up, the nipples drilling twin holes in the breeze. 

	 The face was beautiful enough. Adding two extra perfect tits with their rock solid nipples to the picture put a serious strain on my composure. My hand fell naturally to my prick, stroking its hardness through my jeans, of necessity adjusting it snug against my belly to avoid its being pinched or trapped in my shorts. 

	 As I watched, she unbuckled her belt, then unexpectly pulled it by the buckle, drawing it out of the loops. Doubling it she laid it beside the growing row on the deck, again displaying the sweet rounding of her firmness as she bent over. Without straightening up she unlaced and slipped out of her hiking shoes, placing them with the toes exactly on the edge of the plank she was using as a straight edge. 

	 She came erect, with a grace that accented the nudity of her upper body, displaying an innate knowledge and serene acceptance of her own beauty, confident of its effect on whatever male eye might be watching. Deftly her hands opened the button and slid the zipper down, the cloth turning back and flaring away from her taut stomach. She needed both hands to peel the tightness of the jeans from her gently swelling hips and sleek thighs. 

	 One bare foot left the wood and became a third hand, sliding the lower leg down, trapping it against the deck as she pulled her shapely lag free. Her weight shifted to her other foot, doing marvelous things to her thrusting tits, adding new vistas of erotic pleasure to my mind's eye. Jenine smoothly drew the other leg free, leaving the jeans momentarily in a jumbled pile. 

	 In the instant before she bent from the waist to recover them I could see the narrow strap that was snugged against the first flair of her hips. Dropping straight from it an even narrower strap, more a thong, bisected her mound and disappeared between the inviting pinkness of her cunt lips, bare in the harsh glare of the sun, polished of any vestige of the once luxuriant bush that had adorned them. 

	 In that hasty glimpse of her inviting sex I didn't see the blunt end of the vibrator that I knew was fixed in her channel by the thong. I didn't have to see it to know the intimacy with which it had buried itself in her during the long walk, or to know that she would have come from its ministrations at least once. Jenine would have much to tell me. 

	 Now, she was totally, starkly nude, except for the belt. Frankly the thin leather made her somehow even more naked. I watched as she completed the array on the grey wooden planks with a perfection that matched the whole aura about her. She straightened, staring at the blank door before her, positioning herself. 

	 I glanced at my watch, timing her. She stood, legs splayed, feet positioned on the line, her arms straight out from her shoulders, hands vertical, fingers together, eyes on the door. She stood, motionless for exactly 100 seconds, turned and resumed the pose, facing the woods and the path she had just traced. 

	 I chuckled when I saw her back. Two things attracted my attention past the slim perfection that would draw the gaze of any painter. One was the belt, casually knotted in an obvious bow that would collapse at a single tug, releasing her from any discomfort the buried thong and its humming appendage might have caused. The other was her back, unmarked from her neck to her thighs, virgin flesh. 

	 She stood for long minutes facing away from me. I knew that she felt eyes on her nudity, that her mind conjured up not only my watchfulness, but the hot male eyes that had followed her up the long path and now watched lustfully as she displayed herself in all her helplessness. Jenine was smart, highly intelligent, well read and perfectly attuned to what was about to happen to her. 

	 Silently I opened the door. If she heard, she gave no sign, not even a muscle twitch of apprehension to mar the pristine beauty of her slimness. A board creaked lightly as I moved toward her, but she gave no sign, rigidly posed. I touched her, fingers caressing the leather, at the knot. Still there was no response. 

	 Circling her outstretched arm, I walked slowly, inspecting her, watching her eyes. She had selected a certain tree, locking her gaze to avoid glancing at me, making eye contact. Unmoving she allowed me to touch the hardness of her nipples, the resilliance of her breasts, the soaked leather where it reappeared to loop under her body. Not once did her eyes leave that distant tree as I deliberately violated the innocence of her nudity, testing her resolve. 

	 You see, I am a trainer. I make my living - a very comfortable one I might add - by working with females whose husbands or boyfriends feel the need to have them taken along the road to total submission by a professional. I'm good at my work and I get paid accordingly, with all sorts of fringe benefits. Without bragging, I'm booked solid, with a fairly lengthy waiting list. I don't make house calls and as you are about to see, the client furnishes any special tools that I need to produce the desired results. 

	 Each girl is different. Jenine came willingly, or at least obediently. Some of the girls who have posed for me on my sun deck had to be literally dragged up that trail, dancing to a whip each resisting step of the way. Others have been delivered to my front door in rigerous bonds and suffering serious pain before I even touched them, more than one hogtied in a car trunk, the back of a van, RV or even the back of a pickup for the trip. 

	 Not that it would earn her any favors, but Jenine did make a couple of points with her strict compliance with the detailed instructions I had given her master. She gave all the signs of having rehearsed and practiced her strip, but it remained to be seen whether her taking orders was a pretense or not. She would escape the initial thrashing that was usually required to get a girl's attention and get her to start taking orders, but there was plenty more on her personal schedule to fill out the three day weekend she was booked for. 

	 Satisfied with my inspection, my mouth watering in anticipation, I stood beside her and ordered her to the deck, legs spread, knees up, her head pressed against the back pack. I stood between her knees as she opened the pack, pulled forth an item and handed it to me, staring over my head. I took it and held it in front of me. 

	 "This is....?" 

	 "A pussy whip, master. My cunt is displeasing to my master and deserves special punishment. It was too dry when he wanted to fuck me." 

	 Jenine reached for the next tool and handed it to me. It was a similar whip, except the strands were wire thin with tiny knots scattered along them. Before I could ask she announced, 

	 "This is a nipple whip. My master is angry because my nipples don't always remain hard when he is disciplining me. I am instructed to beg for a doubling of any penalty for which you use this." 

	 I handed both whips back to her. Without hesitation she laid them beside her, just within reach, before pulling the next item from the pack. 

	 "This is a riding crop. It is brand new. My master considers me devious, deceptive, a liar and a schemer. I begged that it be included, to be returned to him well worn as proof that I am none of these things." 

	 "Has your master ever whipped you?" 

	 "Yes, master, but only with the smaller whips. Not with the crop, or with this." 

	 She handed me a coiled length of plaited black leather. I shook the coils loose, letting the thin end fall along her thigh. For the first time she reacted, a tiny tic jerking in her upper groin, close to her pussy. 

	 "I was told that the minimum I would receive each day with this would be 10 lashes. More if I fail to learn my lessons properly." 

	 My hand moved, my wrist rolling, and the tip uncoiled like a flyline, catching her from her mound straight up between her tits to the base of her throat. Jenine grunted as the air flew from her lungs, caught by surprise, too startled to even cry her sudden pain. It wasn't a hard blow, but her eyes widened in startled recognition and awe of its potential. 

	 Calmly, I made my point, 

	 "Twice already you have neglected to address me as master. The first one was allowed as a slip of the tongue. The next will earn you two harder extras, the one after that four even harder. The count will continue for your entire stay, doubling each time. Is that clear?" 

	 "Yes, master." 

	 "Anything else in your pack?" 

	 "Yes, master. Here is a set of wrist and ankle cuffs. They are well made, any one of them able to support my entire weight. My master feels that suspension is one way of improving my concentration." 

	 "I'll be the judge of that," I snapped, detecting the faintest tinge of smugness in her recitation. 

	 I was beginning to suspect that Jenine was definitely not the perfectly obedient submissive she was pretending to be. I was already exploring the very strong possibility that beautious Jenine was capable of wrapping her master around her little finger.  Obviously, her unsullied hide was ample proof of the kind of master she had. Besides teaching Jenine a well deserved lesson or two, it was apparent that her master was going to need some pointed advice before I turned her back over to him. 

	 "Is that all?" 

	 The question hung in midair. I knew it wasn't. She wasn't positive that I knew. She hesitated, telling me volumns. Hurriedly she reached over her head, feeling in the pack until she drew out her hand, clutching a jumble of straps and metal. It tangled in the pack, pulling it against her head before it came free to be offered to me. 

	 "The reason why I am here is because I wouldn't allow my master to fuck me in the ass. He sent this to......" 

	 The whip interrupted her, spiraling around her thigh, drawing a yelp of pain. Without changing position I backhanded the other thigh, getting a much louder cry in response. I jerked the whip away, flicking the tip to land not too gently on her cheek and across the bridge of her nose - right where she could see it plainly. Her eyes widened as realization was triggered by her punisment. 

	 "Forgetful, among other things," I said, grimly. 

	 "The reason why you are here is to beg me to fuck you in the ass, beg me to teach you to beg your master to fuck you in the ass, beg me to teach you some manners. Not because you did, or didn't do something, but because you are here to do everything and anything I tell you to do. Is that clear?" 

	 "Yes, master, of course." 

	 You couldn't have asked for a more polite response, which besides confirming my growing suspicions also got under my skin. She should have known better than to try her perfection routine on me, just because she had gotten away with it for so long with her master. 

	 I raised one foot and stepping back I kicked her knees together. 

	 "On you stomach!" I barked, cracking the whip an inch from her ear. She jumped, ducking away from the whip, rolling on the wood with anxiety induced agility. She sprawled, legs spread, tits grinding into the planks, her nose jammed into the pack, shoving her head back at a sharp angle. 

	 "Ask for two!" 

	 Jenine shot her words at me, almost before I got the order out, 

	 "Please, master, whip me twice." 

	 I eyed all her tempting targets. The two I chose were quickly identified by bright red marks from the curve behind each knee straight up her thigh and well onto her ass cheeks. I let the whip swing forward, slithering on her back. She cringed but was silent, supressing a sniff through her tear clogged nose. 

	 My calm restored, I informed her that she was not only going to have to ask for the two again, she was going to have to ask that each one be harder than the one before and that there were two extras for not thanking me for each of the two wasted strokes. 

	 About at that point she was smart enough to realize that I was onto her schemes and intent on making her hurt, so I watched a very quick transformation. By the time she had sincerely begged me to whip her through the course, including the extra she got for kicking out with her leg, she had already changed from pretend docile to a very abject submissive with all sorts of new resolve, centering on pleasing me and my whip. 

	 She accepted my reminder fairly calmly that none of these counted against the regular 10 she was scheduled to receive each day. She was a little less calm when I announced that all of this was preliminary to the start of her training. As an extra dose of humiliation I demanded my payment in advance. Opening a side pocket on the pack she pulled out an envelope, then raised herself to a kneeling position in front of me. Opening the envelope, she counted out ten crisp $100 notes, fanned them out and handed them to me. 

	 Deliberatly insulting her, I counted them twice. She flushed when I wondered aloud what her master would make her do to earn that money back. I told her, bluntly, 

	 "If you're lucky, you may be luckier than one girl who was here recently. Her master made her work as a whore to earn not only every cent of my fee, but also the charges for the blood tests and the doctor's exams before and after. If she has to come back for a refresher course, he's already told her she's cut back to $5 a head, and can only do blow jobs." 

	 Her eyes widened slightly when I casually crumpled the bills in a wad and stuck them in my shirt pocket. I kept my stare impassive, already certain that I was getting my message through to her. Her smooth front was already cracking a bit at the edges. I was about to put some deep gashes in it. 

	 Back in her display position, I buckled and locked the leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, adding a moderately heavy iron collar from a locker that doubled as a seat on the deck. I glanced at the matching belt, then decided to leave it as a little surprise for her, later. She never moved her eyes from her tree the whole time. I let her enjoy the freedom of ignoring me, knowing that I would have her rapt attention very shortly. 

	 I could feel her surprise at the collar, her body stiffening imperceptably at the new sensation, a half shiver acknowledging the cold metal. Jenine obviously had expected that I would limit her bonds to those her master had furnished. More for her to learn. 

	 It would be a rude awakening for her, but if I found it necessary, I had some whips in my arsenal that outclassed and outranked the one she had brought by quite a margin of pain. My arrangements with my customers allowed me to keep any of the equipment they furnished that I took a fancy to. It gave me the option of keeping the very best, so I did. 

	 Using the butt of the whip I prodded Jenine forward, toward the center of the deck, near the railing. With my foot I pointed out four knots in the wood. I barked, 

	 "Cover them!" 

	 Jenine took the order literally and went down on her knees, then to her belly, hiding two under her thighs and the other two under her outflung arms. I slashed her across the back with the whip, snapping, 

	 "Up!" 

	 She bounced to her feet and spread her arms and legs, knowing she had goofed, puzzled by the first order. 

	 "Your feet go on two of them, your hands on the other two. That's ALL of you that touches the deck. Got that?" 

	 "Yes, master." 

	 She responded instantly. even as she quickly positioned herself, afraid of my whip and scared by my cryptic orders that allowed her to misunderstand them and make mistakes. She didn't have to be told twice that mistakes meant pain 

	 I admired the view, walking slowly around her. Her body was arched downward toward her arms, rump high, her pussy peeping back at me through her angled legs. Her tits hung free, bobbing slightly with her breathing. 

	 "Get used to this position as it is one you will assume instantly at any time in your training. When I say 'deck' you will have a very limited time to find these four markers and get on them." 

	 "Once in position, you will hold it, regardless of anything that is happening to you, anything that is done to you. If you move a hand or a foot enough for me to see the knot, whatever punishments are pending are doubled, including your daily ten. Falling down is going to be even worse. Much worse. If I were you I wouldn't even THINK about falling down unless you're trying to scare yourself to death." 

	 Walking as I talked, I watched her closely, reading the effect of my words in the uncontrollable tensioning and slackening of her muscles, little tics that came and went just under her fair skin. She'd gotten enough whip already to thoroughly scare her, and my threats of worse got to her at a level the whip couldn't reach. I could just about read her mind, trying not to think of what I might do that was worse than whipping her. 

	 She expected pain, so I crossed her up by stepping behind her and reaching under to palm her mound. I could feel the juices slicking my hand as I found her clit and roughly rubbed and pinched it, instantly arousing her, to the point where she groaned with pleasure. Her hips bucked an invitation that I regretfully declined, intent on her training, not my personal pleasure. The job came first, but later, there would be ample pleasure. 

	 My next move was a calculated one. I opened my fly and dropped my pants. With her head hanging she couldn't see much but my legs. I kicked the slacks to one side, following them with my shorts. Ready, I stepped forward and fingered her clit again, feeling her press back against my hand. I grinned to myself at her obvious ploy. 

	 Holding my cock I rammed it forward hard, slamming into her ass, dry. The head butted painfully against her puckered hole. She jerked as if I had shot her, her ass cheeks clenching on the sides of my prick. An involuntary "Nooooooooooo" came floating up to me, music to my ears. I raised my arm and swatted her left ass cheek as hard as I could with my open palm. 

	 Jenine winced, as much from the pistol shot report as from the pain. Anyone within a quarter of a mile could easily identify the sound and the cause. I knew that there was nobody out there to hear it, but she didn't, adding to her humiliation. 

	 Coldly, I outlined her immediate future, 

	 "For somebody that's supposed to be smart, you rate dumb, on top of being disrespectful. This slip is going to cost you four, tripled if you break position. THEN I'll discuss something suitable for saying "No" to a master." 

	 I couldn't ask for better targets. Jenine took her punishment with the appropriate whimpers and then thanked me with a new tone of respect in her voice. 

	 "On your feet!" 

	 She scrambled to obey, snapping into position almost perfectly. Almost, but not to my satisfaction. I curved the whip diagonally up her back, the tip reaching around to nip at the base of her right tit even as I ordered,    "Deck!" 

	 She hit her marks with a rush. 

	 "Up!" "Deck" "Up!" "Deck" "Up!" "Deck" "Up!" "Deck" 

	 When I stopped I had her breathing hard, and with two or three new red streaks to show for her slips, but she was positioned perfectly once more on her hands and feet. From the little pile on the deck I picked up the final item she had reluctantly pulled from her pack. Untangling it I walked up behind her, standing between her correctly spread legs. I probed, letting her feel the cold metal against her sphincter. The barest of shivers ran through her body as she guessed what I was holding. 

	 "You have exactly 30 seconds to convince me that I shouldn't ram this full length into you, bone dry. Unless you have a better suggestion, of course......" 

	 The words gushed from her lips like I'd pulled the plug on Boulder Dam, 

	 "Master, I deserve to be punished, but please don't stick that into me dry. Stick it in my cunt first. I'm dripping with juice. You can do anything you want with it, just please, please, master, don't jam it in me dry. Yyyyou'll tear me apart..... Please, master, wet it first." 

	 I kept the metal against her butt for the count of ten, pushing it against her a couple of times. Then I lowered it and sluiced it into her sopping pussy. Getting whipped really seemed to get her juices flowing, which was good to know. She wouldn't like what was about to happen to her, but she'd be getting hotter and hotter the whole time I was punishing her. 

	 Slick and wet, the tapered point slid into her ass without much resistance. Intentionally rough, I didn't give her even a moment to adjust to the invasion. I positioned the small crank handle and twisted it sharply. 

	 Jenine squawked in surprised protest, both outraged by the penetration and feeling the stabbing pain it produced as her sphincter was pried apart by the geared jaws. I could see her muscles working as she tried to expell the intruding device, an attempt she abruptly stopped when she realized that she was inviting more pain for resisting. She knew the purpose of the device, but I was positive her master had done little more than just show it to her, rather than shoving it to her. 

	 The second twist brought an agonized moan from the helpless girl as she was opened another half an inch. She bit her lip to avoid protesting, or even begging, already aware that I would suffer not the least bit of interference in what I had planned for her training. As she tried to adjust, I used the opportunity to attach the straps and belt that would hold the device in place, locking the belt tightly about her trim waist. 

	 The third twist raised the moans a full octave as Jenine got the full import of what the device was doing to her, as well as the potential it had. She held out for one more twist and then began begging me to fuck her in the ass, sobbing as if I had killed her. It was nice to know that she could be reached. I had plenty of other tools available within a few steps that could penetrate her facade just as effectively as this particular gadget was opening up her rear hole. 

	 When I tired of hearing her pleading, I shut her up, curtly. As a matter of fact that's what I said, "Shut up." 

	 She shut, like closing a faucet. 

	 "Up!" 

	 She wanted to keep her legs apart when she was upright, a grimaace of pain distorting her features as her body moved against the steel jaws locked inside her. I got both legs with a single slash, which was enough to make her ankle bones touch firmly. 

	 Using the shortened whip freely, I prodded her toward the cellar entrance, down the stairs and into the gloom, made doubly dark by the brilliant sunshine we left. Jenine gasped when I turned on the spotlight, outlining the square barred cage in the center of the cement floor. 

	 As far as she was concerned, descending the cellar stairs was a pain in the ass. As far as I was concerned it was a prelude to some serious pain, but I knew she would take it and wind up begging for more. She was mine for the whole weekend, not just a couple of hours. 

	 Into the cage she went, with me right at her heels. I pulled a remote control out of my shirt pocket and used it to let a steel bar down from the ceiling. Jenine looked up when she heard the whine of the motor, shaking her head once as she devined its purpose. I stopped it just over her head. 

	 Without looking at me she tentatively raised her arms, managing to spear one of the loose cuff links on the hook on one end, but the bar swung away from her other cuff, so I had to attach it, immediately raising it until she was stretched and barely on her toes. Momentarily she was back in familiar territory, practiced from the suspension her regular master favored, but my version went considerably beyond his. 

	 Holding the whip in front of me I walked around her, then faced her. 

	 "Did you enjoy your orgasm on the walk up?" 

	 The faintest flush gave her away. She considered lying to me, the thought process clear in her eyes, then decided she was in too deep to risk it. 

	 "Yes, master," she whispered. 

	 "More than one?" 

	 "No, master. My master makes me control my... orgasms." 

	 "But he told you my orders?" 

	 "Yes, master. I was forbidden to come, even once. I disobeyed his order and yours, so I beg that you punish me for my lack of control." 

	 "Count these then, and thank me graciously for each one." 

	 "Yes, master." "One. Thank you, master." "Two. Thank you master...." 

	 She held up nicely for all ten, although she was sobbing when she squeezed out the last formality. I gave her my best grin. "Now, you get 10 for 'forgetting' to tell me about your orgasm. Your mantra changes to: Thank you,Master. May I have the next one harder please?'" 

	 That got to her but good, despite the fact that I very carefully and accurately paced the increase in strength so that the last one was about 150 percent of the first one. You could count them on her in the same order. 

	I turned and walked to a stand outside the cage, returning with a glass of water. 

	 "Here, take this." 

	 Jenine looked at the pill in my hand, then at me, fearful and puzzled, afraid that I was drugging her, or worse, her imagination enhancing my status as a monster who tortured helpless women. 

	 "Yes, master," she gritted out, still feeling the whip. She accepted the pill, gulped the water gratefully as I held the glass, swallowing steadily until it was drained. 

	 "Thank you, master." 

	 "You won't thank me in about a half hour. As part of your punishment for refusing me your asshole, you just took a laxitive that is known in medical circles as the "ultimate weapon." The effect is like swallowing a doorknob. It takes just about 30 minutes for it to reach the end, shoving your guts ahead of it. Since you're wide open back there you stand to earn some more punishment for making a mess, so use the time constructively to think up about 17 ways of inviting me to stick my cock in there - after you've been cleaned up." 

	 "Master! Please!!!" It was all she dared say, the words tumbling over each other, as she waited through my chilling explanation, afraid to interrupt. 

	 "Your master did tell you that this is not a vacation, that you are here to learn some manners." 

	 She looked daggers, but admitted, "Yes, master." 

	 "Then, start thinking." 

	 "Yes, Master." 

	 I shut and locked the cage after removing the leather cuffs on her ankles. Without another word I walked away, without even looking back toward her, even though she was well worth a second look. Putting most of her weight on her wrists did marvellous things to her body, adding dimension to her curves, her tits shaped into forms that made my hands ache to squeeze and maul them. 

	 Another fact that Jenine was totally unaware of was that she was being watched by a concealed video camera, which fed both a recorder and a channel on my TV sets. After all, I was in charge of some pretty, and valuable property, so it was smart business to keep a close watch to make sure things didn't go wrong. Besides the secondary benefits of getting to watch the trainees suffering, it also frequently gave me some tips on how to make their lessons even more effective. If not for them, for the next girl to come up my garden path. 

	 I'm going to draw a veil over what I saw on the screen as I relaxed with a drink on the deck. Let's just say that the pill worked, perfectly. I made a second drink, finished it and then descended the cellar steps again to find a very wan, very chagrined and very chastened young woman. 

	 I chuckled, "Soiled your diapers, didn't you?" Shamefaced she meekly acknowledged my sally, "Yes, master." 

	 To complete her humiliation I used the garden hose and a long handled brush to clean her up, ignoring the pleading in her eyes and leaving the expansion device in place in her sphincter. 

	 As I bathed her she twisted and turned, thrust by the powerful jet of icy water, unable to effectively avert or avoid it. I gave her some practical advice." 

	 "There are more of those pills available, so if you get any ideas of resisting, you can easily find one on your plate three times a day for the whole weekend. If I were you, the next time your master wants to fuck you in the ass, I'd jump at the chance, or you might wind up with this rig up your bunghole, fully dressed, sitting in some fancy restaurant and knowing that you are going to make a spectacle of yourself. I don't know if you've ever had to walk with your panties full of shit" 

	 Her eyes widened as she drew herself a graphic mental picture, my words scoring heavily. Keeping her off balance, I let her hang while I toweled her dry, using the rough cloth on her nipples and pussy to get her thoroughly aroused and panting. Then I lowered the bar and unhooked her wrists. At my command she went to her knees on the still wet floor, then crouched, ass high in the air, her nose inches from the floor drain. 

	 "Master, please, I want it." 

	 "Want what?" 

	 "Your cock, up my.... ass. My virgin ass, master, take it, please." She moved against the spreader, her hips writhing, inviting, anxious to please me in some small way. 

	 I let her wait several seconds, then I slashed her back with the whip, bringing a mewling cry of surprise to her lips as the lash crossed the still vivid reminders of her earlier punishment. 

	 "Stupid, stupid, stupid," I growled at her, as annoyed as I was satisfied. "You don't offer ME your virgin ass, you offer it to your master, along with your abject apologies for withholding it from him. Now tell me that your cunt and your mouth are virgin and we'll start at the beginning! 

	 "No, master, I have been fucked many times in both. My master told me I would have to give you anything you wanted. I will willingly do anything to show you that I appreciate the training you are giving me. 

	 "Something of a change in attitude from that flat refusal up on the deck," I sneered. 

	 "Master, I admit I came here with the idea that you would be as easy on me as my master. You have shown me that you mean what you say and don't make idle threats. I thought you were kidding me with that 'doorknob' routine. That is, until I felt exactly what you described, knowing I was helpless to stop it." 

	 "Well, the effect is three times worse on an empty stomach, so consider yourself lucky if you get through the rest of the weekend without a repeat performance. I intend to send you back a lot more obedient than when you arrived." 

	 Late in the evening after hours spent learning things my way, Jenine found herself sprawled across the top of my desk, her ankles shackled to the end legs, her arms outstretched to heavy leather straps that drew the crease in her lower belly hard against the edge. The spreader was undisturbed in her ass, doing its excellent job of opening her up for future use. 

	 Jenine was pooped, sore and marvallously subdued. A horse trainer friend who had taught me some of his methods would certainly have described her as "gentled down." I take pride in my work and Jenine's response was worth bragging about. I was sure that her master would have trouble recognizing her as the obstinite, stubborn and opinionated girl that he had sent me. Whether the training would "hold" after he got her back and failed to keep her in line was another matter entirely. 

	 Tired as she was, she was swimming in her own juices, her pussy a soggy swamp that sent sheets of moisture trickling down her thighs. She had been on the verge of an orgasm for most of the day, a pleasure that I enjoyed denying her, sensing her perverse pleasure from being denied something she wanted very badly, perhaps the first time in her young life she had ever been refused anything. 

	 Putting her over the jumps had kept me in a permanent state of erection, a situation I made no effort to hide from her, slashing her nastily every time she suggested some exotic way of relieving my needs, saving my strength for later. I don't know whether she ignored or invited the whip, but she kept after me every time I gave her half a chance. 

	 Now she was staring at a speaker-phone, inches from her nose, her chin propped on the hard desk top, trying hard to make sense of some of the things I had done to her, and even trying to guess what was going to happen next.   She gave a startled gasp when I slid easily into her from behind, filling her snugly as I bottomed deep in her channel, making her grunt with delight.    Resting one hand on her smooth back I tapped the keys on my regular phone, then pressed the button to switch the call to the speaker and put the phone down. Jenine jerked slightly at the loud buzz of the ring, making special things happen with her muscles around my slowly thrusting cock. The phone rang twice before there was a loud click. 

	 "Hello?" 

	 Jenine recognized the voice instantly, again massaging me, confirming my own identification. 

	 "Somebody here wants to talk to you, to tell you about her day, up to now." I emphasized the "now" with a measured extra pressure on her back. Smart girl, she got the message. 

	 "Master, I have learned many things today from my trainer. Above all I have the one desire to throw myself at your feet, crawl to you and beg forgiveness for the way I've acted. You've been too lenient with me. One day here and I know just how mild your treatment has been. I can be your true slave only if you are firm, harsh, unforgiving, cruel and strict. My trainer has already taught me to know the whip, to beg for punishment, to obey in every possible way. He has shown me what you can accomplish with me, learning my slavery, learning to submit through the pain of unending punishment." 

	 Her master was silent at the other end, but I could hear his aroused breathing. If it were me, I would have been a bit more tactful in telling him that he wasn't the master he thought he was. She obviously knew what she could get away with with him. Or at least thought she did. He broke in, putting her in her place in a few well chosen words, 

	 "Slave, how would you like to crawl back to the car on your belly, whipped all the way." It came out as a statement of intent, not even a rhetorical question. My eyes widened in surprise, thankful that Jenine couldn't see my face. She visibly jerked, her cunt muscles tugging at my rod convulsively. Almost as if he could see our startled reaction, he addressed me. 

	 "If you are in the slightest way dissatisfied with her response to your training, you are to call me when she is ready to crawl home." Then to her, "Slave, I want a detailed description of everything that has been done to you today. Everything." 

	 Without hesitation she launched into a vivid discription, beginning with her forbidden orgasm on the trail, It was raunchy enough to turn on a stone statue because she told him everything, in the filthiest language, from the way she felt to how hard the whip had fallen, just where the stripe was, how much it hurt, how embarassed and humiliated she was to be trained by a total stranger. 

	 Listening to her I was hard put to keep from flooding her with come. When she began to describe the sensations produced by the spreader that was still holding her open, I was breathing as hard as her master, whom I'm sure was beating his meat as he listened to her. 

	 She wound up her litany by describing the position she was in over my desk, winding up by telling him, "Master, I am bound helplessly across the top of his desk. He is standing behind me, his big prick in my cunt, and he has been fucking me during this whole conversation. Every time he moves into me, he presses on the spreader in my ass, reminding me that my virgin ass is being opened for your cock." 

	 There was silence for a moment, Then his surprisingly calm voice came clearly into the room, 

	 "Your training seems to be going well. With your trainer's permission, I will join you. Since you feel I have been too mild with you, I shall have to learn how to make you regret your scheming and lying - and your assessment of me." 

	 I chuckled to myself, feeling her cunt twist and spasm as the  portent of his words sunk in. Two men with whips for a weekend of  rigorous training were nothing to look forward to. It didn't help her composure a bit that her master was suddenly seeing through her wiles, just as I had. 

	 "The charge will double, but you're welcome to participate." I paused for effect, hearing his ready agreement fill the room, savoring the quiver in the tight flesh around my cock. I added, "Oh, and bring a decent whip. This crop seems to have lost its effect." 

	 Jenine tried to look at me, startled, her face a roadmap of horror, but I ignored her, quickly ending the conversation. Her master would join us within the hour. Warning her, "You are not to come," I rammed her with several quick strokes and flooded her with my come. I backed out of her and stood waiting. 

	 "Thank you, master, for fucking me." The tone was sincere, even though I knew she was teetering on the brink of a massive orgasm. I hadn't coached her response either, but I had been poised to extract a painful penalty if she didn't volunteer. After all, when I give a trainee the slightest pleasure, I expect profuse thanks. 

	 The second thing I expect it a thorough cleanup job. I may be old fashioned, but I don't consider a cleanup as thorough until I'm at least half hard again, even after a rough night. That I had to remind her of, and even instruct a bit. God knows where she learned to suck a cock, but much of it was wrong. About four stripes down the road she began to get it right. Finally! 

	 About then Master shows up. I'd never met the guy, doing business over the Internet and phone. I glanced out the window, did a double take and looked again. Wimpville! I left Jenine kneeling and went out to talk to him. With every step my impression of him got stronger and alarm bells started ringing in my ears. 

	 Five minutes of chat and I had a rock solid case. This guy was a cop, or something. A minute later he was a tied up dude, with a pair of handcuffs on his wrists and some pretty feeble protests on his lips. I got him by the collar, frisked him - empty - and frog marched him inside. Jenine looked up in horror when she saw I had him cuffed. I dumped him in a chair and grabbed her by the hair. Before she got out more than one squawk I had her suspended. One more screetch and she sported my longest spreader bar between her ankles. 

	 Opening my tool kit I got out my biggest pair of pliers. Selecting a tuft of pussy hair I tightened up on it. "Would anybody like to tell me what's going on?" Wimp glares. Cunt looks at him for a cue. I pull. Pussy comes apart. Big sobs. I find another clump. I pull. Pussy cries. 

	 "OK! She's not my slave, she's my sister." 

	 Pussy busts out bawling. I tell them, "This is about as Kosher as a hog farm in Mecca. Tell me about it." 

	 A sordid tale indeed. Sister gets caught diddling herself. along with some self bondage. One bit of blackmail by brother leads to another. Sister admits she's a bondage freak but refuses to bed brother unless he gives her a real bondage experience. Family is rich so money is no problem. My name comes up in a chat room and the rest is current history. 

	 I solved this very quickly. I pull little brother up by the ears and politely inform him that he will never, ever touch his big sister again, that he will never ever breath a word of any of this  to anybody or he will eat his cock with his balls for dessert. Now I am a believable guy when I'm upset and Wimp converted on the spot. He just about pissed his pants in the process, which gave me another idea. I fed him one of the doorknob pills and then nagged on him for close to half an hour before I sent him home to get his sister's belongings. He just got to the main highway when it hit. You could see the big stain for months - the size of a cowflop - right on the  pavement. 

	 From that moment she has been Sister Slave, or Sis for short. Sis slept in my bed for the first month on her belly. She has to come to me every three days and beg to be punished for deceiving me so I kept her backside tenderized on a semi-permanent basis, outside of the swipes she gets for sloppy work. I sentenced her to 20 years of slavery for the dumb stunt and she has to count each day and come to me and apologize for wasting my time on her. I get a real kick out of hearing her say, "I have been a slave for 100 days and I have more than 7,000 days to serve." 

	 Quite a comedown for Miss Rich Bitch. She gets to tend the garden, mow the lawn, shovel snow, scrub the floors, cook, and of course fuck and suck. She also has to help me train my clients. There's nothing like making one slave help make a slave out of another woman. Nothing like the feel of Sis's hand guiding my cock into some trainee either. Ah, the perks of a trainer. 

	-0-   

	 

	Clitty Clitty Bang Bang

	by Raul Roget

	Adults Only 

	“You clitty clitty bang bang, No?” 

	My Asian princess had difficulty learning English. This was her way of asking me to lie on top of her and pound her pussy and clit hard. My answer was always, “I clitty clitty bang bang, Yes!” I’d be a damn fool not to take her up on her offer. Even after she could speak English fluently she used the suggestive phrase when her panties got in a bind. Pretty much on a daily basis. 

	It wasn’t a question of her lacking an education. She spoke four languages fluently and God knows how many Hills dialects before she even heard her first English word. As she discovered, English is about the hardest language on the planet to learn. I happen to be an English teacher, so I had the very pleasant task of teaching her the words like pussy and tit and ass. 

	Really it was highly educational to lie in bed with her and touch the various parts of her body and my body and have her say the words - and of course punish her when she got them wrong. She was a true glutton for punishment in every sense of the word. She’d deliberately screw up, calling it her Pussy “Cat,” or her Coat “Tail.” 

	But, when it came to actual screwing, she knew all the words and then some. In perfect, accent-free English she’d urge me to “Stick that big hunk of cock so far up my twat that I can lick the head!” 

	I tried... oh God how I tried, to do just that. You haven’t lived until you’ve experienced muscles clamping your joy stick like a string of hose clamps then rippling up and down, like one of those moving billboards. I swear she could lie perfectly still and twist your cock 180 degrees with those clamps. 

	That paled in comparison to what she could do with her mouth and tongue. One slurp and you were ready to fire the main battery. Two slurps and you wanted to fire for effect, but somehow she made you wait, and wait for that third slurp, while her tongue was doing impossible tricks on the top and bottom of your dong, as well as on both sides. This she called “Blow Blow Bang Bang.” 

	Her throat was a bottomless pit. I’m well endowed, but she took me until her nose was jammed flat in my pubic hair. The head must have reached almost to her stomach and the suction felt like it actually was that far. My balls are too big for most girls, but she could easily get both of them in her mouth at once. She’d grind her teeth on both of them at the same time and I’d be howling at the moon until she reluctantly stopped. 

	I gave her a quota of ten mispronounced words a day. I warned her repeatedly, “Ten or more and no clitty clitty bang bang.” 

	She’d pout at me and head for the bathroom. I warned her again, “No clitty play clitty, either.” 

	Then she’d really pout. Next she added, “Clitty Suck clitty,” to her fund of knowledge. I never turned that down either as one thing usually led to another and ultimately her clit got banged, which was what she wanted all along. 

	Just for fun, and to pay for some deliberately boggled words, I put her on a strict orgasm code. She was allowed as many orgasms as she or I wanted on Sunday, Monday, Wednesday and Friday, but no orgasms on Tuesday, Thursday or Saturday. This gave us the term “Clitty Rub Clitty Day,” which pretty well describes it. 

	It didn’t take much of this to evolve into pet names for each other. As you might guess, she was “Clitty” from the very first day, while I became “Bang” very shortly thereafter. Somewhere along in there she got in the habit of jerking my zipper down, fishing out my rapidly hardening cock and with a firm grip, inviting, “You come bang clitty.” 

	Up until then I had always been a pussy banger, but Clitty soon taught me the error of my ways. There are at least 99 things you can do with a clit that can be enjoyed mutually. Clitty knew them all as well as a whole textbook of modifications and foot notes. Speaking of feet, don’t tell me you never massaged a clit with your big toe. “Clitty Toe Clitty,” of course. 

	I haven’t taught her the F word, or the S word, which ought to lead to some interesting variations. As far as I know she never has heard or seen them, or I’m sure she’d be using them on a regular basis. 

	Copyright 2008 By Raul Roget 

	 

	The Clothes Horse

	by Raul Roget

	Adults Only 

	I use a variety of commands with a new trainee or a sub. It might be “Strip” or “Get Naked” or “Off with the clothes,” or even “Show me all your skin.” Simple, direct, to the point, perfectly clear to even the ditziest female. 

	So, what do I get in return? A blank stare. “What do you mean? Everything? I don’t do things like that.” You can count to 10 with some of these dumb tenderfeet before the import penetrates. 

	Makes you want to take a flogger and slice them six ways from Sunday. And sure as the sun rises in the morning they will take things off down to their bra and panties and stand there and look at you, expecting you to allow them to keep them on. Ninety-nine out of a hundred will do that to you. Talk about exasperation! 

	To restore order, you’ve got to punish them, which is about the only way to get the pretty little boneheads to wake up to reality. That turns into a hell of a mess, ‘cause you gotta whip their little pink ass cheeks, and they bawl and whimper and carry on like you were murdering them. Then you've got to stop and pet them and rub lotion on their welts and generally make nice, which brings the whole concept of training to a screeching halt. 

	I want to make the point that I’m not talking about girls that get themselves kidnapped and forced. These are girls who are at least intelligent enough to recognize that there are benefits in having a Master or a Sir to love and protect them. Yet, the minute they are faced with an order they’ve never heard before, that they know is coming, they go ape on you. Just read the literature and you’ll see what I mean. 

	For a man, I’m relatively patient, but this kind of stuff gets under my skin a little bit more each time. One of the key problems is that only one girl at a time benefits from the discipline lesson. It’s not like you could line up a hundred trainees and say, “Here, watch this. This could be your striped ass if you question my order.” No, you gotta do the same damn thing with everything that comes through the system, one by one. 

	Reading about it doesn’t solve the problem. The girl is either going to have a heart attack when the first piece of rope enters the picture, or she is going to dismiss it as pure fantasy and ignore the valuable information that’s laid out for her. Once she reaches the point where you’re ready to admire her nude body it’s too late for any more of the preliminaries. But, guess who wants to go back to the beginning and start over. 

	It’s their prime stalling tactic. It all boils down to the cold hard fact that a girl entering a submissive relationship is scared to death that her man is going to look at her and decide that her tits are too small, her pussy is too big, she’s too dry or too wet, or her hips are whatever. It’s this fear of comparison that drives them to play dumb when you demand your viewing rights. A lot of this crap goes back to the days when they turned out all the lights before they got it on. 

	Me, I’m always looking out for number one. I don’t find the nearest rut and stay in it. At least not when it comes to women. 

	Not so long ago, this black haired beauty turned up, wanting to be trained. I’ll call her Claire, which isn’t her real name. I got her up to speed and got both of us in the mood. She was pretty well aroused by the time I reached the “Take it all off” point. She had a serious case of bedroom eyes up to that instant. Jeez, you’d think I’d asked her to shoot her grandmother. She was throwing sparks like a Fourth of July pinwheel. 

	Now I know that she had a body. The weather was above normally hot and I had seen her with the bare street minimum of clothing. This was a cool evening and she had another layer or two, which somehow must have short circuited her thinking process. She got pretty noisy and called me a couple of things that I don’t take from anybody, especially a greenhorn. 

	All my experience told me to string her up like a side of beef and start raising welts, to see how many I could cram onto her tender frame. But, as I sat there listening to her foul mouth something snapped and I decided to try something different. 

	I had her cuffed in seconds, narrowly avoiding a place kick to the family jewels. I changed my new plan to fit the circumstances and grabbed an ear and force marched her to the basement. She struggled and spat like a caged cat, but she had lost the battle before it started. 

	My house has two full bathrooms upstairs. Instead I directed her to the half bath in the basement. It was small enough so that you had to back out before there was room enough to change your mind. 

	I latched her cuffs to a convenient eyebolt and gathered up a chain, which I locked around her ankle. I released her from the bolt and slid the chain around the base of the toilet and locked it, leaving her about a foot of slack, not enough to reach the door. In the meantime she’d run out of vocabulary and was repeating herself. I made myself stay calm and not beat the crap out of her as she so richly deserved. 

	I did slap her face because she was working up a classic case of hysterics. That both calmed her and shut her up as she began to realize she was getting in deeper and deeper. 

	I didn’t waste any time on her. I sat her down on the toilet, got her attention and gave Clair her first rule. “I will return at 8 a.m. You will have one minute to beg me to allow you to remove your clothes.” She killed me with her eyes and cussed me out with some fresh ammunition. I closed the door and put a chair under the knob to keep it closed. Then I went upstairs and called the sub at the top of my list and enjoyed her company for the rest of the night. 

	On an impulse I took the sub with me when I went down to visit Claire. When I opened the door she was sitting on the toilet lid, looking like she had been through a wringer with all her clothes on. I let her get a good look at my very naked sub and asked if she had anything to say. She went into her sticks and stones routine, threatening me with the police, the FBI and the county sheriff along with a bunch of names that I can’t repeat in polite society. 

	I shut the door, put the chair back and went back upstairs to enjoy breakfast. Clair as of the moment was on a starvation diet. She had plenty of water and of course the toilet but otherwise her accommodations left a lot to be desired. She could lie on the tile floor but there wasn’t room for her to stretch out, and of course she had to sleep in her clothes. With her hands cuffed behind her I doubted that she could even reach her panties to get them out of the way, let alone off. 

	I left her by herself for exactly 24 hours. Sub and I went calling at 8 a.m. She looked like she had been run all night and put away wet. A wave of female essence greeted us as the door opened. Clair was getting ripe. Her vocabulary was still off scale, but I could see in her eyes that living in her clothes was beginning to get to her. I gave her one minute of my time. She didn’t even come close to begging, unless you consider “Go fuck yourself” as a plea. 

	After another 24 hours, I could smell her as soon as I opened the door to the basement. The stink was enough to knock you over when I opened the bathroom door. Sub held her nose, a move that wasn’t lost on my once beautiful prisoner. 

	She used her minute to beg. Trouble was, she begged for the wrong thing. She wanted a shower and food. I didn’t even respond, slamming the door and placing the chair again. I could hear her start to bawl. 

	Finally! It was morning again. Sub and I headed for the basement, waded through clouds of stinky sweat and aged pussy juice and I held my breath and opened the door. Clair was kneeling, legs spread wide. Before I could open my mouth she begged, “Master, may I please have your permission to remove my clothes?” 

	I looked at her, watching her eyes. She had in fact learned her lesson. I held my breath and reached in and unhooked the chain around the toilet. I motioned her to stand. “Remember that line. You will use it to beg me and every Master you serve. You are never to come into my presence without you clothes on and you will remove them only when you are given permission.” 

	I put a leash on her collar and handed it to the sub. “Take this stinking piece of crap upstairs and clean her up. Her clothes go in the dumpster, OUTSIDE! When she is clean, bring her back down here and have her clean and deodorize the bathroom and the rest of the dungeon. Then give her another shower and dress her, to appear before me at 5 p.m. 

	My sub did a superb job of dominating Clair. The basement was sparkling when she was through, smelling like a fresh spring breeze. At the appointed hour she led a fully clothed and very repentant Clair to crawl to the spot in front of me where she was signaled to kneel. “Master, may I please have your permission to remove my clothes?” 

	I nodded my approval. “Is there anything else you would like to say?” 

	“Yes, Master. This girl apologizes for the names she called you and begs punishment for uttering them.” 

	“What about the names you thought of but didn’t say?” She looked at my feet, her head shaking slightly. “Master, those too. A girl begs punishment.” 

	“Very well. As long as you are in this house, or come into this house, you will be fully clothed. On each hour you will appear before me completely dressed and beg permission to show me your nude body, as you just did. This order applies until further notice." 

	I looked at her, kneeling in perfect position. “You have permission to strip naked. Then fix breakfast for the three of us.” 

	“Yes, Master!” 

	“Quickly!” 
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Chapter 1 Knock Knock! Who’s There? 

	The figure kneeling before the massive door could have been a man, or a woman. Unless you were within a few feet, it was nearly impossible to tell. The huddled outline suggested woman. So be it. Her story begins. 

	She waited, with the patience of a woman used to waiting, used to long periods of inactivity. Moving less than a predator watching a walking food supply. 

	While she waited, she turned her head, with considerable difficulty. She could see the rock strewn road on which she must have come. It disappeared only at the horizon, the land somehow tilted to display it’s lengthy, nearly straight course. It also displayed grass. Feet, yards. miles of grass, nothing but grass, save the rocky road. Not a tree. Not even one. Not even a bush to break the monotony of grass. 

	The house loomed out of the grass like a manufactured version of the Wyoming Devil’s Tower. Tall, lined, forever seeking the sky. Windows, dull against the rock, lifeless, perhaps dead? There wasn’t the slightest hint of life, other than the overwhelming green of the grass. 

	The woman could hear movement behind the door. She felt herself being examined through a peephole, knowing the eye would refuse to believe what it saw. Patiently she waited. Disbelief was her lot in life. She heard footsteps, walking away from the door, walking into the silence of the house. Her lip curled in a wry smile. “They need help, yet I am helpless.” 

	The footsteps returned, a second, more aggressive step setting the pace. She, who waited, brightened. The Master of the house had been summoned. 

	She again felt, knew, that an eye was examining her. Would he too disbelieve and leave her to eat grass on his acres of lawn? There was the murmur of consultation. A long pause. More footsteps, some hurrying. 

	Without warning the door opened, silently. The barrel of a Winchester rifle moved past the edge of the door, her head centered in the sights. Without moving, without a sign of recognition, or peace, she waited. She had no choice. 

	The gun moved forward, never wavering from its target. She could not, dared not look directly at it as it was coming from an angle at the side. She felt the cold steel of the muzzle pressing into her temple. There was a finger, crooked, tight, on the trigger. It would move, curl, if she moved. If she moved, she was dead. She remained inanimate, still, a quarter inch from fertilizing the grass with her brain matter. 

	For the first time she showed fear. Her eyes bulged, tiny shivers ran from her scalp to her toes. The muzzle pressed harder. She stopped shivering, a switch turned off. The gun remained, pressing, never wavering. The gunner’s eyes roamed, flicking back to the gun sights again, roaming again. Nothing to see but grass, the road, tilted to see the horizon. 

	Puzzlement. Where did she come from? Who brought her? Why? Yes, why? How in Hell did she get here? What is the purpose of all this? 

	The pressure increased. The woman prepared for death. The gun pushed her over, suddenly she was lying on her side. The gun prodded the cape that surrounded her, the sharp gun sight catching in the cloth and tearing a small hole. A hand came from behind her, opening the cape, the gun muzzle beside it, covering her, searching inside for her gun, a gun she didn’t have, couldn’t use, wouldn’t use. ‘One false move and I’m dead meat.’ 

	She lay sprawled, mostly on the cape, where the gun had placed her. Patient. Unmoving. This would pass. The man with the gun would disagree. She was a problem of the worst kind. 

	Once down it was easy to see that the cape was her only garment. No clothes, but her bare flesh was crisscrossed with wire filaments that bound her tightly and covered nothing, displaying everything, her most secret and sacred places exposed. Out of her line of sight through her constricting, slitted goggles the gunman shook his head, Half frustration, half puzzled. This did not make sense. Something was wrong. This is a trap. He searched with his eyes to the horizon and back. Nothing. He wanted something, anything, to explain away the nude woman on his front porch. The naked woman who didn’t belong in his world. The problem that was getting worse by the minute. 

	He scanned the sky, looking for a long gone plane, listened for the thrum of a helicopter. Not a single cloud. Not a dust devil. Nothing. “To pour piss out of a boot, put the instructions on the heel.” He swore, a long string of ugly words. She heard him, heard the words directed at her, directed at the empty view. She winced inside, careful not to show it on the surface of her skin. 

	When he could draw his attention away from the magnificent ballooning breasts he looked at her legs. The wires, deep in her flesh told a story he didn’t want to hear. She couldn’t walk ten feet tied as she was. She was here, in the midst of all that grass, but how - and why - did she get here, turn up umpteen miles beyond nowhere? He slapped the side of his head with his open hand, trying to make sense of absolute senselessness. He refused to think about how she would have had to struggle to make it up the six steps to the porch. He dismissed it as impossible. 

	He looked down at impossible, lying sprawled invitingly before him. The desire to fuck her flickered and died instantly. A dildo, fixed to the taut wire that bisected her in a blood- red channel, blocked entrance to anyone without the key. Key? He had yet to see a keyhole. Her bonds seemed woven on her from one continuous strand of wire, the most cruel bondage he could remember ever seeing. 

	Nagging thoughts, questions flooded his mind. She arrived on his porch, unable to move in her bonds. How! Damn it, HOW! She had to have had help! No way could she make it across miles of grass and crawl onto his porch. His thoughts deteriorated into a tight loop, circling ‘How’ and ‘Why’ through his brain again and again. 

	“Why me?” He hadn’t asked for this problem, didn’t want it, wanted it solved immediately and he wanted the beautiful black haired enigma long gone from his sight. He noted that someone had tied loops of wire around the base of each inch-long nipple, blocking fresh blood from them, holding stale blood to keep them erect. 

	A closer look showed wires around the base of each breast, brazed into a continuous, achingly-tight loop. He wondered if they had made the loops in place, delighted by her screams, or simply brazed them at a workbench. Did they enjoy mauling her tit-flesh getting them on her? He shook his head, trying to stop the non-stop images that marched across his brain. 

	The woman knew all too well what he was looking at, but she made no move to hide any part of her. It didn’t suit her to be coy or modest and he was not the first to get a closeup look at her body. An even closer look would have revealed to him that she had lost her pussy hair to a propane torch. Still hiding in her folds were hairs that had been singed and curled against her untouched flesh. 

	He looked again, out to the edge of nothing and back, sure he had missed something the other times. His laser blue eyes saw everything, missed nothing and saw nothing. He cursed again, a fresh string, new words, just as ugly as before. He was not a happy man. He glared down at her, even pulled his boot back to give her a swift kick in the ass, but as rapidly discarded the idea. He would need to talk to her. Learn everything she knew, make her - yes, make her - answer his questions. After that there might be time for fun and frolic. 

	His cock was building, storing blood, elongating, swelling, hardening. She was a cock raiser all right. He pictured her, spread on his bed, free of those deadly wires, legs spread invitingly. The vision conflicted with his purpose. He wanted answers, then he could worry about getting a piece of that delicious ass. 

	He, unaware, was the first to see her bonds. They were new, on a body closing on 30 years. Used, but not abused, at least up to now. 

	He looked at her face. Her eyes behind the goggles were closed. Had been, from the moment the gun touched her. Her mouth looked strained. He bent down and ran a heavy, calloused finger between her teeth and cheek, catching on the clamp that locked her jaw closed. Frustrated until he got her to his tools, he glanced below her jaw. A collar of wire - what else? - encircled her lovely sculpted throat, the one wire on her whole body that wasn’t drawn deep into her flesh. Her arms and hands, praying upside down behind her back, and her feet, were turning white from lack of blood. 

	He knew from long experience that she was close to oxygen starvation and needed to be released from the relentlessly tight wire that seemed to follow every contour of her body. 

	Wire calls for wire cutters. His assistant picked her up like a feather and carried her to the workshop. Laying her on a rolling table, he picked up a cheap pair first, snapping a chunk out of the “Made in China” tool. He dug and found a well used Stanley that could cut the wire. Where to cut? 

	He found a strand he could get the blade under, and using extra strength, cut it. Much of the wire fell away, leaving her arms still bound. He cut again and more came loose, but he had to exert all his strength to cut the wire. Titanium, he guessed. Several hundred dollars worth of wire. Why, with rope so cheap? 

	The circulation returned to her arms and hands, and finally to her feet, tingling with returning sensation, arousing her. This was not according to the book - arousal happened during bondage, not from removing bondage. She’d never read the book and would undoubtedly have called the author one of her pet naughty names. 

	The dildo came out of her with a sucking sound, again affecting her after the fact. It plopped as it came free, tugging on the nearby butt plug, still buried inside her. She resisted his attempt to remove the plug, tightening on its narrowed base, almost as if she was daring him to take it out. His mental archive spewed out multiple images of his cock pushing in, relentlessly forcing entrance against her will. 

	He slid the goggles up off her face, tangled in her night-black hair. It had to hurt. He intended it to hurt, but her face remained serene, nothing moving except the faint rise and fall of her chest with its twin attractions - or distractions to someone bent on getting answers. 

	He used a dental mirror to peer into her cheek. He released the cheek momentarily as he turned to the workbench and selected an Allen wrench. He retracted both cheeks and unscrewed their respective clamps. The clamps came away, leaving her mouth free. 

	She inspired and bred disbelief in both men. They had seen her, touched her, carried her, released her from her bonds, but neither man believed anything about her that even approached logic. Apart from being a problem, she was their dream, the classic nude, beckoning her lover, lying on the table, open to their every glance, ready to satisfy their carnal needs and wants. 

	One thing lacked. They had not seen her eyes. “The doorway to her soul.” 

	Jack Wellington Lewis III, direct descendent of the Lewis family and current owner of all the grass in sight, as well as the house, finished his examination, stared down at the still body for a long moment, then tapped on the woman’s cheek. 

	“Open up.” 

	Deliberately provoking him, she opened her mouth, wide, her tongue moving suggestively, displaying the gold stud it sported. Stony faced, Jack reached for a cane in the rack above the table. Paying her in kind, he held the cane close to her thigh so she would have no advance warning, then drove it into her flesh. She grunted - no screamer this one - more from surprise than the all-enveloping pain. Covering his mistake in not being specific, he growled, 

	“Open your eyes, bitch!” 

	Her eyelids split apart and retracted, very slowly, steadily, under remarkable control. She opened wide, without blinking. The lids surrounded white around brilliant green, a most unlikely combination with her black hair. Jack reached for a magnifier and looked at close range. There was no sign of contact lenses. The green was for real. Jack hit the other thigh with a longer swing. Her grunt was up an octave, but still not a scream. 

	“That’s for taking your damn sweet time. In this house you jump to it when I give an order.” 

	His assistant, Raymond Balsh, watched, with growing concern. The softening up process was not working. This had to be a robot of some kind, or an alien from outer space. THAT, at least would explain how this .... ‘thing’ landed on his boss’ front porch. He stood, mouth open, watching ‘it’ take two zingers that would incapacitate almost any woman. He had never seen a cane strike with that force without wringing a scream from the victim’s lips. 

	Also increasing his concern, she was lying on the table, without any restraints, yet she made no effort to move, evade or react to the caning. He reached under the table and unsnapped a cuff. He brought it up above the table and closed it hard on her nearest wrist. She still remained quiet, making no resistance to being bound again. Swiftly, Raymond circled the table, closing and locking three more cuffs, pinning her helpless on the padded table. 

	“Put her in the cell for now, Ray.” Jack ordered. 

	The two men had been together for years. Through long experience they had learned to share the work and do the things that needed to be done, mostly without verbal orders or comments. 

	The cell was just that. A cell. Bare walls, no window, a barred sliding door, a light fixture buried under heavy mesh in the ceiling. A cement block bench gave the inmate two choices - sleep on the floor, or on the equally hard bench. A combination stainless steel toilet and wash stand took up one back corner. This was not your common everyday prison cell, closer to one used for solitary confinement. An important feature not found in jail cells were the numerous ring bolts mounted in the walls, floor and ceiling. One of the rings on the far back wall already had a chain welded to it. 

	Ray rolled the cart into the cell and before releasing the woman he locked the chain to her collar, He released her wrists and immediately locked them in special German handcuffs which had a hinged bar between the cuffs, virtually inescapable even with the key in hand. He uncuffed and re-cuffed her ankles with a foot long hobble chain. Only then did he allow her off the table. 

	Jack walked in behind him, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. Ray held her chain, pulling her down as Jack announced, “Cavity search.” 

	There still was no reaction from the woman as she was forced to bend over, to allow Jack to probe her mouth, then her pussy and ass with his fingers. He found nothing and stripped the gloves off and tossed them out of the cell. He followed them out and came back moments later with a blanket. 

	“That’s all you get. Keep it neat!” 

	Nothing more was said. The men walked out, shutting and locking the door behind them. The woman waited until they were gone and walked toward the door. The chain on her collar stopped her several feet short. She smiled to herself. 

	Once out of earshot the two men began talking, the first chance since Ray had sounded the alarm. Jack started with the same questions that had been nagging him - who was she, and more important, how on earth did she get to his front door. ‘Why’ hadn’t been answered either, and close contact with the woman had raised new questions. 

	“What do you think, Ray?” 

	“Boss, that’s got to be an alien. How else could she have gotten onto that high porch without help?” 

	Jack shook his head. “She’s no alien, although I agree that would explain how she got here, but she’s normal flesh and blood.” 

	“Normal!” Ray snorted, “No ‘normal’ woman could take that caning without squirming or squealing! She could be a robot.” 

	“Yeah, she’s normal, but with a pain tolerance that’s off the scale. Look at the wire we cut off of her. It had disappeared into her flesh in several places - between her legs - and that hurts as bad as a heavy caning.” 

	Ray reluctantly agreed, but he still was nowhere near any answer for any of the questions which were piling up. 

	“Could she have gotten here with a plane, or a helicopter?” 

	“I don’t see how. We were both here all day and we would certainly have heard either one. 

	Backtracking, Jack asked, “Did she ring the bell? I didn’t hear it.” 

	“Yes. I barely heard it, and she may even have tried it before, but I went to the door as soon as I heard it.” 

	“How did she ring the bell?” 

	Ray started to answer, then realized he didn’t know. Her arms were lashed behind her back, useless. If she could have gotten her tied legs under her, she might have been able to push herself up and either use her nose, or raise enough to get a finger on the bell. 

	“Damn if I know. She would have had to be a contortionist to do it and get back into kneeling position before I got to the peephole.” 

	“And, why stark naked?” 

	


Chapter 2 Answers, We Want Answers! 

	“That was probably so that we would see the wire immediately and get it off of her. We probably wouldn’t have told her - at least right away - to take her clothes off.” 

	Ray scratched his head. “Yeah, you’re probably right, but that still leaves so damn many questions that I’m getting a headache.” 

	“You indeed! You do realize that this complicates matters for me. If she escaped from someone, or the police are chasing her, we’re going to be in a serious bind. For one, try explaining that cell we just filled and locked. If they find her here, we’re in shit up to our necks.” 

	“You’re right as usual, boss. I guess the short term solution will be to beat some answers out of her.” 

	“Tell me how to do that without killing her in the process. She’s tougher than nails and we just got through watching her take a man’s punishment without a flinch.” 

	“We’ve done it before, we can do it again. I agree, beating isn’t the answer, but we need to stop and think if any of the tactics we’ve used would work on this one. We’ve each got a slave that proves we must have done ‘something’ right before.” 

	Jack glanced up at the monitor. The woman was lying on her side on the bench in her cell, the blanket half covering her, her head cocked uncomfortably to rest on the blocks. 

	“Sweet dreams, you bitch!” 

	He reached up and turned the thermostat down ten degrees. 

	“Good sleeping temperature,” he joked, as he turned out the light and followed the night lights to his bedroom. Ray laughed at the joke and went down the other hall to his own bedroom. 

	The two bedrooms were virtually identical. Each featured a classic four-poster bed, replete with rings and chains, a walk-in closet with clothes on one side and bondage gear on the other. Each room also came with a kneeling female slave, balanced on one knee, rigidly silent and unmoving, exquisitely trained, perfectly presented with her shackled foot thrust forward to prove and confirm her bondage, her slavery. 

	Both answered to ‘slave.’ They could barely remember their original free names after countless hours of repetitive training that molded them into the ideals that each man had. 

	Both were silent, always. They had been caught, whispering of escape. Their punishment had only ended when they accepted a vow of silence. Nuns in the service of two devils. 

	The vow was more than a year old. The two slaves continued to suffer, cruelly punished for refusing to answer questions, the lesser of two evils, or making noise while being whipped. Neither dared say even a single word. Not after experiencing the painful remedies that the two men had for backsliders. They were given a taste of each diabolical pain machine. Just enough to make them realize just how helpless they were and how much they would hurt in a full blown torture session. 

	They differed from the two common sources of slaves. They had not volunteered. They had not been abducted. Rather, they had been sold into slavery by their parents, almost as if by mutual agreement, enslaved within a week of each other. The two men took great delight in telling the slaves in detail exactly how their parents had squandered the money. 

	Under torture, both slaves would have fearfully admitted that they hated their captors, almost as much as they hated their parents for their unspeakable acts. Their one ray of hope had been their whispered words of encouragement and escape. Now, cut off from each other, forced to suffer in silence, their future was bleak. The two men knew them well, and made them suffer for it. The stark realization that they could be easily tortured into confessing their hate was more than enough to keep them in line. 

	Above all, they had no idea that their world was about to tip upside down, leaving them at the bottom of the heap. 

	Jack accepted the offered mouth, sitting on the edge of the bed, distracted by the events of the day. He already was the target of a small sect that somehow had gotten wind of the two slaves, but not their exact location, in the isolated house. Finding them, and now a third woman - that he automatically thought of as a slave - here in this house would spell disaster. All it would take would be a search warrant and he and Ray would learn how it felt to be behind bars. The arrival of a third slave could only be bad news all the way around. 

	The practiced mouth overcame his distraction and was rewarded with his juices. Silently she cleaned all traces from his softening cock and then backed into her kneeling position again. He ordered, “Dismissed.” 

	Obediently she knee-walked into the closet, opened a small door in the base of the wall and crawled in, pulling the door shut behind her, her chain snaked around the corner. The automatic lock clicked, shutting her away for the night. 

	Jack made a final check of the monitors. All three slaves were settled for the night. He laid down and was fast asleep in seconds. It would be nearly morning before the nightmare jerked him awake. Police had come in helicopters, surrounding the house, marching the slaves to safety as he and Ray were handcuffed and taken to the interrogation room. They asked ‘his’ questions. 

	“Where did she come from? Who is she? Why is she here? How did she get here?” 

	He yelled in frustration, waking himself up. He looked at the bedside clock which showed five minutes before five. He dressed quickly. At exactly five a red light started flashing. He watched as his mystery woman jerked erect, tugging at her bonds, looking around as if she had never seen the cell before. 

	Jack shut the siren off, sudden silence for her after deafening noise. He flipped a switch and spoke, “You have three minutes to fold your blanket - neatly - and position yourself on the floor. On your back, all chains tight!” 

	She obeyed, without the slightest hesitation, as if she had been doing the very same thing for years. Obedience didn’t make a woman a slave, but it was a marker - a milepost - on the road to slavery. 

	Jack walked to her cell. Ray joined him as he reached the door. He didn’t bother to look in first. The monitor told him that she was obeying perfectly. 

	They stood, just inside the door, only partly visible to her as she stared at the ceiling directly above her. Jack focused on her green eyes, shaking his head in bafflement. Ray took over command, “Toilet.” 

	She jumped to her feet, rattling her chains, then squatted, her legs spreading unbidden, a second before the order was uttered. 

	“Kneel.” 

	She dropped gracefully to her knees - as a trained slave would kneel - and inched forward until her collar chain was taut. The chain joining her ankles was equally as rigid. Her hands remained in the German hinged cuffs. 

	Jack’s eyes narrowed. Something was radically wrong here. He had classed her as a slave the moment he saw her, but... she was more a slave than anything he had ever seen or heard of. Perfect obedience that required years of hard, painful training. She was obeying like a born slave. Why was a superbly trained slave suddenly dumped on his doorstep? His mind flooded again with unanswered questions. He mentally reviewed his entire list of friends and business acquaintances. He couldn’t place a single one who would gift him a slave. 

	He looked at Ray, assessing the odds of thrashing her to the point where she would talk - would answer his questions. He worried that she might not know the answers either, but he was almost willing to bet the farm that she knew every answer. 

	Ray’s mind was churning the same problem. His hand was itching to hold a whip. Not any whip, but one that would slice and dice that unmarred back until she begged to be allowed to answer questions. He knew that Jack was thinking along the same lines, but both men decided at the same time that - just as they discussed before - it wouldn’t work. Between them they had to come up with something radical that would break through that serenity and get them the answers they must have. 

	Ray left, and returned with a bowl of dry bread crusts. He pointed to the bowl. 

	“Fifteen minutes.” 

	When they returned, the bread was gone, the bowl was licked clean. The orders came quickly, “Stand. Turn. Hands. Leg.” 

	Her chains and cuffs off, finished, she stood, tightened the collar and waited. 

	“One hour of exercise. Just short of out of breath.” 

	She launched into Jumping Jacks, somehow keeping the collar chain tight, a pivot point. 

	As they walked away, Ray piped up, “She’s a slave! A fucking, goddam slave! Nobody but a slave takes orders like that! What the fuck is she doing here?” 

	Jack chuckled, “A slave, but a damn good one. She does things we took weeks or months to train. I still don’t know what she’s up to, but I intend to find out!” 

	“S’pose we just ASK her? She might surprise us and answer.” 

	“Ray, answer your own question. Do you see the slightest sign that she’s interested in sharing with us? 

	“Well, No, but...” 

	“Okay, to prove the point I’ll ask her when she’s finished working out. I’ll buy the steaks if I’m wrong.” 

	They cuffed her, unlocked the collar chain, replaced it with a leash and took her to the room marked “Interrogation Room.” She was allowed to sit on a dildo chair, with a strap across her lap to keep her intimately acquainted with it. 

	Jack and Ray sat down at the desk, facing her. 

	“What is your name?” 

	The woman remained silent, a very faint smile on her lips. She knew the whip was coming and she had already mentally prepared herself, reviewing the whippings of the past and how she had survived them. 

	Ray got up and walked slowly toward her. She looked at his hands. Empty. Not yet. 

	She didn’t expect the slap that nearly overbalanced her, chair and all. The imprint of his hand showed on her cheek. The very faintest of smiles remained on her lips. She watched as Ray’s arm swung back... 

	“Ray.” 

	It was tantamount to an order. Ray stopped in mid-swing and went back to his seat. “Good Cop, Bad Cop.” 

	“What is your name?” 

	“This will mean the whip.” She remained silent. 

	“Why are you here?” 

	He repeated every question that had crossed his mind, letting her know exactly what he wanted to know. She sat, unmoving, silent, through the entire recitation. Ray started to get up once, but Jack put his hand on Ray’s arm and he remained seated. 

	Annoyed by her silence, knowing for sure that she was deliberately baiting him, Jack debated what to do. The best place for her was looking up at the grass roots from below. Jack was into slavery, but not murder, so that tempting option was out. This had already turned into a battle of minds. Jack wasn’t at all sure that he could win such a battle. One thing he did know was that it was going to take brute strength to win a battle of wits. 

	He ignored her and whispered to Ray. He nodded agreement and moments later the woman was hanging by her wrists. He counted twenty lashes and stopped. She showed no reaction, as if he had been using a fly swatter. He looked at Jack, who just shook his head. The result had been a foregone conclusion on both sides. 

	They put the woman back in her cell, re-chained, and then went to Jack’s office for a council of war. Their discussion was interrupted by a phone call. Jack listened intently, asked a couple of questions and hung up. He turned to Ray. 

	“That was the bank. Someone just deposited $25,000 in my account.” 

	“Who was it?” 

	“It was a money order. No name.” 

	“Anybody owe you money?” 

	“None that could afford anything that size.” 

	“There’s one possible source...” 

	“Don’t be silly. What possible connection could it have with our slave lady? Who is going to pay that kind of money to...” 

	“Keep her out of circulation? I can think of several possibilities.” 

	“Nonsense. That’s about as believable as how she got here.” 

	“Well, it’s one more question to ask her.” 

	“I don’t think so. If there is some connection, we’d be confirming for her that we got the money. Let’s just stay cool and try some other things on her.” 

	“I don’t know about you, but I’m liking this whole deal less and less!” 

	“We’re stuck with it, so we have to make the best of it.” 

	The woman’s routine was set and she already had memorized it. 

	5 a.m. Siren5:03 Inspection5:15 Breakfast5:30 Exercise6:30 Interrogation room.

	On the second morning, after breakfast, she was introduced to a gag she never had experienced before. A ring gag with a hollow tube attached came into view. She was familiar with penis gags, but this was different. At the end of the tube a ring of flexible very thin plastic strips was glued on. With the ring gag in place, the tube ended at the opening to her throat and the strips fluttered against her throat. Since this was the point where gagging started, she realized that she was about to lose her breakfast. 

	Thinking about it was the trigger and she puked. The violent convulsions in her throat aggravated the problem, fluttering the strips and bringing up more and more bile until she was dry heaving. 

	This was even more painful as without the liquid the gag reflex dominated her whole upper body. Trying to breathe was nearly an impossible chore. 

	On her knees with her head in the toilet, the two men standing behind her, the woman felt fear again. There was no way to fight this, no way to resume control. Her body was fighting her, taking no prisoners and leaving her heaving her guts out. 

	In the interrogation room, she sat with a bucket in her lap, finding new sources of bile and undigested bread. For the first time she looked haggard and vulnerable. 

	Both men were pleased with her reaction to the tickler gag. They held the advantage for the moment, but they recognized a worthy adversary, and held only a tenuous grasp of the problem. 

	“Will you answer questions if I remove your gag?” 

	She hesitated, a heart beat, then slowly shook her head. It surprised both men, the first positive reaction. She had obeyed certain orders, except to talk, hadn’t said a word, but now had used her head to answer his question. He noted the hesitation, pleased that he had gotten behind her facade. 

	Calmly he let her know her fate. “You will wear the tickler gag for 24 hours. Perhaps you will by then be willing to talk. Or, would you rather answer the questions now and avoid further punishment?” 

	She looked at him, controlling a throat full of bile and shook her head. She puked again into the pail. 

	


Chapter 3 We Still Want Answers 

	The woman spent most of the night on her knees in front of the toilet. She stood inspection looking like death warmed over, or as the Westerners would say, “Run hard and put away wet.” 

	They made no effort to accommodate her. The gag was pointedly left in place. She found by tilting her head back she could swallow water through the tube. The men stood watching as it almost immediately came back up. She was ordered to begin exercising although she was so nauseous that she could barely stand. 

	They watched her on the monitor. Regular as clockwork she paused, ran to the toilet and vomited. 

	“Amazing bitch! Where did you get the idea for that tickler gag?” 

	“Read something about the gag reflex that brought it to mind.” 

	“Well stay away from me with that thing. I want to puke, just watching her. Umm, do you think it will work?” 

	“I surely doubt it. That is one tough cookie. She does what she wants and won’t do what she don’t want.” 

	“I hope to God before I die I get some answers.” 

	“Ray, just be patient. We’ll get her in the end.” 

	“I’d really, really like to ‘do’ that bitch in the end. Perfectly good ass, wasted on that bitch of a woman!” 

	Jack laughed. “Patience, Ray. You’ll get your piece of ass before this is over and done with.” 

	When 6:30 came, she was barely able to stand. She was gamely trying to touch her toes as they came in. Ray leashed her and led her to the interrogation room. She was able to maintain a normal pace to match his. She sat before them, spiked to the chair and again holding her pail in her lap. 

	Ray took the gag out, triggering a last dry heave. Ray held it on one finger, looked around and seeing nothing better, dropped it into the pail. She welcomed a sip of water, carefully controlling her throat. 

	Jack watched her carefully. When she finished, Ray set the glass on th table in front of her. 

	“After a bad night, are you ready to answer questions?” 

	She didn’t move, more to keep from puking again than resistance to his question. 

	“We have other methods that are much worse. Or perhaps you would like another 24 hours of gagging and puking?” 

	She closed her eyes for a moment, reliving her horrible experience with the little plastic strips. She had lived through it. She had survived. Almost like a robot, she swung her head from left to right and back, repeating it once more. 

	Without a word, Ray took her back to her cell. He rightly guessed that she would start worrying, wondering why they didn’t torture her when she was all psyched up to endure it. 

	Jack could also tell that she was actively combating his tactics, but he was at a total loss as to why. Watching her, sick, following orders, but refusing to talk. It made no sense. 

	The woman collapsed on her blanket, fetal position and went instantly to sleep. 

	“Why didn’t you follow up, boss?” 

	“Because she was almost out of it. That tickler is even more potent than I thought. She’s one out of a thousand women who could stand up to it and survive. I’d get answers, but it would send her off the deep end and that body is a terrible thing to waste.” 

	“Jokes, at a time like this!” 

	She screamed, when the siren went off. Stark fear, trailing from the repeating nightmares. Jack had another puzzle on his hands. She had something for sirens, scared by them, but why? 

	She ate vigorously, starved for a full day, her first solid food. The hard crusts crunched in her teeth. Why didn’t she protest the one item menu? One more enigma to add to her catalog of questions. 

	Exercise time became bath time. The two silent slaves were brought in to wash the silent woman. They assisted her into the bath, then climbed in with her to soap and rinse her black locks and then the rest of her body. The woman watched them very closely, with evident interest. It quickly dawned on her that they too were being silent, but apparently for different reasons than hers. She would have given a lot to talk with them, but they were careful not to give her a chance to speak. 

	Finished, they dried her with warm towels, using the wet towels to dry themselves. Jack and Ray had watched the entire event. The woman had been fully aware that they were there, but ignored them until she knelt before Ray to be leashed and returned to her cell. It was too much for him. 

	He jerked her to a halt with the leash. Lifting her face to look into her eyes he demanded, “Why do you obey every order, except answers to our questions?” 

	She stared back at him, he would swear, insolently. Angered, he slapped her face, hard. She continued to look at him, her features unchanged except for the mark of his hand. 

	“Ray.” The boss called him off again. She bowed her head, waiting for the yank on her leash. It came and she could feel his suppressed anger through the leash. She marked him down as the dangerous one. She looked forward with dread to the first opportunity he had to get her alone. He, of course, was very much looking forward to their first encounter alone. 

	She took the opportunity to think about the two slaves she had met. She, the maker of puzzles, now had a puzzle of her own. Why were the two girls absolutely silent? She hadn’t heard a single noise louder than a sudden breath from either of them. They showed no fear, as serene as she was. It would give her something to wonder about, perhaps even worry about in the coming nights. 

	They came for her and took her to the interrogation room. The dildo chair was gone. In its place a low table, with straps. Secured on her back, they brought a wooden-jawed vise and lifted her head into it. It tightened until her ears were pressed flat and her head was rigid as a rock. 

	A hand came to her nose and pressed something in before she could catch a glimpse. The second went by as fast and suddenly she could no longer breath through her nose. She wasn’t wearing a gag, for a change, so she drew in air through her open mouth. She couldn’t see it, but there was a pitcher of water on a side table next to her head. 

	Jack gave her something to look at. He held a strip of tightly woven gauze where she could see it. Without explanation he and Ray held the ends, while he poured water into the middle of it. The water dripped through the gauze slowly, leaving a small lake in the middle that slowly sank through the cloth. 

	She had an inkling of what was coming but was helpless to stop it. A ring gag was inserted behind her teeth, shoving her mouth open. The wet gauze was laid across her mouth, partially blocking her breathing. With a steady hand Jack poured water into the center of the cloth. The weight of the water pulled the gauze deep into her mouth, the water slowly draining down her throat, which was still sore from the tickler gag. 

	Water, being water, is impervious to air and wet gauze is nearly as impervious. The woman struggled for air, in vain until all the water had drained away. She drew a deep gusty breath, in time to feel more water pouring into the gauze. It slid past her gag spot and down her throat, which convulsed in protest against yet another invasion. 

	Jack now had her under his absolute control. She could breathe only with his permission and he could control the volume of every breath. This utter control was not lost on the woman. He had warned her he had worse than the tickler gag, and he was proving it to her minute by minute. She was much too busy praying for a bit of air to be steeling herself to survive this ordeal. 

	He could see the fear growing in her eyes with each passing second. She was drowning in the water she would have given anything to keep down when they tortured her before. 

	He bent down, nose to nose. 

	“Would you care to answer my questions?” 

	She had nothing to move but her eyelids. Her eyes stared into his, and nothing moved. 

	They pulled the gauze from her throat and repeated the water torture. Each time she felt her sore throat getting sorer. Each time he asked, she never moved a muscle. The third time they dragged the gauze from her throat she fainted. 

	They had no choice but to wheel her back to her cell. Jack repeated himself, “That’s one tough cookie. Neither of our slaves lasted through the first application.” 

	“I know. It’s unbelievable.” 

	“This whole damn thing is unbelievable. I’m, seriously thinking of taking her to town and turn her over to the Sheriff.” 

	“Which still leaves us with two more problems.” 

	-0- 

	Ray drove to town, with several things on his mind. He checked with several of his old buddies, but there was nothing on the street that would indicate any problems. There was something new in their post office box. An unmarked envelope addressed to Jack. 

	When he opened it, a newspaper clipping fell out. The headline read, “Cult Leader Arrested, Cult Disbanded.” Jack skimmed through the story, finally turning to Ray. 

	“One piece of good news, that cult leader that was on our trail was arrested for murder. That takes him out of our hair.” 

	“Great! Now all we need to do is break a few bones and find out what she’s up to.” 

	“I’m beginning to think it’s going to take that. But, there’s more than one way to drown a cat. We shall see.” 

	-0- 

	The same table was waiting for her in the interrogation room. She was strapped down, as before, but this time with her head hanging off the end of the table. The last strap went across her forehead, holding her head back at a sharp downward angle. She opened for a muzzle gag which effectively blocked her mouth. Then Ray showed her one of the nose plugs, before he inserted it in her nostril. A funnel went into the other nostril, and the woman wanted out. 

	She had seen this done to a slave and remembered her piteous begging not to do it to her again. The water tortures left no marks and could be repeated and repeated, requiring only patience to get results. 

	She used the only movement left to her, blinking her eyes frantically, but neither of the two men saw her. Water splashed into the funnel and went ‘down’ into her head, giving her an instant headache. She tried to suck air, instead inhaling water which set off a fit of coughing. She was again drowning, this time in less than a cup of water. 

	Jack bent down. She was already blinking rapidly. He reached and removed her gag. Weakly she spoke, “My name is...” She was stopped by a violent coughing spell as water got into her lungs. She tried again. 

	“My name is Diane Seaforth.” 

	“What the fuck was so hard about that?” 

	She just looked at him, until another fit of coughing took her attention. Ray walked over to the computer and punched up a search program. He typed in Diane Seaforth and seconds later he read the words appearing on the screen. He came back, mad. 

	“The bitch lied to us. Diane Seaforth is buried in a cemetery in Billings, Montana. Got killed in an auto accident on the 13th. The day after this piece of shit showed up.” 

	He reached to the shelf and grabbed a bottle. 

	“Maybe snuffing up some of this stuff will clear her brain enough to tell us the truth. He held the hot sauce bottle where she could read the “Very Hot” on the label. 

	Jack looked down at her. 

	“Want to try telling the truth or do we fry your nasal passages for you?” 

	Ray interrupted, “Let’s do it to her anyway, just for lying to us.” 

	“In a minute. I’ve asked her a question.” 

	Spurred by the prospect of inhaling hot sauce, she spoke again, “That’s my alias. My real name is Vicky Hunter.” 

	Jack nodded and Ray went back to the computer. He returned with a piece of the puzzle. 

	“She’s wanted for mail fraud in four states.” 

	“Fine! Now we’ve got a new puzzle to add to our ever-growing pile. We’ll need to build an addition on the house to handle all of them.” 

	Vicki, or Diane, or whatever, took the opportunity to gather her strength and resolve, well aware that they would continue to torture her, determined to hold them at bay. She’d never experienced hot sauce up her nose, but she could imagine its effects. 

	It was worse, much worse than she had imagined. It had the same effect as sticking a lighted cigarette up her nose. She endured it and suddenly went limp. 

	“She’s fainted,” warned Ray. 

	Jack cursed, felt her pulse and swore again. Angry, he wheeled the table back to her cell and dumped her on the bench. She coughed up water but didn’t come back to consciousness. 

	Ray looked at him. “I think she’s faking.” 

	Jack made a face and slowly shook his head. 

	“I don’t think so. Even the best can’t control their heartbeat or their breathing. She’s out, no question.” 

	-0- 

	The morning interrogations went on for a week. Each day she was dragged into the interrogation room and one or more of the water tortures would end when she fainted. Even Jack was beginning to believe she was controlling her fainting, a point as believable as some of the other mysteries surrounding “Vicky.” 

	Ray was nearing open rebellion, pleading for a chance to work her over. He had taken an instant dislike to her, and while it was hard to read Vicky’s thoughts it didn’t take much to convince him that the feeling was mutual. 

	Jack continued in his role as peace maker. He was just as determined as Ray to get the truth out of her, but he wanted her in one piece when she gave up the information. He didn’t really know why he wanted her unscathed, but his gut told him to treat her carefully until he had all the facts. 

	He experimented. He put a timer on the siren in her cell, setting it off every fifteen minutes all night long. Vicky was a basket case by morning but she adamantly refused to answer any more questions, or explain why she was so apprehensive about the siren. 

	He brought out the tickler gag. An hour of force feeding water until her belly was bloated. An hour in the gag, bringing every drop back up. Another hour of water, an hour of gag all day long. She resisted and remained serene. Both men realized that she had the remarkable ability to use the slightest pause to regain her strength and steel her resistance. 

	Finally, in desperation, he summoned the two slaves. They listened silently as he explained their job. They would be responsible for breaking this woman, just as they had been broken. Vicky listened to his instructions. She heard him order them to bring her crawling to his feet, begging to provide any and all information that the men wanted from her. She smiled to herself. That would be a cold day in Hell, when she crawled to a man. The two slaves didn’t need to be told that failure was forbidden. They already knew the penalties. 

	The slaves bowed their heads to acknowledge their orders, then turned as one and walked up to Vicky. A second leash was clipped to her collar and she was forced to crawl between them, headed for the dungeon. Each of the slaves had a whip and both were using them before they were out of sight. 

	


Chapter 4 Blood Is Thicker Than Water 

	Jack and Ray gave them a few minutes, then followed them into the dungeon. Vicky was fixed to the big St. Andrew’s cross, leaning against the stone wall. She wasn’t just hanging there. As the men spotted her, they saw her lunge upward, pulling on the chains to her wristlets. The movement revealed an overlarge dildo, fixed to a cross piece between her legs. The dildo was wired and wires led to adhesive patches surrounding her pussy. 

	Each of the slaves had a control box. After watching for several minutes the men were able to recognize which slave controlled which wires. Vicky had no control over her legs, but the slave did, using the current to make them thrash and jerk like a puppet gone mad. 

	The other slave had the control box for the dildo and after watching a moment they were able to get the connection between the box and the dildo. It was wired so that when Vicky let her body down, she got a massive shock through the dildo. But, when she jerked upward to stop the flow of current that was fluttering her kegel muscles, she got an equally sharp jolt, causing her to drop onto the full length of the dildo, repeating the cycle. The two men watched her as she tried to hold her body only halfway down, only to be the victim of severe pulses that nearly brought a scream to her lips. 

	She was feeling her control slowly slipping away, forced by the currents that ruled her body. Her mind was chattering, in synch with the vibrating muscles in her legs, fouling her concentration and setting off rolling waves of cramps that coursed through her upper body. One wayward stream popped her sphincter open and winked it again and again. 

	Each new onslaught brought her closer to screaming with the pain, but she refused to admit, even to herself, that she was out of control. She began reciting the numbers table in her mind, anything to blunt the power of the electricity surging through her. 

	One of the slaves leaned over her, control box at the ready. She showed it to Vicky, the double digit numbers lighted to show the strength of the pulses. The slave raised an eyebrow, questioning. Vicky looked at her, thinking “Is this how you treat a fellow slave?” She shook her head, refusing. The slave held the box before her eyes and let her watch as she twisted the knobs to higher settings. She made sure that Vicky was aware that the knobs could be turned higher. She raised her eyebrow again. Vicky shook her head again. The slave turned the knobs higher a second time and turned her back on Vicky. 

	The fresh currents were at least twice as powerful as the first ones. Vicky’s legs were beating a tattoo on the legs of the cross. A direct connection straight through her clit set her bouncing helplessly. Her internal organs were tied in knots and it felt like someone was touching each loop with a burning sparkler. She was mindlessly fucking herself on the dildo, the shocks continuous. 

	Her diaphragm was slowly being paralyzed, making it more and more difficult to breathe. Her panting became louder and louder, until a slave put her finger to her lips to caution silence. She tried to stop them, tried to agree to talk, but her vocal cords were rigid, preventing speech. 

	One of the slaves noticed her efforts and with one hand, pointed them out to the men. Jack shook his head. 

	“Take her back to her cell. Chain her to her bench.” 

	The electricity stopped. Vicky slumped in her bonds, only to be dragged bodily off the table, gagged, leashed and put on her hands and knees to go back to her cell. The opportunity to confess had slipped away. 

	The two slaves placed her on the concrete bench and with practiced hands secured her on her back, with her hands stretched above her head and ankles tied to a ring bolt. They pulled her taut and tied off the ropes. Vicky mumbled a protest which was lost in her gag. Just that small a noise was enough to earn a warning glare from one of the slaves. The two were unhappy that they had failed their assignment, meaning that if they got a second chance, Vicky would suffer, right along with them. 

	Actually, Jack was well satisfied with the way things went, although he didn’t tell the slaves that. “It will do them good to worry.” He could read the signs that Vicky was breaking down, and he was a very patient man. As he kept telling Ray, “We’ll get the answers.” With the cult leader out of circulation, he had much more time to spend getting answers. But, who sent him the clipping? Was it the same person who sent the $25,000? What did they know? 

	Vicky spent a very restless night. Stretched taut, she had no option but to lie as they had left her. Knowing that she had reached the end of her rope, she was afraid. Crawling to a Master’s feet was nothing new, but instinctively she knew this was going to be different. More humiliating for one thing - if that were possible. 

	The next day the slaves knelt before Jack, fully expecting to be painfully punished for failing to break Vicky. They were astounded by almost praise from their two Masters. Ray directed, “Keep up what you are doing. Just make sure she doesn’t have a chance to talk. Ignore any signals she tries to give you, if they aren’t something life threatening. Punish her for any noise, as she is under the same order you are. She will not be aware of your orders, so you may treat her as you like. She is not a free woman, so don’t hold back, or you will join her.” 

	Vicky tried to pull back, but her twin leashes snapped taut and jerked her forward to her fate. She had never seen or heard of the machine she was approaching, but it looked painful at first glance. 

	It was a steel pillar on a heavy floor mount. A quarter moon saddle topped the pillar at waist height. It had pivoted arms sticking out on each side. A foot pedal was attached at the end of each arm. The head of a dildo peeped through a hole in the center of the saddle. 

	The slaves lifted her onto the saddle, then lashed her feet to the pedals with leather straps. Her wrists were tied behind her back, wrist to elbow. They stood before her, watching expectantly, joined by the men. 

	Knowing anything she did would hurt, she obeyed the slave’s motions toward the pedals. She tentatively pushed down. Somewhere inside a hydraulic jack pushed the dildo up into the entrance to her pussy. As soon as she reached the bottom with her feet, the dildo started to drop out of her. As if angry with her, the dildo then gave her a continuous shock and started vibrating. As soon as she pressed on the pedals the shocks stopped, but the vibrating continued. As soon as the dildo started to sink, the shocks began again. 

	Vicky quickly learned that the harder and faster she pumped her feet the longer the periods without shocks, but the vibrator continued, stepping up the pace very slightly with each stroke. She could take it only so long before she had her first orgasm. She stopped pumping and the machine punished her for her inattention to business with a series of shocks. She pumped frantically to get the dildo far enough into herself to stop the shocks, but more and more effort was needed, increasing after each orgasm. She resembled nothing more than a frog, swimming through thin air. 

	Vicky was more than ready to panic. She was gagged, which precluded any plea to the men to stop the machine and release her. If she stopped, worn out, the shocks would curdle her innards. She could see no way out. She blinked rapidly, her one available signal, but the slaves studiously ignored her. The men looked right through her, as if she wasn’t there. Her plight was compounded, because she was willing - wanted - to talk, and nobody wanted to listen. 

	It ended much as Vicky expected, but only after she found herself forced to climax by the machine. When she ran out of energy, the dildo sank to the bottom and the shocks reached a maximum. The slaves took their time releasing her and didn’t shut off the current until they had removed the straps holding her feet. They helped her off the saddle and put her back on her hands and knees for the trip back to her cell. 

	Two egos were at odds. Both came to the same assessment, but Jack was as confidant as Vicky was doubtful of the outcome. Both considered the dungeon and its equipment as the deciding factor. Vicky had tasted only a small handful of the machines and tools that she would have to contend with. The rest were an unknown quantity, unknown, beyond the threat of “much worse.” 

	Her despondency was slowly increasing with each torture session. She recognized that she had zero chance to survive and win against the impossible odds that were steadily building a box that would get smaller and smaller with her inside it. She was already setting her mind to the task of accepting that she must grovel at the feet of the two men who - for lack of a better word - had captured her. Still, if things worked out as she pictured them, it might not be that bad after all. 

	She railed at her self delusion. ‘Girl, you are up shit creek without a paddle. You are going to hurt, and hurt bad, before this is over - if it’s over.’ As might be expected, the hurt didn’t bother her nearly as much as the burning humiliation of having to knuckle under to a man, or men. 

	Vicky met the rack, and lost. To her, the strain on her body was unbelievable. The pain was something else. The pain she could take, but she was certain some of her stretched joints and ligaments would never be the same again. The two slaves working the infernal machine seemed gleeful at her fate, always watching her, always with a faint smile on their faces, as if they knew something she didn’t - but should - know. 

	She tried to surrender. Tried to send a message with her eyes, but she was rebuffed every time. Her gag was replaced with one with a feeding tube attachment so it didn’t have to be removed, eliminating another possible time to answer their questions. 

	She felt anger. Angry because she was helpless. Angry because she was being punished and tortured for something far beyond her control. Angry because men were giving the orders she had to obey. It didn’t help that the two female slaves had taken over her interrogation. To Vicky the problem lay with the men who ordered the slaves. She already hated the girls for their slavery, automatically and falsely assuming that they were volunteer slaves. She almost, but not quite, fell into the trap of thinking: “If I were their slave (the men) I would tell them where to stick their orders.” 

	She knew better than that. She had plenty of experience and knew the consequences of refusing an order or talking back to a Master or Mistress. 

	Ray signaled the two slaves. They released the rachet, allowing the ropes to slacken. Vicky’s body slumped onto the table of the rack. She made no effort to move her arms or legs, knowing it would hurt, possibly escape her control, embarrass her. She concentrated on sending her message of surrender, cursing to herself when she was obviously and deliberately ignored. 

	Ray had stopped the rack from tightening any more than was needed to put her under a serious strain. The aches in her arms and legs would pass, and he was certain from past experience that her body was undamaged. He and Jack were concentrating on wearing her down, rather than doing any permanent damage. She was under constant scrutiny by the men, watching for the inevitable signs that she was losing her grip. 

	They were there, little signs. Some she herself wasn’t aware of. The slaves had quickly learned her tender spots and used them against her. Her reactions were slowing, and she was closer and closer to the point where she would break down and start screaming. 

	The end came just as if the men had planned it. The slaves came to her cell, leashed her and started for the interrogation room. Vicky had made that trip one too many times. She balked, fought the leashes and tried to back into her cell. She admitted defeat after suffering a dozen cuts of the slave’s whips. She crawled forward, punished at every step by the whips or the jerking leashes. She had made her point, now to see if it would give her the opportunity she needed. 

	Jack and Ray were seated behind the table, fully aware of her rebellion. She saw the tickle gag, whips and other implements on the table in front of them. She had only a moment to take all of that in. 

	The slaves brought her into the room, forced her to her belly and ran both leashes through a ring bolt and locked them, holding her head tight to the floor. 

	“Take her gag out.” 

	One slave bent down and unlocked the strap at the back of her head. She jerked on the strap, pulling the gag out of Vicky’s mouth. The men stared down at her for several minutes, letting the tension build. Jack broke the silence, “Do you have something to say?” 

	“I humbly beg the opportunity to answer your questions. I beg permission to give you the information you require from me.” 

	Jack signaled one of the slaves. Her whip whistled and Vicky jerked as it burned her thigh. 

	“You forgot the most important part of your appeal. Say it right!” 

	“Master, I...” 

	The whip landed. 

	“You address all men as ‘Sir!’ Try it again!” 

	She repeated her plea correctly. 

	“What questions have I asked you that you refused to answer?” 

	Carefully, Vicky listed each question. 

	“For the moment you will answer only with ‘Yes, Sir,’ or ‘No, Sir. Are you now willing to answer them? 

	“Yes, Sir.” 

	“You lied to us, when we asked your name. Will you lie again?” 

	“No, Sir.” 

	“It is common practice when questioning a slave, especially a lying slave, to perform the interrogation under torture. You are aware of that practice?” 

	“Yes, Sir.” 

	Jack paused. 

	“You have no objection to being questioned under torture?” 

	“No, Sir.” 

	His first trap was sprung. “Then you are in fact, a slave?” 

	She answered boldly, with pride. “Yes, Sir!” 

	“May I enquire if you are an escaped slave?” 

	She wanted to sink through the floor, knowing her answer to the totally unexpected question would trigger many new questions. With great reluctance she answered, “Yes, Sir.” 

	“Gag her and take her back to her cell.” 

	The gag cut off whatever it was she started to say. Ray gave Jack a puzzled look. Jack watched the two slaves escort her out the door and turned to Ray. 

	“She may not realize yet that she gave us a whale of a lot of information with those last answers.” 

	Ray continued to look puzzled. “Such as?” 

	“For one thing, that whoever dumped her here is probably the same person, or group, that sent me the money and sent me the clipping. Someone who must know an awful lot about our life style.” 

	Ray grinned. “I still think she’s an alien. They’d have all the information on us too.” 

	“Yes, but knowing about the cult, and sending the money, that’s not the alien way of thinking.” 

	“You of course have a complete knowledge of how aliens think.” 

	“Well, I know how you think and you’re definitely not an alien.” 

	-0- 

	Vicky lay on her bench, staring at the same spot on the ceiling that she had watched for days. Her mind was whirring up a froth, trying to understand why, when they had her broken and ready to talk, they had quit after only a few questions. She hung on the point that they were dragging this out, over days or weeks, perhaps longer, keeping her under constant stress, casually showing her the power they could unleash on her, but only ‘testing’ each one before bringing out another horror. 

	She was smart enough to realize the traps she had sprung. She gave Jack grudging credit for his skill at interrogating her. If it had been a woman, she would have praised her skill and technique. She cursed herself for letting him lead her blindly into admitting she was an escaped slave. She faulted herself for not lying, which would postpone punishment for some time. 

	Jack got on the phone as soon as he got back to his office. 

	


Chapter 5 More Questions, More Answers 

	Jack made a number of calls. Some lasted seconds, some several minutes, one nearly an hour. He came away the picture of a frustrated man. Ray got an earful. 

	“There isn’t an escaped or missing slave in the country, let alone in this area. I checked the people who would know, but it was the same story on every call - ‘Nobody I know is short a slave, but Joe Blow might be looking.’ There were more damn rumors but nobody knew any specifics and most didn’t even remember where they heard it.” 

	“I’m beginning to think she’s lying to us, but she’s got all the moves, all the slave talk down pat. All that’s missing is an owner’s brand and we both know Masters who are too soft-hearted to put their mark on their property.” 

	“Sure hope they don’t start blabbing.” Ray looked concerned. 

	“Nah, I didn’t tell anybody what we had. They’ll take it as just another rumor and forget it by morning. They’re used to keeping their mouths shut and wouldn’t have talked to me if they didn’t owe me a favor or two.” 

	“Are you going to let the slaves loose on her before we question her again?” 

	“Yeah, but nothing too serious, Maybe sitting in the stocks tomorrow with plenty of attention and lots of light whipping. If we give her some heavy stuff, she may flop and refuse to talk again and we’re back to square one.” 

	“Sounds good to me.” 

	-0- 

	Vicky would ruefully admit that the two slaves were handling her in a highly professional manner. They never spoke, but their expressive hands and the ever present whips were more than enough to direct her every movement. It hadn’t taken her much time at all to peg them as the best trained slaves she had ever encountered. If nothing else, the slight grins that both sported whenever they were near her, were driving her up the wall. She wanted to strike back, pin one of them and demand to know what they thought was so funny. 

	She of course was unaware of the slave’s backgrounds so she had no real idea of just what they had been trained to do, over and beyond the normal slave service. A big element was being trained - on each other - in the use of the dungeon equipment, a skill that Vicky had already tasted. It was just as if they knew that Vicky would land in their midst and that their Master would need to interrogate her. 

	Vicky tried to keep her face from showing any emotion when the two slaves entered her cell. She debated resisting again, had planned to resist if they showed up for her, but she could see that they were ready for any moves she might make and were well ‘armed’ with floggers that Vicky immediately recognized as being especially heavy duty. 

	Discretion beat out valor and she meekly submitted to being released from one set of bonds, only to be restrained again in her travel mode, crawling to her fate with a taut leash in the hands of her two guards. She noted that they carefully followed standard procedures, making sure she never had more than a single limb free at a time. 

	She was mentally prepared for the interrogation she expected. She was first startled when she was led right past the door of the room where she would be questioned, and then panicked when she realized they were headed for the dungeon. She wanted to talk, get this farce over with and get on with her life, not suffer the afflictions of the damned at the hands of her two torturers. 

	She reared back hard against her leashes, meeting both floggers already on the way to her back. The rebellion was over before it got started, and Vicky lay on the floor, gasping for the breath that had been knocked out of her. 

	She slowly got her breathing back under control as the two slaves watched. She was not quite back to normal when the leashes jerked her to her knees and resumed the trip to the dungeon. To add to her woes they stepped up the pace, leaving her panting as she struggled to keep up. 

	The electric door to the dungeon opened as they approached. It closed quickly behind them, forcing Vicky to scurry out of the way. After a short pause, to let the Masters know someone was entering, the inner door opened. 

	Unexpectedly she was brought to her feet. One of the slaves pointed to her eyes and then swept the scene in front of them, her finger pointing, making it crystal clear that they wanted her to look at, and see every piece of equipment, every machine as they marched her down the center aisle. 

	Vicky couldn’t help making a wry grimace. The machine waiting for her was standing right next to the wall at the far end of the dungeon, so she had to walk the full distance to reach it, giving her a panoramic view of pain machines of every stripe and description along the way. Her hopes of avoiding meeting as many as possible were being rapidly dashed by this surprise visit. 

	The slaves made it into a game. They moved ahead or behind her, pulling on her leash to twist it on her neck, or forcing her to turn and look. One of the slaves would drop her leash and pose in front of a machine. The other made sure Vicky saw it, before the ‘model’ came running back to her and grabbed her leash again. 

	They got to within feet of the stocks when the two slaves, as if on a signal, reversed course. Vicky’s eyes had been returning again and again to the stocks, missing seeing a couple of the machines. 

	The two slaves double-time marched her back to the gate, then turned her around, put her on her knees and crawled her to the nearest machine. At the direction of their floggers, she approached each machine, dropped to her belly and kissed and licked the apparatus. With all the time in the world they repeated the act with every piece of equipment they passed, taking more than an hour to again reach the stocks. 

	They made her lick every part of the stocks that she could reach on her belly. Then she was brought to her knees and again licked and kissed everything within reach, finally standing to give the uppermost parts equal time. 

	One of the slaves installed the dildo that she would be sitting on, and she was required to give it special attention, but they did not allow her to get it more than damp. Vicky was not especially worried as she was already juicing, but she fully realized that they could cross her up by making her take it up her ass instead. The humiliation was the worst part of it. 

	By the time she had kissed and licked every part and every accessory and made oral love to the dildo, her tongue was sore and she was having trouble raising enough saliva to lubricate it. The two slaves almost, but not quite, broke into grins as they unveiled the final piece of the machine, the seat. Rock hard was apt. The seat was carved from red sandstone, with a hole in the middle to mount the dildo she would be riding. One of the girls looked at her with obvious contempt and spat on the rough stone, silently ordering her to clean it up. Thin chain leashes were hooked to her pierced ears and served as guiding hands to direct her to every square inch of the seat. 

	Vicky finished licking the stone, to the reluctant satisfaction of her two abusers. Her tongue was bloated and so painful she could barely pull it back into her mouth. Without further ceremony she was impaled on the full length of the dildo. The two slaves gave her a quick demonstration of what her day was shaping up to be. The dildo was electrified, had an industrial strength vibrator and one surprise feature which they would let her discover for herself. 

	Vicky threw her all into begging to be allowed to talk, rather than face the long day. However, her swollen tongue was as effective a gag as could be dreamed up and the sounds that left her lips were unintelligible. They unfortunately were against orders, so they treated her to another test run at full throttle. She seriously considered screaming. 

	She was a haggard wreck when the day-long shocks ended, the vibrator was silent, and the dildo was no longer dragging her in a circle on the rough stone. Her jailers unfastened her ankles and wrists, put her leashes back on her collar and led her crawl, past the silent machines to the dungeon door. 

	She was careful to look at each and every piece of equipment. The slaves made no move to enforce her attention, watching silently as she fulfilled her morning orders. She had no idea whether they would punish her again for distraction, but she forced herself to obey and pay careful attention. She was assailed by mounting fear of the dungeon’s horrors. They had already broken her using only two or three of the looming machines. What lay ahead scared her. 

	This time her expectations were correct. She was led to the door of the interrogation room, where the two men waited. After a swift glance she was ignored. Vicky hesitated, unsure of what to do. Her only signal was a slight loosening of the tension on her leashes. She was being allowed to move forward. The butt of a flogger forced her to her belly onto the stone floor. 

	She dragged her breasts around the end of the desk, where Ray’s outstretched bare feet greeted her. Her mind revolted, but she forced suppression. Crude work boots she had expected, but a man’s bare toes was at the outer limits of her cooperation. Unbidden, she kissed and licked, ignoring the soreness in her tongue,, refusing to acknowledge her revulsion. Her spark of defiance, once a raging inferno, sputtered and nearly died. She sensed that there was little time left before they extinguished the last ember for her. 

	She paused momentarily, expecting Ray to move enough to allow her to reach Jack’s feet. She silently cursed herself for expecting a favor from him. She backed away and crawled around the front of the desk and treated Jack’s feet to the same adoration. Unbidden she returned to the front and flattened herself into the stone. No words were spoken. None were needed. 

	The two men admired her red ass cheeks for several minutes, the only visible result of her day. Finally, Jack spoke. “Your name?” 

	“Vicky Hunter, Sir.” 

	She steeled herself for the order, which came on the heels of her words. It came. 

	“Put ‘Vicky Hunter’ in her cell. No bonds. Return here.” 

	Silently the two slaves pulled her to her knees and marched her back to her cell. Both were certain they had committed a fault and were to be punished. Their dread was palpable when they came back into the interrogation room. 

	“You accomplished everything we told you to do. The first thing that has earned both of you is an end to your vow of silence.” 

	The two voices melded into one heartfelt, “Thank you, Master!” 

	Jack nodded. “Next, I want you to know that I was never happy with the fact that you were sold into slavery. The time has come to renounce your slavery and make you free women. I have set up bank accounts in your names and made initial payments into them of $500,000 each, which you may draw upon immediately.” 

	The two erstwhile slaves gazed at the two men with astonishment written all over their faces. They looked from one to the other, searching for some sign that this was a cruel joke their Masters were playing on them. 

	Jack resumed, “I’ll provide each of you with a car, so you can leave at any time.” 

	Sylvia and Diedre looked at each other. Sylvia looked closely at both men, then asked, “Masters, may we have a moment to discuss this between ourselves?” 

	“Of course. Take as much time as you want.” 

	The two girls hurried silently from the room. Jack turned to Ray. “See, I told you they would be suspicious. I’ll still bet you that they won’t take it.” 

	“You’re on. They will bug out of here so fast your head will spin. Straight to the cops, no doubt.” 

	“Heaven help us if they do. We still have little Miss Zip-your-lip under foot.” 

	“I still don’t believe they got her to the point where she would kiss our feet without beating her to a pulp.” 

	“Well, from the looks of her red ass, she had plenty of incentive.” 

	Their conversation was interrupted as the two girls filed in. They knelt before the desk. Diedre served as spokesman, “Masters, we appreciate your releasing us from our involuntary slavery. However, we both want to remain here, as voluntary slaves.” 

	“I’ll be go to Hell!” exclaimed Ray. Jack sat silent with his mouth half open, well aware that now he was the one suspicious of a cruel joke. 

	Sylvia spoke up. “Masters, we wanted to do this long ago. The whispering that you understood to mean that we were plotting our escape was actually planning to come before you and ask for our status to be changed to voluntary. We had no way of communicating that to you, so we had to wait until you offered it.” 

	She shook her head, as if to clear it. “Masters you have no idea how many times we were willing to break your rule of silence to tell you this.” 

	Diedre nodded in agreement. “I was afraid, and I’m sure Sylvia felt the same way, that breaking an important rule would make you decide you didn’t want us any more and would either kill us or sell us.” Sylvia nodded emphatically to confirm her feelings. 

	Diedre knee walked around the desk and prostrated herself before Ray. At the same time Sylvia came around the other end of the desk and went to her belly in front of Jack. In unison they kissed and licked the bare feet, then lifted a foot and placed it firmly on their necks. Separately they repeated their slave oath, their willingness to serve and to serve no other Masters. Each Master in turn accepted their fealty and restored their names, this time as slave names. 

	When they had returned to their kneeling position in front of the desk, Jack quickly established their status. “The bank accounts and a car are yours at anytime you decide to leave. So long as you remain, you are subject to our orders and any punishments we deem necessary to maintain order. Threatening to leave is not an option. Make the threat and you are out. Is that clear?” 

	“Yes Master,” came in unison. 

	Sylvia raised a point: “Masters, both Diedre and I are pain sluts, whether by training or inclination. We’d like to continue our daily practice on the dungeon machines.” 

	“Granted. Just as soon as we wring Vicky dry, you will have free run of the dungeon. I suspect that you may have a third warm body to practice on as well.” 

	He went on to explain to the two girls what had been going on; the check, the clipping and the enigma of how Vicky got to the mansion’s door step. But, he cautioned them, “I don’t want Vicky to have any inkling that we are aware of any of this. I want you to remain silent whenever you are within ear shot of her. From what I can see, your silence is really bugging her. Keep her off balance as much as possible. She has tremendous recuperative powers and as you already know, she can shrug off a caning that would have a man in tears. Above all, don’t give her time to think.” 

	-0- 

	The siren went off at 1 a.m, triggering a 10 second nightmare. Vicky struggled to her feet, still tired, but assuming it was day break. The siren didn’t stop after the usual three pulses. She covered her ears with her hands, but the sound vibrated the floor she was standing on, the sound penetrating her whole body. 

	She hastened to fold her blanket and use the toilet, preparing for inspection. She heard a noise in the hall outside her cell, even louder than the siren. The wailing stopped abruptly and she recognized a squeaky wheel coming toward her cell. 

	She remembered to lock her collar to the chain, then moved forward on her back until the chain was taut against her head. She didn’t know what to do with her unshackled hands and feet, deciding to position them as if she were chained. The two men and the two slaves watched on the monitor until she was in position before opening the cell door. 

	Swiftly Sylvia bent down and unlocked her collar from the chain. As soon as it was out of the way a gag went in her mouth. A stiff leather hood was drawn down over her head until the lower edge reached her shoulders, and then locked. 

	With Diedre’s help she got Vicky on her feet, walking her to the waiting gurney. With practiced precision the two slaves lifted Vicky onto the rolling bed and in seconds had her strapped immovably in place. Silently the two men handed each slave a hypodermic. Each one wiped Vicky’s shoulders with alcohol, then both rammed the needles home. Vicky squawked in protest, but all that escaped the hood was a low murmur. 

	Both girls took their time emptying their hypos. Vicky was clearly wincing as the harmless saline solution pumped deep into her muscles. This was a whole new ballgame for Vicky, giving her something to really worry about as the gurney suddenly moved forward. The first thought to cross her mind was Truth Serum. From there her mind went down into chaos. 

	From the length of her ride, Vicky guessed - correctly - that they were headed for the dungeon. She recognized the sounds of the iron gates opening and closing, but from that point on she was lost as the gurney changed direction again and again. By the time it stopped and the straps started falling away, she was in a mental straitjacket, unable to think a single coherent thought. 

	


Chapter 6 Answers and More Questions 

	Once she lost control, Vicky sank to the bottom like a lead weight. All her bravado evaporated like water on a hot rock in Death Valley. The brave “I can take anything!” girl was suddenly as meek as a kitten. She wasted precious thinking on frantic fruitless efforts to regain control, make her body again impervious to the cunning punishments she had been suffering. She realized that she had let pride blind her. Now she was helpless to avoid what was coming. She remembered all too vividly the question that reminded her of one of slavery’s oldest rules - to get the certain truth, ask while the slave is being tortured. Blind, gagged, once more in chains, she awaited her fate. 

	Without ceremony she was unstrapped from the gurney and dumped somewhat less than gently on the stones. Floggers positioned her, arms outstretched above her head, legs spread, taut chains locking them in pair, her face welded to the rock beneath her, her gagged mouth kissing the stone. 

	Reiterating her helplessness, her lack of control allowed the whips and rods to hurt, an effect that she had driven from her mind years ago. However the humiliation of losing this bout was even worse. 

	Her hands and feet were scourged by the thin supple rods. Grimly she realized that the tender soles of her feet would be impossible to walk on - not that she was likely to be allowed to walk any time in the foreseeable future. Crawling with sore hands would put a severe strain on her knees. Once more she tried to control the pain, until a desperate sob sounded her defeat. 

	Satisfied that she had been softened up, and elated to see the clear signs of the collapse of her mental control, Jack signaled a halt. He opened his mouth to taunt her, then thought better of it and decided to wait until she had been emptied of all the answers to his questions. 

	Sylvia and Diedre put down their floggers and proceeded to stuff Vicky with a dildo and a butt plug. Then they squeezed her into a small packing crate, carefully routing the wires out of the crate. Her chains made it a tight fit. Even without them it would have been snug. The lid slid closed around her neck, leaving her head the only visible part. 

	Given time, the crate would undoubtedly have accomplished Jack’s purpose, but he felt enough time had been wasted and now it was time for quick answers. The girls removed the blindfold and gag, leaving Vicky blinking against the glare of the spotlight beamed down on her. 

	Jack walked in front of her, holding a whip in his hands in front of him. Since there was nothing to whip, it was window dressing, but it posed a threat that Vicky recognized with dread. Until - and if - she regained mental control, anyone with a whip could make her dance to his painful tune. 

	“Do you have something to say to us?” 

	“Masters, I will answer your questions.” 

	“The question is, ‘Will you answer them truthfully?’” 

	“Of course, Masters.” 

	“That is a matter we will decide. You remember our conversation, regarding questioning a slave?” 

	“Yes, Masters. Questioning under torture is the way to get the truth.” 

	“Are you prepared to be questioned?” 

	“Yes, Masters.” The faint sound of rattling chain could be heard as she struggled without success to find a less painful position. 

	“Prepare her for the question.” 

	Diedre stepped forward and handed Jack a large thick oval band, taking his whip. He showed it to Vicky. She stared at it blankly, unable to fathom its use. Obviously it was made to cause pain or he wouldn’t have been showing it like this. 

	Jack chuckled. “One of our own inventions. I hesitate to call it a toy, and I’m sure you will have a name for it after you have your close encounter with it. Combined with the injections you should be singing like a canary in a few minutes.” 

	Vicky gasped. Then it was truth serum they pumped into her! She had intended long since to tell the exact truth when this moment came. Now, she was terrified that if she made a mistake or inadvertently lied, the serum would catch her out. Jack smiled to himself and the two slaves covered grins, pleased that the subterfuge had worked. Ray was standing behind the box and held up his finger and thumb in the ‘Okay’ sign. 

	Jack stepped forward and placed the oval around Vicky’s face. As it went into position, Vicky’s eyes lit with sudden terror as she began to realize the purpose of the oval. It had three threaded bolts, one at the top and one on each side. All three had the tips modified into a dull stud. Sylvia took a bolt in each hand and twisted them until they were touching the sides of Vicky’s head, just in front of her ears. Then she snugged down the top bolt, pressing through her hair. 

	It certainly didn’t take a Rhode’s scholar to figure where and how the pain was going to come from. Secretly, Jack had expected she would mentally fight the effects of the tightening bolts, requiring extra pressure to overcome her control. Vicky was about one breath away from hyperventilating as the full effect became clear. She wiped away a mental picture of her head cracking open, only to have it flash back again and again. 

	Jack had no intention of breaking bone, knowing that a lot less pressure would accomplish his purpose. He could see the recurring terror in her eyes, panic overriding her every thought. He watched her eyes, reading the growing pain until he stopped Sylvia’s hands. 

	“Your name?” 

	“Vicky Hunt, Masters.” 

	“Why the alias and why the wanted posters for you?” 

	“Masters, I am in the Witness Protection Program. The posters are to ensure that I don’t make a run for it. I would be arrested on sight if I left here.” 

	“You said you were an escaped slave. What’s that got to do with the Program? 

	“Masters, there is a very long, and very complicated chain of events that I was involved in, but I beg of you, please, release me from this device so that I can think straight. The pain is scrambling my brain. You can punish me in any way you choose after I have detailed my background.” 

	Jack stared down at the imprisoned woman for a long time. Finally he glanced up at the other three. All were nodding in agreement with her plea. 

	“This better be good or you and the girls will be spending a lot of time in here together. Get her out and put her back in her cell.” He motioned to Ray and the two walked back to the gate. 

	Out of earshot, Ray asked, “You had her on the run. Why didn’t you finish her?” 

	Jack shook his head. “She knows her begging is going to cost her big time. She’s digging herself a really deep hole. I want her calm and coherent when she tells us what’s behind all this.” 

	“When did you figure out she was in the Witness Protection Program?” 

	“I didn’t until she admitted it. The thought crossed my mind, but I thought it was way far away from reality. I’m learning with her you’re better off not even comparing it with reality.” 

	“She doesn’t seem to have a problem with admitting to being an escaped slave. Why do you think that is?” Ray added, “Most wouldn’t admit it until their dying breath, or would be looking over their shoulder constantly to see if they are being chased.” 

	“That’s one we don’t have an answer for yet. I’m betting she has a very good reason. We’ll find out soon enough. Let’s stop at my office and see if there’s anything new.” 

	Perhaps a premonition, but a highly interesting email awaited Jack. The bank reported another $25,000 deposit in his account and attached a copy of the money order. The next lines were even more interesting. There were $10,000 deposits made to both Sylvia and Diedre, giving their full names and Social Security numbers. Jack printed it out and handed it to Ray. He read silently, then handed it back. “I’ll be damned!” 

	Jack shook his head and grumbled, “This damn place must be bugged. How did anyone outside this house know that the girls had their own bank accounts? I told them at the bank that it was highly confidential.” 

	Ray laughed, “Well, welcome to the Witness program. Looks like we got hired whether we want to or not. Looks like we can look forward to a nice fat subsidy every month too.” 

	“It looks like we have been hired as jailers - that’s really really what it looks like. I’d love to see the job titles they gave the girls. Torturer First Class is way off the charts.” 

	“I guess the next question is how long we can expect to keep her as our house guest. These trials they testify at can be delayed for years.” 

	“I’m tempted to look at this bank statement and say, ‘who cares,’ but that’s another question for her.” 

	“Damnation, we get answers and promptly get more unanswered questions. She’s going to have to have one good story to tell or I personally will tan her hide from her toenails to her ears.” 

	Jack looked at the clock and noted that it was coming up on 3 a.m. “I’m headed for bed to get some sleep. Might be a long day tomorrow.” 

	-0- 

	Without a clock or watch, Vicky had no idea of the time. The girls had taken their time getting her out of the box and then making her crawl back to her cell. She kept as much weight as possible off her sore hands, slowing things down and drawing several extra slaps with the floggers. She puzzled over the fact that there was no breakfast in sight, but didn’t dare ask. Sylvia motioned her to her bed and to sleep, adding to her uncertainty. 

	She had barely closed her eyes when the siren shocked her out of deep sleep with the usual 10 second nightmare. She was running down an endless corridor of cell doors. She tried each one, knowing before she tried that they were locked. Something was chasing her, but when she turned to look, she woke up. Automatically she jumped up, folded her blanket, squatted to pee, and then attached the chain to her collar and assumed her position on the floor, somehow glad that the two slaves had left her in chains again. 

	Groggy to the point of staggering, she completed her morning ritual, totally unsure whether this was another midnight interrogation until her breakfast was delivered. Even then she tortured herself with the thought that the tray was a trick, knowing in the back of her mind that this would be the day of reckoning, whatever the time. 

	She finally deduced that they had come for her during the night, running the siren to fool her into thinking it was the regular hour. Despite almost three hours of sleep she was still tired and the sides of her head hurt from the blunt bolts. She scared herself visualizing the apparatus with sharp pointed bolts instead. 

	That turned into a worry session as she wondered what Jack would do to her for begging to be released almost before the questioning began. It really got to her when she began a non-stop visual image of some of the things he would do to her, plus a couple of her own old fantasies that would keep her screaming for hours. She tried to stop the flow of images, but they flooded her brain as if to pay her back for controlling them in the past. 

	Both Jack and Ray slept in, waking to the delicious aroma of the coffee that their slave girls had waiting for them. Both men showered then met at Jack’s office where each accepted a second mug. 

	Jack’s orders to Sylvia and Diedre about Vicky were short, and to the point, “Rough her up!” 

	Both grins broke into broad smiles. For whatever reason both girls were itching to try the skills they had honed on each other on someone new, especially since they looked at her as a possible competitor for their Master’s favor. The men relaxed, watching the news on TV, taking their time. 

	In her cell, Vicky was convinced the two slaves were acting on their own and for once desperately wanted the men to show up to put a stop to what was happening to her. 

	She had been stripped of her chains, then fitted with a pair of arm and hand supports which trapped her palms in position to hold her weight as she crawled. When the straps were tightened and locked, Vicky had to hold her arms out and present her palms to the rods which expertly seared the flesh from the base of her fingers to her wrists. Diedre pressed her thumbnail into the welted puffiness, watching Vicky’s eyes, until she nodded, satisfied. 

	Vicky went to the floor in a heap as Sylvia swung her leg sideways, knocking her legs out from under her. She positioned Vicky with her legs drawn up hard against her chest, directing her with pokes and strokes of her rod. The two slaves stood on either side of her again, this time welting the fronts of her legs from the knees down. For Vicky the immediate effect was panic, the distance from her cell to the dungeon looming as farther and farther apart. Her captors weren’t holding back. Each stroke fell like it penetrated to the bone. 

	After touching up the soles of her feet, the girls rechained her, using the heaviest links in the storeroom. With the significant added weight, Vicky could hardly have moved on normal flesh. Whipped flesh was another matter and for a moment she balked. For several minutes she regretted that misstep bitterly. Convinced that they would only make her hurt worse, she scrabbled across the floor, responding to cruel jerks on her leashes as they directed her on a meandering course that added hundreds of feet to her crawl space. 

	She was ready to rebel, wanted to rebel and would have given plenty for the slightest chance to rebel, but her guards were experienced beyond belief, allowing her not the slightest opportunity, reading her mind as she cast about for relief. Reluctantly she forced herself to obey, sure that when the men arrived the mistreatment would stop. 

	At the dungeon gates she was further humiliated by having to belly up to the gate, kiss it, then scramble to get through before the gate closed. Then the kiss had to be repeated on the inner gate. As the second gate closed behind her, she lifted her head to see if the men were waiting, and to see which machine would be her fate. She caught a glimpse of the stocks, still in place at the end of the aisle, but no sign of the men. She was rewarded for lifting her head with a sharp rap of the flogger handle above her ear, making her ears ring. 

	Back on her sore knees she once more endured a guided tour of every single pain engine and machine in the huge room. Each one required a kiss, a pantomime instructing her without a word spoken. The girls allowed her to kiss the equipment that she was about to occupy before they surprised her by starting to strap her into it. 

	The machine was a large chair, large, but a far cry from the typical “large” overstuffed chair that graces nearly every living room. Anyone “allowed” to sit in the chair would no doubt pay handsomely for some of the padding from an overstuffed, because it was a bare frame of wood and metal without a trace of softness. 

	The chair was an excellent copy of a torture device dating to the Inquisition, or even before. The old chairs were lined with sharp studs on every surface, even extending down behind the victim’s legs and offering a foot “rest” at the base. Some of them even had provisions for a fire to be lighted or hot coals in a pan under the iron seat, offering the most stubborn a fate they dared not fight. 

	Yes, the chair was a copy, but in some respects it far exceeded the original. The prisoner would be duped by a lack of visible studs, which retracted into the frame until they were needed to lubricate a tongue. Dildos offered a female occupant intimate contact, front and back, complete with electrical contacts that could set her limbs into helpless shivering and shaking. 

	More for show, the chair was equipped with a garrote besides the neck strap. A hint of its purpose could generate some interesting screams. 

	On the broad flat armrests, besides straps at elbow and wrist, the inmate’s hands are locked into a set of thumb screws, each with four additional screws for the fingers. All that and leather straps drawn tight to bursting boded poorly for Vicky. Before they even seated her they demonstrated the garrote, savoring the fear in her eyes. They also demonstrated the retracted studs, touching the studs, then the part of her body that they would press into. They showed her a propane torch, moving it beneath the seat to catch her imagination. Once they were satisfied, they strapped her in swiftly, working with practiced skill. 

	Helpless, squeezed from every direction, afraid to say a word, Vicky watched with a sinking heart as the two men walked through the dungeon toward her. 

	


Chapter 7 The Talkative Miss Vicky 

	Jack and Ray took their time, pausing to discuss the merits of a machine they were passing, their stalling silent praise for the two slave girls. Diedre and Sylvia occupied the wait by checking and rechecking the bonds that literally welded Vicky into immobility. A quarter inch of slack was discovered, displayed to each other and erased by dragging the belt a full inch to the next hole. 

	Once every strap was tensioned perfectly, tightly buried in her flesh, without a signal they moved as one to the thumb screws, one of the girls on each hand. As if carefully orchestrated, they twisted each screw in unison, working from thumb to finger, to finger, to finger to finger. 

	Not one was overly tight, but five pinpoints of pain on the tips of each hand made a potent and ever present threat. Vicky felt, unjustly, that she was already being tortured, and had she been asked, would have argued that since she was more than willing to talk, this trip to the dungeon was completely unnecessary. 

	Her sleep had revived her. She was painfully aware that her powers of concentration had disappeared and despite mental efforts that had brought sweat to her brow, she could not regain control and felt true pain for the first time in years. 

	As she waited for her travails to begin, she considered her options. Escape was unthinkable. Revolt was possible, but her two over-slaves were so well trained that they seemed to be reading her mind, ready with reprisals before she even thought beyond resisting. Revenge was as far away from reality as escape. The bitter truth was that she was about to spill her guts, willingly! Or at least as willingly as anyone faced with the potential of the machines crammed into this dungeon. She tried to shift position. Foiled, she continued to feel the splinter that was jabbing her in the thigh. 

	As the two men came up to the chair, Sylvia dropped a heavy blindfold over her eyes. The last thing she saw was the lascivious grin on Ray’s face. 

	Jack’s voice boomed in the large hall, “Is this machine more to your liking?” 

	Vicky read the dark undertones in his tricky question. Reluctantly she gave him new credit as an interrogator. 

	“If it pleases Masters, this slave has been taught the potential of this chair and threatened with the severity of its torture. She will not lie under this compulsion.” 

	“Did you give her the shots?” 

	Both Sylvia and Diedre nodded and grinned as Vicky fumed behind her blindfold, worried by all the tales she had heard about truth serum. 

	Jack nodded to Sylvia and she turned on the recorder. Vicky, listening for any sound, heard the click and guessed its purpose. Her handlers would not be happy, but she had no choice. She heard a distinctive ‘pop’ as the propane torch was lit and then put down on the floor behind the chair. 

	“For the record, your name is Vicky Hunter?” 

	“Yes, Masters.” 

	“You are an escaped slave.” 

	“Yes, Masters.” 

	“You might as well start at the beginning. Start with your becoming a slave.” 

	“Masters, I was a missionary, part of a small group sent to Colombia to spread the word of God. By mistake we stumbled into an ambush at a jungle outpost, guarding the poppy fields. I was the only survivor. They stripped me, chained me by the neck to a post, but they did not rape me as I fully expected. 

	“They did rape me with their eyes. When the men weren’t working they made a beeline for me and just stood there, watching me. I would go to sleep at night with eyes staring at me and whenever I woke, there was always someone watching me. 

	“The women ‘cared’ for me. It was obvious that they hated me and were jealous of me. They would poke me with sharp sticks to make me pose for the men, making remarks in their language that were clearly sarcastic. They never failed to stand in front of me and spread their legs and rub their pussies and hump their hand, always pointing to me. Somehow they knew that pissing or shitting in front of the men was embarrassing, so they made sure there was a good crowd on hand before I was allowed to relieve myself. 

	“This went on for a week. Then one evening, just at dark, men came for me. They locked chains on my wrists behind my back and the blacksmith hammered a metal bar into a crude collar, welding a chain to it. I was led down a jungle trail, nude, with a man ahead of me holding my chain, and men behind me, with guns. The insects had a feast on my naked body and I got whipped if I made the slightest noise with my manacles. 

	“We traveled at night for three nights, hiding in the daytime. My chain was locked to a tree while the men slept. None of them touched me, for any reason, but they continued to stare at me. Just before dawn on the third night we entered a small village. On the outskirts we walked to a huge villa half hidden among the trees. I was taken around to the rear and shoved into a dog kennel. 

	“Even the dogs wouldn’t touch me! At the time it really spooked me. I had nightmares for months afterward where men lined up to touch me, or made the dogs attack me. 

	“They let me sleep most of the day. Then they took me, still collared and manacled, into the house. I was brought before a monster of a man, well over six feet tall and weighing at least 300 pounds. He eyed me up and down, made me spread my legs. Then I had to turn around and display myself, then bend over and expose myself. 

	“He seemed to be satisfied, issuing a curt order that soon amounted to ‘Clean her up.’ 

	“I was bathed by two slave girls, then a slave trained as a beautician took over, did my hair and put on makeup, some of it the first I had ever worn. When she showed me the result in a mirror I had a hard time believing it was me, but the sight of that ugly collar made it very real. 

	“The big man was named Rosario and before long I learned that he was one of the big wheels in the Colombian drug cartels. The villa was an armed fortress that was virtually impregnable. 

	“Rosario spoke enough English to explain my fate. I was to be his bed warmer. He didn’t have to spell out that he meant that I was to be his sex slave. I tried to beg, told him that I was a virgin, that my parents would pay any ransom he wanted. He slugged me with his fist, knocking me across the room, calling me a liar. He said no woman could get into his area of control without being raped. 

	“I insisted that I had not been raped. He hit me again, then kicked me as I lay on the floor. He called in an aide and had me dragged into an underground dungeon. I was put in a tiny cell, chained to the wall, pitch dark. I was still nude and there were no blankets. I had to sleep on the floor. 

	“They left me for perhaps two days. Then I was brought to a room which looked like a medical clinic. I was strapped on an examination table with my legs spread, by a nurse. Then a man in a white coat came in. He never said a word, just got busy with his fingers between my legs. They left me there for hours. I fell asleep, despite the bright lights. The aide came and the nurse released me and he took me back to my cell. To my horror I discovered that my pussy was soaked. I couldn’t understand why, being so inexperienced. I would learn, soon enough. 

	“I spent more time in the cell. In my innocence I thought they were checking my story and would release me as soon as they found out I was telling the truth. 

	“Ramiros had me brought before him again. He again said that I was to be his bed warmer. I started to protest, but he punched me in the stomach so hard I couldn’t breath. When I had recovered he told me, ‘Your cell door will remain unlocked. When you are ready, crawl from your cell to me and beg to be allowed to warm my bed.’ 

	“I wanted to say something smart to him, but I didn’t dare. He was too big, too powerful, and as I would find out, cruel beyond belief. I meekly bowed my head and followed the aide back to my cell. He turned on the light so that I could see the pigsty that I was living in. He didn’t lock my chain to the wall. He left the cell door wide open, stopping to motion to the floor, ‘Crawl!’ 

	“Apparently Rosario thought he was being kind. He waited for three days and when I didn’t crawl to him, he came personally to my cell, along with a couple of aides.” 

	Vicky paused. Sylvia had a glass of water with a straw, which she gratefully sipped. When she continued, she answered the nagging but unspoken question. 

	“He never said a word. The aides literally carried me to a soundproof room and put me in a metal box. They had a siren that they used to wake everyone in the Villa with each morning. The box had a speaker in it and once they had me locked in the box they started a tape recording of that siren. They ran that... siren for hour after hour. The whole box vibrated with the sound waves. They would turn it way down and open the box. I knew they wanted me to crawl to Rosario. I would shake my head, the lid would come down and the siren would wail louder than ever. 

	“Finally, I couldn’t take it any more. My ears rang constantly - and still do - so I crawled. I found him, and I kissed the boot that had kicked me. I licked the hand that had punched me. By the time I got through, my pussy was actually dripping. He saw it, and he laughed his head off at my dismay and embarrassment. 

	“He proceeded to teach me two sentences, which I had to repeat each time I came to his bed - ‘Please, Master, may I enter your bed,’ and the worst one, ‘Please Master, fuck me.’ 

	“He made me repeat them a dozen times until I got the exact pleading and sincere tone in my voice. He delighted in putting me through my paces until I was lying on his bed with my legs spread wide and my arms outstretched to welcome him. Then he would find some minor fault and send me back to my cell, only to crawl back to him again. 

	“He trained me for two weeks, before he raped me. He made me crawl, made me beg, made me watch as he had other women in his bed. He found out that I hated the siren, so it became his favorite punishment. The slightest mistake, the least hesitation and I was boxed up with that screaming siren again. 

	“When the big night finally came, he announced at dinner that he was going to ’fuck a virgin.’ I had to come out from beneath the table and display myself. To my everlasting horror, he announced that, since deflowering a virgin was a special event, they were all invited to come and watch. I turned red to my toes, to the jeers and catcalls of the dinner guests. Not to mention the fact that my pussy was dripping like a faucet. 

	“My starring role came and went in a cloud of humiliation. I was so wet that Rosario went to the bottom on his first stroke. There was a stab of pain when he broke though my hymen, and then I started enjoying myself. I ignored the cheering crowd and concentrated on the good feeling in my pussy. 

	“As you probably have already suspected, I’m a pain freak. I get off, big time on pain, and humiliation. Rosario gave me all the pain I wanted and then he would start with his own wants and needs, I can say with authority that some of the things he did to me far surpassed any self-inflicted pain. As but one example, he’d forbid me to juice, then do the things that made me juice, one aft er another for hours on end, and punish me for every one. 

	“Between the whippings and the beatings and the verbal abuse I learned my true calling. The more he hurt me the more I thirsted for pain. I found myself begging to be tortured, deliberately misbehaving to earn more punishment. He saw through me immediately and showed me off to everyone, making me recite how good the pain felt. He would knock me across the room and with everyone watching I had to crawl on my belly back to him and beg him to hit me again.” 

	“The bastard would bargain with me, He’d offer to slug me if I would give him a blow job in front of the whole crowd. He got off on hurting me, as much as I got off on the pain. I was a pain slut from the first day and he started calling me ‘Pain Slave’ or ‘Pain’ for short. 

	“Naturally he withheld hurting me, as a form of punishment. He drove me up the wall with that one. He’d chain me to a post and force me to watch as he punished the other slaves. He’d spend hours practicing with his whip and I had to count every stroke, while he teased me by swinging it closer and closer to my face until the tip would snap an inch from my nose. It was painless torture, but torture all the same. 

	“The other slaves were allowed to run free, under the threat of being skinned alive if they got within ten feet of the outer wall. Each slave had an anklet that could be locked to a chain. I wasn’t allowed didly squat. I had ankle shackles, wrist manacles, a collar and matching belt and chains running from all of them to all the other points. I could barely move under all the weight, but he added a 20 pound steel ball hooked to my ankle chain - just for the fun of it. 

	“I stood weeks of painless existence when something snapped. As it happened, I had his cock in my throat at the time. I bit down on it, thinking it might be a way to get him to hurt me again. I succeeded, beyond my wildest nightmares. A man’s cock is his pride and joy and even though I didn’t even break the skin, I paid dearly for that one bite. 

	“The village dentist made a house call. By the time he left my mouth was jacked open wide enough to run a bus through it. He wired rubber wedges against my back teeth. That much I knew. But he did some other things that gave me a separate violent toothache for every tooth in my head. Something like a migraine times 32. 

	“I was out of my depth in five minutes, before he even got out of the gate. If I had known at the time that it would be more than a month before the devilish devices in my mouth were taken out, I would have brained myself somehow with that steel ball. Pain slut, yes, but not that kind of pain! 

	“That was just the beginning. I got all the pain I could handle, multiplied by five or ten times. There wasn’t a spot on my body that didn’t hurt more than the raging pain in my mouth. My nipples hurt so badly that I was constantly looking for a pair of scissors to cut them off. Before it was over I would have given my right arm for a dull knife. I won’t even tell you the things they did to my clit, because you might want to do them to me again. 

	“I became intimately acquainted with his staff. Once a week he drew two names out of a hat. The two selected became my shadows, working 12 hour shifts. They didn’t object to the long hours, because I was under orders to provide any sexual service that they wanted, for as long as they wanted. They in turn had whips, which they used at the slightest provocation. I was whipped every time I drooled. There were worse punishments for spilling their jism. I had to respond to their every command. My garbled words earned more cruelty. I was humiliated for hours on end at their whim. 

	“A favorite punishment left me with sore hands and fingers for days at a time. They made me stand in the open space in the center of the villa. While the staff and other slaves watched from the veranda above me, I had to hold my arms out against the pull of my chains and beg my guard to punish me. Taking a tip from their boss, they made me agree - in the most vile and vulgar language, and at the top of my voice - to some unspecified sex act in exchange for the ‘privilege’ of getting my hands beaten to a pulp with a wide flat oak ruler. The slightest flinch earned an extra, and the extras were administered with the narrow edge of the ruler. No matter how rigid I held my hands, I was invariably accused of flinching. 

	“I protested. Just once. I spent a week in a black box in the full sun. I was told that if I protested again I would spend a full month in the box. They took me down to the dungeon and showed me a slave who was completely out of her head, muttering and talking to herself, ignoring us completely.” 

	“She lasted three weeks. Had a heat stroke. 

	“At that moment her oblivion was very tempting. Satisfying my masochism and escaping, even if only into a mental fog, was very, very tempting. I gritted my teeth and instead returned to my life as a pain slave. 

	“The constant overpowering pain brought me to realize that if I didn’t control it, the pain was going to make me a twin of the mindless wretch in the dungeon. Somehow, from somewhere, came the resolve to control my pain. The easy part was bearing the constant humiliation, always nude, available instantly for sex. I found the antidote in my mind and fed upon it until I could spend a whole day under the whip and come away as if I had been a guest at a garden party. 

	“After several months of almost constant abuse and just plain torture, Rosario took me back to his bed. The first weeks were taken up with punishment for being overly ‘friendly’ to my guards. I dared not protest, but I used my new found control to mitigate the pain. I had to be careful to make the appropriate screams and cries, but I managed to fool him. 

	“Since I appeared more docile, he removed my chains, but it was most of a year before he pried my belt out of my belly. I didn’t lose the collar until years later, when I was rescued.” 

	


Chapter 8 Talk, Talk, Talk 

	“Actually I wasn’t rescued,” Vicky corrected herself hastily, worried that the truth serum would catch even the unintentional lie. 

	“The Federal troops surrounded the villa and began firing. Years before I had learned of a secret tunnel that the slaves had dug. It began with a flight of stairs behind the wall of the room where I warmed his bed. A window shattered, spraying glass. I got a small cut on my cheek as I grabbed clothing and pressed the button that opened one of the hidden doors. 

	“Rosario was nowhere to be seen. I knew he would be busy commanding the defense of his villa. At first I was just running from the bullets, but when nobody else came into the tunnel I suddenly realized that I was being offered a chance to escape. 

	“I admit, I hesitated. I would be leaving my Master who knew every depth of my soul. He had long since perfected the means and methods of forcing me to ‘enjoy’ my constant pain. Vivid scenes of his delicious tortures flashed before my eyes as I stumbled through the long tunnel that seemed to close in on me, narrowing, as if to warn me to turn around and go back to him. 

	“As I ran I remembered his mother. He had made me curse him, call him names, needless excuses to punish and torture me, especially because he knew I meant every word. Yes, ‘bastard’ was one term. He would laugh as he began punishing me for using it. His mother was visiting him and he was showing her how well he had trained me. I called him a ‘bastard’ and a ‘Son of a bitch.’ She got up and walked over to where I was kneeling in front of her son and belted me with the back of her hand, a full swing that knocked me to the floor. 

	“I never found out whether she was actually angry, or just using it as an excuse to get her claws into me. At that moment and during the several weeks I spent in her private dungeon I was in constant pain and in constant fear for my life. I knew very well that I had grossly insulted her and I paid ten fold for each insult. Not only that, but Rosario matched every one of her tortures, blaming me for not refusing to say the words. Then he added a few more of his own to make up for a lack of a bed warmer. 

	“It was the clear picture of her angry face that decided it. I could handle Rosario’s punishments but I was just plain scared of her. She had demonstrated again and again that she knew every tender spot on the female anatomy. She spent the endless long days making me beg to be hurt again on the sorest parts of my body. More than once I opened my mouth to beg her to kill me, stopping each time, sure that she would find the most painful method to drag out my end indefinitely. 

	“I had no idea where I was when I came out of the tunnel. I could hear the rattle of automatic rifles in the distance. I didn’t dare go to the Federal troops, because I knew that he had spies among them. I knew I needed to get as far away from the villa and the village as possible. 

	“The next several weeks were a blur. I remember constantly watching behind me, expecting to be recaptured at any moment. I had no money, so I used my mouth and my cunt to pay my way. I traveled toward a large city where I knew there was an American Consulate. Several of my benefactors recognized my status as an escaped slave and tied or chained me before using me. I was careful to speak only the native tongue, a fluent talent learned at the end of a whip. 

	“Somehow I made contact with the Consulate. A CIA man met me miles from his office. He questioned me for most of one night. Then he paid for a motel room and I had my first real bath in weeks. When he came back he had checked my information and had lots of additional questions. When darkness came, I was bundled into a van and taken to the Consulate. 

	“Once in his office he handed me a thick stack of papers. 

	“‘Rosario, as you might expect, has a dragnet out for you. He’s offered the equivalent of $400,000 for your return. He wants you bad, because he knows you have enough information to hang him. As a warning to you not to talk, he’s been passing out this 32-page list of the things he’s planning on doing to you - before he kills you, slowly.’ 

	“He let me read the list. I was still inclined to go back to Rosario. I discovered to my horror that I was literally starved for pain, visualizing the delightful things he would do to me. But that list was a wake-up call. Despite years of creative torture, he hadn’t touched most of the shocking things that were on the list. I got as far as what he would do to my tongue before the list dropped from my nerveless fingers. I stared into space, looking at my fate. It was not a pretty sight. 

	“The man asked me if I would testify at a trial. I hesitated, suddenly scared. When I finally nodded, he visibly relaxed. 

	“We’re going to put you in the witness protection program. You’ll be safe there until he is tried, then you will ‘disappear’ as far as the world is concerned. 

	“‘He’s still at large?’ 

	“‘The Federals shot up his villa but he escaped with most of his slaves and his family. We know where he is hiding and a Special Ops team is on the way there.’ 

	“‘I won’t be safe, even when he is behind bars.’ 

	“‘You will be well guarded, believe me. We have been trying to get Rosario for years, but this is the first time we’ve had an eye witness. We’ll do everything we can to make you safe - and comfortable. It’s not like we were going to stick you in some dungeon.’ 

	“That last crack hit a nerve. The one word - dungeon - and I was juicing like a squeezed grape. I thought to myself, ‘What if...’ I discarded the thought at the time, but it would come back later on.” 

	Vicky stopped and licked her dry lips. Sylvia held the water glass while she sucked it dry, her wet tongue soothing her lips. 

	“The CIA is close-mouthed about how they move people about. I ate a meal that must have been laced with knockout drops, because the next thing I knew I was back in the States, in a house somewhere in Virginia. I had a trio of female agents who never left my side, day and night. 

	“By this time I was crawling the walls, suffering from pain withdrawal. I went to work on one of the three women, doing my best to seduce her. I pointedly asked to borrow her handcuffs. She put me off, but she reported the conversation to her superiors and came back with the handcuffs. I promptly put them on my wrists, behind my back, and too tight, as Rosario had trained me. 

	“Within a couple of weeks I had enough bondage gear to stock an adult store. I had whips, but nobody to use them on me. The girls flatly refused to whip me. Finally I had an inspiration and asked that one of their interrogators be assigned to me. I pointed out that I might have forgotten or overlooked some important point - information they needed to know. With some reluctance they sent out one of their best men - and a second one to watch and ensure that I didn’t get ‘overstressed’ by their attentions. 

	“About an hour into the first day I brought things to a screeching halt. I said, ‘If you’re the best the CIA has, we’re in deep trouble.’ Both of them looked insulted and turned as if to leave. I called them back and spent the next three days explaining to them and my three guards exactly how Rosario interrogated me and the other slaves. Both men looked at me like I was hallucinating, but I noticed all three women were squirming in their seats. Before it was over I was certain that at least one had an orgasm. 

	“Things didn’t change - much. The men got rougher with me, to my greater enjoyment. The women eyed me with more respect and once I caught the one who climaxed looking longingly at the whips. I walked up behind her and whispered, ‘I will if you will.’ She turned red to her toes and rushed into the bathroom and locked the door. 

	“They caught Rosario. I was elated because I was dying of boredom. They kept me informed as he was flown to the States and locked away in a maximum security prison. Two nights later there were loud noises out in the yard, then a pistol shot. Four police cars and two unmarked cars appeared in seconds. They brought a body into the house. My three guards had all sprouted big caliber handguns. They showed me the body. Impulsively I kicked the lifeless corpse in the balls. I recognized Felepe, one of Rosario’s staff, and one of the most sadistic men in the villa.” I hoped fervently that his horrible torture methods had died with him. 

	“Fifteen minutes later they moved me. They didn’t even stop to knock me out, but they did blindfold me a few minutes be fore we got to another ‘safe’ house. Two days later, in broad daylight there was another attack. Three men were killed. Both the outside and inside guards were now sporting assault rifles and they even gave me one of the handguns. The unspoken message - If they get through, shoot yourself. That list haunted me, stiffening my resolve to shoot. 

	“They moved me again, this time in the trunk of a decades-old Ford that nearly killed me with leaking exhaust fumes. A car that tried to follow was taken out and the driver went into isolation until his knowledge was no longer useful. The radio he was using led to several other arrests. 

	“Once I was settled in, I was examined by a doctor several times. Then, one of the top people in the Agency came to visit me. He had a lot of questions, centered on my penchant for bondage, my history as a slave and a lot more. I told him very frankly that I needed to become a slave again to satisfy my leanings as a pain slut or pain slave. 

	“He shook his head. ‘You’ve taken my people too far as it is. There’s a limit to what we can do, even with a willing participant. We’re simply not rigged to handle a slave. However, I may have a solution.’ 

	“He opened his briefcase and handed me several folders. 

	“‘We’ve decided that you need to go underground completely. The folders contain information on several slave owners. Once in their hands you will disappear completely. You will be called at the proper time to testify and then all records of you will be erased.’ 

	“He went for a walk around the grounds to check security while I read the contents of the folders. When he came back I showed him the one I had selected. He nodded, said, ‘Good choice,’ shook hands and left. I ate supper and the next thing I knew I was kneeling on your front porch.” 

	Jack and Ray were looking at each other, listening to the blindfolded girl’s remarkable story. Ray shook his head in disbelief. 

	“How did they get the girl’s names?” 

	“Masters, both were listed as voluntary slaves in the folder. They also had their Social Security numbers.” 

	“Did they tell you that I am being paid $25,000 a month to house you and the two girls are earning $10,000 a month?” 

	“They said it was to ensure that you wouldn’t turn the deal down. Speaking from painful experience, your two slaves are more than earning their pay.” 

	“What about security? We’re isolated here.” 

	“Masters, I was shown monitors. There isn’t any access for miles. The slightest movement will set off an alarm.” 

	“Last question. How did you get here?” 

	Jack nodded. Diedre picked up the propane torch, deliberately hitting it against metal on the chair to draw Vicky’s attention, then let it hiss by her ear. 

	“Masters, I don’t know. I told you they knocked me out whenever they moved me. This was the same thing. All I know is that I woke up on the porch.” 

	Both men made a face, expressing their frustration. At the moment the only solace was the checks every month. Diedre and Sylvia kept their disappointment to themselves. At Jack’s nod they released the tensioned straps, showing the marks clearly on her smooth flesh. 

	Gingerly, with a helping hand, Vicky arose from the chair and promptly prostrated herself at Jack’s feet. “Masters, I apologize for they way this has been handled. I beg your collar, willingly, and I beg punishment for deceiving you.” 

	Right on cue, Sylvia and Diedre went to their knees on each side of the prone Vicky. They were holding a tray with a plain iron collar. Jack bent forward, picked up the collar. The two slaves lifted her hair as Jack placed the collar and snapped it closed. 

	Jack moved his foot, pressing the collar into her neck. “Do you accept my collar, my bonds and restraints, my discipline and demands upon you?” 

	“I do, Masters,” 

	“I accept you as our slave. You will be third slave, subject to Master’s orders and slave’s orders. Kneel Up!” 

	In seconds she was shackled and leashed. 

	“Teach her respect for each of these machines. Above all teach her to respect the whip. Break her of any mental reservations so that she cannot deny pain. For now, third slave gets the leavings. When, and only when you two are sated will she be allowed in either of our beds. Always ensure that she is denied the pleasure of an orgasm.” 

	“After all, she is serving a life sentence, so you have years to mold her into a proper slave.” 

	Vicky hid a smile. 

	The End 

	 

	 

	You Asked For It

	by Raul RogetPart 1 

	Foreword 

	A delicate pink glow colored each pert breast. The pink almost seemed to pervade the air in a halo around them if the glance was only casual. But, if the eye was paying attention, there was a difference. Pale around the turgid nipples, the pink deepened as the eye swept up to the face - changing to a brilliant red flushing the forehead and cheeks. It didn’t take an expert to deduce that this woman was embarrassed - very embarrassed. 

	The immediate assumption was that she was naked, bare, nude, perhaps chained and shackled for a command performance before her Master. Given the circumstances it would be hard to believe that her immediate predicament was of her own choosing. However this was not the routine “self choice” imposed by a Master on his slave. There was more, much more, involved. “And thereby hangs a tale.” 

	Chapter 1 - The Predicament 

	To begin with, It was not one eye, or even one pair of eyes taking full measure of her nudity. There were three sets of eyes riveted to her exposed charms. Even her own eyes dropped, mentally measuring the pink exposed flesh. Her skin tingled, both from the exposure and the unbidden lewd thoughts racing through her brain. She could not bear to look into the avid eyes that were assessing her. 

	One pair of eyes belonged to her husband, Wayne. The others were those of their neighbor, Terry, and his wife, Jolene. Not too surprising at this point, Jolene was kneeling beside her, just as naked, and equally as pink as Rita, making the same self choice. 

	Chapter 2 - “And so it came to pass” 

	It had begun innocently enough. Jolene and Rita over the months became fast friends, shopped together, took turns cooking on Saturday nights, and, like any two women, shared secrets. They were mostly mundane, mostly kidding remarks, but they often titillated each other by touching on the edges of their sexual experiences. That is, until the day the girls downed an extra glass of wine and Jolene blurted a comment about bondage, and her wish to experience being tied up. This struck a responsive chord with Rita. In something of an alcoholic haze the two admitted their matching desires. 

	Once sober, they both regretted their mutual exposure of their secrets and it was weeks before there was even a hint of sex in their conversations..The matter came to a head when Rita accidentally came across a bondage site on the Internet. It turned her on as it seemed to directly address her personal desires. The last barrier to expressing her interests went down in flames. That noon, during lunch in the Mall food court, Rita described what she had seen in detail. Jolene was visibly squirming in her chair as Rita sang the praises of the material she had been exposed to. 

	Neither husband was aware at that point that their lives were going to be radically altered. Both were fully aware that their wives were just plain randy, leading each pair to a lengthy evening in the bedroom, with the bed threatening to collapse from the recurring assaults. It was several days before the men had an opportunity to talk. By the time that both realized that something unusual was going on, both Jolene and Rita had become insatiable. 

	Talking it over, the women decided to enjoy the sudden surge and continue until the opportunity arose to demonstrate their interest in exploring bondage. However, Wayne spoiled their plans. As he and Rita talked, recuperating from a landmark all night session, he asked the one question that had been bugging him. “What’s with all these bedroom athletics?” 

	Rita squirmed. She had never lied to her husband and wasn’t about to break the string. To her horror, she felt herself getting wet as she related the chain of events. Just talking about it was getting her hot. She confessed to everything, pausing only when she mentioned Jolene and Wayne promptly tried to shift the blame to Jolene. 

	“No, Honey, we both were involved. Jolene was the first to say something, but I found the Internet site and told her about it. If there’s any blame, it applies to both of us.” 

	“I’m against the idea on principal. It’s not natural to be tied up to get a bigger bang. I’m going to talk to Terry about this. I think you two have gone off the deep end!” 

	Almost automatically Rita spooned her body against Wayne’s. “Don’t you like the way I’ve been in bed?” 

	“Yes, but it spoils it to know that a picture or a video is turning you on to perversion.” 

	“They turn me on,” she admitted, “but not as much as that big cock of yours. And, it’s not a perversion!” 

	With that she reached over him and her delicate hand found his cock, unexpectedly erect. She squeezed and ran her hand up and down a couple of times. Without warning he reared up, throwing her legs apart and slammed into her like a charging bull. Fortunately she was so wet that he slid easily to the very bottom of her love tunnel with the first stroke. She responded in kind, driving her pubic bone upward repeatedly, to meet his thundering thrusts . 

	They orgasmed together, draining the last drop of energy. Both fell asleep at once. 

	Chapter 3 - What Happens Now? 

	Breakfast was almost quiet. They discussed plans for the day, but neither mentioned “Topic A.” Neither one so much as hinted about the two forthcoming special meetings on that subject, leaving both in the dark as to those particular plans. 

	At lunch... “Wayne found out.” 

	“Ohmygod! How? What did he say?” 

	“I told him, and he is against the whole idea.” 

	“How could you?” 

	Jolene looked ready to cry. “Look. I’ve never lied to Wayne and I’m not about to start. He realized I was extra horny and started asking questions. He tried to blame you, but I think I convinced him that we were both involved. He said he was going to talk to Terry – which means you get interrogated - just like I did.” 

	Jolene sniffled, dug in her purse and found a tissue, to blow her nose. “What are we going to do?” 

	“First off, admit everything. If they blow their stacks, it will be over that much sooner. Be ready after you talk, because he’ll probably rape you just like Wayne did to me. It was easily the best fuck I’ve ever had.” 

	“Rita!!!” Jolene flushed brick red, embarrassed, but at the same time turned on. 

	After pointedly and slowly eating several bites of salad, Jolene’s face cooled and took on a look of concentration. “We need a plan.” 

	“Do we ever!” exclaimed Rita. 

	Chapter 4 -The Plan 

	Wayne and Terry had a very similar conversation, except that both expressed serious reservations. Neither were in favor of their wives involving them in bondage, and they were both dead set against the concept. Satisfied that they were in agreement, Terry remarked, “We need a plan.” 

	“Indeed, but how are we going to talk them out of it? I don’t want to have to turn Rita over my knee and spank her. That would just fan the flames, if I know Rita.” 

	“Well, picking up on that visual, what if we made them embarrass themselves, or humiliate themselves to bid us to agree with them?” 

	“That could do the trick. Jolene won’t let me near her unless the lights are out. We could make them demonstrate the equipment they want to use. I’d give odds they’d back down before all their clothes are gone, so it probably would never get to the cuffs and shackles stage.” 

	Wayne nodded. “I’ve seen a site or two on the Net where they did self bondage. I’ll bet all we need to do is pointedly suggest they demonstrate some of that. No promises, just suggestions.” 

	“Yep, I think we have a plan.” 

	Chapter 5 -The First Step 

	True to form, Jolene was carefully questioned, her answers seeming to float in the air in the dark bedroom. Just as the women had planned, she admitted everything, pausing only to be lectured by Terry. As expected, he ended the conversation by assuming the missionary position - which he always used - giving her a reaming that matched Wayne’s assault on Rita. 

	Saturday came, Rita’s day to cook for the four of them. The beer and wine flowed, but only in moderate quantities, adhering to an unspoken agreement centered on “Later.” The conversation covered every topic but bondage. Rita and Jolene washed the dishes while the men watched a football game on TV. 

	At last they ran out of excuses. They hugged each other for courage and marched into the living room, ready to accept their fate, hoping against hope that they could somehow convince the men that they weren’t perverts. 

	Usually the men would welcome them, patting a seat beside them as an invitation to sit and join in. Tonight they barely acknowledged the two and went back to their game. Rita and Jolene stood, awkwardly, rocking slightly from one foot to the other. Both realized they were being dominated, despite the protestations. 

	The game ended before either spoke up to protest. Wayne switched the set off and remained seated. He looked calmly at the two women, as if daring them to say something. The silence was electric. Wayne cleared his throat, loud in the silent room. “Rita, what you consider as the most embarrassing thing that could happen to you?” 

	A clear indication of her state of mind, Rita, had an immediate answer, “To have to take off my clothes in front of strangers.” 

	Terry addressed Jolene, “And you? You take your clothes off in the dark.” 

	Jolene wrung her hands, wanting to sink through the floor. “Yes.” It was barely above a whisper. 

	“Yes, what? Say it out loud.” 

	”Yes... To... have... to take off my clothes in front of strangers.” She finished in a rush of words. It wasn’t lost on her audience that her hips and thighs were moving, rubbing. 

	“You would have to expect that if you were in bondage, wouldn’t you?” 

	Jolene barely controlled the orgasm that had suddenly appeared as a white hot ember in her body. She hissed an answer, “Yesssssssss!” 

	Both men could see her obvious arousal. Wayne was perplexed, suddenly unsure of their plan, but Terry jumped at the opening. “Both of you seem to have your hearts set on this perversion. Neither Wayne nor I think that it is proper, so you are going to have to prove to us that there are benefits - not just for yourselves - but for your husbands. Why don’t you show us what you are willing to do to gain our approval. One thing - you each must have your husband’s permission at each step before you proceed. You will need to explain exactly what you intend to do in order to get our approval.” 

	Jolene gave Rita a despairing glance, already aware of the trap the two men had laid. Helpless to avoid it, she drew on inner strength and knelt in front of Terry. Her “Sir” was automatic, “Sir, may I remove my clothes?” 

	“I think Wayne would enjoy that, if you stand at arm’s length in front of him. You have my permission.” 

	Jolene and Rita swapped positions. Rita hesitated and took a step toward Wayne, but he held up his hand, stopping her, as all eyes focused on Jolene. Her eyes flew wide open as she stared at her husband. From the roots of her hair well down under her sweatshirt she was beet red, so embarrassed that she could barely breath. But she was so aroused that beads of sweat ringed her brow. 

	Jolene stumbled as her reluctant feet took her forward to stand in front of Wayne. 

	At the moment “Rattle-brained” fit Jolene perfectly. Hundreds of thoughts competed for room in her head. Most were overwhelmed by her acute embarrassment, but there were enough left over to thoroughly confuse her. The most horrific set up a drum beat in her temples - “Your husband is going to make you have sex with Wayne - probably make you suck his cock in front of everyone!” 

	Wayne leaned back and eyed her from head to foot. She could see in his eyes that he was undressing her, piece by piece. In her heated condition she couldn’t remember the exact wording of his suggestion, so to be on the safe side she knelt before Wayne, and again asked, “Sir, may I remove... my clothing?” 

	Her brain was twisted in a knot by her panic. She was panting, hyperventilating. Wayne’s words added fuel to the fire. “You have my permission. But, you must describe each body part as it is exposed. You will need my renewed permission to remove the next piece.” 

	Terry shot a quick grin at Wayne. He liked these new rules, and the way that they both added to the fun and increased the embarrassment. Both men were intent on teaching the women a lesson. At the moment they definitely had the upper hand. 

	With a fluid movement Jolene rose to her feet, stepping forward to be at arm’s length from Wayne. All he had to do was lean forward to fondle her tits or feel between her legs. Half her brain was determined to go through with the humiliation that she knew was coming, while the other half urged her to run for the door while she was still free. Both women were convinced that they would wind up in painful bonds before the evening ended. 

	Wayne continued to undress her with his eyes. She tried to ignore the stares while she caught her breath long enough to ask, “Sir, may I remove my jacket?” 

	“Go ahead.” 

	“The jacket covers my arms, shoulders and back.” She paused, waiting for a new order. It didn’t come, so she renewed her request, this time removing her sweat pants. “The pants cover my waist, my hips, thighs and my legs, as well as my ass cheeks.” 

	Jolene removed her sneakers and socks and once more stood upright, almost balking at the lust she could see in Wayne’s eyes. Certain that she was moments from being dragged into the bedroom, or even worse, right there on the floor with Terry and Rita watching. By this time she was blushing down to her ankles. Wayne was miles ahead of her slow strip, already mentally removing her bra and examining her flint-hard nipples. 

	“My bra...” Her hands froze on the catch behind her back. She could see more than just lust in Wayne’s eyes. He was telling her in no uncertain terms that he wanted to throw her on a bed and fuck her silly. She wasn’t ready for that. During their friendship she had seen the many admiring glances that Wayne had sent her way, and it was not the first time he had clearly been undressing her with his eyes. But this was different. She didn’t know what the men had planned and her guesses were wildly off the mark. 

	Rita was standing well to the left of Jolene, rooted to the spot as effectively as if she were ankle deep in concrete. To her utter dismay she could feel that her panties were sopping and there was a line of moisture down her thigh. She shifted her weight slightly, triggering another flood. She knew perfectly well that both men would spot the tell tale signs of her arousal and would use the knowledge to their advantage. Her thoughts matched Jolene’s - fully expecting to be demonstrating her cock sucking ability in the next few minutes - on a strange cock. 

	Wayne cleared his throat impatiently, his eyes burning holes in the bra in front of him. Jolene, lost in her own private hell, finally controlled her fingers and released the bra catch. Her breasts sprang forward of their own weight, pushing the cups ahead of them. 

	“My bra...” she started again as her hands grasped the cloth and pulled it away, “covers my two breasts and two nipples.” 

	The latter popped into view, magnificently erect, as if driven by a blow. Eyes smoking, Wayne focused on the real thing for the first time, no longer fueling his imagination. He gasped in admiration of what he was seeing. He added an order, “You will always use the common terms for your body parts. Those are tits.” 

	The last item of he unveiling were Jolene’s panties. It almost seemed she had a helping hand as she slid her reluctant fingers under the waistband and shoved them down past her hips, until they fell to the floor. 

	“My panties cover my clit, my cunt and my asshole.” She winced as she said the dirty words, a little self doubt creeping in to nullify her confidence. She could see a bulge in his trousers, which made her feel both better and humiliated, but hoping that it would further their own plans. 

	Not unexpectedly, the two men were having much the same thoughts, but they were tempered with their desire to end this threat of bondage coming into their lives. Both were doing “What Ifs” in rapid succession, fueled both by the obvious arousal of the two wives and their own unmistakable stiffies. Both considered the swap, but both rejected it immediately, recognizing the potential problems. But, there was another avenue to approach the problem. Wayne was sure the wives were fully convinced that they were moments from a swap. ‘So, let them keep on thinking that.’ 

	Wayne kept Jolene in position in front of him, her feet spread well apart and her fingers locked behind her head, as Terry leaned forward, beckoning to Rita. 

	“I’d suggest, since you watched Jolene, you know the routine and can follow through without any further suggestions.” 

	Rita took up position before Terry and did the same verbal strip that Jolene had demonstrated. She was less inhibited than Jolene, but the situation got to her just as strongly, arousing her, embarrassing her and humiliating her all at the same time. 

	He stopped her as her panties slid down her hips. Stretched out, the wet stains in the crotch were clearly visible. 

	“Perhaps you could explain what that’s all about? 

	If possible, Rita turned a darker shade of red. She was trapped. “Sir my panties are wet because I am lubricating heavily, because I am so horny.” 

	“So, they are soaked with pussy juice?” 

	“Yes, Sir, my panties are soaked with pussy juice.” 

	“That’s good to know, since it looks more like you pissed yourself.” 

	“Sir, my panties are wet with pussy juice, not piss.” Her mini-rebellion was pointedly ignored. 

	Rita joined Jolene, standing on display for their two husbands. The men admired the view without comment, but the women could feel the burning stares. They were standing about six feet from the men, with Jolene still in front of Wayne and Rita in front of Terry. 

	Wayne grinned, but his eyes continued to threaten. Jolene was deafened by the cries to “Run!” But, where? 

	Terry spoke quietly. “Perhaps he would like to touch you. You need permission to allow that.” 

	‘Here it comes!’ Jolene wished the floor would open and drop her to the center of the earth. She puzzled how to obey his suggestion, knowing she was getting deeper into the trap the men had laid. The evening had barely begun and she guessed they would be sucking strange cocks before the night was done. 

	“Sir...” She wrung out the words, “May I have permission to be touched?” 

	“Yes.” 

	Jolene knelt in front of Wayne, close to his chair. His hand brushed the tent in his trousers, drawing her unwilling attention to it. Then his hands poised, inches from her pink tits. 

	“Sir, may I have permission to have my tits touched?” 

	“Of course.” 

	“Mauling” was the term uppermost in her mind as Wayne’s hands were all over them. She dared not protest, despite the obvious excess that far exceeded even the most liberal understanding of “Touch.” Wayne’s fingers pushed and prodded, caressed and stroked for an eternity - a scant minute. He stopped, hands poised again. She knew his intent instantly. 

	“Sir, may I have permission to have my nipples touched?” 

	“Yes” 

	Wayne’s fingers went for her nipples like a dog to a fresh bone. Squeezing, rolling, pinching, jerking, suddenly biting. 

	Jolene shrieked in protest of the sudden pain, but Wayne ignored her, continuing to savage the hard knobs. 

	She failed to anticipate the next suggestion as Wayne dropped his hands, pressing against the upper slope of her mound. It was more than enough to show her what was about to happen. Jolene could feel her panic swelling. It was much too late to back out, so she drew on her inner strength merely to survive. Obediently, she asked a string of questions, permitting Wayne to fondle her, finger her ass and rub her clit. She knelt, legs spread wide as Wayne “touched” her, driving her to the brink of a climax. 

	She remained kneeling, head down as Rita knelt beside her and went through the same routine. Both wives had taken on a permanent pink color from the neck down. 

	Chapter 6 - Turn Around 

	Somewhat curiously, neither of the two women had climaxed, despite being subjected to an overload of stimulation. Instinctively they both didn’t dare climax without permission and both knew that if either had asked permission she would have been denied. 

	Terry and Wayne exchanged glances: ‘What do we do now?’ There were several things they would like to do but neither was ready to be first in suggesting a swap. As they considered their options, the two wives knelt silently in front of them. 

	Terry decreed the final humiliation: “Perhaps you two would like to give us a rear view.” Rita snorted in exasperation as Jolene moaned in an agony of emotions. Well paid porn stars allowed themselves to be photographed from the rear, but normal housewives wouldn’t be caught dead exposing “That!” 

	And that is what they exposed, turning in place after requesting permission to display their “camel’s foot.” What made it so much worse was the knowledge that they were being compared and judged. Both could feel their husband’s intense gaze scorching the puffy lips. Both were hanging on the verge of an orgasm, fighting to keep control in the midst of a fire storm of emotions. 

	The men waited, deliberately, knowing time was on their side. No matter how the women tried, they were barely able to keep their breathing under control and keep from writhing in place. 

	At last, Wayne got up. “Why don’t you stay put. Terry and I have some things to talk about.” 

	The two men walked into the hall, closing the door behind them. The women remained rigid, not even daring to glance at each other. Rita started to whisper something and Jolene shook her head violently, cutting her short. She had an uncanny feeling that they were being watched. The tiny camera in the far upper corner of the room recorded the interchange carefully on its tape. 

	Terry slapped Wayne on the shoulder. “Good job! But, I don’t think we convinced them. I could tell that Jolene was getting her rocks off from all the shit we piled on them.” 

	“Yeah. Same for Rita. If you’d scratched her clit with your fingernail she would have gone off like a rocket. I guess the next thing is the shackles and chains.” 

	“Ummmm, not so fast. If we ‘suggest’ that they demonstrate a lot of self bondage, that could bring them around.” 

	Wayne shook his head. “Really, I’m amazed at what they endured, without one squawk of protest. You have to give them credit for that.” 

	“You know,” Terry responded, “there may be something to this bondage, considering that both of us are sporting Viagra-style hardons.” 

	Wayne wasn’t ready to concede the point. “I dunno. It could just be that we have two very naked, very hot women in there. Well, I’m not going to concede just yet. You need to walk Jolene home without her clothes and then bang her good with all the lights on. At her suggestion, of course.” 

	Terry grinned broadly, nodding his head. He still had a swap in the back of his mind, but that could wait. In the meantime, Jolene would be getting a “stiff” workout. 

	Chapter 7 -The Long Walk Home 

	They walked back into the living room, where the two wives knelt. Wayne served as spokesman. “We’re not convinced.” He paused as both moaned their disappointment. “We think that you might like to demonstrate some self bondage. If it’s creative enough, we might take it into consideration. We’ll meet as usual, next Saturday night at Terry’s.” 

	Both girls groaned in unison. After what they had just been through, they felt that they would need weeks, if not months to accept the mental wringer they had endured. The big conflict came between what they had suffered and whether the suggested demonstrations would do anything more than get their husbands super horny. ‘We need a plan’ echoed through both minds. 

	Since the men had signaled that this part of the evening was over, both women knelt up. Rita asked Wayne, “Please, Sir. Request permission to restore my clothing.” 

	“Permission denied. Go to the bedroom.” Wayne couldn’t help smirking. 

	With a sinking feeling, Jolene made the same request to Terry. 

	“Permission denied. Prepare to walk home.” 

	“Terrrrry!!! Not without my clothes.” The first balk of the evening. Jolene was once again blushing. 

	Terry eyed her, enjoying her discomfort. “Instead, perhaps you would like to suggest that I tie you to the clothesline pole for the night.” 

	Knowing herself outfoxed, Jolene bowed her head, her voice cracking, “Permission to walk home, naked.” She forced the last word, hoping to avoid any new humiliation. 

	“Granted.” 

	They said their goodbyes and walked out the back door. Wayne helped them on their way by turning on the floodlight. Jolene looked like a moth caught in the flame. She tried to hide behind Terry, but he would have none of it. 

	“Either you walk at arms length beside me, or you and the pole have a date.” 

	Jolene took up position, knowing that Terry would have no qualms in carrying out his threat. She was fully convinced that a stadium full of people were watching her every step. Actually the two houses were side by side, with lawn in between. The only possible place for a spectator was beyond the back fence, in the alley that nobody used. 

	At the foot of the back steps, Terry paused. Jolene stopped, one foot in the air, reaching for the first step. Terry remained silent. 

	“”Permission to enter the house.” 

	“Okay. The session is over.” 

	Jolene looked at him, puzzled. His face was half hidden in the shadows. “What did he mean?” 

	They walked into the kitchen. Jolene laid the bundle of clothes down on the counter. She saw no point in begging their return only to be removed as soon as they went to bed. She puttered, putting a few things away. Terry became impatient, but he knew just the remedy. 

	His kiss lasted forever, leaving her gasping for breath, the white hot climax that had been so long denied was fanned into flames. 

	“Bedroom? He suggested. 

	“I’ll be right there!” 

	And, she was. 

	Much later she whispered in his ear as he drifted off to sleep: “It was incredible.” He wondered very briefly if she meant the evening or the fucking. 

	Chapter 8 - Planning 

	Rita decided the old wive’s tale about getting screwed bow legged was true as she watched Jolene walking toward her in the mall. There was a distinct change in her appearance, and her legs were definitely bowed. 

	Rita chuckled as Jolene approached the table. “Looks like you’ve been run hard and put away wet.” 

	“Look who’s talking! I could tell a block away that you had been doing the bedroom tango. You’ve got that ‘well fucked’ look.” 

	“Jolene! Such language!” 

	“Hah! Get used to it. Looks like the boys want us to talk dirty. Turns them on. Men!” 

	“So, how was your evening,” asked Rita. 

	“On a scale of one to 10, it was at least a 20, maybe a 25.” 

	“That good, eh?” She grinned as Rita flushed anew. She felt like she had a permanent blush. But, it paled by comparison with the rosy hue on every inch of Jolene’s exposed skin. 

	Rita tossed her head. “Alright Smarty Pants, how was your own evening?” 

	Jolene hung her head, certain her friend could read the lust that remained from her bedroom experience. “He... He turned on every light in the room. Even brought in a couple of floor lamps. The weird part was that every time he turned on a light, I got hotter. By the time he got the last 200 watt bulb turned on, I was so turned on that I was literally bouncing on the bed. I was so damn embarrassed that I just about pissed in the bed. 

	“Then the bastard took me into the bathroom and made me squat with him watching, and then he wiped me! He made me brush my teeth and then take a shower with him. He soaped me from top to bottom, but he spent most of the time scrubbing my tits and rubbing my pussy. The whole time he’s standing there with a hardon you could drive nails with - and he wouldn’t let me touch it!” 

	“Then he marched me back into the bedroom and pushed me down on my back. He was on top of me - and inside me - in seconds. I lost count of the number or orgasms that he squeezed out of me. When I’d doze off, coming down, he would bite my nipples until I screamed. I’d wake up, grab him and start all over again.” 

	“So... You enjoyed it,” Rita teased. 

	“As if you didn’t” 

	Rita grinned. “Yes, Jolene, I did. I lost count too,” she admitted, squirming as a remembered one of the highlights. 

	“Which brings us to broad daylight. Our plan pretty much backfired.” 

	“Did it ever! I’ve never been that embarrassed in my life - not even my first visit to my doctor. There is a difference between a professional prodding and fingering, and a neighbor getting his fingers inside of you and rubbing your clit.” 

	“Agreed, but remember, I got felt up just like you - and just like you I had to let a neighbor stick his finger up my ass.” 

	The conversation was getting heated, but both realized that arguing wouldn’t solve their dilemma. Rita changed the subject back to the plan. 

	“It looks like Plan A didn’t work, so we need to come up with Plan B. Unfortunately at the moment there is no Plan B.” 

	“Well, they suggested self bondage. They must be paying at least some attention.” 

	“Probably. Wayne spends a lot of time on the Internet so I don’t doubt that he’s seen some of the porn channels. I’m sure Terry has too.” Jolene nodded. “That’s probably where that came from.” 

	“Perhaps we should do a little surfing of our own.” 

	“Right after lunch. I’m starved.” 

	“The right kind of exercise will do that to you.” Jolene grinned, matching Rita’s grin and they dived into their salads. 

	Chapter 9 - Surfing the Net 

	The two wives had their heads together watching the screen. Rita was doing the typing. She pulled up Google and started a search on self bondage. In seconds the screen lit up: “527,000 pages!” 

	Jolene wisecracked, “Oh, we should be done in plenty of time to get supper ready.” 

	“Sure... Ummn, let’s start at the top.” 

	The information was there, but in bulk quantities that precluded a snatch and grab operation. Both women were fascinated by the photos on several sites, showing girls wrapped in endless quantities of rope. They downloaded several photos to give themselves something to work with. If they were going to demonstrate for the men, they needed to know the product backward and forward. 

	They found pictorials on binding, and especially knots. As they dug deeper they found a variety of timers which would release their bonds after a given time, or a random time. Photos of girls locked in chains drew special interest. Rita made copies, so both of them would be able to study the information. 

	Friday, after lunch they gathered in Jolene’s bedroom to practice for Saturday night. Rita couldn’t resist teasing Jolene about all the lights in the room. Jolene took it with good humor, but she still blushed as memories of that night with Terry flooded her mind. She didn’t feel it was any of Rita’s business that they had renewed their wild coupling every night since. Since Rita was having the same experience with Wayne, Jolene’s bedroom eyes were duly noted without comment. 

	Jolene picked up the stack of photos and spread them out on the table. Both, in private, had gone through the pictures and had masturbated until their clits were swollen and sore. Each critiqued the pictures, with two specifics in mind: it must be enjoyable and arousing for them and the helpless state must arouse the men and get them to agree to bondage sessions. The two wives were unquestionably aroused, so it left the problem of choosing bonds that would pique their husband’s interest. 

	Several pictures were quickly discarded, showing sloppy, loose rope work. Rita held up a picture of a girl whose legs were wrapped in cords and her hands were handcuffed behind her back. 

	Rita felt a thrill just picking the picture up, but her assessment was brutal. “Wayne is going to take one look at that and complain that there was no way to spread her legs, so he’ll make some crack about using her mouth.” 

	Jolene nodded. “Terry will say the same thing. I’ll bet you lunch that he ‘lets’ me tie myself up like that and then sticks his cock down my throat.” 

	Rita agreed, “I’m not going to bet, but I’ll bet Wayne chimes right in and does me the same way.” 

	Jolene looked away, and with her back to Rita, asked, “What’s with them? I could have sworn that they were going to swap us and make us swallow right in front of everyone.” 

	Rita chose her words carefully. “I think they were thinking about it, but that’s not something you do to your wife - at least not without her specific permission. I’d put it under the heading of forced cheating, and neither one is going to make us do that. I think most of what you saw or heard was done deliberately to scare us and make us think they were going to swap us.” 

	Jolene sighed. “I think you’re right, but that was a dirty trick they pulled.” 

	Rita put her hand on Jolene’s shoulder and pulled her around to face her. “Look, don’t let it bug you. They aren’t going to do it and sooner or later it will be payback time. Keep it to yourself and bide your time. Now, let’s look at some more pictures, if your clit can stand it.” 

	“Rita!” 

	“Don’t ‘Rita’ me. I have a feeling you’ve had at least one orgasm per picture!” 

	“Well, chaste girl! I suppose you are going to try and tell me you didn’t diddle yourself once.” 

	“Ummmh, maybe just one time.” 

	“And the Easter Bunny comes at Christmas. Liar, liar, pants on fire...” 

	“Okay!!! Lots. Now leave it be and check out the photos. Which ones do you like?” 

	“The one you’re holding, and these two.” She pulled two more from the pile. One was a girl tied to a hook over her head, with her ankles roped well apart. She was gagged and blindfolded. The other photo was a nude girl spreadeagled on a bed, with chains running from her wrists and ankles to the four corner posts. 

	She handed them to Rita, who looked at them as carefully as if she had never seen them before. Jolene opened her mouth to tease her, just as Rita came out of her daze. 

	“You realize we are going to be doing this in the nude, like last time?” The girls in most of the photos had a minimum of clothing. 

	It was Jolene’s turn to dwell on the past. She blushed and nodded. “He’ll make me walk home naked again, too.” 

	“And then you’ll fuck like rabbits for the rest of the night.” 

	“Rita!!!” 

	“Find some more photos. Oh, I forgot. We’re at your house tonight. That means I’ll have to walk home naked as a jaybird, but I’ll make sure you get to walk me home. S’pose Terry will ask me in for a night cap?” she teased. 

	“Oh! You...” 

	“Now pay attention. We’ve got to select ties that will get them hard and keep them hard all evening.” 

	“”Okay, but looking at these pictures gets me so horny I could rub myself raw.” 

	“Likewise, but our goal is getting the men randy, not us. I’m hoping that seeing the ties ‘in the flesh’ as it were, will turn them on more than the pictures. Once we’ve selected the tie, we’re going to need to pay a visit to the Little Old Sex Shoppe to do some shopping.” 

	“Oh, God! That puts us right in the clutches of the real perverts! 

	“We’ll be all right. They are careful, because they know one complaint could put them out of business. They will keep the creepy customers in line. 

	Only partially convinced, Jolene agreed reluctantly to go, after Rita pointed out that the two of them together were not a tempting target. 

	The parking lot was more than half full, suggesting the store was full of customers, but to their surprise it was nearly empty. They were greeted by a girl who might as well have been topless, her rigid nipples tenting the see-through T-shirt she was wearing. She held out her hand to shake hands, her other hand following close behind. 

	Startled, Rita stammered, “You... you.... you’re wearing handcuffs!” 

	“They’re on special today,” she laughed, “and I get to model them.” 

	She held her arms over her head to catch the light on them, nearly pulling her T-shirt up to her chin, exposing more than the lower half of her DD tits. 

	Unabashed she lowered her arms, holding the cuffs out toward the two women. “I’m Ramee, what may I show you today?” 

	Rita looked at Jolene, but she was too busy blushing to be of any help. Rita looked at the girl as she held up her hands suggestively, then decided to throw caution to the winds. 

	“We’re trying to convince our husbands - who think we’re perverts - that bondage goes with sex and adds spice to the whole thing. We’ve surfed the Net and found some pictures that we’d like to copy live.” She reached in her big purse and pulled out the envelope with the photos. 

	Ramee considered her revelation for a moment, deciding whether this was some new scam, or a police sting. Seeing Jolene blush convinced her the two were on the level. 

	“Come with me and I’ll show you what we have.” 

	“We’ll need rope, chain, handcuffs, leather cuffs, ball gags, blindfolds, a timer...” Rita was reading from her list. 

	“All that, and more.” Ramee waved her locked hands in a sweeping gesture, presenting the back half of the show, where the walls were lined with bondage gear. She grabbed a parked shopping cart and led the way to the first wall, where hanks of rope, leather straps and chains vied for display space. 

	The three women spent nearly an hour selecting items from Rita’s list. Ramee added detailed instructions that would make things a lot easier. At the checkout counter they split the bill and paid cash, giving Ramee a $40 tip. As she thanked them, she handed Jolene her card. “I do programs for woman’s and men’s groups, even couples. Just like a Tupperware party. Call me if your plan doesn’t work. Good luck!” 

	Chapter 10 - Second Saturday Night. 

	Jolene and Rita would have been worried as they cleaned up after supper if both hadn’t been distracted by being totally aroused. Both had Maxipads taped inside their panties to catch the juices that both were exuding. Both had woken up hot and damp, their bedding smelling of their arousal. Well aware of the source and the reason for the aroma, both husbands reluctantly ignored it and went about their usual morning activities. 

	As one, both wives considered attempts to entice their husbands back to bed for a quicky, but they felt safer staying out of the men’s way. Besides, both had been well rogered before they went to sleep. The washer and drier got a workout, as the sheets had to be changed every day. 

	Now, the evening’s entertainment was about to begin. The girls didn’t look at it as entertainment but the men certainly did, but would never admit it. 

	The women walked into the living room just as the TV shut off. Both men looked at them, expectantly. The girls stood their ground for a few seconds, but they knew they didn’t have a choice. Rita broke the silence. “Permission to remove my clothes, Sir.” 

	Jolene gasped, even though she had known it was coming. She watched until Rita’s panties dropped around her ankles, took a deep breath and held it for several seconds in case either Terry or Rita would say something. The room remained silent. 

	“Permission to remove my clothes, Sir.” She held her breath, knowing Wayne’s answer. 

	“Granted.” 

	When she finished, she stood in front of Wayne, just as Rita stood in front of Terry. Legs spread, fingers entwined behind their heads. Totally exposed. The men admired the scenery. 

	“Permission to be touched, sir.” Jolene was red as a beet. She went through the routine, allowing Wayne to fondle her, then Rita went through the same routine with Terry. Both men were careful not to carry their touching too far, intent on leaving the women hot and frustrated. Wayne had more of a problem because Jolene was already getting off on the embarrassment. 

	The men stopped, letting them cool down, but neither wife was able to relax, the unspoken threat of some sort of punishment if either had an orgasm keeping them at a near fever pitch. Up to this point in their marriages they never had suffered more than a light spanking. The men were perfectly content for the moment, savoring the predicament the unwitting wives had gotten themselves into, their eyes never leaving the nude women. 

	Rita fidgeted, feeling the men’s hot gaze on her body, unable to close her mind to her flaunted nakedness. She wanted to yell, scream, anything to stop the eyes. Her gaze flickered to the pile of her clothes, wishing for some magical power to cover herself. Ever alert, Terry saw her eyes wander and cleared his throat loudly, warning her. Her eyes snapped back, focusing on a spot on the wall just above Terry’s head. Terry savored his small victory behind a poker face, but he couldn’t hide the lust in his eyes, adding to Rita’s discomfort. 

	Jolene felt like she would explode at any second. She didn’t dare look away, even for a second. Her nudity in front of two men sapped her will, allowing the men to manipulate her with their unspoken commands. She was rapidly losing confidence that she could go through with their demonstration of self bondage, given the men’s obvious distaste for anything having to do with ropes or chains. 

	Using the last of her courage, she asked, “Permission to demonstrate self bondage?” 

	Wayne looked straight into her eyes. “Granted, but it’s not going to change our minds.” He glanced at Terry, who nodded in agreement. Rita asked and received permission, with the same tacit warning. 

	The wives went into the bedroom, each returning with a heavy box. They knelt in front of the husbands, establishing eye contact again, glancing down only to locate the items they were removing from the box. As one, they pressed the leather collars around their necks, attaching a length of chain to one of the D-rings with a small padlock. They turned the collars so that the chains were hanging down their backs. They bent forward until they were lying on their stomachs and bent their feet back, swiftly attaching the chain to each ankle. Rita brought out the handcuff key, hanging from a loop of small chain. She placed the loop around her neck, as Jolene matched her practiced movements. 

	With the keys buried in their cleavage, they brought the handcuffs behind them, threading one loop through a ring in the chain, before closing them on their wrists with a repeated metallic click. 

	Rita spoke. “Sir, we are helpless, until one of us can reach the other’s key.” 

	Terry laughed, “Are you foolish enough to think we’ll sit here and watch you squirm for hours, without some sort of payback?” 

	Just as choreographed as the women, the men pulled a pair of handcuffs from under the couch cushion, rolled the women on their sides and used the cuffs to lock the two back to back, ruining any chance of recovering either of the keys. It took only a moment for the wives to realize they had been had. 

	“You rats!” Rita screamed. “You bastards!!! You set us up! Of all the dirty rotten stunts! 

	Terry chuckled. “You know, it’s awfully loud in here. Perhaps we should quiet things down.” 

	Suiting action to words, the men quickly installed penis gags that made their point. 

	Wayne eyed the two captives, a broad grin on his face. “Since they’re going to be here for awhile, perhaps we should provide them with some entertainment.” 

	Despite the vigorously shaking heads and thrashing legs, dildos and butt plugs were installed in the proper holes. All of them were equipped with vibrators, which the men turned up to the maximum. 

	The men looked down at their captives, who glared back as they laughed and pointed out various aspects of their bondage. 

	Wayne took note of the glares. “Perhaps we should stop that,” he said, gesturing to their eyes. Terry agreed and in a few seconds had blindfolds in place. For the women this was the crowning touch, erasing their last contact with the real world. The men left them alone, allowing them to stew over their bondage and the neat way the men had turned the tables on them. 

	Hours later, a few minutes in real time, the wives felt hands all over them, one last jab at their humiliation. The handcuffs holding them together were released. Without a word they were picked up. Terry’s trip was relatively short, while Rita suffered the indignity of a lengthy journey draped over Wayne’s shoulder. 

	Jolene was the first to reach her bed, but nothing happened for several minutes. She felt hands at her neck, releasing the penis gag. The bed moved as someone knelt beside her. To her immense relief, she recognized Terry’s voice. 

	“Payback time. If you expect to be released any time soon, you’d better have your mouth ready for action. If you plan to bite, shake your head. If you want to give me head, nod.” 

	Jolene was primed and ready, nodding before Terry got the full sentence out of his mouth. Terry moved slightly and the tip of his rod touched her lips. Jolene denied was Jolene ravenous. She lunged forward as far as her hog tie would allow, burying the head of Terry’s cock in her mouth. He pressed forward, touching the back of her throat. Both could feel every muscle in her neck contracting, sucking his semen straight down her throat. 

	Wayne was enjoying a similar situation after getting Rita home. It took a little longer as she was still pissed at the men’s deception and she actually shook her head before finally nodding to agree to suck his cock. 

	Afterward, she waited expectantly to be released, but nothing happened. 

	“Wayne?” 

	“Yes?” 

	“Aren’t you going to let me loose?” 

	Just then the vibrator in her pussy overwhelmed her and she was speechless for several minutes, coming down. 

	“Aren’t you going to let me loose?” she gasped. 

	“I’m thinking about it. Perhaps by morning I’ll have made up my mind.” 

	“Wayneeeeeee!” she wailed, already building to another orgasm. 

	He reached between her legs and shut off the dildo and the butt plug. 

	“You two were soooooooo anxious to get us to try bondage. Now that you’re tied up, you want something else.” 

	“You’ve got to admit, it was a dirty trick.” 

	“You seem to enjoy it.” 

	“Yes, but...” 

	“You want it on your terms, not ours.” 

	She nodded her head slowly, in agreement but reluctant to admit it. “Okay, we’ll do it on your terms, if we must.” 

	“Tell me you didn’t enjoy being bound?” 

	“Yesssss, I enjoyed it. Does that make you happy?” 

	“Of course. For once I was right.” 

	“Men!” 

	“I’ll take out the plugs, but you’re going to experience sleeping in chains. We’ll see what happens in the morning. I expect by then I’ll be ready to have you spread you legs for me.” 

	Rita accepted her fate, but not without a final salvo. “Admitted or not, that was a dirty trick, especially making us think we were going to be swapped.” 

	“I can’t imagine where you got an idea like that. Now be quiet, or the gag goes back in.” 

	“Kiss me, you bastard.” 

	End of part 1 

	 

	Ramee

	by Raul Roget

	


Chapter 1 - Telling A Tale 

	My name is Ramee, Slave Ramee. At the moment I am a slave without a Master. I am a pain slut, a masochist, a submissive. I love pain. I live for pain. I enjoy pain. I have not lived a “normal” life since my 21st birthday, 12 years ago. Because it will be the ultimate humiliation, I am forcing myself to write this description of my past life. I pretend that I have a Master who is making me choose my words with care, who punishes me for the slightest mistake. 

	On my 21st birthday I left my home and tried to find a job. Instead of a job, I was introduced to slavery, which immediately turned into sex slavery. 

	Because of an unexpected family situation I was desperate for any job, and I tried every store around. All but one store turned me down. The last store, one that I had subconsciously been avoiding, was The Little Old Sex Shoppe. I probably should have gone with my gut reaction, but I was determined to find work. 

	I opened the door and walked in. Several men were wandering around the store, but they immediately converged on me. They didn’t touch me, but somehow I felt their greedy hands all over my body, arousing me. Someone way at the back of the store gave a wolf whistle. My face turned a dozen shades of red, but I ignored them and marched up to the counter. Looking back, I remember getting a thrill from the humiliation. 

	The scruffy man behind the counter leered at me as I walked up to him. I could see his eyes drop, measuring my chest while the customers admired my legs. I ignored the jibes and stopped in front of the man. 

	“May I help you, MISS?” He put deliberate stress on Miss, adding to my discomfort. 

	“Sir, I’m looking for work.” The men roared. “On your back?” one said. 

	The man said in a conversational tone, “Leave her alone. You’ll get your chance if I hire her.” The customers quieted down, intent on listening to me. I’m sure every one of them was dreaming of getting me in the back room. 

	“How old are you?” 

	‘Twenty-one, today.” 

	“Ever done any work? Real work?” 

	“No, Sir. Just housekeeping.” 

	“If you work here, you’ll have to put up with these perverts and a lot more.” The men laughed, taking the insult in stride. 

	“I’ll do my best, Sir. 

	“Okay, you’re hired. Let me get my wife out here to tend the counter while I take you in back and show you your duties.” 

	Again his suggestive words drew ribald comments from the men gathered behind me. By now I was red as the proverbial beet. A good looking woman appeared in the doorway behind him. Without even glancing at me she took a seat behind the counter and stared at the men, who wandered off to wherever they had intended to go before I came in. 

	The first hint of trouble came as he introduced himself. 

	“My name is Jake. You will spend your time out on the floor demonstrating the merchandise, but you will take orders from me and from Celeste. You will either obey, or you’re out of here.” 

	He looked me up and down with a sneer. “You’ll have to lose those clothes.” I opened my mouth to protest, ready to refuse to undress, but that wasn’t what he meant (that would come later). He opened a closet and brought out a bikini set that was little more than scraps of cloth. All three pieces were the same size - too small to cover the palm of my hand. He reluctantly pointed to the bathroom, but I could see in his eyes that he would really prefer that I strip off my jeans and blouse while he watched. He picked up a pair of stockings and shoes with four inch heels and handed them to me. 

	I was ready to quit on the spot, but my family problems forced me to accept his instructions. Somehow I realized that this was just the prelude, with much worse to come. I was afraid, but I was also feeling my submissive side coming to the fore. I could feel my pussy throbbing, slick with my juices, bouncing from one arousal peak to the next. I hung on his every word. Years of masturbating had never given me this much of a thrill, so I savored the new experience and ignored the warning signs. 

	Closing the bathroom door, I glanced around, not really knowing what I was looking for. It looked perfectly normal, but I missed finding the cameras that were recording my every move. On my first day on the job I didn’t want to make Jake impatient, so I hurriedly stripped, piling my damp panties on top of my other clothes. I was shaved, so pussy hair was not a problem, but I have big aureoles that were barely hidden. Eying myself in the mirror I grimaced as I saw that the bikini showed more than it hid. The bumps that were my nipples showed plainly. From across the room you could tell that I was aroused. 

	I debated putting my clothes back on and storming out, but duty overcame my objections to being put on display. I needed the money, a point yet to be discussed. Screwing up my courage I clattered out of the bathroom, unsteady on the heels that were higher than any shoes I had previously worn. To my surprise he pointed to a clothes hamper, giving me another clue that I was in deeper than I thought. 

	“You won’t be needing those.” 

	Realizing that he was giving me an opportunity to call off the deal, I tried to gather my thoughts long enough to confirm that I needed the job, telling myself that they weren’t really warning signs. If I had known what was coming I’m sure I would have panicked and quit, but if I had I would have missed out on the experience of being a sex slave and a pain slut. Once I was dressed in the bikini, I burned my last bridge. 

	He led me back into the shop. Celeste ignored me again, studiously watching the customers. Almost all were regulars so they were used to her. I was “fresh meat.” I might just as well have been hanging on a hook like a side of beef. 

	We toured the entire store, which was actually much bigger than it appeared from outside. Jake told me that I would be working with the customers, offering to demonstrate the variety of restraints that lined the walls. There were other demonstrations, such as the whips, that he “forgot” to tell me about. 

	When I questioned being helpless in restraints in front of a customer, something I had never heard of, let alone experienced, he assured me that the store policy was “Look, don’t touch, without specific permission.” 

	That satisfied me for the moment, but later I wondered whether I would give the permission, or it was up to Jake? 

	Without warning, Jake ordered, “Hold out your hands.” 

	I obeyed, already acting almost automatically. There was the loud click of metal on metal and I was staring at the steel handcuffs that were locked on my wrists. As you might expect I jerked, trying to escape them, but they were firmly tight and for the first time in my life I was in bondage. I didn’t react, but that would come later. 

	Jake explained, making no move to unlock them, “I run a regular special on them, so you will be handcuffed whenever you are on the floor.” 

	The bizarre feeling of being locked in cuffs elicited my one word question, “Why?” 

	Jake already had me sized up as a novice, so he spent several minutes explaining the fascination of bondage, specifically in the bedroom. My jaw dropped as he described a whole new approach to sex, that I had never been exposed to. 

	“You mean that people - women - allow themselves to be tied up when...?” I couldn’t finish the sentence. I was dumbfounded at his answer: 

	“Not only allow it, they want it. They’ll do anything to get it, let themselves be tied up, chained, whipped. A lot of women like rough sex and the more they hurt the better they like it. Some men even like it.” 

	“I can’t believe that any woman would deliberately get herself hurt. It doesn’t make sense!” 

	“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. I don’t have many female customers, but the ones that do come in almost invariably are pain sluts.” 

	“Pain sluts?” 

	“Like I said, women who want pain with their fucking.” 

	I winced at the crude word, one that I’d never heard at home, but had seen only as graffiti on a fence. I could see that I had a lot to learn. 

	We looked at whips. Their sinister beauty had a new meaning for me. I closed my eyes for a second, visualizing the feel of the oiled leather across my ass. (I didn’t use that word then, but I do now.) My arousal kick started, giving me an overwhelming urge to finger my clit. I actually felt the first faint glimmer of what I would become. Looking back, it was a milestone. 

	Corsets hung side by side with straitjackets. To me, the corsets were lovely and the jackets were ugly. The corsets are still pretty, but I have a profound respect for the jackets after spending some time in one. For that matter, I’ve spent at least as much time in a corset, trying to draw more than a quarter of a normal breath. 

	Hoods and helmets came next, most in black leather. Jake took down one of the lighter hoods and pulled it over my head. I felt his hands at my neck and the click of a lock. My skin crawled as I tried desperately to remember where the nearby customer was, expecting his touch at any moment. 

	Jake patiently explained the various types and then unlocked and removed my hood. My first glance was toward the customer, who had remained where he was, no longer a threat. Jake repeated the descriptions, this time pointing to each one as he described it. Then he said, “Open up.” 

	The order sank in and I obediently opened my mouth. Jake pressed a ball gag between my teeth, after holding it in front of my eyes so I could get a good look at it. 

	“Say something.” 

	“Hi ss uh igg all.” 

	He released the buckle and pulled the ball out. “Handy for thin-walled apartment.” 

	I nodded in full agreement. I could see I had a lot to learn. 

	I turned crimson as we walked up to a free standing display rack with alternate rows of dildoes and butt plugs. Their purpose was obvious, except that I assumed all were intended for a vagina. I’d read just enough to know what the dildoes were, although I had never gotten up the nerve to try one. I gasped when Jake identified the butt plugs and told me where they went. He kept a straight face as he described the effects, obviously knowing that I was in deep water, where I’d never been before. 

	Then came collars, manacles and shackles in all sizes and shapes. In seconds he had a collar locked on my neck, with chains running to my wrist manacles and a hobble between the shackles on my ankles. Feeling the cold steel had the desired effect. My arousal went up one, then two notches as he described the equipment. I started to sweat. You may think I have a perfect memory, but this tour made a permanent impression on me. 

	We walked past the magazine display. One glance took in the lurid covers and pictures of naked women tied with ropes or chains. Jake tapped a customer on the shoulder. “This isn’t a library. Go up front and pay for it.” The man murmured an apology and walked quickly to the counter. 

	I followed Jake back behind the counter. Celeste continued to ignore me. He motioned me to a seat. 

	“The pay for this job is $20 an hour, with a one percent commission on your sales. I’ll provide meals, and a room. You’ve seen what your duties involve.” 

	He pointedly didn’t ask me if I agreed, or had any questions. From what I know now, he was already treating me as his slave. It would get worse. At the moment I was thrilled with the pay, far beyond what an inexperienced sales person would get. 

	


Chapter 2 - Deflowered and Degraded 

	I shifted my arms, making the handcuff chain rattle as I held them out. “Please?” I asked. 

	Jake shook his head. “I want you to get used to them. You’ll find that you can do almost everything - except scratch your back - with your cuffs in front.” An hour later I proved him right as I ate lunch for the first time in handcuffs. Celeste served us both, still without acknowledging my presence in any way. She had the same expression as someone feeding their dog. I might as well have been a wood dummy, but I was too busy counting the dollar signs that danced in my head to worry about her. Eating in locked cuffs was a lot easier than I expected. 

	I spent the afternoon walking the sales floor, waiting on customers, most of whom were more interested in my near-naked body than they were in the merchandise. One creep headed straight for me, arms outstretched. The PA system beeped and Jake ordered, “Do not touch!” The man stopped in mid stride, inches from me. He still had his arms up, but finally forced them down and turned away. 

	To be fair, Jake always kept a wary eye on anyone who tried to get too close to me and more than one customer was escorted to the door. Since this was the only sex shop in the city, being banned hurt. 

	By closing time I was near exhaustion. My feet burned and ached, reacting to the too-tall heels I had to wear. My bikini panties were sopping as I hovered on the edge of a thunderclap orgasm. Even my skin hurt, as if the lustful customers had stripped away layers, while they were undressing me with their eyes. But, was I disgusted or degraded by the circumstances? In a word, “No!” I was hotter than the proverbial pistol. It was then that I realized that I wanted the customers to touch me, even... Whip me! My pussy had a special ache all of its own, catching my breath. 

	I was not surprised when the path to my room led down the stairs into the basement. I followed Jake as he walked into the main room. He moved straight toward a separate room in the far corner. I was expecting a jail cell to continue the theme of his business, but the room probably wasn’t matched anywhere in the country. The room was big enough to hold a king-size bed with ample room on three sides. The room had solid walls on three sides and bars on the fourth, the only visible indication that its primary purpose was to restrain and house a sex slave. 

	The room alone was almost enough to tip me over the edge. It was the visible things in the room that popped my cork. The chains, the winch, the dresser drawers overflowing with bondage gear. At one glance I could see examples of every restraint that I had been shown upstairs. Later I would look out at the torture instruments in the main room - the horse, a rack, the chair, and on and on, each new machine making it harder for me to breathe as I imagined being held captive on each one. To my fevered mind they had only one name - pain machines. 

	Jake ordered, “Gimme your hands.” 

	I held out my arms. There was a click and one of the cuffs fell away, allowing me to separate my wrists for the first time in many hours. He grabbed the open cuff and dragged me onto the bed. With my arms over my head he pulled me upward until he could feed the open cuff through the headboard and back to my other wrist, closing it tight. I was on my back, helpless, certain of what was coming next. He was about to rape me - but it wasn’t rape. At that moment I wanted only one thing - his cock up my pussy as far as it would go. I willingly spread my legs as he unfastened the two parts of my bikini, pointedly noting with his expression that he knew that I was hot to trot. 

	I screamed in ecstasy as he split my maidenhead, to me the perfect way to become a woman. It seemed as if I had guarded that veil of flesh for a decade, specifically for this moment. Jake seemed unaware that he was “first,” but he mentioned it some time later. 

	Right then I was more interested in enjoying my first fuck. I was bouncing on the bed like a rubber ball, high on the pain and high on the way he was reaming my pussy. What little I knew about sex faded into the background as I actually experienced it. Did I climax? “Hell, YES!” 

	Just once? “Hell, NO! I lost count!” 

	Later, after a trip to the cell’s bathroom, my handcuffs were reattached to the headboard and shackles chained to the corners of the bed were locked on my ankles, spreading me out in what I learned was a classic position. 

	Jake cleaned himself and walked out, locking the door without a word. I wondered if he was mad at me for something I did - or didn’t - do. If I’d been capable of coherent thought I would have realized what was going on. My immediate problem was my inability to get my hands on my clit. 

	I must have dozed off because when I opened my eyes a dark figure loomed over me. I thought for a moment it was Jake until the figure moved and I realized it was Celeste. I went from arousal to abject fear in seconds. I instantly knew that her sudden appearance meant only one thing - I was in imminent danger. 

	She tore the covers away from me. My ankle shackles were opened. She grasped my feet, and with obvious ease flipped me onto my stomach. Before I could - or dared to - react, my legs were again chained, this time much tighter, so I had no slack at all. My handcuffs were jammed against the headboard, digging into my wrists. 

	“Please...” I got the single word out before her hand slapped my cheek, very hard. 

	“Shut up, cunt!” She backhanded my cheek, twisting my neck with the force of the blow. 

	I heard a whirr. My bondage education raised another notch as the whirr ended with a splat on my ass cheeks. I learned just how painful a whip can be, especially in the hands of an accomplished bondage expert. It hurt. I screamed and got slapped for my annoying sounds. She gagged me, whipped my ass, caned my thighs and flogged between my legs. 

	“I’ll teach you not to steal my husband!” 

	I was helpless to argue the fine points of just who was at fault, but I doubt that the most eloquent lawyer could have dissuaded her from her conviction that I was just another mercenary husband seducer. Oddly enough, behind the gag, I was rooting her on. The pain gave me the most delicious orgasms, timed perfectly to the rhythm of her blows. The repeated slices between my legs kept me climaxing at a machine gun pace. I could tell she could see the effect of her blows, making them deliberately harsher and stronger. 

	“Ohhh! She exclaimed. I twisted my head in time to see Jake jerk the flogger out of her hand and begin a whirlwind of blows that had Celeste hopping from one foot to the other as the fine leather strands bit into her pussy lips. Every time she tried to close her legs the flogger went to her tits, savaging her nipples. I resented the “attention” she was getting and nearly opened my mouth to ask some help in achieving one more orgasm, but caution stayed my lips, unsure of how this was going to play out. 

	Celeste was dragged to the foot of the bed and bent over it, her mouth inches from my pussy. Cuffs and rope welded her to the end of the bed. Jake knelt, one knee against my leg and lifted her head, forcing her to lick his cock. With saliva dripping from it, he positioned himself behind her and rammed into her, driving her hard into her bonds. He pulled almost out, rammed again, repeating as she grunted out her apology. 

	“I’m... sorry... Master. I... won’t... do...it... again.” 

	I was getting the full benefit of her punishment. Her harsh breathing was aimed right up my slot. I felt like I was lying on a hydraulic jack - each breath jacking my pending orgasm higher and closer, a fraction of an inch at a time. I jerked against my cuffs, reveling in the pain as the harsh metal dug into my tender skin. 

	To my utter amazement she began to chant, pleading to Jake to hit her harder, use the cane on her pussy, promising him a hard ride in exchange for a sore pussy. He took her at her word, slicing between her legs until she squealed in pain when the tip of the cane caught her clit. It was incentive enough to get her moving, gyrating in her bonds, shaking the whole bed. Jake hung on, riding out the storm until he climaxed. She followed quickly and then fainted. 

	Jake collapsed on top of her, breathing hard. After several minutes he staggered to his feet and went into the bathroom to clean up. I was lying there, completely forgotten, her hot breath burning my crotch. Jake came back into the bedroom. He unlocked my handcuffs and ankle cuffs. His next words startled me, to say the least. 

	“Fix her up for the night.” 

	He turned and walked up the stairs. I thought for a moment he was talking to Celeste, but releasing me brought the truth home. 

	I crawled off the bed, still high. Celeste slowly came out of her faint, stirring, and then weakly pulling at her bonds. At the moment I felt very little sympathy for her, but that would quickly change. 

	I had my orders, but I didn’t have the foggiest idea how to carry them out. She let herself down, sitting on the floor, watching me, her face bland. I only had one way to find out and that was to ask her. 

	Fully expecting a tirade, I asked, “What did he mean? How do I do it?” 

	For the first time I saw emotion in her glance. She cleared her throat, “I’m a pain freak. Jake humors me by making me spend every night in restrictive and painful bondage. I have to select it from the list and install as much of it as possible. He inspects, and if I haven’t set the pain level high enough, he adds to it, ensuring that I get no sleep. With you here, he will let you set the pain level, but he will punish both of us if my bonds don’t meet his standards.” 

	I was beginning to think both of them were nuts, but I was already being influenced by the bondage devices that surrounded me. 

	“Will you help me, please?” 

	“Of course. I’m not trying to curry favor, but I’m sorry for the way I treated you. I crossed the line, and I will be punished for it for months to come. One other thing, I’m a slave, so I don’t rate a ‘please’ or a ‘thank you.’ Jake will correct you if you slip up.” 

	“Correct? That means...” 

	“Punishment. I can tell you’re into pain, but he has other ways than pure pain that you won’t easily forget. For instance, around the corner there’s a hole in the wall. You crawl in and lie on your back with the weight of the house pressing on your nose. Five minutes of that and you are convinced that the hole is getting smaller. One session will make you a claustrophobe who will do literally anything to avoid going back into it. 

	“He said I was to take orders from you.” 

	“That’s out the window. I screwed up, so he’s the only one giving orders. Except you. I’m low man on the totem pole again.” 

	I let it pass without comment. There was a lot to learn and I needed her help, not her hindrance. It was obvious she had gone through this situation more than once. I couldn’t resist asking, “How often have you been in the hole?” 

	I could see real fear in her eyes as she answered, “Jake and I have been married ten years. He’s put me in the hole on an average of once a month.” 

	“What would you do for me to avoid the hole?” 

	“Would having the cleanest pussy in town appeal to you?” 

	I just looked at her, but she knew my answer. I couldn’t avoid a tiny shiver of delight. I wasn’t a lesbian at that point but her tongue for some reason appealed to me in no uncertain terms. 

	I released the ropes holding her over the foot of the bed. She straightened up, her joints creaking as she gained her footing. Then she knelt in front of me, surprising me. 

	“Thank you, Mistress. How may I serve you?” 

	My mouth opened, but I had no idea what to say. I had never given an order in my life, let alone to a naked woman kneeling at my feet. 

	I stared at her, my suspicions shifting into overdrive. I was certain she was setting me up, but I had no idea of what she intended. Her ready offer to give me head set my alarm bells ringing in an anvil chorus. Words suddenly rushed from my lips, “You’re faking this! You’re a fraud!” I was so upset I started bawling. 

	She remained kneeling at my feet, silent as I sniffled. When I finally looked at her, she said, calmly, “You’ll change your mind after you’ve fixed me for the night.” 

	This set off another round of tears. I hurried into the bathroom, tore two tissues out of the box and blew my nose, loudly. My face grim, my courage restored, I went back to face her. 

	“Well?” 

	“Mistress, in the closet is a box marked ‘Rubber'. 

	"Then go get it.” 

	She started to get up and I actually yelled at her, “On your knees!” 

	My jaw dropped again when she obeyed, crawling to the closet. She returned quickly, holding a large box out in front of her 

	 

	


Chapter 3 - Bed Time 

	“Show me!” 

	I didn’t have any idea what I was doing, or whether it would only get me in deeper trouble. I took a lesson from my Aunt Ramona, who was widely known for her hen-pecked husband. She was bossy all the time. Here, I would have to guess which hat to wear. All I knew was that it was working with Celeste. 

	She hurried to open the box, setting the lid carefully to one side. She reached in and lifted out a heavy rubber bra. Silently she showed me the cups, lined with tiny needle sharp points. She demonstrated the nipple traps by pressing her little finger upward through the rubber ring with its row of slanted needles that would keep her nipples taut. At the moment I didn’t want to know how she removed the punishment bra, but in the back of my mind was the knowledge that I would be next. She ran her finger along the inside of the shoulder and back straps, exposing their sharp tips. She saved the worst for last - the locking device that not only denied relief, but also was designed so that the back straps could be tightened several inches. I gasped in disbelief. 

	Without a command, she bent forward and dropped her pert boobs into the cups, tugging them on with a wince. I stepped behind her and adjusted the shoulder straps and back straps and closed the clasp. I was about to turn the key to lock it when she spoke up. “Please, Mistress. It’s not tight enough. Jake will cane us both if it isn’t pulled up.” 

	I pulled the strap another inch. 

	“Tighter, please Mistress.” She wasn’t satisfied until I had robbed her of two more painful inches. I shook my head, believing and disbelieving in rapid succession. 

	She was gasping for lack of air, the constriction across her chest reducing her air supply, but at a still safe level. As I locked the back strap I could see two more holes in the strap, with pressure marks showing they had been used. Jake must have been really unhappy with her sometime in the past. 

	“Please, Mistress.” she gasped, “Pull my nipples through.” 

	Little more than the tips of her nipples showed, surrounded by a halo of metal. I had no choice except to grip the tips with my nails and drag them through the rubber ring. 

	“How can you stand that?” I exclaimed, dropping my hands, reluctant to add to her torture. 

	“I told you, I’m a pain freak. It takes more and more pain to get me off.” 

	The light clicked on. “You attacked me deliberately so that Jake would punish you.” 

	“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress. Please, my nipples...” 

	She moaned as my fingers tightened on them, rising to a low scream when I tugged and twisted them through. I was certain I had sliced off the nipple tips, but, red and inflamed, they stood proudly. I started to get angry, only to realize that we were sisters who loved pain. 

	Still, my curiosity was awakened. “Why... You don’t have rings in your nipples. I thought that was standard for a slave?” 

	Celeste nodded and grinned ruefully. “It is, but it’s pretty much up to the Master. Jake has a different slant on things. He says putting a ring in hurts once, but a needle hurts every time. He is an expert at searching out a nerve and impaling it on a needle point. I’m convinced that his needle play has increased the sensitivity of my nipples. Maybe it’s all in my mind, knowing and anticipating the pain. On the rare occasions that he permits me to have an orgasm his needlework really sets me off.” 

	“What about... between your legs?” 

	“Huh! That’s a little of both. He uses a serrated clamp or a needle on my clit, but I have a permanent row of grommets on each pussy lip so that he can use a steel wire to sew them together, or use a bicycle padlock, when he has to go somewhere.” 

	“How do you stand... your... clit? I’d go through the ceiling at the first prick.” 

	“Would you try to object if the penalty was to be chained down and zapped with a cattle prod, making you watch as he puts fresh batteries in it, then uses it until they are dead? He’s had ten years to teach me not to flinch. Opening my mouth to scream is to him an objection. As you saw, he’s a master with the whip. I don’t know how he does it, but he manages to get the tip at least six inches up my ass. When he jerks it out it feels like all my guts are coming with it.” 

	The lessons were coming thick and fast. Almost faster than I could learn them. At that moment I realized that I had made either the biggest mistake of my life or the best decision that I would ever make. My pussy was saying, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” while my brain was saying, “No! No! No!” In any event I was in the process of making life uncomfortably miserable for a fellow slave. 

	Next from the box was a heavy rubber belt.. It was round, about three inches in diameter, with the entire surface covered with sharp metal points. I found out later that the rubber was molded around a half inch steel cable, ensuring there was no stretch at all. 

	She handed me a pair of heavy leather gloves. 

	“You’ll need these to protect your hands. I’m not allowed gloves when I do it myself.” 

	I eyed the belt with considerable curiosity. Beyond the obvious points, it looked innocent enough until I donned the gloves and took the belt from her. I turned it back and forth. 

	“There’s no catch. It’s all one piece.” 

	“It goes on like a rubber band.” 

	“You mean... rolled up your legs, and...” 

	She nodded. “And over my hips into place.” 

	She answered my question without it being asked, “The incentive was - and is - being hung upside down with my legs spread. I am gagged while he uses a cane between my legs until I nod my head frantically, agreeing to whatever he has in mind for further punishment. Right away I have to suck his cock and swallow his jism, which is no small feat, standing on your head. I’ve only had two sessions like that, but I will do anything, even a week in the hole, to avoid a third. If I struggle, I get the hole anyway, with refinements. Jake ensures that I never get a respite from pain.” 

	I urgently wanted to ask more questions. “Refinements?” That meant only one thing - pain - but how? The unknown scared me, with good reason. But, we needed to finish her bondage before Jake returned. Of course, I had no idea as to whether he was done with us for the night or was planning more travails for us. 

	There was no way out of the belt. It had to go on, painfully tight, my protected hands rolling it up her thighs and above her hips. The only saving grace was that the studs hadn’t drawn blood, although they did leave hundreds of little red dots in her skin. Celeste was in tears, knowing the pain would be repeated when Jake gave her permission to remove it. She told me she had once refused to remove it, but she lasted only two days before she had to beg for permission to take it off. 

	As she handed me the items, I first removed her steel collar and replaced it with a Victorian style posture collar with a chin cup, that laced in the back. She told me I had to make the ends meet, which took a considerable amount of strength. As I tugged, I had a mental picture of the sharp points being forced into her tender neck. What made it worse was the certainty that I would be wearing this soon, and would be the one watching as she introduced me to the torture points. 

	I was concerned that the posture collar would add to her breathing problems, but before putting it on I examined it and discovered that it had a reinforced channel that kept pressure off the windpipe. Be thankful for small favors. 

	Wristlets came next, with attached stiff mittens. My curiosity came to the fore and I tried putting my hand in the mitt. Over a hundred nasty little studs greeted my fingers as they slid into individual pockets. Hastily I jerked my hand back in time to see an enigmatic smile on Celeste’s face, which seemed to say: ‘Try it. You won’t like it, but tomorrow or the next day they will be locked on your wrists for the night, like it or not.’ 

	Her anklets had a six-inch chain between them. Both the wristlets and anklets had large, heavy D rings attached. Everything that touched her skin had the points. She was obviously in serious pain, but you couldn’t tell it from the glitter of pleasure in her eyes. 

	Her gag was the last item. One glance was enough to label the designer as a nasty pervert that I would never want to meet on a dark night. Among its salient features was a studded tongue depressor that would leave the victim’s mouth raw in a matter of minutes. Clips at the corner of the mouth took second billing. 

	I looked at the bed, but it was laid out for one person - me. 

	She saw me look and grunted to get my attention. She pointed to the floor next to the far side of the bed. On the floor were six heavy ring-bolts. She pointed to them, then to herself, then to a drawer filled with bondage gear. 

	I wanted to give her a hug to show her that I held no hard feelings. However, I was now certain that there were hidden cameras watching us, so I didn’t want to give Jake an excuse to punish me. I hoped she could see in my eyes that I bore her no ill will. 

	Like my bed, the floor rings had attached chains. Celeste, without hesitation, sat down and reached for the chains, locking them on her legs. Then she lay down on her back, spreading her arms. In a matter of moments she was “fixed,” as Jake had ordered. I walked around her, to make sure everything was in place. I winced at the thought of what that hard floor was adding to her torment, but I had my own problems. I got onto the bed and positioned myself. Getting my legs shackled was easy. I reached over and turned off the light. I had trouble with the still not quite familiar handcuffs. Once locked, I spent half a minute calling myself a damned fool for getting into this predicament, and was immediately asleep. 

	


Chapter 4 - Life under a Tyrant 

	I awoke to two sounds. Gag-muffled shrieks from Celeste and the rapid fire snap of a whip on flesh. I didn’t get my eyes open quickly enough and shared the next several lashes with her. 

	I blinked at the bright light. I raised my head to see what he was doing to her. As soon as Jake saw I was awake, he stopped thrashing me, but continued to slash at Celeste. He ordered, “Punishment uniform,” pointing at Celeste. 

	Pointing to me, “Bikini, heels, and cuffs,” an order I would hear repeatedly for the next several months. There was no point in asking for a dress, panties and a bra, risking a lengthy session with the punishment bra that Celeste was wearing. My guess was that it was an integral part of her punishment uniform, a guess that was confirmed in a couple of minutes. 

	When I nodded, he gave Celeste’s thigh a final welt, and without saying another word went back upstairs. Celeste motioned frantically, using the barest of slack. She wanted me to release her, so I went about removing her shackles. She kept motioning for me to hurry until I removed her gag. Her first word was, “Hurry!” 

	As I worked on her bondage she explained, “We have ten minutes to get dressed and get up to the shop. If we are late we get a public whipping as a ‘demonstration.’ My belt has to come off. My wrists have to be chained to my collar and I get the helmet - and the gag goes back in. The bra stays as well.” 

	Her belt posed the biggest problem. I donned the leather gloves, gripped the belt firmly and with all my strength rolled it down over her hips in one swift motion. Celeste writhed in pain as it compressed her. I got it off with one shove, but it left hundreds of fresh red dots behind. I stared in amazement at her, panting, in the last stage before climaxing, aroused by the pain. I shook my head in disbelief, but I didn’t have time to ponder. 

	She was holding the punishment helmet. I didn’t dare look closely at it as a mere glance was enough to convince me that Celeste would be a very unhappy camper within minutes of my tightly buckling it at the back of her head. She locked the manacles on her wrists, pointing to the gag. I locked it in her mouth and she shuffled toward the stairs. I raced for the closet, using the time she would need to climb the stairs to grab the tiny bikini that was at the moment the only item of clothing in the closet, I hastily tied the strings behind my back and bent to put the six inch heels on my feet and lock the ankle straps. 

	I knew my hair was a mess, but my time sense told me I had only seconds left. It sounded like the Charge of the Light Brigade as I clattered across the floor and up the stairs, barely maintaining my balance. I caught up with Celeste on the last step. Waiting for us, whip in hand, Jake’s impatience was obvious. 

	He glanced at his watch. “Five seconds late.” He handed me the whip. “She gets five on the way to the kitchen. If you don’t do it right, you get ten. You fix breakfast. Toast and coffee for me and whatever you want. She gets to watch us eat.” 

	She would not get thirsty. Jake moved a stand close to where she was kneeling. He filled a large plastic bag with water, then attached the tube from the bottom of the bag to her gag. He twisted a valve part-way open. The water began draining through her gag and down her throat. Her only way to stop the flow was to bite down hard on the gag in order to stop it long enough to breathe. 

	I was not exactly a gourmet cook then, but he taught me - at the tip of his whip - to cook from A to Z. It would be months before he let Celeste out of the doghouse and I had to do all the cooking. It wasn’t all bad. After the first weeks he allowed me to do the grocery shopping. I got some fresh air for the first time in ages. In return, I got my ass beaten with some regularity, but my punishments were a breeze, compared to hers. 

	Jake wouldn’t let Celeste have an orgasm. For that matter, he never used her. He would make her watch, her nose inches from his cock as he made me climax repeatedly. He must have threatened her with something far worse than the hole, because she was extremely careful not to reach a climax, despite the fact that the very painful measures Jake prescribed usually kept her on the brink of orgasm. 

	She flatly refused to tell me what he had threatened to do to her. I was put in charge of her continuing punishment, but none of my threats or the available equipment got more than a shake of her head. Other than that one quirk, she was a model pain slut, which was what Jake called her. 

	That first day he had me dress her in a bikini that looked about half the size of my tiny ‘uniform.’ He waited until there were a dozen customers in the shop, then brought her out on a leash and made her crawl to the cage that stood in the center of the main floor - the first thing you would see when you came in the door. He made her bow, her face to the floor before each customer, then made her stand, to display all her hardware. One spectator, who spotted the welts on her thighs and back asked, “What did she do to deserve this?” Jake ignored the question. Another asked, “Is she for sale?” 

	Jake laughed. “Do you see a ‘For Sale’ sign anywhere? The cage, and anything on her body are for sale. Most of you have been here before, so you know where the sale racks are.” 

	Business was brisk. My internal cash register was ringing up dollar signs as my commissions, combined with Celeste’s were quickly adding up to an imposing figure. Jake was in hog heaven, working the register, while I roamed the floor showing off my handcuffs and answering questions about the bondage equipment that Celeste was wearing. At the end of the day Jake told me that I had broken the record for one-day sales. That didn’t stop him from pounding my pussy while I was locked firmly on my bed that night after closing time. 

	As I said, business that day was brisk. The customers who saw Celeste spread the word and by evening it was standing room only. Jake had reluctantly allowed her to sit or lie on the straw, but he made up for it by attaching a heavy chain to one ankle and a ring bolt in the floor of the cage. She had to periodically lift the chain and show her audience that she was safely secured. She was under orders to stay in the middle of the cage, away from the bars. Her potty breaks came at the end of a leash, driven by the gallon of water she had drunk, through a gauntlet of curious and horny men. 

	The cage of course was locked as well, a redundancy that played on the minds of the spectators. To Jake, it served two purposes - to impress his customers that Celeste was not going anywhere, and to ensure that someone didn’t try to sneak into the cage with her. There were several inquiries about buying the cage, but the five figure price tag scared them off. Several months later someone did come up with the cash, so the floor was empty for several days before Jake got a replacement. 

	I sold five of the helmets, seven of the gags and I lost count on the collars, shackles and manacles, on top of the handcuff sales. I even sold several of the leashes, so I was pretty proud of myself. All I had to do was hook a leash to my collar and carry it looped in my hand, suggestively offering the handle to the customer. 

	I learned to snatch it away when one of the men grabbed for it, just as Jake popped the switch on the PA system to warn him. I soothed the guy’s disappointment by beckoning him to the display rack of leashes. I got into the swing of things easily and by the end of the day I was really making progress. Jake watched me carefully and expanded my duties as quickly as I learned them. 

	The heavy crowds lasted for a couple of weeks, keeping Jake busy restocking. I was quickly getting into the swing of things, and under Jake’s tutelage I learned how to close a sale, how to spot the leeches, what to say to get the men moving from the magazine racks to the cash register. 

	Besides being a pain slut, Celeste was an exhibitionist, as it quickly became apparent that she was thriving on the attention that she was getting. If the law had allowed, I’m positive she would have quickly discarded the petite bikini and displayed herself in the raw. She might just as well, since her nipples tented the scant cloth with unmistakable outlines that she made no attempt to hide and there was a definite crease in her panties. She had donned the bikini over her punishment bra, which ensured that her nipples were forever erect. I was no better off, despite having nearly a third more cloth, as my nipples were stiff and uncontrollable. 

	As the attention to Celeste waned, my days saw an increasing number of men trying to get close to me. Most were regulars, but there would always be the occasional new customer that didn’t take Jake’s warning seriously and got booted out. The majority heeded the warning, coming close, but never touching. This of course made it easier to ring up a sale 

	Jake’s anger at Celeste was tempered by the profit motive, but he made sure that she suffered in spite of the sales tool she had become. She thrived on suffering, but I treaded very gingerly because if they reconciled their differences, it would be me in the cage, with both of them on my case. Celeste had a different aspect, since she was married to Jake, suggesting they might easily someday be a team again. I was the odd man out. 

	I didn’t dare severely punish Celeste, against the day she came back into power, thirsting for revenge, but I didn’t dare not to. The only saving grace was the fact that she knew I was acting under Jake’s orders when I disciplined her, but in the heat of anger that might not carry much weight. Jake expected absolute obedience to his orders, giving me no slack to ease up on Celeste. I took a number of lashes before I realized that I was losing ground and needed to change tactics. 

	Jake was the unknown quantity. He could change his mind in a moment, throwing our trio into chaos, which meant severe punishment for both us women. The trouble was that Jake considered our welts as sales tools, pointing them out to potential whip customers. He had both of us under his thumb, and absolutely no reason not to beat both of us to a pulp. 

	About the only serious threat was some over-zealous customer who would complain to the police that we were being abused. It certainly would have surprised the guy if he found out that we both would flatly deny being abused and that it was part of our way of life. Defending against such a charge could get very expensive, so Jake impressed to me the need to carefully follow the law. 

	Celeste was a poster child for pain. It didn’t take me long to figure her out. She dearly loved being punished by Jake, and the harsher the penalty, the more she loved him. I was alternately a witness, a participant, or her jailer. She not only got off on pain, besides her exhibition fetish, she preened on humiliation and degradation of any kind. Later, when she wasn’t constantly gagged, she told me that if Jake stopped whipping her, she would divorce him. I get off on pain, but I’d never be able to match her love affair with Jake. The two made a perfect pair. 

	


Chapter 5 - The Chamber of Horrors 

	Jake’s guided tour of his shop and apartment left out one room - the dungeon. I visited it the third night, fortunately as Celeste’s warder and not, as I would quickly learn, a victim to be tortured. However, I would find that my partial exemption was limited only by Jake’s imagination. 

	It began with my being instructed to remove everything from her body except her collar. As I expected, when I first saw her punishment bra, it was a very painful experience, as the circle of sharp points raked her nipples as I pulled the bra away. She sobbed with the pain at the same time that she was panting with arousal. I grabbed a whip and got her attention, reminding her that she was forbidden to climax. The lash was almost certainly unnecessary, probably only adding to her arousal, if she even felt it. 

	I made her crawl as Jake led us to each of the numerous devices that filled the entire room, seemingly big enough to house a basketball court. We spent the evening listening to Celeste give a description of each device, its history, how often she had been subjected to it; and most important whether it was effective, what she disliked about it, and sometimes, what she liked. I knew she didn’t dare lie as any lies would have been wrung out of her long since. 

	Then she had to demonstrate the device, mostly for my benefit, although Jake was listening intently, anticipating a mistake. I would lock her arms and legs while Jake would show me how the device worked. 

	There were several standard devices, such as the rack, the horse, the crosses and the whipping bench. I had only a vague knowledge of them, while others were something that I had never heard of. One fact stood out however: There were only a handful of whips. The few stories involving dungeons I had read made a point of having a room, or a whole wall lined with whips and canes. I answered my own question, deciding that since he had a large stock in the store he didn’t need a wall full. All he had to do was send Celeste crawling to the whip he needed. 

	In the ensuing months, I would assist Jake, or follow his orders to punish Celeste on my own. If you can imagine a grown woman looking forward to a visit to a dungeon, you have a perfect picture of her. She did everything but beg, including deliberate misconduct, knowing I might be the one to hold her leash, fighting me to hurry to the pain machines. Jake would cross her up and take over somewhere along the route. 

	Since her punishment bra had been removed, Jake decided that she should suffer another form of pain. When he announced, “Time for a ride,” Celeste visibly blanched. She knew what was coming, but despite her reluctance, there would be pain she could enjoy. 

	I was surprised when Jake held out three straws. He explained to me that there were three different ‘rides’ that she could take, so she got to pull a straw to determine which one. 

	She drew the middle one, so he led her to the wooden horse. The length of the straw apparently had no connection to the severity of the ride, as I considered the horse to be by far the worst; an assessment confirmed a few days later when I was treated to a 15 minute ride. I also suspected that Jake had the horse in mind anyway, so the straws were a farce. 

	The second worse - again speaking from experience - was the tack rider. I’m positive a woman invented it, because no man would be fully aware of the misery it created. It was innocent enough looking to rarely draw a second glance, but man, it was potent. 

	It had three parts. Two chains came down from winches. The centerpiece was an 18-inch piece of pipe. Wrapped around it was tape, with a multitude of sharp tacks poked through the tape. The victim - and I use the term intentionally - had to step over it and then step up onto a pair of wooden blocks. They were set close to the base, forcing the victim to keep her legs closed and pressing on the pipe. 

	The winches pulled the chains up until the pipe was resting snugly under our body. The slightest movement in that position brought the points of the tacks into play. Somewhat surprisingly, the tacks rarely drew blood. They hurt like fury but they usually only left red dots on the skin. 

	Jake used it frequently when interrogating either of us about some mistake or problem. He often would set us astride and then leave us for an hour or more. He would move one of the blocks slightly if he didn’t like an answer. He would come back and move another of the blocks, forcing a change in position and more sharp points.. He would soon lose patience and kick one of the blocks away, forcing us to stand on one foot. Then he would make us stand on our toes, inserting a tack block under our heels. You can rest assured that he got his answers in a hurry. 

	The horse was reserved for more serious offenses, such as screwing up a sale or flirting with a customer. Five minutes was all either of us could stand as the sharp edge we were perched on was more than a match for our tender female flesh. I learned from Celeste some of the things to promise him to get him to let us off. As expected, my promises bore a lot more weight than hers. 

	The third ride was a Sybian, a devilish machine featuring a super-industrial strength vibrator and a rotating dildo. Both Celeste and I could get our rocks off in a matter of minutes on it, but riding it past an orgasm for her was lethal. Typically, Jake would let me go after one climax, but Celeste had to repeatedly ride it to near orgasm if Jake was in a bad mood. She would come off of that thing as limp as a wet dishrag. 

	I’d never heard of a ‘dick on a stick,’ but Jake had an assortment of pole-mounted dildos that he used to torment us when we were tied down. Carried one step further, he had a machine operated dick that could fuck us for days. We both got very creative with our pleas and promises after a couple of hours of non-stop screwing. You can lubricate until the cows come home, but your pussy is still going to get sore if it’s over used. This was something Jake didn’t believe, despite the fact that his tool was just as sore. I quickly learned not to complain of a sore pussy. For that matter, I learned not to complain at all. 

	Celeste didn’t even wait to begin begging before she was mounted. She was babbling by the time Jake hoisted her onto the edge of the wooden plank that would be her ‘saddle’. She told me later that she once rode it for an hour before she fainted from the pain. 

	Her leg shackles were chained to two massive concrete blocks, keeping her legs spread and preventing her from falling off. Her wrist cuffs were locked together and to the end of a chain. He raised her arms behind her until they were at right angles with her body. This forced her to lean forward, compressing her clit against the unforgiving oak. Then he ran a chain from her collar to the upright in front of her, effectively freezing her in place. 

	Jake could have gagged her, shutting off the stream of pleas and bargains, mindful too that she would soon be screaming, but he was intent on using her as a training dummy, teaching me obedience to his every wish. I was sorely tempted to intervene in her plight, which would have been very foolish on my part, as Jake had all the power. My lust for pain had to find another avenue. I stood helplessly and watched her pain, visible all over her body and especially on her face. I shuddered when I realized that I was getting fully aroused by her predicament. 

	When we weren’t suffering in the dungeon, Jake had several other tricks up his sleeve. He would tie Celeste down, with one hand free and make her frig herself while she watched me caressing and working his cock. I had to get him hard very slowly. Celeste would fight her chains, even though she knew that if the impossible happened and she got free, he would not allow her to touch his cock. She would get so worked up that her lubrication literally gushed out of her pussy. Jake would use his long carriage whip and add to her pain. 

	Jake had very strict rules when it came to his cock. First and foremost, no teeth. If I even grazed it, I could expect a solid week of punishment. For that kind of serious penalties he took me to a separate room, letting Celeste stew, with her imagination running riot. She never did find out what happened when Jake and I were together. She admitted that her mental suffering was the worst possible punishment that Jake could impose on her. 

	He made both of us beg him to allow me to take his cock out of his pants. Then we had to beg permission for me to take it in my mouth. After he shot his load, it was the standard ‘clean it.’ When I was done, I had to take it in my hand and both of us had to lick the head and kiss it, before I gently stuffed it back in his pants. This usually had Celeste climbing the wall, but if she didn’t follow the rules and tried to touch his cock or say something else, I had to gag her. 

	Jake found out I was a screamer. I couldn’t avoid bellowing when he hung me by one ankle, tied my other leg off at an angle and went to work with his favorite flogger, right up the exposed middle between my legs. He’d have me promising the moon before he even got warmed up. I think he knew that Celeste was suffering mentally from a lack of knowledge about our private sessions, and I was positive he was taking part of her punishment and laying it on me - with a heavy hand. I got a lot less beating that Celeste got, but Jake made up for it with that heavy hand. Fortunately I quickly learned to convert it to arousal. I could figure on four or five full blown orgasms from a single session. I never tried to count the little blips before and after the real thing. 

	One morning, as I was working the floor I was startled to hear Celeste’s voice on the PA system. I was just as surprised as the customers to hear one of her punishment sessions. For a moment I didn’t recognize it, but I glanced over and she was in the cage, looking at me, wondering what was going on. The recording was made when she was on the horse and included all her pleas and promises. It was hot to listen to, even though I had been there when she rode the horse. I looked around and the customers were slack jawed, listening to every word. 

	Besides tormenting Celeste, Jake made me toe the mark. I had to use just the right amount of lubrication on his cock - drips were punished - I got soundly thrashed for going too fast - or too slow. I got a roundhouse slap when I spit on his cock, so I never did that again. 

	I had to constantly make sure that Celeste could see his cock with my hand on it. Needless to say, handling his cock in front of his slave wife was a turn on, but more often than not I never got fucked, even after an hour of playing with his erection. 

	He’d make her do crazy things, like counting the number of thrusts he made into my pussy, or count the number of times I had to kiss the head of his cock and lick up his lube. Her count almost never agreed with his, so since there was no arguing with a Master, so she got another of the seemingly endless string of chastisements he dished out to her. 

	In the meantime I learned a lot about pleasing a man and how to get a man aroused at the same time that I was ready. There were times that I was just as frustrated as Celeste, but both of us had as much pain as we could handle. One of the best things I learned was the ability to turn pain into pleasure, and turn that pleasure into a mind shattering orgasm. I thanked God many times for allowing me to climax. Celeste got even more frustrated as time went on, seemingly hornier by the day. 

	Jake carefully avoided taunting her, knowing that she could explode, something to be avoided, especially out on the sales floor. I think he felt that using me as an intermediary would lessen the tension and keep her on an even keel. It left me muttering to myself, knowing enough of both sides of the story not to want to get involved. However, I had no choice. 

	Celeste and I became public address system stars. It all stemmed from that tape of Celeste on the horse. After he played it that one morning, the word got around, as it usually does and the men started requesting it. Jake would set a date and time and the store would be chock full. It got to the point where he decided to sell the tape. He had a friend in the record business who made copies for him. He offered to do DVDs from the camera footage, but Jake decided against it, fearing it might bring a crackdown. The tapes sold like the proverbial hot cakes. 

	With my authority firmly established, life at the shop went fairly smoothly. My work on the sales floor was producing one sales record after another. As I learned the language and the uses for all the different restraints and whips I became the ‘go to’ person. Jake kept the cash register ringing and Celeste suffered in silence. Later she confessed to me that she had been very upset that Jake would play the tape for customers. She felt, and I agreed with her, that it was part of our private lives and that Jake had no business running it without consulting with us. Neither one of us was in any position to object, so we were forced to keep our opinions to ourselves. 

	My bikini became my standard uniform, summer or winter. The only time I got to wear clothes was when I did the shopping. Celeste would look longingly after me, but I would never have dared walk out the shop door with her, unless she was leashed and shackled. She admitted that it reinforced her servitude and while unaware of my thinking, made her realize that she was in effect Jake’s prisoner. It was only a small leap to the restraints I had considered. If Jake didn’t trust her, then there was nothing I could do. 

	When I was modeling corsets, I had to keep the bikini on, as almost all of them were quarter cup, or ‘no cup at all.’ Jake always volunteered to lace me up. He was never satisfied until I was stripped of three fourths of my lung capacity by the tight garment. Fortunately seeing me gasping for air turned on a lot of the men and sales boomed, so my discomfort was not a total loss. 

	I did get to take it off when I was modeling leather or rubber. The leather was fine, but the thin rubber was almost as clear as glass and my nipples were clearly visible tenting it. Jake decided that wouldn’t work and told me to wear the top. The bottom was heavier stuff and didn’t need an opaque liner. Rubber was not my thing, so I was always glad when he ended a sale and I went back to my bikini and handcuffs. 

	I had a very lucrative stunt that I thought up. I’d size up a customer coming through the door and quickly move to the book rack, grabbing one and following the man until he stopped to look at a display. I’d introduce my self, hand him the book and ask, 

	“Have you read this? It’s really good.” 

	If he handed the book back to me with a negative response I’d flip it open, “Let me read you a paragraph or two.” 

	I’d read some hot scene, glancing at the man for his reaction. One paragraph was usually enough to get him to take the book back and head for the cash register. Jake would tell him: “I’ll start a pile for you. Take your time.” Most guys would have an imposing pile when they finished shopping. Don’t tell me men don’t enjoy shopping - especially when you have a bikini-clad sales girl wearing hand cuffs right at your side explaining everything. 

	


Chapter 6 - Change 

	I worked at the store for more than a year, satisfying both Jake’s insatiable desire for sex and my own pain lust. We had settled into a routine for Celeste that seemed to satisfy her, but we both could see her restlessness when we didn’t keep her hurting. She and I never got really close as Jake was always there. I wondered several times if she and I would get along better if Jake was out of the picture. Unexpectedly, I got a chance to find out. 

	It began like any other day. I was chained in a spread eagle on the bed. Celeste was chained to her floor rings, encased from head to toe in punishment garments, most of them featuring tack points that denied her comfort in any position. Her heavy rubber booties were an accessory she cordially hated, because Jake would make her walk on the treadmill wearing them. They were impossibly painful to walk in, but Jake’s whip - applied repeatedly - overcame her objections. 

	Celeste was also locked in her least favorite punishment helmet. Jake had left me the task of installing it and locking her up for the night. There was no way that I could mitigate the claustrophobia that it induced. I tried, while giving her the daily whipping that was posted on her schedule, to go lighter, but Jake being an expert, spotted my attempt. He took the whip from my hand, applied a double dose to Celeste, and a double dose to me, so both of us were smarting. 

	One morning I awoke. My woman’s intuition immediately told me something was wrong. I held my breath. All I could hear was the faint whistle of air going in and out of Celeste’s nose. I was awake and nothing had happened. Jake was as time conscious as an alarm clock and his whip had wakened us every morning without fail. There was no clock in our bedroom so I had no way of knowing what time it was. 

	Pure panic gripped me. I was sure something had happened to Jake. I thrashed in my chains, blindly trying to escape, break a lock, to somehow get free. All I accomplished was to scrape my wrists and ankles. Celeste was awakened by the noise. When I paused to catch my breath I heard her grunt. She was blind and nearly deaf from the helmet, so it probably was even worse for her, but I had my own problems. 

	My bladder was full and demanding attention, as were my bowels. My sudden movements triggered fresh warnings, but I was helpless on the bed. Our room was carefully hidden away, even though Jake rarely had visitors, so the chance of anyone finding us was slim. I couldn’t help starting to cry, facing a bleak and dragged out end to my life. 

	I lay there for what seemed like several hours before I heard a slight noise. I held my breath and heard the noise again. I screamed at the top of my lungs. The door magically opened and a man loomed in the doorway. I sobbed with relief as I got a good look at him. It was Jake’s brother, Jack. 

	He started to slowly release me, unable to take his eyes off my nude body. I was cramping badly, “Please, I have to go to the bathroom. Please hurry!” 

	He unlocked my chains, leaving my handcuffs hanging from one wrist - a bad omen. I dashed for the can, leaving the door open in my haste. By the time I finished and cleaned up he had found the key for the lock on the floor ring. He tried to hug Celeste to lift her to her feet, making her howl with pain. Quickly I explained the niceties of the punishment gear she was decked out in. He took it all in without comment. Then he did something that sealed my fate. He grabbed my wrists and expertly locked them together. At the time I was still too relieved that we had been rescued and didn’t pay attention to details. 

	Since I was familiar with her bondage, he ordered me to remove everything, and to explain the purpose for each item. When she was down to her helmet, bare skin and manacles, he sent her to the bathroom. I had to lead her. 

	When we came back, he took Celeste by both arms and laid her on the bed. He pointed to the chains and I locked them to her ankles and hooked her wrists to the headboard. It was the first time in well over a year that she had been on the bed. 

	My emotions were running hot. I was curious, scared, and imagining the worst. For some reason I fixated on the idea that Jake had sold us to his brother as slaves. This took on credence when he hung me on a hook on the wall and whipped us about twice as hard as Jake would have done. When he stopped, I broke slave protocol and asked, “What’s going on? Why are you doing this? Where’s Jake?” 

	Jack hit me again, as hard as all the previous lashes combined. I screamed and he hit me again, yelling, “Shut your fucking mouth! This is family business!” 

	He gave me a look that took my breath away, and shouted, “Your cushy job is over. Jake is dead!” 

	It was loud enough for Celeste to hear it through her helmet. She screamed and twisted and lunged against her bonds, shaking the bed, but with no more success than I had ever had. 

	He apparently either knew about our daily whippings or the lashing we got was his own idea of discipline, but he proceeded to thrash both of us. Celeste was already gagged, but he jammed a penis gag in my mouth to muffle my screams and laid into us. Poor Celeste was only vaguely aware of what was happening, but she understood the whip. 

	Under the new regime I immediately became the store’s display dummy. Jack loaded me with chains and attached a heavy chain from my ankle to a floor ring. Jake’s concern with our well being went out the window with his death. Customers were allowed, even encouraged to feel me up and fondle me. I was still wearing the tiny bikini, its thin cloth a farce. All that was missing was a sign around my neck - “Pull a nipple, win a prize.” 

	Celeste presented him with a problem. We learned that he was well aware of Jake’s treatment of his wife in response to her needs, so for the time being she got her pain, but usually more severe, from Jack. He relegated her to the cash register, her leash fixed in plain sight, with a cumbersome lock to the wall behind her. Customers were not allowed behind the counter, so she didn’t get the direct contact with the customers that I was suffering. 

	Where Jake had been a dominant with traces of sadism, Jack was a born sadist without an iota of compunction. If something was capable of producing pain, Jack used it freely. The more pain it could cause, the better he liked it. With Jake I had been pretty much a slave in name only, getting well paid for my work. Jake stopped paying me the day he took over, making me a full slave. Where I had been controlling Celeste as the second slave, I was now the second slave and Celeste was first slave, an arrangement solidified by Jack, who pretty much coerced Celeste into marrying him, confirming his ownership of the store. 

	That too was a farce. Jack hired a Justice of the Peace to come to the shop and perform the ceremony. He brought along a women who served with me as witnesses to the ceremony. She had a decorative collar on her neck, but her subtle signs of ownership gave away her true status as the man’s slave. 

	Celeste was naked for the legalities, wearing a thick collar and heavy transport chains. The other slave and I were also nude. She wore only handcuffs, while I was wearing both the punishment helmet and bra and chains. We spent the time taken by the formalities on kneeling sticks, under strict orders not to utter a sound, or move. I knew that Jack would use his cane if he heard the rattle of a single link of chain. He had threatened beforehand to fill the store with men if we caused the slightest problem. 

	Once the show was over, I was “dressed” and put back on the floor as the shop reopened. Jack and Celeste disappeared into his room for their honeymoon, where, from the sounds she was making, she was getting a full measure of the pain she craved. They didn’t come out for three days, so I had to man the cash register in addition to my floor duties. Fortunately business was good, but not good enough to avoid a painful hiding when they did come out. 

	As second slave I literally got the shitty end of the stick. I was assigned all the scut work that Celeste had been doing. I had to keep the toilets spotless, which meant cleaning up after every man that used them. Both Celeste and I continued to get our morning and evening whippings. With the order reversed, so did the numbers. I got two lashes for every lash she got. 

	Under his harsh treatment Celeste thrived, soaking up punishments that I was often made to watch. The lesson was clear, if I showed the least sign of rebellion I would pay dearly for it. Even when I wasn’t a witness, I could hear her screams and pleas for mercy and see the fresh welts the next day. She bore them proudly, something I couldn’t quite do, even though my pain lust was being satiated. 

	After a couple of months of this treatment, which seemed to be more sadistic every day, I decided I’d had enough. The problem was that I was always locked to something. I needed a key, but Jack had confiscated all the keys when he took over. After a few weeks he began tossing the key in the cash register, a mistake that would cost him. 

	I don’t know how Celeste discovered that I was planning to escape, but she did. Perhaps she was repaying me for being kind to her when she was second slave. As we returned to my floor ring after a trip to the bathroom, she clasped my hand. I could feel something as she let go and I closed my fingers on the key. I felt elation and fear. If I could escape, fine. But if Jack caught me, I was sure he would kill me on the spot. I waited until she had locked her leash and closed the cash register before I made my move. 

	I unlocked my chain and made a dash for the door. As I stepped outside I saw a police car pulling in. I recognized the driver as one of those that the brothers had bought off with sex, so I ducked behind a car until they had gone inside. I tried to run but my hobble was too short, so I walked as quickly as I could. Around the corner I almost ran into a man using a cell phone. 

	He was just finishing his call. Breathlessly I pleaded, “Call 911. I’ve been kidnapped!” He eyed me up and down, taking in my chains and bikini, knowing at once where I was coming from. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a wallet with a badge. 

	“I’m Lieutenant Arnold, with Internal Affairs. We’ve been tracking those two officers." He speed dialed a number on the phone. “I need backup.” 

	Moments later three police cruisers pulled to a stop. Arnold went to each one and gave them instructions. One pulled around the corner and blocked the entrance to the store. The other two parked and the men got out and taking me with them, headed for the door, guns drawn. As they walked in, Jack was beating Celeste. She screamed once before Arnold shouted, “Drop the whip! Lie down on the floor! Arms out!” 

	One of the two officers, naked to the waist, started to move slowly toward his gun. Arnold yelled, “Don’t move! One peep out of either of you and you’ll spend the next decade in a cell with another sex offender.” 

	Jack tried to get the last word, “You bitch! I’ll get you!” 

	The officers laughed. “What you need to get is a lawyer.” 

	It ended well. The two officers got prison sentences. Jack got life for kidnapping us. Celeste wound up owning the store. She paid me my back wages and a bonus, and offered to keep me on, but I had too many bad memories. We mutually decided that after all we had been through, it wouldn’t work for me to be working for her. 

	Now I’m looking for a Master. I’ve experienced almost everything a slave endures so I know what to expect. I want my own Master, not one I have to share with another slave. 

	The End 
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Prologue

	This story has a strange history. I wrote it over a span of about 20 years, managing to keep it through several moves. However, the one remaining copy was accidentally destroyed by someone else.

	It’s a long story. Regulars have seem the first eight chapters posted here for several years. I nearly gave up when I realized that was all that was left. But, the story kept bugging me, and Suzi kept telling me there were readers waiting for more. I remembered parts of it. As it turned out they were key parts.

	Over a period of a year or so I have reconstructed the story around those little islands of memory. In several instances the re-write has led me on a different course than the original, but I think I have in general been true to the original story line.

	The plot --Yes, Virginia, there is a plot -- has many twists and turns. You might even call them devious. I have no qualms about leaving the reader hanging. It also gives me several crossroads where I can fall back and turn in a different direction, even another book.

	As I write this I have perhaps a dozen chapters to go before this  story line pauses. I’ve left probably twice that many connectors behind that someday may see the light of day.

	I hope the result is a pleasing read. I’ve enjoyed writing it and I would welcome any comments -- addressed to Suzi.

	This story is copyrighted and is for adults only. Nobody under the age of 18 should be reading this.

	 

	


Chapter 1 - The Sacrificial Lamb - Or Is She?

	Glen looked up at a slight sound. Amy was standing, posed, framed in the open bedroom door, the soft light escaping around her. She was nude.

	He looked at her for several seconds, his thoughts racing. The male in him wanted to bound from the deep softness of the lounge chair, sweep her in his arms without pausing on the way to the bed. Neither of them moved. She broke the silence. "How do I look?"

	She gave no indication of breaking the pose, the only visible change the smooth rise and fall of her superb breasts, the nipples boring upward from the shadows, hard, completely erect. The soft bulk of her shoulder-length blond hair fell mostly down her back, an errant strand following the line of her neck, reaching the upper curve of her left breast.

	Glen shifted his legs imperceptibly, suddenly conscious that his cock was stiffening against the restraint of his shorts. The evening had taken an unexpected twist. Amy had acceded to his purposeful command, meekly inviting him in for a nightcap. There had been the usual small talk, she had a bottle of his favorite Cointreu, and they had found a mutual interest in the post mortem as they discussed the lectures.

	When their drinks were half gone she had risen from the couch, excused herself and disappeared in the bedroom. Glen gave her high marks for avoiding the hackneyed "get into something more comfortable" routine and the vague anticipation of the direction the evening would take had suddenly sharpened. It was the first time in several months that he had "dated." Once more his hopes of finding someone with the same sexual interests were stirring.

	The seductive smile on her lips was a mask. Behind it seethed a jumble of emotions. Need... Fear... Anxiety... Even as she smiled at the man seated before her. She watched him, taking in the effect her nude body was obviously having on him. Behind the smile Amy was cursing herself for a fool, railing at her stupidity. What was she thinking of? Inviting a total stranger into her home and unbidden offering her defenseless body - not just naked, but totally helpless.

	She moved her arms slightly, feeling the steel - those damned handcuffs! The bands shifted loosely on her wrists. She stood there on display, knowing that despite their slackness the cuffs were locked. Her wrists, her hands were hopelessly lost to her, leaving her powerless to protect herself. She stared at Glen, searching his face for hope, even as her smile threatened to crack into a scream of fear.

	She knew her handcuffs well, from dozens of experiments. Except in the two end notches there wasn't the slimmest of chances of slipping them, even with her hands greased. Ha! Fat chance! Her hands were dry, dry as her throat, except for the dampness of her palms. Besides, she had counted the clicks as the curved metal racheted through the lock. Five clicks. On each wrist.

	"Oh, dummy you've blown it this time!" She could taste her fear, brassy in her dry mouth, the smile the biggest lie of her life. Well, not the biggest, but she refused to think of that.

	Glen stared back at her, his poker face as put on as her smile. The one part of him that had moved when this naked girl had suddenly appeared in the bedroom door had been his cock. His eyes were locked with hers. He didn't dare to look down, certain that his slacks were obscenely tented, certain too that she had seen it, her smile the evidence of her amusement at his reaction to her ploy. He stared, savoring the beauty of her pose, even as his rattled brain caught something out of place, something... in her posture.

	Could it be? She was nude, gloriously, unexpectedly nude, surprising him, pleasing him. Could she have....? He dismissed the thought as rapidly as it formed. Hope had been denied one too many times. Still, there was that hint of awkwardness about her arms...

	Her eyes... They were fixed on his face, talking a completely different language than the smiling lips below. They had dropped, unable to meet his impassive stare, unable to mask the fear - and something secret - that bubbled and frothed behind them. Impulsively he ordered her to turn around, the words hushed, but firm.

	Amy tried. She fought the fear, trying to raise her eyes to his again, desperate to read compassion in his gaze. She was certain that she was wrong, that all this was a mistake. She assessed her chances of reaching the bed, finding the key somewhere under her pillow, unlocking a cuff to use the bedside phone. Bleakly she recalled the long minutes of fumbling the key in cramped fingers that would be needed in order to get it blindly into the tiny lock opening. "A snowball's chance in Hell," just about covered the odds of summoning help. The terror screaming in her ears nearly drowned out his repeated command.

	"Turn around."

	She heard the words, but nowhere in her brain was there a coherent cell that could understand them through the panic. She shivered infinitesimally, as if cold, a muscle vibrating under the smooth skin of her inner thigh, taut, prepared to bolt and run. Insanely a passage from a book she had read sliced through her muddled mind, "A master does not repeat an order."

	The message slithered through her mind, searching for her understanding. When it came, it was almost too late. Glen had reconsidered the absurd idea that this girl was bound, or restrained and for the second time discarded it as a figment of his overwrought imagination. Annoyed at himself, feeling the bitter pangs of disappointment, Glen opened his mouth to make polite noises, to remark on her beauty even as his prick began to soften. Just then she finally recognized, finally accepted the command and started to turn slowly, pivoting on one bare foot, the other arched and extended, as graceful as a ballet dancer.

	She had been holding her hands behind her, as if concealing a gift, but her hands were empty. Glen suppressed a gasp of exultation, but his cock belied his calm, almost instantly swelling again as he saw her wrists, saw the glint of light from the polished steel. The engorged cock head caught in his shorts, bending his staff almost double, painfully trapped.

	She was a gift! Even from a dozen feet away he could see the cuffs were not toys, but the real thing. She, Amy was offering her nude body to him already wearing one of the classic pieces of bondage gear on her wrists. He couldn't believe his eyes as he stared at the living dream he had masturbated to all his male life. His hardness was doubling him up with its trapped pain.

	Amy remained motionless for a count of ten, letting Glen soak up the whole picture of her bonds. She looked away, staring into the far reaches of her bedroom. She wanted to run, hide, scrabble for the key, save herself from this stranger menacing her from the couch. Glen, despite his suddenly soaring hopes instinctively recognized Amy's fears, sensing her terror of the unknown but still underestimated its grip on her. There is a vast distance between fantasizing about a naked, bound woman, helplessly in your power and actually seeing a real live, living, breathing woman, dressed only in handcuffs. And, afraid. Deathly afraid.

	For the first time Glen was about to step across that gap.He wanted to leap to his feet, rush to her, enfold her nakedness in his arms, reassure her with words and caresses, calm her fears. Afraid that she would panic and flee, breaking the tenuous spell, he instead got slowly to his feet, adjusting his pants to accommodate the stiffest boner he had ever experienced.

	Amy heard him move. She heard the creak of a loose spring as his weight came off the couch, her eyes fixed on a spot somewhere in the bedroom that she did not even see. Her breath caught in her throat, acrid, threatening to strangle her, terror choking her again. She turned her head suddenly, tossing her hair away from her eyes as they widened, feeling the menace of the man hulking there. Glen stood still, far away from her, his hand dropping away from the obvious bulge of his maleness.

	She erected the one barrier she had left, forcing out one single word after another to stave him off.

	"Glen... Please... Don't... touch... me... yet..."

	"I'm not about to hurt you." Glen kept his voice low, pouring all the reassurance he could gather into the simple statement, standing perfectly still. She looked at him, wanting to believe, remembering another man she had believed. Would this stranger in her own house be any different? As she stared at his feet, afraid to look at his face, his eyes, a new element entered the standoff.

	With a start she suddenly realized she was dangerously close to an orgasm. The fear was doing it. The realization surged through her mind even as she suppressed any visible reaction, hiding it from this man who had already shown he could dominate her. If he touched her... If he hit her...

	"Please... Promise me first, that you won't use your fists... on my face..."

	The words hung in the silence as she remembered the pain, felt it again behind the tiny dark fleck at the corner of her eye that was the only visible mar to the outstanding beauty of her face and delightful figure. Glen searched for words, fighting to keep his dream from evaporating, fighting himself to keep from rushing to her, knowing she would scream and run if he moved toward her, knowing too that if she ran he would never get another opportunity to get anywhere near her. He tried to calm her again with his voice, "You don't really want to be hit, do you?"

	"No." She was suddenly curt, trying vocally to reassert herself. She carried it off poorly.

	"Then, why ask for it?" She flicked her eyes upward to his face, puzzled. Glen was smiling gently. Was he toying with her before he attacked? She remained silent, afraid to say the wrong thing.

	"A woman should expect to be used as a punching bag." Glen said it deliberately, guessing he was close to her problem, knowing his words could trigger flight, daring it to bring her out of her panic. Her eyes flicked to his face again, accepting the invitation to make eye contact.

	Half defiantly she answered with a question, "Isn't that what men expect from us?"

	"I don't." Amy searched his eyes for confirmation, digesting a new fact, aching to believe. She smiled, suddenly shy. The smile broadened as she watched him again adjust his pants to accommodate his now raging erection. He was obviously excited by her tableau, but outwardly unconcerned that she was watching him. Somehow it made an impression on her, got through her to her rattled brain with what he had been trying to express with words. The terror ebbed as she realized he was human, just another man who was hot, a stiff cock, lusting for her.

	Glen wanted her to watch, to know that she had that kind of an effect on him. His eyes never left her body, and when he had his cock arranged in temporary ease, and was reasonably sure he could control his voice, he spoke again,

	"You didn't HAVE to make yourself helpless."

	"But, this is what you expected." There was no hint of a question, the statement carrying several hidden meanings that both understood. He nodded in acknowledgment, continuing to devour her helplessness with his eyes. As he drank in her pose he ruefully shook his head, admitting,

	"No, not what I expected. This was the LAST thing I expected, to be honest about it. I had you pegged as a submissive type, but only in one of my wilder dreams would a beautiful girl willingly present herself - nude and chained. You know, you're breathtaking."

	Amy's smile took on an impish quality as she accepted the compliment, grudgingly giving him points for not resorting to flattery and for his openness. The faintest of hopes crept into a corner of her mind to curl, waiting, yearning for the man who would... who could... really dominate her.

	Glen could see the fear leaving her eyes. Somehow imperceptibly her body softened, the tension lessening. Although this was the first time in his life that he had been confronted with a nude, handcuffed girl, he correctly surmised that she was at least as excited as he was. The rock hard thimbles that were her engorged nipples had not escaped his attention and they certainly hadn't withered a whit from the fear that had kept her heart pounding from the moment she had closed the bedroom door and unbuttoned the first button of her blouse. Glen didn't need a tutor to tell him that the fear was the primary reason they were so stiff.

	Amy moved her arms, making the cuffs clash, the link jangling, drawing his eyes again. "I AM a submissive. That's why..." She didn't need to finish, or explain. The cold metal spoke volumes for her.

	"So, you traipse off to a lecture, incite the first man you meet to bark at you, and then drag him home to bed..."

	His tone caught her ear. Still unfamiliar, she wondered, "Is he angry?"

	"You ought to be spanked!"

	He WAS angry! She flushed, reddening at both the insult and the threat. She opened her mouth for a tart retort, but was cut short.

	"And, not only that but you proceed to fix yourself up so that any wimp off the street could handle you like a feather. You ought to be spanked!"

	The words were almost... not quite, but almost enough to set off the orgasm seething in her belly. She was on fire inside from the waves of domination he exuded. The man of her dreams. The man who would control her, master her, dominate her. He. Her master. He wanted to spank her. She nodded, fighting to hide the eagerness of her acceptance.

	Glen in turn now knew one more new fact about this luscious vision in her bondage; that she would be turned on by a spanking, confirming her submissive nature. Exultantly he realized that at last he might just have found the girl who matched his needs and wants.

	He had fully expected her to reluctantly accept the spanking. He had never gone out with a girl who had willingly accepted any "rough stuff," especially on the first date. It took a lot more experience than he had with domination before he could bluntly explain to a date that he got off on bondage. After so many dates with girls who didn't understand, or didn't want to understand the kind of foreplay that Glen enjoyed, Amy was a real find! Warily he watched her, drinking in her lovely pose.

	For the first time feeling some trust toward him, recognizing his anger as real concern for her well being, Amy admitted, "It was stupid of me. It's just that..." She didn't know how to finish.

	Glen did. "...you were getting desperate."

	Color flamed her cheeks. He had the courage to say the words she was choking on. She drew from his strength to tartly ask, "Do you think it's so damned easy for a woman to walk up to a strange man and inquire as to his sexual preferences? 'Sir, I like being spanked. If you have your whip take me home and beat me.' Do you think it's so damn easy to guess what a man might, or might not do to you if you go out with him, or, yes, invite him home where he can beat you to a pulp in privacy?"

	The tears were welling from her eyes as she ignored his long ago order and turned slowly back toward him until her full nudity was on display, not even realizing she had done it. "I just got through admitting to you that I am a submissive. I hadn't reached the point where I could tell you that I get off on pain. You would have found it out quickly enough for yourself - or at least you would have if you had started hitting me. You've got me about half convinced that you're on the level... So, maybe there's some hope left for this evening, and maybe I won't wake up in the morning with two black eyes, or dead..."

	Glen saw that even though Amy was calming down, she still was bitter over some remembered pain. She wasn't ready for him to approach her. A bit more confident, he stepped back carefully until his leg brushed against the couch. Without taking his eyes off her for even a second he sat down again. When she was ready, she would come to him.

	Amy's thoughts closely paralleled his. She shed another layer of anxiety as she saw him back away from her. Being able to look down at him again boosted her confidence and once more gave her some hope that this evening might not be the disaster she had dreaded. She was wondering, seriously hoping, that he would follow up on his threat to spank her. She could feel the cheeks of her ass tightening in anticipation.

	At the moment Glen seriously doubted that he could take her across his lap and use his palm on the tempting roundness of her perfectly formed ass cheeks without spewing a load of come into his shorts. Despite his good build and really handsome face which had drawn a number of girls in his direction he had never found one who showed even the slightest interest in getting her ass whacked, especially on the first date.

	As far as that goes neither had Amy. None of her boy friends had ever laid a hand on her, other than a playful feel disguised as a pat. The last spanking she remembered was a strictly non-sexual paddling given to her by her father when she had an argument at school and had talked back to a teacher.

	Now, she had already agreed with a simple nod to being spanked, knowing the effect it would have on her before Glen's hand fell even the first time. His would definitely not be the only orgasm, but she was too inexperienced to realize that Glen had the same "problem," or the full effect she would generate lying across his lap.

	While both of them were agreed on a spanking as the first symbolic act of this sexual drama, neither was really ready to take the first step. Glen was still steamed; unhappy that this lovely girl had unnecessarily exposed herself to some really serious consequences by going on her manhunt without regard for the dangers she had exposed herself to. He eyed her quizzically, wondering if she had the slightest idea what could have happened to her. His comment came out sounding like it was straight from his ego.

	"You're a damned fool! Do you have any idea what a stupid idea it was to go hunting a man like that?" Her shudder was answer enough, reaching a sympathetic chord. She nodded, acknowledging that she realized how reckless she had been, but her response dripped sarcasm, "Of course YOU know a better way to find a compatible date!" Glen shook his head, angry. Mostly at himself for choosing the wrong words.

	"Look, I know it's tough. Out of the dozens of girls that I've dated, not one showed the slightest interest in bondage. You're the first and right now I'm not even sure that this isn't some kind of an act. IF you really are a submissive, you're exactly what I've been looking for but I can't say that I'm happy that we met this way. You could just as easily have gotten yourself killed!"

	Amy's composure was down to about zero, actually verging on imminent collapse, despite the front she was hiding behind and despite the empathy she was beginning to feel toward Glen. She began to realize that he was genuinely concerned about her safety. She shuddered again, mental vistas of unspeakable dangers evoked by his words flitting in and out of her consciousness. The vague outline of a plan of action surfaced in Glen's thoughts. Curious to see her reaction, he quietly ordered,

	"Kneel down. Here in front of me. Tell me exactly what it is you want."

	Amy's eyes darted to his, reading his expression. Somehow reassured but masking her reaction, she unexpectedly stepped backward into the bedroom, sending a flicker of new fear through Glen's mind as for a moment he thought he had said the wrong thing and frightened her into fleeing. Puzzled, he saw her turn away, but her movement was only to put her back to the wall. Stooping she grasped something with her chained hands. Gracefully she stood up and walked purposefully toward him.

	When she reached a spot at arm's length she sank to her knees in a fluid motion that was one of the most erotic vistas that Glen had ever witnessed. It instantly put a new strain on his constricting shorts. She shoved her bound hands sideways, twisting her body to lie a nearly yard long wooden stick directly in front of her knees. Fascinated, Glen watched her obviously well practiced movements, instinctively realizing that this was far from the first time she had ever bound herself. There was one nagging doubt. How many men had sat on this couch and watched her go through this bondage ritual?

	As if reading his thoughts, Amy spoke, matter-of-factly, "I've done this a thousand times in my dreams, practiced it a hundred times before an empty couch, but this is the first... You're the first man to ever see me willingly submit myself to being mastered... controlled..."

	As she spoke she had moved the stick into position. It was a narrow, triangular piece of oak. Laying on one side it presented an angular edge that was only faintly rounded. Unbelieving, Glen watched as she composed herself, spread her knees and calmly walked them forward onto the waiting implement of pain. Once in position, the triangle's edge buried in her flesh just below her knees, she deliberately rocked her body, separating her knees by another three or four inches, her legs nearly at right angles, fully exposing her neatly trimmed blonde bush.

	Glen's hand instinctively reached for her, to caress her, but she stopped him with her next words, "Glen, if you touch me, I'll come. Please, it will be better later."

	His hand halted in mid air. He tried hard to assess the conflicting signals she was sending his way. Pursuing his earlier thought he resolved to get her talking, hoping that it would break down the barriers still between them.   For the first time his confidence began to build as she confirmed her earlier hints and began taking him into her confidence. Smoothly, belying his inexperience, he directed, "When you talk to me, or when I talk to you, I want your eyes on mine, where I can see them. You can bore holes in the floor with them if you want to the rest of the time."

	Amy looked at his face, ordered, but for the first time Glen could see the smoky haze in her eyes that told him she was thoroughly aroused. He still couldn't quite believe that touching her would trigger an orgasm, but he had to admit that she was obviously "high" from her self bondage, her exposure and not least, the self imposed and painful torture instrument she was deliberately kneeling on. She waited until his hand fell back into his lap, half hiding the bulge of his rampant cock, before she obeyed his instruction to talk about herself.

	"You want to know what I want. It's very simple, really. I want to be dominated. I want to be mastered by a man who will turn me to his own pleasure, who will force me to submit to his every whim. I need to be controlled, bound, shackled. I dream of being a prisoner, helpless to resist or evade anything my master wants to do to me, anything that pleases him, anything that gives him pleasure..."

	"Except a fist."

	"Except your fists," she agreed. "You need to know that I married a man who was dominant - or at least I thought he was - but his idea of domination was to get drunk and use me for a punching bag. I could tell that you suspected as much. For the moment let's just say that he nearly did some permanent damage to my face, forcing me to beg this indulgence on your part. If you want to use your fists, I certainly can't stop you now." There was a tinge of bitterness in the words as she pointedly moved her arms behind her, making the cuff link jangle. Glen watched her face, silent. He wondered if she remembered that he had already indicated that he was not about to hit her.

	"I might as well admit right away that I really get off on pain. I guess it's all part of the same thing. Without pain, or bondage, or both, I'm your typical 'dead body.' I don't get anything out of it, don't get aroused, and the man who is screwing me might just as well use his hand. You can believe it or not, but I went through my honeymoon and the first five months of my marriage without an orgasm. It didn't happen until my husband came home drunk and knocked me across the room."

	"So you're not just showing off, kneeling on that triangle?"

	"I was coming to that. As you can see, I'm into self bondage, the one way a single submissive can safely get her kicks. I said you were the first man to see this, and you are. This piece of wood is a potent aphrodisiac for someone like me. To kneel on it AND have a man staring at my exposed body is pretty powerful medicine!"

	"Well, it's not exactly a downer from this side either. You make quite an erotic picture. How long can you take that thing anyway?"

	"Handcuffed and blindfolded I've stood it as long as four hours. If I come beforehand, about an hour."

	"I suppose you come a couple of times while you're kneeling on it, even without your hands?"

	Amy flushed. "I don't even have to tell you my 'secrets.' You already seem to know them. When I first got this I'd come before I could get both knees on it. I've had lots of time to train myself not to do that."

	"So, what do you do, lock the thing away as punishment?"

	"For a week," she nodded.

	Glen shook his head, unbelieving, secretly elated that he was able to relate to her motives and read between the lines of what she was telling him. "Tell me more about this business of coming if I touch you. I can't really say I've had THAT effect on a girl before."

	Amy's body twisted, her arms dragging against the imprisoning metal on her wrists. She dropped her eyes momentarily, the flush in her face creeping down her neck before she locked her eyes on his with a visible effort. "I... I've... waited so long for this... Dreamed of it... Wanted it so badly..."  Her voice trailed off into silence. She was looking straight at him, but Glen could tell that what she was seeing was something totally different. He felt a momentary doubt that he could live up to the fantasy she was conjuring.

	"To be helpless at the feet of a man?"

	The answer was as faint as a breath, "Yes."

	"So, if I felt between those nicely spread legs, you'd have an orgasm, and I'd come away with a wet hand."

	The lovely girl was instantly brick red as she heard Glen calmly reveal his knowledge of another of her secrets. She knew she was dripping juice, feeling it running down her thighs, awash with lubrication, his words slamming her into the fringe of the climax she was trying to avoid. "You... wouldn't have to touch me... there..."

	"On your cunt," he supplied.

	"...touch me on my cunt to make me come. Your fingers on my skin, anywhere... would do it." She had repeated, used the obscene word, knowing from his tone that he wanted her to use it, wanted to hear her say it, anxious to please.

	"God, you'd think you hadn't come in a week to get that hot."

	Her eyes oozed smoky fire as she dropped her bombshell, "It's been a month."

	"WHAT!!!"

	"It took me that long," she said, "to build up my courage enough to go looking for someone. I've had to wear a pad for the last two weeks because I was aroused around the clock. It didn't help a bit that I had to wear my handcuffs to keep from playing with myself in my sleep, because they made me so randy I could have come without even touching myself, if I had let it happen."

	"You must have a tremendous amount of self control," Glen said admiringly.

	"Well, I'm sure you're aware that denial can be an erotic stimulus. I just made up my mind that until I was willing to go look for the man who could dominate me that I wouldn't permit myself to have an orgasm. I guess it's pretty obvious that I had to have something like that to force me to strip myself and offer my body to a total stranger like this."

	"And now, you'd like to postpone that orgasm until we've gotten to know each other better?"

	"Something like that." Her eyes sparkled, "After all, I'm the only one here in the buff."

	"I think that can be straightened out. You're sure you want to go through with this? If you still have some doubts, all you have to do is get up and walk back into the bedroom and I'll see myself out."

	There was no question in her eyes, or the slightest hesitation in her voice, "Glen, thank you for the offer... and I think you would really do it if I insisted, which helps my peace of mind tremendously, but I have dreamed of this encounter for years and I'm not about to chicken out now. I asked for it. I want it. I'm ready for it. Just tell me what you want me to do."

	"Bring me the key."

	She looked at him, momentarily puzzled. Her small store of bravado and self confidence shattered like a pane of old glass, crumbling. Fear looked out of her eyes and saw the bleakest of futures. The doubt returned; magnified a hundred fold. She had made a mistake in succumbing to his domination. She blinked back a tear, damning herself anew for making the same miscalculation she had made with her ex-husband.

	Amy opened her mouth, but suddenly though better of it, grimly determined to carry on with her role of helpless slave, the question unuttered and to hell with the consequences. She began steeling herself for the pain that she knew would come. Seeming to float, she came off the floor in a lithe movement, gazed down at him for a fraction of a second and hurried to the bedroom.

	-0-

	


Chapter 2 - The First Night - Friday

	The nude, bound girl knelt before him in that single fluid motion, her lips parted to avoid the tiny key clamped between her teeth. He drank in her nudity and pinioned arms like a man drinking his fill at an oasis. At last he held out his hand. She bowed over it, kissing the palm with gentle lips as she released the key. She barely controlled the threatening orgasm at the touch.

	"The other key."

	The order had a slight edge to it, a nuance that struck instantly renewed terror in her soul. Later when she was more familiar with him she would learn even more certainly the true importance in his tone. She was afraid to raise her eyes to his, to expose the raw fear that captured her mind. Her safety was in serious jeopardy if she didn't have her emergency key to fall back on. But, the order had been given, and now she had no choice but to obey.

	Her body responded, seeming to float from the floor almost without effort, her firm breasts bobbing only slightly of their own weight. Again his eyes savored the enforced rigidity of her carriage, glowing in the light reflecting from her nakedness, gloating in his power over her. She was hiding her fear well, but not from his knowing eyes. It was a first, but he was learning fast.

	Her muted terror continued to feed the burning ache in her loins. Each step toward the bed raised her level of arousal, knowing, feeling his eyes boring into her naked back, savoring her clamped arms. She backed against the nightstand, pulled open the drawer with her fettered hands, and reached awkwardly into the very back of the drawer, pushing aside the familiar roundness of the cream colored plastic-cased vibrator to find the key in its hiding place in the corner. She straightened, turned and dropped the key on the bed behind her.

	Again she slipped to one knee, worked the key into position with her lips and clamped it in her teeth. She went back and knelt on her triangle.

	She waited, a full minute, timed by a pulse behind her ear that suddenly seemed to fill her head with throbbing. At last his hand appeared below her downcast eyes and accepted her sacrifice.

	"What else is in the drawer?"

	She flushed, streaks of pink darkening her breasts as deeply as her cheeks.  "I, I... there's... It doesn't matter..." Trailing away, her lame evasion died on her lips, her throat choked by the abject fright that stoked her inner fires with new fuel. Glen could feel her fear, and deliberately played on it, now confident that she would build her own heat with it. She made the mistake of raising her head, an unconsciously proud gesture that animated her displayed charms, but was impermissible for a chained female kneeling before her Master.

	Still, there was his order. She looked into his eyes, measuring the temper of the steel, knowing as she did that she was acknowledging his mastery. There was a plea in her eyes that did not go unnoticed even as it was ignored. "Bring them to me."

	Blushing, sudden reluctance again in every movement, she dropped her eyes and rose again to move silently back into the bedroom, not waiting for his directive. She debated trying to shove the things under her pillow, cursing herself for not hiding them on the upper closet shelf with the other items she had collected for her intimate pleasure. If only her hands were free, she could stave off this new and unexpected disaster, but her hands were not free. They were locked behind her back, and she didn't have to remind herself that she was the one who had closed the cuffs and locked them. Locked, and she had just given the keys to this man.

	Handling the drawer was an unexpected challenge. Rather than try to clutch the variety of objects in it - risking dropping them from her awkwardly shackled hands - she simply pulled the drawer out. It sagged dangerously, nearly defeating her purpose, her clutching fingers strained by the weight. Feeling it slipping, she swung hurriedly and dropped it on the bed, then crouched back against the edge, suddenly breathing hard, waiting until she had a better grip. A better grip on both the drawer - and her nerves.

	She desperately wanted to watch his face, knowing already that he could maintain a poker face that wouldn't give her the slightest clue to his inner thoughts. She settled for offering the drawer as she knelt facing away from him, seconding the thought with the sure knowledge that he could read her face like an open book. Too late she realized that she had made a mistake - another mistake! Amy cursed herself, angrily. A slave does not turn her back on her master.

	Apparently ignoring the breech, Glen bent forward to examine the drawer. At the front a few feminine frills, a garter, a bar of fragrant soap, a comb. At the back, closest to him were the items of interest. The vibrator loomed large, the first to be mentally cataloged. A leather belt which at first Glen assumed to be a whip substitute until he saw the holes punched with the point of a scissors half way down its length. Wooden clothespins. He reached over her shoulder with one. "Tell me about it."

	Amy squirmed before she even darted a sidelong glance at it, knowing instinctively what was coming. Among a lengthy catalog of quirks in her character was a near total inability to lie, most especially when she was on the brink of an orgasm, an event which was only a matter of one or two more shocks to her nervous system away. "I put them on my nipples when I... when I..."

	"When you... what?" The flush slid like a curtain down her face, circled her neck and faded slowly when it reached the level of her nipples.

	"When... I... play... with... myself." She gritted out each word, triggering a new flush of redness that washed down her heaving breasts and beyond. Embarrassment dripped like melting ice cream from each word. Amy would never willingly tell anyone - especially a man! - anything so personal.

	"The word is?"

	"M.m.m.m....masturbate." The pinkness reached her pubic hair.

	"That's a bit too formal..."

	"When I... diddle... myself."

	Glen chuckled. "That's cute. You could also call it 'jacking off.'"

	She flushed again, nodding, then watched his other hand coming over her left shoulder. "You have six nipples?"

	There were five more of the pain makers jumbled in the palm of his hand. "No, I... I put them on mmmmy... lower lips."

	"Where?"

	"My... cunt lips." She forced herself to use the word, knowing now he wanted her to humiliate herself with the crude expression. "Now," she thought, "he's going to ask it."

	Instead there was the rattle of the pins going back in the drawer. She felt the change of weight as he picked up something, but she was afraid to look.   She suspected it was the ping pong paddle. She squeezed frantic fingers to hold her grip when he dropped it deliberately onto the pins, causing the drawer to bob up and down, nearly falling. "All right."

	He was through looking. He had seen and heard all he needed to know for the moment. The knowledge, really confirmation, brought a tiny smile to his lips for a moment, disappearing before she could turn and see it. The dismissal brought her to her feet. What little composure that she still had was slipping away as rapidly as her grip on the polished wood. The last thing she wanted to do was drop it, dreading an angry reaction from Glen. If the bed had been one step farther away she would have been helpless to prevent the entire contents from crashing to the floor. Peering around her side she backed the drawer into its slot, thankful that Glen hadn't followed her to watch her fumbling awkwardness.

	As she started to close the drawer, she paused, her thoughts flitting rapidly. Resolutely she reached in, found two of the pins and the paddle, transferred them to one hand and pushed the drawer closed with the other, a hopeless plan forming. She lost her nerve on the long walk back, and knelt, controlling her face carefully as the wood found the indentations in her knees, facing him. Shoving her linked arms sideways she managed to offer the paddle around her body, hiding the pins in her closed hand. "Which side do you use?"

	He made no move to take it from her. She colored again. "Usually the rubber."

	He accepted it from her, and made a deliberate show of examining both sides, close before her staring eyes. Deep in her gut the molten lava was pushing, a living thing that fed on her terror. She was already certain her foolish little plan had failed. She was trapped. Now he would show his contempt by tossing the paddle aside.

	A single glance had shown Glen that the paddle had long since departed from its original purpose. The surfaces on both sides had been skillfully replaced. The "rubber" side now had a waffle iron pattern of stubby rectangular studs, blunt but potent. The fine sandpaper on the other side was gone and in its place a layer of course, visibly angular grains. He rasped his thumbnail across it, testing; the scraping sound loud in the silence, nearly causing Amy to flinch.

	He weighed it in his hand, bobbing, then a trial swing for the benefit of his audience of one. Her eyes followed every movement like a trapped mouse before a snake, widening when he tossed it casually aside.

	"Please. Don't use your fists on me." The words were out, repeated before she could stop herself. Glen looked deep into her eyes, read the naked emotions, the abject fear she could not hide. "I don't use my fists," he rumbled. low, emphatic.

	She flushed, believing him more this time, knowing the mistake she had made in bringing it up again. She was doing everything wrong. Would he? She offered her last available sacrifice. "Please. Spank me."

	The appeal would have melted stone. Glen waited, his handsome face as immobile as if he hadn't heard. She squirmed, her arms tugging impotently against her cuffs, the link making a loud noise in the hushed room. Slowly she forced her arms sideways, offering the twin clothespins in her open palm, making a final appeal. "Please. Pin my nipples first."   

	He took them. Juggled them. Then he tossed them a few inches in the air, watching her eyes. He watched as she matched her eye movements to the rising and falling, following them. "Why?"

	"Because I haven't pleased you. I should be punished."

	"And, you need the pain."

	Her "Yes," was barely a whisper. He knew.

	"How would you like them - pointing up, or..." He let the question hang.

	She responded like a child reciting a school text, "For punishment they should be sideways so that the core of the nipple will fit in the hole and the rest will be pinched between the jaws."

	"You said you'd come if I touch you. Are you ready for that?" She nodded,

	"It's time." Tentatively, curious, he bent forward. She watched his hand at the edge of her vision, her eyes locked on his, as ordered, feeling the rising climax welling in her, showing it in her eyes. Glen almost hesitated an inch from her skin, but smoothly touched her shoulder with his fingers. He read the explosion in her eyes, heard her soft groan of pleasure.

	"Just like that."

	"Yes, just like that. It's as easy as that. You have a powerful effect on me."

	"Well you have plenty of effect on me too, but I'll be damned if I can make myself come at a touch."

	"I've had a lot of practice."

	"You're positively amazing. Everything you do, every move you make, is unexpected."

	"Hunh! That from a man who seems to be reading my mind."

	"I suppose I'd be stepping out of character to admit that I've been making some lucky guesses, although part of it is from reading the literature."

	She walked her knees apart on the wood, pressing against his opened legs. Her back arched, forcing her chest even further forward, her shoulders finding their way even further back, a classic pose, offering her magnificent breasts.

	For torture. That was the first thought that flashed through Glen's mind. The way she wanted them put on was past punishment, far too strenuous, and certainly a lot more stringent that what he had in mind.

	Curious, he squeezed one of the pins open, holding it out where she could see it, inches from one turgid nipple. She licked her lips and swallowed hurriedly. He let her wait, watching the anticipation build, her face straining, willing his hand toward her. She begged, "Please."

	Unbelieving, Glen grasped the tip of the nipple with his finger and thumb, pulling it toward him, elongating it, the breast flowing up and out in a cone behind the stretched nipple. In a second it was done, the jaws closing and the sides of the nipple spreading like miniature wings into the clamping wood on each side of the protruding tip.

	He raised his eyes to hers in time to catch the flicker of her second, lightning fast orgasm. It was all well and good to read about this kind of thing, and Glen had even seen a couple of movies involving bondage in the plot, but to actually watch a girl accept the pain and get off on it was a first for him. His cock was literally aching and he was seething inside his calm exterior.

	Not that Amy was any calmer. Inside she was a total wreck, each orgasm setting every nerve jangling to the point where she barely felt the smarting sting of the nasty little jaws; barely felt the secondary micro orgasms that went past before she could even groan to acknowledge them. She hadn't ever gotten herself this worked up before, no matter how she pinched herself, slapped or paddled. She jerked out of her reverie as Glen loomed before her. He penetrated the self induced haze as he caught her attention with the other pin.

	As he started to pull on the nipple with his left hand, he rolled the very tip between his thumb and first two fingers, applying pressure. She felt it, suddenly moaning in a steady sound that stopped only when he stopped twisting. She grunted when the jaws closed on the sensitized flesh, and again the lightning flashed in her eyes. Glen could see the mottled flushes on the upper surface of her breasts and her neck that confirmed the third quick orgasm.

	With both pins in place she remained kneeling, suddenly as calm as if she were dressed in her finest clothes and taking tea. Once the flush faded there was absolutely no hint that she was in pain, not the slightest stiffness, not even in her expressive eyes. But, there was still the faintest trace of the fear. Glen was literally spellbound by this erotic woman who could adsorb so much without reacting. He exulted, deciding her pain tolerance must be way off scale!

	As far as Amy was concerned, she was floating. She felt like a thin balloon surrounding a rapidly expanding gas cloud that was rapidly building toward bursting in a gigantic explosion. The glowing coals in her belly, so long banked, were white hot, throbbing, fanned to new fury by the twinkling orgasms, demanding. Somewhere out in space there were twin pinpoints of pain that languidly sent their messages back toward the center of her being, but they were isolated, remote, more in her subconscious than real. Indeed, Amy had an extremely high level of pain tolerance, well above normal.

	Glen had never seen anything - anything he'd read, or heard, or watched - that was as arousing as the girl before him. She was beautiful, she was pure sex, and she was his, to do with as he wished. Still there was that one thing... "Why are you so afraid of me?"

	Amy met his eyes, searched. She shook herself as if waking from a dream, her twin globes with their pinching adornments bobbing slightly. "My husband was a sadist. He hit me. With his fists."

	"You said that before. And, you think... I'm just like him."

	"Yesss," She dragged it out. "There's something... No, I'm... I'm nnnot... I... I don't kkknow..."

	"You don't trust me."

	"I've known you for all of four hours. That... You have no idea what an effect you have on me. Anyone would think that you had hypnotized me."

	"Is that really what you think?"

	"No, it's something totally different." She searched for the right words. "I've never met anyone who exudes raw power the way you do. All you did was threaten to spank me for being rude, and all my... everything inside me collapsed, all my defenses."

	"Do you fear power? My power over you?"

	"Not so much as I fear my own reactions. Look at me! The old cliche - 'I hardly know you.'" Her words took on a bite, self critical, almost sarcastic, "But I can't wait. I break my neck to invite you into my house, rush to strip off my clothes and handcuff my wrists so I can play slave girl for my new Master. Without your even so much as snapping your fingers..."

	"Then, you trust me, rather than fear me?"

	She paused, examining her soul. "I have to admit, not so much trust, as... as hope."

	"That I'll satisfy you, without breaking your arms or legs?"

	"That's no joke. Ralph broke my nose and fractured my cheekbone the last time. I wouldn't survive a repeat of that."

	"But you do need someone to dominate you."

	"Do you think it's easy for a woman to walk up to a man and ask him to tie her up so that she can get turned on?"

	"You're answering with another question."

	"YES! Damn it, it's what I need!" She rocked back on her heels slightly, and then leaned forward again, pushing against the thoughts that were closing in on her.

	"You're being impertinent," a slight teasing tone in his voice.

	"I'm sorry. I feel pretty strongly about it, and I'm still in a fix, trying to figure out where you are coming from. All I have is your word." The remark was deliberately leading.

	"Impertinence and impudence! This might be a good time to go get your bands." The bantering tone belied the implicit order.

	"My... what?" For a moment she didn't understand, then she colored again even as he spoke.

	"The rubber bands - in your drawer." As she stood, he could see wetness on her thighs. She felt it, the coolness as she moved. Suddenly embarrassed by what it revealed about her, she squeezed her legs together. Moisture was beading on her pubic hair, and she could feel a drop fall onto the warmth of her inner thigh. The last time she had juiced like that was when Ralph had.... She closed her mind to the all too vivid picture of his sadistically drunken beatings.

	As she worked to retrieve the bands, tangled in the bottom of the drawer, she tried to calm herself. So far, everything seemed all right. Glen was a dominant, but apparently still fairly inexperienced, although he certainly was displaying a natural talent for turning her on. It was too soon to tell, as she knew from bitter experience, whether his fantasy was blood or whether he turned on to the power of command. All the signs seemed to point to the mental control, but the evening was just beginning.

	Back on her knees before him, she offered the two wide strips of rubber with something approaching practiced smoothness. It was amazing how much could be accomplished even with her wrists linked behind her back. The hours she had spent in self imposed bondage were beginning to pay off.

	The bands had been cut from a balloon bicycle tire, cut at a slight angle so that they were about four inches long unstretched. "If I release your hands can you put them on?"

	"I'm not strong enough to stretch them. I've never been able to get them more than part way. I tried rolling them on, but it didn't work. They pinched me bloody."

	He dropped one band over his fingers and thumb, and tried to open them, with limited success. The rubber was strong.

	"Please, if you will stretch it with both hands, I'll push into it." He followed her directions, holding the band on his extended fingers at arms length. She bit her lip in concentration, slid sideways to avoid snagging the clothespin adorning her left nipple, and then pushed her breast into the opening until his fingertips touched her chest.

	Deftly, as if he had performed the feat a hundred times before he relaxed his fingers and withdrew them in a swift motion that left the band in position at the very base of her tit.

	The constricted breast instantly bloated into a bulbous cone closely resembling the nose of a torpedo, sticking straight out from her chest, the pin at the tip quivering. Her only reaction was an almost inaudible gasp that accompanied her fourth "quicky" orgasm.

	The band went onto the other breast almost as easily, except that Amy misjudged, and snagged the clothespin in the rubber, jerking it harshly enough to "blip" another tiny climax through her nervous system, closely followed by a slightly stronger surge in acknowledgment of the equalized pressure on each breast.

	"Stand up a moment." Obediently she got to her feet, again demonstrating her fluid grace. Following the motion of his hand she turned sideways to offer her profile. Glen's cock tried to poke through two layers of cloth to freedom. Amy in bondage made all the remembered books and pictures in his mind fade to insignificance. The tight rubber and the bobbing pins gave a completely new meaning to eroticism.

	"Let's pretend that your ankles are tied. Hop into the bedroom and get the rest of your pins." Amy hopped, futilely trying to cushion the shocks with her knees, her encased tits bobbing merrily with each jolt, the strained flesh pulling against the tight rubber while each beat of her heart forced more blood into the already engorged tits. Her nipple tips were mushrooming out over the jaws of the clamps, dark purple and swollen. She was nearly out of breath when she once more stood before him, partly from the exercise, partly from her new heights of arousal.

	"Legs apart... Wider." She came down on his hand, grinding her hips as he fingered her pinkness, separated a protruding lip, clamped it. Smoothly, without a fumble, two pins were placed on each outer lip.

	The inner lips winked at him, telling him, "She did it again." Part of it had been the thrill when she came through the door and discovered that Glen had stripped off his clothes, all lying in a tumbled heap beside his chair. The sight of his rampant cock added one more glowing lump to her inner fires. Each tit felt like an erupting volcano, fire from base to tip, fire somehow channeling deep into her body to join the big conflagration there. Now there were four more pinpoints of pain trying to join the main ache, and they were closer. Much closer.

	She could feel her clit shoving out from under its hood, exposed to the air, already tingling, begging a caress from her helpless hands. She knelt in self imposed penance on the triangle between his bare legs, rubbing her thighs against the pins, her mouth watering in anticipation. He took her head again between his hands, holding her, forcing her downcast eyes to his, dragging them from admiring his cock. He wanted to watch her reaction to his directions.

	"We're going to play a game. You are going to suck my cock for exactly 20 minutes by my watch, and then make me come. If you hurry and I come before the time limit, there will be a suitable penalty. You are not to remove your mouth during the entire time, you will keep your tongue in contact at all time. If I feel your teeth I'll start the time all over."

	He glanced around, making sure that there were no clocks in sight. "Oh, and one more thing - you will have to time yourself. I'll give you 60 seconds leeway on the exact minimum time. Think you can do it?"

	Knowing she had to, excited by having to, she nodded, "Yes, of course."

	If a heart could "sink" and "leap" at the same time, that would be an apt description for Amy. From her limited experience with men and their fixation on getting a woman to suck them off, she realized that unless Glen was a frozen balled brass monkey he would blast her mouth full of sperm in a lot less than 20 minutes! She knew that Glen was already completely aroused by the foreplay involved in getting her clamped and squeezed and chained and would most likely drown her throat about three seconds after her tongue made contact. At the same time she thrilled to the threat of the unknown "penalty," she faced if she failed. It had a portent of more sexual enjoyment for her, no hint of the violence she had at first feared.

	She was right in guessing the penalty, but dead wrong in her assessment of Glen's staying powers. Amy quickly found she had a conflict of interest. She had celebrated each new attachment to her body with a quicky come, or a "minigasm" as she would later refer to them, but now the pain was beginning to batter down her defenses. Like water rising against a dam it was threatening to overflow, and with it would go her control. She wanted to hurry, to reach another peak when Glen came in her mouth, before she hurt too much.

	Perhaps you have been in her situation, trying to estimate time without a clock. Under the calmest of circumstances the tendency is to "speed" by as much as 10 to 20 seconds each minute over a short span; and by a much wider margin over a longer time period.

	Since Amy was anything but calm, her time sense was under considerable stress. All things considered, she did very well. The sweep second hand on Glen's stopwatch had just passed the 16 minute mark when Amy shifted from the feather light tongue and lip contact to a firmer grip as her cheeks suctioned and her tongue began a series of swoops and glides around the bulk of the organ stuffing her face.

	The feather touch had nearly finished Glen in record time, as he finally lived a fantasy he had nursed since he was a teenager. He had dreamed up the rules for the game while beating his meat one day, and it became his favorite means of building a cockstand and blowing his wad. Not that he would have expressed it quite that crudely after a private school education, but you can get the idea.

	By concentrating on some other topic - anything but sex - he could shut off a pending orgasm as effectively as turning a valve. Simply put, he was getting too big a charge out of what he already had done to Amy, and quick flashes of what he could do in the future to and with her, to have the slightest desire to speed her up. He glanced at his watch as she shifted gears, noting the time and in the process breaking his concentration. He lasted 23 seconds more, then as one of his cruder school chums had put it, "he gave her tonsils a bath." As the last spurt passed over her tongue, he regained a small part of his composure. He turned his wrist so that she could see that she was more than a minute early.

	She rocked back on her heels, licking a pearly drop of ooze from the corner of her mouth. The look of satisfaction on her face would have done credit to the most Cheshire of cats. Glen noted that there wasn't a hint of repentance in her smug gaze. The only thing he could read was excitement, and anticipation.

	His hands dropped to her constrained breasts. Grasping them firmly he heaved her to her feet, rising with her, his cock still stiff and swinging. She had vented a considerable portion of the orgasmic pressure building in her when he came, savoring her momentary power over him, but she was still way up, still ready for more. She was still waiting for that total climax that so far she hadn't been able to reach.

	"Penalty time," he announced, and scooped her helplessness in his arms, her flesh burning against his chest as if she really was on fire. He sidled through the doorway, and deposited her on the bed. She looked up at him with a half shy grin and nodded toward the foot of the bed. "There are straps at the corners, under the mattress."

	-0-

	


Chapter 3 - The Penalty Phase

	He lifted the spread, and grinned back. "You come well equipped. Do you do this for a living?" The tone was bantering, as he pulled out one of the straps, tested its firm attachment, and then dropped it on the mattress.

	"No, Glen. You are the first man, person, that his been in this... has seen any of this," She responded matter of factly as he walked around the end of the bed and checked the other strap. At the upper corner of the bed he came up empty handed, looking at her quizzically. She responded to the unspoken question, "There wasn't any way I could use them on myself. They're on the upper shelf in the closet if you want them."

	"Maybe later."

	Amy mentally filed the cryptic comment to study, sometime. Not now. She adjusted her arms across the small of her back, one above the other, and laid back, looking up at him, expectantly. Both seemed to realize at the same instant that the fear was gone. She lay, spread before him like a feast, twin turrets pointing straight up, her blond bush black with dampness, the four pins pointing the way to her inner core. His question was a shock, "Where is your sewing basket?"

	Sudden doubt again seared its way past her defenses, the shadow of fear again in her smoky eyes. Needles! Pins! She could think only of things that hurt, a mental picture of her lovely breasts turned into pincushions flashing before her eyes. She gave a tiny shudder as one of the imaginary needles went straight into a swollen nipple.

	Was that how he got his kicks? She hesitated just long enough for a broad grin to spread over his face looming above her. She licked her lips, stalling, mollified by the grin, but still suspicious. "It's... It's in the third drawer of the dresser over there." She nodded her head toward it, "On the left, at the back."

	She raised her head, watching intently. He slid the drawer open, rummaged, picked up the wicker basket and set it on the dresser. He poked for a moment, then turned toward her, holding a spool of thread. As he walked back to the foot of the bed he glanced at her, making sure she was watching, unrolled a short length and snapped it easily between his fingers. The fear turned to puzzlement, and then to comprehension as he bent down and attached the end to the bed post. The thread then went to her big toe, around it twice, and was tied off. Seconds later she lay spread, her legs held open by the fragile yarn. Taut to his satisfaction, he moved onto the bed beside her, lying close, idly caressing the nearest breast, as if to show that he was in no hurry. "What do we do now?"

	His tone was bantering again, teasing her for her matter of fact presentation of her bondage equipment. Amy raised her head again, made a production out of eyeing her rampant tits and pinioned legs, then looked at him, shrugged her tractioned shoulders and smiled, impishly. "It doesn't look as if I'm allowed much choice in the matter. I'm about to get fucked. But, why the thread?"

	"Just testing your self control. We both know if I use your straps, you have no choice but to lie there with your legs spread. This way you are just as bound, but you have to maintain your own bondage. Sort of gives your Lord and Master a special kind of control over you."

	"And, makes me have to concentrate on keeping my legs still while you're doing everything to make me forget to control them."

	"Exactly."

	"Plus, I suppose if I slip up and break position, there is one of your now famous punishments waiting for me......"

	"You learn fast." Unspoken was yet another new level of trust between them. Even though Amy had mentally prepared herself to relinquish her body to the straps, she felt a new surge of confidence, realizing that Glen was subtly avoiding anything "heavy" until she had a chance to get better acquainted with his motives and just what made him tick. Glen of course was thinking along the same lines. It took a massive dose of self discipline to ignore those waiting bonds that Amy so freely offered. The trust he could read in her eyes and in her reactions was very, very fragile, and a momentary lapse into the role of an Arab slave merchant could spoil the whole scene, permanently.

	She lay, silent, unmoving, waiting for his next move, expecting the unexpected, arousal and excitement competing in her mind with the new twists to her bondage. She wanted desperately to writhe, twist, throw her legs open even wider to his all knowing eyes, but the orderly part of her mind had already decreed perfect obedience to the design of her Master, locking her legs in the grip of her will power, tighter, heavier than the most massive iron links.

	She watched his cock, stiff with desire, hard, oozing clear drops from the engorged head, the one part of Glen which he could not control, could not hide. It was excited, ready for her, demanding in its attitude. She squirmed her upper body slightly, feeling her weight on her pinioned arms, feeling the bob of her trussed tits, the throbbing sting of the clamping little jaws which had long since met through her engorged nipples.

	She fed her submission on the sensations, drawing her climax closer and closer. Glen's eyes followed hers to their target, and the corners of his eyes crinkled as he grinned, realizing his total power over this willing subject. His hand dropped to the closest proffered breast, fingers splayed, touching, caressing, moving the pin in a short arc around its tortured pivot, drawing a moan from the lips that were moist from her licking tongue. The moan deepened to a groan as his tongue touched, swirled, teased the firm bullet that peeked above the punishing jaws.

	His hand went to her lower lips, feeling the wetness as she strained against her own will, wanting to spread, wanting to jerk her legs wide, bend her knees, frame the target she wanted him to plumb to its hot, juicy depths. She felt his fingers on the clamps, tugging at her tender flesh, making her hotter and hotter. Glen drove her crazy with his hands and tongue. Crazy with desire, crazy with lust, crazy with the need to move, to blow apart, to come. The groan was continuous, somehow not even pausing for the great gusts of air she sucked into her lungs to fuel the sighs as she exhaled.

	All but one tiny corner of her mind forgot that she was bound with only the most fragile of restraints, that small speck of conscious thought wrapping the threads into a rope of steel. For nearly an hour her legs remained locked securely in place only by her mind as Glen played out his own song of lust on her willing instrument.

	She came, several times. First from his mouth on her imprisoned, helpless nipples. Again from his mouth on the center of her universe, his cheeks shoving the pinned lips aside as his tongue savored her juices, carrying them up to her straining clit, exciting her with her own self imposed bondage, proving his mastery of her mind and body.

	She was very vocal, somehow compensating with her voice for her physical restraint. When at last he allowed her to come down from the repeated peaks his tongue was creating, he moved up her body, caressing as he went, renewing the fires in her waiting nipples, carrying the scent of her steaming cunt to her mouth, letting her taste her own arousal.

	Amy screamed in his ear as he slid into her, full length, easy, in the open, wet and willing cavity that she wanted filled. The wooden pins were clamped between his groin and hers, holding her open, singing their message of pain that delighted her beyond anything she had ever felt before.

	He hung above her, carefully supporting his weight to avoid mashing her tender torpedoes, driving his throbbing length into to her over and over and over and over and over. Amy grunted, rooted, pressed to meet him, gasping her way to still more climaxes, coming, coming, and again, glorious, a volcano, an atom bomb.

	In the afterglow, she watched as he pulled away from her, kneeling beside her on the bed. She watched his eyes as he checked her over, read his concern as he examined her. She waited until he turned his head to glance down at her feet, and deliberately raised one leg, bending the knee until the delicate yarn stretched and snapped, the faint noise lost in the sound of her still heavy breathing. Glen's eyes met hers, and she knew that he knew that she was inviting - asking for - some "real" punishment.

	Glen was pleased that his symbolic bonds had served their purpose so well, and equally pleased that the night was just beginning.

	"That was wonderful." Amy at last had her breathing under control, her voice oozing sex.

	"That's my job - pleasuring damsels in distress."

	"Can I say thanks for not overpowering me with restraints this... this first time? I offered the leather straps, but I'm happy that you crossed me up with that thread stunt. You do know how to build a gal's confidence."

	"You're no slouch at crossing ME up, either." He let the words hang, a compliment that she savored and accepted, gratified that despite his domination of her, he was accepting her in some way as an equal. The warm glow that suffused her body should have sated her desires, but she found instead that she wanted more, the new experiences with bondage creating an itch that demanded to be scratched. The fear was forgotten, slowly ebbing into the background as her confidence in her new lover grew.

	Glen curled up on the bed beside her, molding his body against hers, reaching across to caress her taut, upright cones, his gentle touch revving up her pulse at once. She pulled at her cuffs, moved her tractioned hips to feel the lower pins move, reminding herself of her bonds deliberately, wanting to touch in return, touch the limpness that had so recently been hard and insistent at the gates of her inner being.

	Something made her raise her head to look down her body, past the twin peaks that were happily accepting Glen's roving fingers. She couldn't suppress the gasp of pleasure when she saw stiffness instead of limpness, Glen still hard, ready. Amy glanced up at Glen's face in time to see the broad grin that was spreading from ear to ear as he watched her admiring his cock. Unabashed she smiled back.

	"Glen, this time... Will you use the straps, please?"

	"Hmmn. Afraid you'll rack up some more punishment?" Amy stared at him, smoke drifting into her eyes behind the glitter of excitement. She looked down her body again, willing his gaze to follow hers as she made a production of lifting the other leg.

	The yarn went taut, then snapped with the faintest of noises, loud even over their breathing. She barely suppressed a grin.

	"A slave has been disobedient. She begs punishment from her master." Glen watched as the arched foot tugged the yarn apart, then stared into her eyes again, serenely masking the astonishment this wanton vixen was generating with her unexpected passion for bondage.

	The formalized request sent a thrill through him that he could barely conceal, his turgid prick leaping in the one visible manifestation that escaped his iron control. Somehow, even with her eyes locked to his she saw, or sensed the movement, her eyes widening a hair as desire surged in time with it. Carefully keeping his voice even, Glen made a suggestion. "You need a safe word. If things get too rough, or you get scared, say it, and I'll stop, immediately. How about if you use 'Park Avenue.' It's not something you would normally say, so it's easily recognized. OK?"

	Amy looked at him, feeling his warmth. She nodded, then archly asked, "Think I'll ever use it?"

	Without comment Glen raised his body, slid smoothly off the bed and in a matter of moments had her ankles pinioned in the firm grasp of the waiting straps. He paused at the foot of the bed, looking up into the inviting target her widespread legs offered at their apex. Amy was watching, flushing as she realized the picture she presented, yet proud of her obvious effect on him. Her eyes widened, startled, as he suddenly moved over the end of the bed to curl up comfortably between her legs. She groaned her excitement even before his tongue reached its target, her head falling to the pillow, turning from one side to the other, her hair whipping about her face. He stopped, raising his head,

	"Your first penalty will be to keep from coming until I give you permission. If you can't hold it, let me know."

	Her only answer was an even deeper groan, a fraction of a decibel away from a climax that would wreck the bed, and her with it. She withstood his tongue for three centuries and a couple of extra decades. In real time about three minutes and twenty seconds. "Ggggllennnnnn! I'm about to... to... come. Please, let me come?"

	He paused, lifted his head, letting her down a fraction of her arousal. "Hold it as long as you can, then go ahead... if you dare!" He resumed his task, listening, feeling the gathering storm in her loins through his sensitive tongue.

	She squirmed like a hooked trout against her splayed legs, rubbing her clit against his mouth, grinding her hips against the fast weakening control her brain exerted in carrying out his command. She enjoyed one more century of bliss, then screamed her release from bondage as she came, nearly fainting from the overwhelming sensations that racked her lovely, sweating body.

	Glen moved up, entered her, sliding every iron inch into her dripping cavern, catching her as she came down from miles up, and carried her again into the stratosphere, joining her in a flight to ecstasy that peaked, and peaked again for her until he finally came again, flooding her with his sperm. With a drawn out gasp Glen pulled out, shifted away from her, and then lay beside her, watching her intently as she slowly returned to the earth she had left so far behind.

	When she opened her eyes, she looked directly into his, felt the tenderness washing over her, glowed in the tiny aftershocks that still twitched in unexpected places in her body. Glen turned, picked up the key from the nightstand, and moved toward her, putting his hand out to remove the wooden clamps from her nipples.

	Her eyes followed, at first uncomprehending. "Glen! Please. No, I... Please, leave them..." The plea was urgent.

	"No way!" Glen's emphatic statement startled her. She tried to read his expression, a tendril of fear poking back into her mind. She let her facial expression ask the question, afraid to betray herself with her voice. Glen glanced at his watch, then held it where she could see it. "You've been in this fix for more than an hour. If I left you like that your nipples - and your pussy lips - would be sure candidates for gangrene by midnight."

	Amy realized she was holding her breath, and let it out thankfully. "Besides, it's going to hurt a lot worse when I take them off." He watched as relief strangled the last shred of fear in her expression, then her eyes widened as she realized the truth of his last comment.

	"Then there's the little matter of a penalty, for being over anxious, hasty, disobedient - and a few other matters. Perhaps, since you seem to have a warehouse full of bondage equipment you'd like to suggest your own punishment?"

	Amy colored at the sarcasm, even while she secretly complimented Glen for his devilish plan. She was already in painful bondage, and now she must choose something which she could enjoy, and which would satisfy Glen's increasing thirst, without going overboard. She was so relieved by his expressed concern for her nipples that she willingly decided on a scheme that would make the first part of the evening seem like child's play. She began to speak, describing the coming event.

	"There are six clothespins attached to me. You can remove them, one at a time, using your tongue to restore circulation. By the time you get to the last two, on my tits, you will need the extra straps to keep me from flopping off the bed. I will not be permitted to come until they all have been taken off, and you have finished with your tongue."

	Glen listened to her self-sentence with private admiration that he carefully kept from showing. His cock had quickly revived, and just as she expected, he had every intention of using it. He turned and put the key back on the stand. "Glen, umm, before the next main event, I... I need to pee. Would you let me loose long enough to go to the bathroom?"

	He looked down at her and chuckled as she reddened. "As a matter of fact, I'm glad you asked. You do know that as a slave everything you do with your body requires my approval?" The red turned a shade darker. Her eyes dropped away from his for a moment, and came back, acknowledging one more new plateau of his domination of her.

	"I know. I've read..." She didn't need to finish, already picturing what was about to happen. This total stranger, this man she knew for only a matter of hours, was about to become involved in the most intimate acts of the life of a woman. She would not be released from the cuffs that held her hands helpless behind her. Oh, no. It would be HIS hands, wiping, washing, drying, powdering, touching, arousing. He broke her reverie, grinning again as he read her thoughts,

	"While I'm getting the straps, think of a better word than 'pee.'" Even as he moved off the bed her lips were playing his little game, saying the dirty words that titillated them both, "Glen, please may I take a piss? My cunt is swimming in come and I need to be douched."

	He shook his head in mock disgust. "God, the things I have to put up with just to keep a slave happy. Next you'll be wanting breakfast in bed." Amy giggled, unrepressed.

	"Sounds like a great idea. Were you planning on staying the night?" Glen deliberately stifled his grin, locking her eyes with his, teasing her with his power over her.

	"Sarcasm is a grave mistake for a slave, one that leads to unendurable pain and suffering. Lots of sorrow, tears, self recrimination. That sort of thing..."

	The threat implied was very real in the room, even though both knew that the game plan wouldn't be fun for either one if Amy became the perfect, totally obedient slave to his all powerful mastery. Amy by the barest of margins suppressed the next giggle, dropped her eyes and... almost... controlled her voice.

	"I'm sorry. It just slipped out. You can punish me for it in a few minutes, but right now, I need your permission - and help - to take a piss."

	-0-

	Amy would gladly have drawn a veil over the next twenty minutes of her life. She tasted embarrassment beyond endurance, a humiliation of catastrophic proportion as she was forced to sit naked on the toilet and share the intimate and extremely noisy splashing of her emptying bladder for the first time with a man.

	First she had to stand impatiently, semen running in rivulets down her thighs, as Glen lifted the seat and demonstrated the male method of relief, dryly commenting for her benefit, "Either I go first or this will be so stiff that I'd have to stand on my head to piss into the bowl."

	It had been an accurate prediction, because long before he had completed her toilette his staff was bobbing impatiently erect, spearing her in the belly, or thigh, or the curving cheeks of her ass as he moved her from toilet to bidet to shower. Through the haze of emotions overwhelming her mind she felt each touch, each caress. She felt the texture of the paper, the rough fabric of the washcloth, the terry cloth of the towel, rubbing, caressing, drying, and constantly, unceasingly arousing her at the same time. Her most conscious thought was the marvelous sensations generated by the gentleness flowing from Glen's hands through her skin into her body.

	As so often happened to her, one small part of Amy's mind was careening ahead in time, planning, hoping, trying to decide what to do next. Her intuition told her loudly and clearly that she had found the man of her dreams. This time she had picked the right male to dominate her and bring her secret wants out of hiding and make them happen. It was so strange to feel the reality that once was hopeless fantasy, so strange, but so wonderful, so exciting.

	For the first time since... since Ralph's fist had sent her crashing to the floor screaming in pain she felt alive, whole, complete. This time, she felt safe in believing that the pain she craved would be hers without the battering, the blood or the terrible hurt of ignorant cruelty. She was so aroused by the time he finished her to his - and her own - satisfaction that she considered begging him to take her right there on the cold tile floor, but the bed, and its straps beckoned, so she meekly allowed herself to be led back into the bedroom. Glen cradled her in his arms as he laid her back in the bed, kissing the tip of her nose as he grinned down at her.

	When the straps were in place again, not quite slack, he laid down beside her, gesturing toward the clothespins that still punished her dark nipples.

	"Time to take some of these off." Amy stirred, reluctant to loose any of her bonds, savoring them. She tried again. "Glen, please leave them on, for the night."

	"Nope. You're now in trouble."

	"Why?" She turned her head to stare into his eyes, puzzled.

	"Have you looked at yourself lately?" Her eyes hung on his for a moment, reading only mystery, then she forced them down, raising her head to look at her nipples, and beyond to where the wooden jaws reared from her lower lips. Her nipples were mushroomed out over the edges of the wood, and nearly black. Looking directly at their pain was an unexpected shock, but she still wanted to keep them on, despite his earlier comments. Her eyes, half defiant, locked with Glen's penetrating stare.

	"I can stand them."

	"Your body is under my control, right?" Amy nodded, still resisting. "Then, why the deliberate attempt to do yourself some permanent damage? Those nipples of yours would be dead meat if I let you talk me into leaving the pins on there even for another hour, let alone all night!"

	Amy stared into his eyes, amazed at the genuine concern that flowed from Glen. "They're coming off right now, and from now on, you are never to do, or even suggest anything that could do any permanent damage to your body. It's a lovely body, and I'll be dammed if I let you mess it up... Just so you can get your kicks!" There was a considerable amount of anger in his voice, especially the last phrase, leaving absolutely no doubt in her mind that he was the answer to her prayers. She colored, suddenly ashamed.

	"Glen, I'm truly sorry. I didn't know... I just got caught up in the excitement, trying to please you, and I goofed. Please, take them off."

	Glen grunted, mollified, but still annoyed with her. His hand reached for the closest breast, grasping the jaws, squeezing them carefully open. Blood, trapped in her swollen breasts by the bands that still circled their base surged into the vacuum. Nerves pressed by the swelling resumed functioning. Amy started to groan, and fainted.

	Glen took one look at the angry flush flowing into the once tightly pinched flesh and dropped the pin and grabbed the other one away from her body in a single sweeping motion. His concern mounted as he felt her pulse, relaxing as he realized she had only fainted. Bounding off the bed he reached the bathroom in three strides, slammed the cold faucet on, soaked a towel and was back at Amy's side in less than half a dozen breaths. Amy moaned as the cold laved her forehead, her eyes fluttering, opening, almost instantly fully awake. She peered down at the mottled, angry erections that once had been nipples, comprehending her mistake. She spoke, softly, "Boy! Did I goof."

	"You're an idiot."

	"I deserve that - and a lot more."

	"Any chance you remember what I told you before you... ummmm, passed out?" Ashamed, she lowered her eyes and whispered, "That... I was never to do anything to myself that would cause any permanent damage."

	A shadow of a smile flitted across Glen's impassive face, gone before she was even sure. "Your good memory just saved you from something or other that might have been classed as 'cruel and unusual.'"

	"Well I do deserve to be punished. It was a stupid stunt. I'm sorry."

	The grin whispered past again. He leaned on the first word, "WE'LL think of something, won't we." Amy's eyes were pensive as she stared up at him, nodding, already searching her mind for something suitable. Glen stirred, glanced down her nude body, noting that the color was already evening out on her turgid nipples. His voice suddenly dripped sarcasm. "Guess I'd better check the rest of them to see if gangrene has set in."

	"Oh, Glen..." Amy wanted to say more, apologies jumbling at her tongue, but she forced herself to be silent, waiting to see what would happen next.

	Glen raised himself carefully over her thigh, making himself comfortable between her spread legs, and symbolically bit the first pin, closing his jaws to open the wooden jaws which had buried themselves in the pinkness of her slit. Amy writhed and groaned, clenching against the straps spreading her open, denying the pain that pressed for a climax. Glen's tongue felt like sandpaper on the tiny square of flesh that throbbed with the returning blood, slowly fading to a normal pink.

	Eventually the last of the four on her lower lips were lying in a pile between her thighs. Amy's body was in constant motion, her head tossing back and forth, blond hair flailing on the spread, her cased tits bobbing like buoys in a heavy sea. She was moaning steadily, incredibly surviving, locking her orgasm in some dungeon in her very soul. She had been right, he needed the straps. Quickly he moved over her, pulling a strap from above, looped it through her armpits and anchored her to the posts at the head of the bed. The additional restraint brought the first plea to her lips, "Please, let... let me come?"

	"No."

	"Glen," she begged, "I... I can't hold it. I thought I could, but your tongue... Please..." she moaned.

	"No way." Soundlessly she gritted her teeth and lapsed into a private hell of pain and arousal. She had invited sentence, passed sentence on herself. Glen was the willing executioner. Glen paused in his caresses, moved over her again to nurse one tortured nipple with tongue and lips, reinforcing his mental resolution to punish Amy for suggesting the potentially harmful method of pinching her flesh. Amy fought her bonds, words gushing and tumbling from trembling lips.

	"Glen... Please, I've got to come. I've GOT to! Please... If you let me come, I'll let you chain me to the bed every night for a week. Please! You can do anything to me - anything!"

	The anguish was clear in her strained voice. Glen immediately fastened on the potential in her offer. If getting her hot was all it took to get her to start dreaming up things that he could do to her, he would have no problem keeping her in a permanent circle of desire and punishment. He continued to suck on the now purple nipple, teasing it with his tongue, nipping it gently, keeping her off balance with the pleasure she was beginning to feel from her pain. Amy hung, still on the verge, so hot she literally hissed at him,

	"Glen, you've got to let me come! You can take me dancing with a vibrator in my cunt every night for a week, but pleeese, let me come..."

	"Not yet."

	She groaned, frustrated. "Your nipples are pretty much back to normal, although you will be answering to me later for risking them like that. Now, I am going to work on your clit for exactly five minutes. You are not to come, and you are not to move. If you even wiggle, I'll start over, and then you'll spend the rest of the night standing spreadeagled in the middle of the floor to bring you down without letting you come. Understand?"

	Amy groaned again, "Yesssssss!" The penalty struck home!

	Somehow she survived the next 300 seconds, although later they nearly got into an argument. She claimed that Glen had far exceeded the time limit. It seemed to her like at least a half hour of the most agonizing torture. Beads of sweat glistened on her forehead, and even her painful nipples were once more stiff and proud, fiery red twin beacons perched atop her taut jugs. Her sigh when he stopped licking came from somewhere very deep within her, somewhere close to the prison where her orgasm waited....

	Glen lunged up her body, just as hot and ready to come as she. His cock homed in on her dripping, wide open gap - and sank straight to the bottom in a single stroke. She was tight, tight, tight, and wet, and hot, and he could feel muscles twitching tighter around him with every stroke. "Now!" He gritted the words, "NOW! I'll come, and you'll come right with me..." To his amazement she stopped moaning abruptly and began talking, half whispering, her voice driving,

	"Just picture me... I am being punished for playing with my clit... You get two vibrators and stick one in my cunt and one in my ass, and then turn them on... and then you lock my chastity belt on over them. You make me get dressed and go with you...all over town, shopping, eating in a restaurant... then you bring me home and make me change into shorts and I have to run with you for miles with those things buzzing inside me, building me up. But you've ordered me not to come, won't let me come, won't let me... forcing me to hold it in... then you take me into the bedroom and strap me to the bed, arms outstretched, legs wide, and you start licking me, and you order me to come, and I AM COMINGGGGGGGGGGGGGG! EEEEEYYYYYYYAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH..."

	Inflamed by the fantasy she wove, Glen had pounded into her harder and harder, feeling her respond as if her bonds had suddenly fallen away. Her hips rose against him, her mound driving up, her body glued up against him until her rubber walled tits were crushed against his chest. For the second time he could feel the come boiling up from his balls, spewing into her convulsing cunt, until he exhausted the last of his strength, collapsing diagonally across her body.

	-0-

	Through some final reserve of inner strength Amy had remained conscious through what amounted to a rerun of the final battle of World War II. She was determined to enjoy every bit of the landmark orgasm induced by the combination of her bondage, Glen's domination, and finally her own talent as a weaver of fantasy. The lassitude she now felt was the logical sequel to such a lengthy period of arousal, and she was tempted to simply lie there as Glen held her close - but there were more urgent matters...

	She felt his fingers insinuating between the flesh of her breast and the taut rubber band. She opened her eyes to find him carefully removing the tightness. Thanks to the powder he had doused it with, it came off fairly easily, but the fumbling was enough to get her started toward arousal again. In a matter of seconds the tight band slid off her left breast, and the twin mounds collapsed into a semblance of normality, the flush of compression making the residue of the powder appear pinkish. The returning circulation set both to tingling as if electrodes were attached to her nipples charged by a telephone magneto.

	Amy looked up at him, squirmed and said, "Your slave girl has to go to the can. I'm swimming in sperm, again." Grinning, Glen swung around and released the straps holding her arms and legs.

	She promptly squeezed her thighs together as she slid awkwardly off the bed to put her feet on the floor. She waggled her wrists, clinking the handcuff link, looking at him with an impish grin over her shoulder, holding them out to be released. She was half shocked, half resigned when he ignored her silent plea to be released, stood up and grasping her elbow escorted her firmly toward the bathroom door. She automatically resisted, blushing furiously, but her resistance melted instantly at a warning squeeze of his powerful fingers. Once more she was about to be "helped."

	To Amy it was a tossup as to whether the second round of bathroom "training" was as humiliating as the first session had been. Knowing what was coming thrilled her as much as the initial surprises had, and she was just as close to coming when the last drop of moisture was dried and the last errant wisp of hair was neatly combed back in place. Before taking her back to the bedroom, Glen looked her over carefully, shaking his head, marveling at her thirst for bondage. Trying to give her an opening to ease up he growled, "You still hurt. You're black and blue, or have scrapes from the ropes, cuts, scratches..."

	"Glen, I love it. I want it. I need it. I have my safe word and I know you will stop when I use it, or even before if you think I'm exceeding my limits. Please, don't just arbitrarily set what you think should be the limits. I can take a lot of pain if there's sex tied to it - that's a bondage pun, Glen - and even though I admit I'm a rank beginner at bondage, I know I can take a lot more than you think I can."

	"That weak joke ought to earn you a swinging six of the best!"

	"Oops, my irrepressible sense of humor cropping up again. Glen, please keep reminding me to keep it under control. I dread the day when I catch you in the wrong mood with one of my impossible cracks."

	"Just keep practicing your safe word."

	"Ummm, Glen, have you ever whipped a girl? I mean, with a real whip?"

	-0-

	


Chapter 4 - A Discussion Over Whips

	"Aren't you getting a little ahead of yourself?"

	"Glen, I'm serious."

	"To answer your question, No, I've never whipped anybody. For that matter I've never been near a horse, so I've never used a crop either."

	"Would you like to try - on me?"

	"Amy! I thought I just got through..."

	"Glen, It was I who just got through explaining the difference, but you weren't listening. I want to try it, and I can't think of anyone safer than you to use a whip or a crop on me."

	Glen glanced at the bedside clock. "Let's see, you have known me for exactly five hours..."

	"Glen!!"

	"I may be the serial whipper in disguise. Do you have any idea what I might do if I get my hands on a whip and a helpless victim?"

	"You'll lace her six ways from Sunday, and she'll have more orgasms than a popcorn popper."

	"I'm not that sure..."

	"That you know how to use it? Practice makes perfect, and I'm here to tell you that I am the best practice dummy in the whole state."

	"You ought to be strung up on tiptoe, by your thumbs, with the biggest gag I can find, and then we'll SEE who's the dummy."

	"Promises! Promises! Ulp, GLENNNNNN!"  She struggled, futilely. In seconds she was hanging from her wrists over the door, tip toes barely reaching the floor, a gag in place. She was also about to come, again.

	"Since you are gagged, and this is a practice session, I will accept either a nod or shake of the head as an answer, without penalty. Your finger signal - fingers crossed - is your safe word to stop the whip. Are you ready?" Amy nodded, emphatically, erasing any last doubts in Glen's mind. He still had reservations, but now was sure that she would enjoy the whip.

	"First, the six for that very bad joke. Ready?

	The nod had lost none of its clear message, "Whip me!!!" He hefted the whip and crop in each hand. A little unsure, he decided on the crop, leaving the whip for an advanced course, after he had some practice. He knew that the whip could be dangerous in inexperienced hands. The crop would be simpler. He lad the whip down and took a practice swing with the crop. It felt alive in his hand, almost anxious.

	In all of erotic literature there is perhaps no more significant rite of passage than the experience of the first stroke of a whip, or crop, both by the whipper and the whipee. Glen's first swing of the crop bisected both ass cheeks, pressing its kiss deep into the flesh that turned white and then fiery red. Amy moaned into her gag, appalled by the unbelievable pain. She had been so close to orgasm! If he had tapped her lightly with the crop she would have come. But this! It was long seconds before the aftershock of pain hit her like a second blow of the crop. It was the pure eroticism of her position, the swelling pain from her ass cheeks that vortexed straight to her cunt.

	Glen walked slowly toward her, worried that he had hit her too hard/ Even as his concern mounted, he admired his work, the near perfect placement of the mark across the very center of her ass. He faulted himself on the one hand for hitting too hard, even as he justified it against her plea to be used. To be on the safe side he removed her gag, just in time to get the full benefit of the delayed reaction orgasm that racked her body even as the full throated groan of pure enjoyment roared from her wide open mouth. It brought his cock up hard against his belly, threatening to blow his load all over the floor. "Are you all right?"

	"Glen, would you please fuck me, NOW!"

	"That's an answer?"

	"Glen, darling. Either fuck me, or whip me. I want to come again."

	"Tell me about it!" He was on the edge of being testy, deeply concerned. Amy could be suffering from shock.

	"Glen, it hurts!"

	"Damn!!!!

	"Please, Glen, let me finish! It hurts. It was supposed to. A whip isn't a toy. But it also gave me a landmark orgasm that I'll be comparing new sensations with for years. I can't believe how much it hurt. For about two seconds, until it connected, I was ready to call this off - AND call the cops. But, My God, when my circuits opened up it was everything I had ever dreamed of."

	She paused, pondered, considered, With a wry grin she looked up into his eyes and allowed, "If you unstrapped me right now and went home, I could diddle myself for the rest of my life remembering how that one stroke felt!"

	"It might interest you to know that most of the mark has already faded out, while you've been talking."

	"Glen, darling, you can't see inside. There's a red hot wire running across my ass, through my gut, and wrapped three times around my clit. I'm about to come again!"

	"And if I order you not to come?"

	"Whip me again and find out!"

	"And if I order doubles for disobeying?"

	"Then, get out your adding machine - and I'll be needing a soft pillow for a week or two."

	"I think that's enough for one day. We can try again tomorrow."

	"Glen, look at me. Do you see any blood? Am I screaming with pain? Am I begging you to stop? Put the gag back - no, please leave it out so that you can enjoy the noises I make - and then WHIP ME!!!"

	"Bossy little bitch, aren't you! OK, I'll get some more practice. I can see I made a mistake in not using the whip first. Now THAT would have changed your mind in a hurry!"

	"Glen, you're wasting your breath. You got me dead center with the crop, but you aren't exactly a pro with that whip, and without some practice you might have done some damage we'd both regret. Don't worry, I'll be doing my best to crawl out of my skin before the other five - and whatever I've earned on top of that - are done. Glen, please whip me."

	"Good enough. That first one was a practice swing. The count and the proper thanks begin, and then you ask politely for the next one. Ask, and ye shall receive!" The crop landed again, slanting slightly to cross the now faded out first mark at its far end. Amy yelped, jamming her body forward against the wall, feeling the crop clear to her bones. Almost, but not quite to another climax.

	"One. Thank you, Glen. Glen, please whip me."

	"Two...

	"Three...

	"Four...

	"Five. Thank you Glen. Glen, please whip me, HARD!!!

	He hadn't been laying back on her, but now, resigned to her demand for pain, he put more of his arm behind the stroke. Amy shrieked, coming a second time. He waited for her breath to steady, and was bringing his arm forward to tap a warning when she cleared her throat.

	"Six. Thank you Glen. Please, I am ready to be punished. Whip me, hard. Very hard, and teach me my place as a slave."

	In the next fifteen minutes Amy got six more strokes, as hard as she requested. She reveled in the whipping, even as she screamed out her pain. When it was finished, she had learned a vital lesson. She liked to be whipped, just as she had expected. Her master had learned a lesson too. He discovered he enjoyed wielding the whip, enjoyed the power over a helpless human body, most specifically he got his kicks from whipping Amy.

	With each stroke his desire rose, his confidence and ability soaring to match. When he reluctantly stopped, he had passed one more major milestone in this new relationship. Before letting her down he examined, and felt her welts, tracing them with his fingers, drawing a moan of remembered pain - clearly mixed with pleasure, from her panting lips. He let her down, and carried her to the bathroom, sharing a kiss that seared his tonsils.

	She came, when the toilet paper touched her clit, exploding, draining herself completely. The rest of the time she stood mute, until he carried her back to the bed.

	-0-

	Glen expertly smoothed the rumpled satin sheets. He murmured admiringly at her taste, lifting her again like the proverbial feather onto the bed.  Amy looked up at him expectantly, glowing from his ministrations. She made a face, remembering, "Glen... We forgot something."

	Glen eyed her, curious. After exploring every inch of her body with his tongue, the crop, his hand and soap, what on earth had he missed?

	"I never did get my spanking!" After all this! He burst out laughing, even as she saw the humor of it, and giggled right along with him. Lightly, treading dangerously close to an un-slavish refusal, she chuckled, "It's going to have to wait until tomorrow night. I'm pooped!"

	Fortunately, Glen was equally drained, and loath to initiate another period of erotic arousal as strenuous as spanking her would entail. Even with a minimum of experience with bondage he realized the tremendous strain it had placed on both of them. Besides, there was an implicit invitation to an extended relationship that was not lost on him.

	"Rebellion in the ranks," he announced, assuming a pompous tone that broke them both up. Amy giggled as he slid onto the bed beside her,

	"I don't recall inviting you to stay the night."

	Glen jumped to his feet as if stung, grabbed the straps and again shackled both her ankles to the posts, made a big show of grabbing the key to her cuffs, and started to dress. "I'll come back and unlock you sometime tomorrow."

	She raised herself up on her elbows. "Glen?" He stopped buttoning his shirt and eyed her quizzically. "I'm sorry. I've been a bad girl. Please, stay with me and make me into a good girl?"

	"Bad girls get punished. Severely!"

	"I know. Come to bed, and I'll help you punish me. Severely!"

	"It may take several days, even a couple of weeks..."

	"I'd be happier if it took months or even years, the way you 'come on' to a helpless girl!"

	He came back to the bed and looked down at her, "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

	She glanced up at him, then dropped her eyes, nodding self consciously. He took the shirt off again, tossing it casually on a chair, then lay down on the bed beside her.

	She snuggled up to him as well as she could, and he began caressing her, working first toward her breasts, gently moving the still smarting nipples, then his hand glided down across her navel to her still faintly damp bush. She held her lips up to be kissed, tongues greeting like long lost friends. She moved against his hand, her hips picking up a jittery rhythm, her strapped legs open, with ample playing room for his finger. Glen rolled and rubbed her tenderest flesh in a counterpoint to her movements. "There are going to have to be some changes - some law and order..." He spoke into her mouth, nipping gently at her lip.

	"Umm, Yes, Master."

	"Sarcastic little devil, aren't you?" he chided. "Sarcasm gets punished."

	"Yes, sir." Very proper and ladylike.

	"I don't like that, either. Glen will do fine - and in public too."

	"Yes, Glen."

	"That's better."

	"Your finger is getting me hot." She was nibbling on a convenient ear.

	"That's the effect it's supposed to have. Then there are a few matters that need attention. For instance, I counted at least seven little orgasms that you were busily enjoying in private."

	Her cheeks flamed. "I'm surprised too," she admitted, "You have a very unusual effect on me." Then, she giggled, "The first word that came to mind was 'minigasms.'"      

	"Sounds appropriate, and also illegal. Retroactive to noon today you will announce that you are about to come, will ask permission to come, and will not have an orgasm without permission. And, when - and if - you have permission; you will make the appropriate sounds and motions associated with a climax whether it is a 'minigasm' or a full scale block buster. Clear?"

	"Ummn, yes, Glen."

	"Show me," he ordered, bearing down with his finger, and nipping a nipple with his teeth.

	She squealed, came, and showed him she knew exactly what he had in mind.

	"That's better, but you forgot to ask permission."

	"Oh, Glen," She whispered the words, still coming down, "Punish me, please... Glen, I... I'm about to come... May I, please, come?"

	"Of course!"

	So she did, doing an even better job of sharing her ecstasy with him. When she could talk, she giggled again, "I can take a lot of punishment like that."

	"That wasn't punishment, that was practice! Now, comes the pain..."

	In seconds he had her panting, then reached over and turned off her bedside light. She said, softly, "Glen, you'd better gag me, or I'll keep you awake all night sucking on things - since I can't play with my own."

	He rolled back to her, shaking his head.

	Much later Glen picked up the key and rolled over to loom above Amy once more, reaching for one shackled wrist to release it. To his surprise she wriggled away from him as far as the limits of her bondage would allow.

	"Glen, please. Leave them." She contorted her body, pulling her arm back underneath her, the sated look on her face disappearing momentarily as she moved, returning as a satisfied grin.

	Glen's arm halted, hand poised over her. Amy murmured, "This is pure heaven. To be bound, chained, tied, absolutely helpless. To know that I am totally at the mercy of a man. To fully realize that even though I put these cuffs on, it is by your will they remain. I will never be allowed to remove them. I haven't the slightest control over what is done to me, to my body. It's bliss that I only dreamed might exist."

	Her whole body shuddered with delight, her hips unconsciously pumping into thin air, remembering, obviously close to orgasm. Glen remained frozen, arm still extended, utterly amazed at this lithe, sexy body that soaked up punishment like other girls accepted caresses. Amy turned her head away for a moment, turning back with a serious look on her face, smoke welling into her eyes. "Glen?"

	"Yesssssss?"

	"I'm pooped and ready to go to sleep. Will you tighten my cuffs, please?"

	"Whaaat! They're already too tight!"

	"I'm already used to them. I've never dared sleep with them this tight before. Just this once," she wheedled. "I promise if they hurt too much I'll wake you."

	With considerable reluctance Glen nodded slowly, mentally considering the possible dangers. Deciding that they would be more painful than threatening to her circulation he shoved his hands beneath her, feeling the warmed metal against his palms as she pushed her twin peaks up toward his chest. Purposefully he locked her eyes with his. "Since this is just an excuse on your part to enjoy one last climax, you get to feel the pain without any gain. No coming. No complaining. You do either and the consequences will be baaaad! Understood?"

	Thwarted in part of her real life replica of her secret fantasy, Amy grinned, sticking her tongue out, impishly, eagerly nodding her agreement, almost too eager, Glen decided. Watching her eyes he closed his hands. The faint click was muffled beneath her body. The body stiffened, arched, muscles taut, rigid. The orgasm was there in her eyes, half concealed by the swirling mists, demanding release.

	Her will denied it, forced it back even as she winced as the pain took over, but she drew it into herself, and in a moment was panting with desire again. "Glen," she begged, "Please gag me."

	He shook his head, half in anger again, "Too dangerous. I can't leave you gagged all night, and besides you'd drool all over your pillow. Here, this will fix you," Reaching over her he reattached the strap from the bedpost through her linked arms. She was now packaged for the night, unable to slide down, or up.

	"This is for your own good. Remember, no playing with yourself." He kissed her, and turned out the light. She sighed, contentedly.

	"You'll never know," she said quietly, looking into the darkness, "how much better this evening turned out than I expected."

	-0-

	


Chapter 5 - The Planning Stage

	"For me, too," he admitted. "It sounds to me like you enjoy being a little slave; ready to obey her Master's every little whim."

	"Yes, I do," she agreed. "This is so much better than what I was used to."

	"How did you go about fixing things up like this, getting the handcuffs and all?"

	"Through a girlfriend of mine. She gave me the handcuffs and vibrator as a gag at a party. The straps came from a luggage shop. The odds and ends just seemed to accumulate."

	His hand came unerringly through the darkness, making direct contact with her clit. Silently he massaged it until the first weak groan escaped her lips. He spoke again, as if nothing had happened, "How long have you been doing this self-bondage bit?"

	She thought for a moment, "Oh, about two years. It was about six months after I got my divorce."

	"The straps wouldn't be too much of a problem, but how did you handle it with the handcuffs?"

	"They were a real problem at first. I was scared stiff that I'd get them locked on and then couldn't open them again. But once I got used to them locked in front, I gradually switched to putting them on in back, but I practiced a lot before I did it. I had to be very careful not to get them too tight. Then I couldn't bend my wrist enough to get the key in the hole to unlock them."

	"It's more of a thrill when they're in back."

	"Of course. I feel so helpless, and then there's that thrilling scared feeling that something might go wrong, the lock jam or something... Or lose the key."

	"How could that happen?"

	"Easy enough. I kept the key on the nightstand here beside the bed, where I could just reach it with my lips and teeth. Then I'd pick it up and sit up, and drop it on the bed where I could roll over onto it and grasp with my fingers. One morning, after I'd slept with my cuffs on all night, I accidentally knocked the key off the edge of the night stand, and it bounced way under the bed. I panicked..."

	"And came," he interrupted.

	She shivered, shaking the bed as she remembered. "And came," she agreed, "A real wall banger!"

	His finger was back again insinuating itself into her slit, frog marching her bound body up the slope toward the forbidden orgasm.

	"The straps on my ankles were just long enough so that I could hang over the side of the bed, with my head and shoulders just touching the floor. It took me quite a while to work up enough courage to try it, because I knew that once I got that far off the bed I'd never get back up on it again."

	The moving finger was making talking difficult, but at the same time the titillation was forcing her to talk, revealing events and inner feelings that otherwise she would never have revealed. "You could have suffocated, hanging head down."

	"I know," she assented, recognizing the concern in his tone, "but the only other choice left was to somehow get the phone within reach and call the cops and tell them I had been tied up by a burglar."

	"A likely story!"

	"I had a mental picture of some young cop breaking down the door and finding me spread out like a Christmas feast. Anything was better than that."

	"How did you work it?"

	"I could get just the slightest leverage with my shoulders, so that with most of my weight off the bed I could move it about a quarter of an inch at a time. What with rests in between it was noon before I felt the key on the floor under me."

	"And came again."

	"How come you know so darn much about when I have an orgasm?" she exclaimed.

	"Mostly from reading. A lot of women - and men too - are turned on by fear."

	"I was beginning to think I was the only one, but anyway, the worst part was that I was so pooped from inching that damn bed across the floor - and two orgasms - that even after I got my wrists free, I couldn't pull myself up. I had to wait until I had calmed down completely, before I could get a grip on the bed rail and push with the other hand."

	"I suppose you swore off for all of a week or so, after scaring yourself like that?"

	"Four days, to be exact. I dreamed up a little gimmick. I put the key on a string around my neck. By working my head around... Gen, I am just about to come... Please, may I come?"

	The finger stopped. "You're being punished, remember? Now, where were you?"

	Frustrated, she moved against her bonds, changing position as much as the slight amount of slack would allow. "Ummn, I had the key on a string, and by working my head around I could get the string over my head, then slide the key down to my hands. But, that didn't work either..."

	"Why not?"

	"The second time I tried it I got a strand of hair knotted around the string. Wound up having to chew the string in two, and even then I had to pull about a dozen hairs out by the roots..."

	"And..."

	Amy sighed, once more caught out in a reaction that Glen knew about even before she could admit it, "And had a lovely orgasm for my trouble. You may have gathered that I dig pain..."

	"You've certainly offered enough hints," he teased, matching her wisecrack.

	"So next, I got a leather bootlace, and tied the key around my neck with that, making the loop tight enough to just barely fit over my chin."

	"What was to stop you from chewing through the lace immediately?"

	"That's where my imagination came into play. I went to the drugstore and got some of this concentrated gunk they sell to keep children from biting their nails. It's harmless, but given a choice, I think I'd eat a plate of shit before I'd willingly take some of that in my mouth. All it took was a quick soak in the stuff, and I'd literally have to be at the end of my rope before I'd go for the key. I could only chew for a second or two, and then I'd have to stop and spit like a drenched cat."

	"Are you ticklish?" he asked, suddenly and completely changing the subject. He could feel her tense.

	"That's dirty! That's unfair! That's... That's..."

	"That's rebellion," he countered, gently tweaking a handy nipple, and as if discovering it needed the circulation restored, for the first time began to roll it back and forth.

	Holding it by the base he gave it the full treatment with tongue, lips and teeth until she was squirming and whimpering rather than giggling, "Glen, please, I'm about to come. Please, let me come?" she pleaded.

	"Not till you answer my question. Ticklish?"

	"Yeesss, damm you." She was reluctant, but helpless to avoid the admission. Between her bondage and extreme state of arousal she couldn't have lied to win a million dollars. Helplessly she volunteered, "I've never been tickled and tied too. But I expect you'd need some lengths of anchor chain to hold me down. I get just plain violent!"

	"I'll have to see about that," he muttered, "and in the meantime you can hold off on that orgasm until you curb that naughty tongue. Such language!"           

	Amy started to murmur a reply, and thought better of it. She was thrilling to the rhythm of their exchanges, and was anxious not to provoke a permanent delay in her relief.

	"Now, let's find out exactly 'where' you are ticklish." He moved, as if to go for her feet, eliciting a startled protest,

	"Glen!!!"

	"Tell me, or do I go hunting?"

	"All right! My feet, my ribs, my armpits, my upper arms, my stomach, the backs of my knees. Touch me, anywhere and it tickles!"

	"That's better. Do you come from being tickled?"

	"I… I don't know. I've never tried... nobody ever could hold me long enough to get me aroused."

	"Guess we'll have to leave that for some kind of punishment. I'll keep it in mind."

	"Yes, you'll certainly want to have a few feathers to decorate your torture chamber."

	"For a girl who is bound hand and foot you have a lot to say!"

	"I'll be quiet," she replied meekly, as two fingers wreaked their vengeance on a helpless nipple. The promise was futile as Glen profited from the contact by rapidly racing her up to the next major peak. She resisted as long as she could, then ran up her white flag. "Glen, please, I'm ready to come... Please, let me come?"

	"In a minute. First," he said reaching over her and releasing the strap around her arm, "I have about half a hard that you might be interested in. I liked that little story you told back awhile ago, so let's see if you can come up with another one that will get it all the way up. If you can, then you get to come, and your choice of where I stick it."

	It was like punching the 'start' button on a tape recorder. Amy was primed, ready to talk, the words gushing out before Glen had finished. "I am about to be punished for not making you come in the time limit you demanded. You take me to a tennis court, and put the rubber bands around the base of each tit so they stick out, then little rubber bands around the base of each nipple, so they stick out too. You make me put on a white blouse without any bra, and then thrust a pair of matching dildos in my ass and cunt, locking them in place to a tight belt around my waist. You tighten the strap between my legs, making me press down with all my weight to help you reach the last hole.

	You make me go out on the court and play, with all the people watching, and you promise me a whack with the racquet for every point I lose, and... ulppppppppmghm!"

	Glen simply pulled her down to him and put a very stiff stopper in her mouth, long enough to stop her from talking and then pulled it out... "Glennnnnn, I'm coming, pleeese..."

	His "OK" was drowned out by her cries of pleasure as she expended the energy she had stored from the hours of repeated arousal. He didn't wait for her to choose, simply rolled her on her side and slid full length into her drenched pussy from the back. In a matter of moments she came again, right along with his spurting finish.

	Exhaustion was waiting in the wings for this little drama to finish. Contentedly Amy allowed herself to be rolled onto her back again, and with his last energy Glen re-fastened the strap through her arms. She could feel his come draining out of her swamped pussy and draining down between her ass cheeks, but she was too tired to care.

	Twice during the night she awoke to find Glen's head on her chest, his lips nuzzling her nipples. She smiled to herself in the darkness and went back to sleep.

	-0-

	


Chapter 6 - The First Morning - Saturday

	Brilliant sunshine was streaming into the bedroom when they woke up again. Amy struggled up out of a dream - one of her all too realistic erotic nightmares in wide screen, glorious technicolor that would have done credit to any movie studio as a period piece - but no movie studio would have dared film all that she dreamt!

	She winced as she adjusted her arms, stiff, one of the cuffs digging into her back. Glen turned to her, kissed the end of her nose, then full on the lips, greeting her wakening tongue, toying with her nipples, making no move to release her.

	"Dreaming?" he asked.

	She nodded, recalling it as she blinked against the sun. "I was in a cell, or a dungeon, chained tightly to the stone wall, with my arms and legs spread wide, and a woman wearing a mask was whipping my breasts with fine wires that felt like they were red hot..."

	"Boy! You do dream some wild ones, don't you! Suppose you got yourself hot with it too,"

	He reached for her mound. She squirmed away from his hand, embarrassed by her come-matted pubic hair which was pulling with every movement. He ignored her evasion and she found herself trapped as the finger tested, and found her wet with renewed lubrication. She put on a face and made a mocking sigh,

	"Men!"

	Glen chuckled, kissed her again, then unbuckled the straps, ostentatiously coiling them neatly ready by the bedposts, grinning at her. She raised up and sat on the edge of the bed, only a few faint kinks reminding her of her night in bondage. Being young and healthy has its advantages, especially the way she had been restrained. "I suppose you want to play 'lady's maid' again this morning?"

	"Wouldn't miss it for the world. Besides I get to touch all those nice places..." He took her arm, but this time she really needed no urging, although she still flushed as she visualized the coming "events."

	As it turned out, she especially enjoyed the shower after Glen used the bar of soap to rub her clit while he sucked on a nice clean tit, bringing her to a crashing climax which fed on her dream to jar her to her very bones. She was in a euphoria as he moved her compliant body from toilet to shower to bidet and back, accomplishing everything she would have normally done with her hands free. Only when Glen had finished rubbing her up with a coarse bath towel to the point where it was impossible to tell where the blushes left off was she allowed back into the bedroom.

	"Now for the plan of the day," Glen announced, "Being Saturday, there is no plan."

	He surveyed his nude captive speculatively. "You know," he commented, "without a doubt you have the perkiest set of nipples that I've ever laid eyes on." He made a show of bending down to peer at them from close range, teasing her at the same time that he inspected for any damage from the too-stringent clamping they had been subjected to. There was still a bit of discoloration, but it would fade. He was mock serious, asking, "Are they always stiff?"

	Amy accepted his jibe with a shrug and a giggle. "With you around, they certainly don't get much rest."

	 "If I wasn't around, like last night, you might have lost them." His voice was calm, only a trace of his concern showing through, but enough to make his message clear.

	Amy dropped her eyes, accepting his chastisement. "I was wrong. You did say you were going to punish me?"

	"You bet. Since your nipples were the target of your self destructive tendencies, how about if we involve them in a contest? Sort of let them get even with you for unnecessary roughness."

	"Contest?" she asked, both puzzled and curious, "How... what do you mean?"

	"Beginning right now," he looked at his watch, "at exactly 9:03 AM, your nipples are stiff. The question is, how long will they stay stiff?  I'm guessing that with that cunning and delightfully creative mind of yours that you can dream up enough excitement to keep them up all day. Right?" He looked at her expectantly.

	Her cheeks reddened. "Oh, you!" She shivered, her mind already anticipating pleasure.

	Bantering, he added, "Tell you what. To make it easier, I'll let you pick some bondage item that you have stashed away, that you can wear. That's besides the cuffs, of course."

	The nuance wasn't lost on Amy. For the first time he was indicating that she had no immediate prospects of being freed. The idea sent her thoughts into overdrive. She had read enough books to expect an evening, or even a night of bondage, but to add on the next day...  Or more...  It was powerful stuff. But more pressing, what to choose.

	Amy pondered her options momentarily. The idea intrigued her, sending little thrills coursing through her. She was fully conscious of the fact that her nipples had already been erect for most of the night, and they were still extremely tender from her abortive attempt to magnify the effect of the clothespins. Searching her limited store of bondage equipment mentally, she suddenly had an idea. "Glen, in the closet, up on the top shelf, there's a big box. Can you get it down for me please?"

	He walked over, opened the door and eyed the shelf. "That one?" He pointed.

	"No, the other one - the brown box."

	Lifting it down, he set it on the bed, and removed the lid, then cocked an eyebrow at Amy. "Boots?"

	"Not 'just' boots, silly. It's a pair I bought at a boutique that was going bankrupt. I didn't have a chance to try them on until I got home, and then I discovered that the size was mislabeled in them. They're at least a full size smaller than the label says, but it was too late to exchange them. I managed to wear them once. It took a pair of pliers to zip them up - but I gave it up after a few minutes."

	As she explained, Glen had picked up one of the boots and examined it. The rich dark leather was soft to the touch as he unfolded it and held it by the top.

	It was a full length boot, reaching all the way up the thigh, but flaring only slightly. The foot part was different than he expected, with a rounded front rather than a point, more practical than stylish, but with the narrow arch rising to a three inch pencil heel which by contrast was anything but practical.

	"The pliers are in the cabinet left of the dishwasher."

	Glen took the boot with him into the kitchen, rummaged in the rudimentary toolbox, found the pliers and came back into the bedroom. "That's some beautiful leatherwork," he admired.

	"I was lucky, they were on sale and I got them for $10."

	Glen whistled. "Quite a bargain! Those must have been $300 boots."

	"The original price tag was still on them - $495."

	He whistled again. She sat on the edge of the bed, and he knelt at her feet. He slid the zipper to the bottom and fitted the boot to her foot, the top flopping away. With the pliers he gripped the pull and managed to get it past her ankle, grunting. "Are you sure you can stand this?"

	"Do I have any choice?"

	"Not really, but let's not do a repeat of your pin trick."

	Once started, the slide went fairly easily up her calf almost to the knee. Amy stopped him. "Glen, in the closet, on the hooks at the back is my corset."

	"I said one item, not your whole roster!"

	"No, not to wear. Get it, and I'll show you." He pawed through and between the clothes hanging from the rack and found the stiff laced leather corset, opened and hanging over two hooks, discretely hidden. He brought it to her and held it out.

	"On the side, right there at the top, next to the laces. That's the tip of a stay. Pull it out." The long thin strip of steel came out easily.  "Get two."

	"Now, slide one down in the boot beside my knee."

	"But then you won't... Oh, I see."

	He slid the zipper past the knee as she straightened her leg. The stay, aided by the tight leather held her leg in a vise-like grip that now would not bend. She explained, "If I try and bend my knee, the stay will buckle and dig into me - if it gives at all."

	"Well, since this is your idea, you'd better start thinking up some penalty for yourself if you can't take it."

	"Oh," she said lightly, "I've already got some ideas."

	"I'll bet!" He grunted again as he strained to close the last inch of the zipper, noticing for the first time that there was a small ring conveniently attached to the top of the boot right where the zipper stopped. All that was lacking was the tiny padlock.

	The boot fit like it had been made from a plaster cast of her foot and leg. Amy had good legs to begin with, and the expensive leather firmed and enhanced the curve of her instep, her calves and her perfectly tapering thighs. She displayed the leg, turning it back and forth so that the sunlight glinted on the polished surface. She tried moving her ankle, but there was only the slightest bit of play. A twinge of misgiving bothered her, wondering if she had again gone too far, but she shook it off, caught up in the sexy feel of the leather.

	After admiring it with her, Glen stooped to fit the other boot. He too was wondering if she was going too far, too fast. He was still amazed that she had not only stripped and chained herself, but then had spent the evening and the whole night without complaining about the handcuffs, or giving any indication that she wanted to be set free, treating them as if they were familiar pieces of jewelry.

	Beyond making certain that she didn't injure herself, as she had nearly done with the wooden pins, Glen decided to go along with her, letting her initiate her own bondage, and adding some of his own ideas as things progressed.

	Closing the zipper was equally as difficult on the second boot. Glen inserted the stay, and pulled the slide to the top, making a mental note to get the locks for the rings. Their soft jangle as she moved would add a delightful sound effect to his visual enjoyment.

	Amy tottered to her feet, as he lifted her toward him from the bed. She stood, teetering, with quick grace catching herself so that in a moment she was able to twist and turn, even stand on one foot while holding the other out on display. Her blonde triangle, bare tanned skin and the dark leather made a spectacularly striking contrast. Glen whistled again. "Verrry sexy!" He drew it out, complimenting her.

	Besides, the bondage boots were having the desired effect. Amy's nipples stood out like plump dark thimbles, fully extended, an effect not lost on Glen. "Think you can keep them up all day?"

	She nodded her head. "No problem. Oh, if you look in my sewing basket again, down on the bottom there are two padlocks that would ensure I don't get any ideas of taking the boots off."

	"Well if it's going to be that easy let's just add the stipulation that there will be no sneaking in an orgasm before tonight. You can think up a penalty for that too while you're at it."

	With that he went first to the sewing basket, found the two little heart shaped locks and the tiny key, walked to his side of the bed and pulled the handcuff key out of the drawer. First he padlocked the boots, then unlocking one wrist, he pushed her arms forward. She spun on one heel, looking at him curiously as he relocked her wrists in front of her body. "Darned if I'm going to make breakfast too," He grumbled the words by way of explanation. "I don't know about you, but I'm starved."

	Amy moved her arms about, relishing the relative freedom, then tried walking, with an unexpected result. The stiffness around her knees and ankles made walking a lot more difficult than she had expected. However after a couple of trial steps she was able to strut, after a fashion, swinging her hips in a lewd parody of a whore's walk.

	He slapped her inviting rump playfully as she went by, warning her, "No touching! Those three things up front - tits and cunt - they're under my command now, so leave them alone, or you'll be making a reality out of some of your fancy dreams." She just shook her head at him. At the moment she was too hungry to think about sex, at least for at least the next thirty seconds.

	Glen followed her down the stairs and into the kitchen, close behind in case she stumbled in the unaccustomed boots, admiring the view each step of the way. Her legs were far enough apart so that he could see the sun glinting on the pubic hair that peeped between them. He rummaged through drawers, starting to help her, discovering a tiny, postage stamp size apron, which he tied around her waist sending them both into gales of laughter. He embraced her, rubbing his hairy chest against her twin erections, feeling the slick leather against his legs as he prodded her mound with his semi-erection.

	Her darting tongue found his, retreated, attacked and retreated again, her breathing suddenly strained as breakfast was momentarily forgotten. "Keep that up, and you'll be on the table, served up as breakfast." His eyes were laughing.

	She made a sour face. "Promises, all I get are promises." The exchange ended with a resounding slap on a handy ass cheek, which sent her stumbling forward, heels clicking across the floor as she caught her balance, paused, and then began to put the food on the table. She had automatically set two places, but she suddenly stopped. "Glen, I won't be able to sit down - in these boots. Or, do I even get to sit down?"

	"Oh, yes you will! And that's an order." He walked around the table, picking up two chairs as he went. He set them down, then picked her up off the floor in his arms and sat her down on the third one. She found herself in an instant "fix." Less than a third of her ass cheeks rested on her chair straddling the corner of the table, her legs spread at right angles, one heel barely resting on a chair at each side. She was at once helpless, because to move would mean falling off her chair. Her pussy was right at the edge, and she was leaning so far back that her breasts rolled upwards, her nipples nearly vertical, like twin lighthouses. The tiny apron was pulled high across her hips, barely hiding the extreme upper edge of her pubic hair. There was nothing between the hard wood of the table leg and her mound.

	Glen brought the rest of the food, and sat down across from her, pushing down the toaster lever with two slices of bread. Sex again was temporarily forgotten as they attacked the food. They took their time, made it a leisurely occasion, and chatted like two perfectly "normal" lovers after a night in bed together. The one jarring note in this breakfast scene that would have startled the casual observer, once he or she had accepted that both were nude, were the silvery cuffs on her wrists. They didn't bother Amy in the slightest, as there had been many a solitary meal that she had eaten with them on, practicing for this moment when it was a man who had locked them on her wrists, a man who held the key, who would unlock them only at his pleasure, if ever.

	During a lull, after Glen had refilled their coffee cups, he glanced up and realized that Amy was staring, her unseeing eyes glazed. He reached across to her, waved his hand. "Hey, wake up!"

	She jumped, startled, almost losing her tenuous perch and then grinned embarrassedly. "Daydreaming?" He questioned.

	Amy nodded. "Thinking up a penalty for touching... diddling myself. This is pure torture, having my hands in front and not being able to use them."

	"It certainly helps keep your play toys up and ready. What's the punishment going to be?"

	She smiled with a coy expression. "I'll tell you when it happens."

	"I can wait, but meanwhile, you can give me some regular reports on what you are thinking about. That way we both can get some benefit from it."

	"OK," she agreed, "but about all that will do is give you a pair of aching balls if you don't do something to me, especially if you aren't planning on anything until MY erections go down."

	"Ah, but that's one of the benefits of being a Master. I get to come any time I please - and in any way I please. Your job is to keep me aroused. Without coming yourself."

	She glared at him in mock anger, opened her mouth to make a crack, read his eyes and thought better of it. She could see him mentally noting her almost rebellion for future punishment. Deep in her brain her wrought up emotions were going "Wow! Wow! Wow!"

	-0-

	Glen carried the dishes to the sink, then bent down to give Amy a kiss, his hand going unerringly to the center of her straddled legs, fingering her moist slit. Skillfully he brought her clit to life, enjoying her helplessness until she was once more squirming in her arousal. Lifting her, he stood her on her feet again and with a final touch broke the clinch. She drew a gusty breath and sighed, "Looks like I'm going to be... going to be, Hell! I'm already suffering a case of blue ovaries! Glen, please take me back to bed?"

	"Ummn, maybe later. Right now there are dishes to do, slave."

	As Amy started the cleanup, Glen went back in the bedroom and got some fresh shorts. Being around Amy when she was in any kind of restraint was keeping him in a permanent state of erection, and his thighs were just as damp as hers as repeated drops of lubricant oozed from the head of his cock. He shook his head in amazement as he thought about the previous evening and his - and apparently her - introduction to real live bondage.

	Amy was having very similar thoughts. After so many frustrating experiments with self bondage, discovering a dominant bondage fan who was so compatible was fueling her lust for restraints. She already realized that reality was even more exciting than the fantasies that she had become expert at weaving. Once her fear of physical mistreatment had dissipated, her confidence in Glen began to grow and she started to relax, and with that came even greater enjoyment. She basked in the knowledge that he was concerned for her safety and was masterful and tender at the same time.

	For the first time in her life she was being dominated without being afraid, a voluptuous feeling that she was enjoying to the fullest. She hadn't realized that being mastered would so totally arouse her. Thinking back, she realized that she had been juicing ever since she began stripping off her clothing last evening. Glen, and that ever hard cock of his was keeping her constantly hot, and awakening an insatiable appetite for sex. Despite the fact - or more frankly because of the fact - that her feet already felt like she was standing ankle deep in a bed of white hot coals, she was on the verge of climaxing.

	Her engorged clit throbbed and demanded attention as her daydreaming continued, and before she even realized she was doing it she had silently laid down the plate she was washing and reached with her linked hands between her legs, straddled before the sink, bending forward in a slight crouch. Her fingers splayed and touched, the soapy water lubricating. She moaned softly as she felt the first surges deep in her loins.

	Glen had busied himself cleaning up the wreckage strewn around the living room and the bedroom. Obviously it had been an eventful evening! He picked up his pants and shirt and hung them in the closet, already acting as if he had moved in permanently. He examined the corset, evoking a mental picture of lacing it in place around Amy's lush body, then reluctantly hung it back on the closet hooks, to await another day. She already had enough to contend with from those tight boots, but she would have made an even more delightful picture!

	Deep in thought, he suddenly realized that it was quiet in the kitchen. The routine sounds of dishes being washed had stopped. Curious, he padded silently across the rug and stopped in the doorway. Amy was totally unaware of him, hunched forward and working her hips against her frantic finger. "Naughty! Naughty!"

	She jerked guiltily at his words, flinging her long hair sideways as she turned to look at him, her fingers redoubling their labors, only to be jerked forcefully away as in two quick steps he reached her side. She whimpered, whispering, "I was so close..."

	Holding her cuffed wrists firmly, he pulled her, unresisting, up the stairs and into the bedroom, connecting with her ass like claps of thunder with his open hand. For a moment hope leaped, then sank as he picked up the key, opened one cuff and quickly pinned her arms behind her again. "Can't leave you alone for a minute," he muttered.

	"I'm sorry Glen. I... I started thinking about all the nice things we did last night, and about you and that big lovely stiff cock of yours... and I didn't even realize I was rubbing my clit."

	"Oddly enough I'm beginning to believe you, but that still doesn't excuse you for disobeying orders. Remember, you were told 'No playing.'" She nodded mutely.

	"O.K. Now, try and get loose." She looked at him over her shoulder, not understanding. He nodded at her manacles. Gracefully, she twisted her arms, worked them back and forth, loosening and tightening the connecting link with a pleasant metallic clashing, clearly demonstrating the futility of any hope of escape from the tight bands.

	"That's going to be another rule, especially for any bondage you put on yourself, so that there won't be any tricks, and we'll both know you are safe. And, while I think of it, let's make another rule. You can put yourself in bondage at any time, but only I can release you. Clear?"

	"Yes Glen."

	She instantly connected it with the incident with the handcuff keys the night before, and thrilled. He was keeping one jump ahead of her!

	"Now, tell me what this fancy punishment is that you dreamed up for yourself. Or, have you forgotten already?"

	"No, Glen." She twisted her arms against the cuffs, shrugging. "You've got part of it done. My hands, behind me. First you need to take the stay out of my right boot."

	Suiting action to her instruction, he unlocked the padlock, got the pliers and quickly zipped her right boot to the knee, stopping first to inflict some unexpected - but enjoyed - attention on her tingling clit. He slid the stay out of her partially opened boot, leaving a clearly outline pressure mark on the side of her leg. The steel strip had fitted, but only by pressing itself into the flesh.

	Up went the zipper again, the fingers played a tattoo on her nub, and Amy was able to suppress a teeth grinding climax only with the greatest difficulty. Shaking her head to clear it, she murmured,

	"Now, hand me my foot. I am to be punished by standing on one foot, holding the other foot behind me. If I lose my grip and the foot touches the floor the time starts over. If I fall, I will spend two hours kneeling on a rolling pin. Your order that I am not allowed to come is still in effect."

	"What a woman!"

	The exclamation was purely mental, as Glen's admiration for Amy went up another notch. He kept his face composed, emotionless, as he went about positioning her in the middle of the floor, so that she wouldn't hurt herself if she did fall. Facing her toward the bed he reached down, grasped the tightly compressed ankle and started to bend the leg backward. The leather resisted, but the warmth of her skin had given it some slight flexibility, so that it bent at the knee, but with difficulty.

	When it came within reach, Amy grasped it with both hands, helping to overcome the tight bend. Glen marveled at her composure. With all that tension it would be like holding a suitcase full of lead bricks behind her, and then to stand on one foot!

	She got her hands into position, clasping her fingers together over the instep, locking them together, a look of determination on her face. Glen stepped back, drinking in this erotic statue, checked each nipple with his fingers for stiffness, as if he couldn't see them literally poking him in the eye, then thrummed her clit to the moaning stage before going to the bed, where he lay down on his back.

	He focused on her loveliness, savoring the power he held over her, then raised himself up and slid his shorts down his legs. Amy's eyes glistened as she eyed his rampant cock stand. So near, and so far away!

	She was already regretting having dreamed up this bondage position, but she realized that after all, punishment is to make you penitent. In this case, also to make a girl very, very horny!

	"How are the boots doing? Time for a report."

	She thought a moment, composing a frank answer. "I lost contact with my toes right after you put them on me. By the time breakfast was over it felt like I was standing ankle deep in hot coals. Right now it is more like wading knee deep in molten lava. As you may have noticed, my nipples have remained erect the entire time, and at the moment they feel as if they were squeezed in between my toes down there somewhere. They're burning just as bad as my feet, if that's possible!"

	"I do like a girl with a sense of humor! What's it doing to your sex urges?

	"Let's put it this way - if you were the one wearing these damn handcuffs and perched here like a stork, you'd shoot your load so fast your head would swim! I am hot, I am horny, I feel like I swallowed a volcano, and I'm ready to fuck your ears off!

	"My! You certainly are prim, proper and prissy when you want to be. Since you have so much to say, how about entertaining us with the story of your life? It's going to be quite awhile until lunch." He glanced at his watch.

	Amy was slightly unnerved. He was hinting that she might be playing stork for hours. Although it had been only a couple of minutes it already felt like she had been standing for hours and hours.

	"Where do you want me to start?"

	"Let's skip the non-essentials and get right to your sex life. I have a feeling you've been a busy girl, but remember, a slave cannot lie to her master, or evade a question without serious consequences. Just how sexy have you been?"

	Amy hesitated, almost long enough to reap a penalty before she had said a word, her mind racing over her past. She had her story ready, but could she tell him all of it? She drew in a deep breath and started, almost, but not quite, at the beginning.

	"Not as much as you think. I led the typical 'sheltered life' in high school. I pretty well knew what turned me on by then, but I was too shy to share my feelings with any of the boys. There was one other girl," she reminisced, "A mousy little thing with thick glasses that never seemed to have any boy friends, but I found out later that she was the secret mascot of the football team. Her specialty was giving the entire team a blowjob after each game. A friend who went to the same college told me about her one time when we were out on a date. He had been on the team, and said that as a joke they had tied her to a chair and that she got so excited she was coming steadily, begging for more cock, so after that they automatically tied her up.

	"His talking about it got me hot enough so that I just about raped him, but when he stopped talking and started banging me, I cooled off so fast that even he noticed it. It was a big disappointment for both of us, and I still didn't realize the reason.

	"It wasn't until about a year later when I happened to be assigned a research topic on the Indian tribes in Arizona which closed the gap, putting pain and sex together."  She was looking directly at Glen, but her memories sublimated the scene before her, and she kept on talking for several minutes before it suddenly penetrated. Glen was leaning on one elbow, pillows stacked behind him, listening intently, his eyes never leaving her restrained nudity, beating his meat.

	Unconsciously aroused by the visual and vocal stimulation, his other hand had crept to his pulsing cock, fondling it, then slowly encompassing it, moving gently with the flow of her narrative. She wondered if he was doing it deliberately in order to get her hotter, but she could see that he didn't even realize he was doing it. Deliberate or not, it had the same effect - it got her even hotter.

	"I had to get several books from the library to take home to the dorm and study. One of them had some first person quotes from a woman who had been taken by Indian warriors, describing the ways they tortured their captives. There were some very graphic descriptions, especially of how they stripped her, tied her wrists behind her to the tips of a warrior's bow, and marched her with a leash around her neck back to the camp. I remember getting excited when I read it the first time, but my roommate was studying too, so I couldn't do anything about it. There was quite a bit more - about how the women were so rough with the white captives, staking them out on the ground and poking them with sharp sticks, but it was this idea of the bow that I think really got me started - or woke me up to what I needed to enjoy sex."

	As she talked, her mind was concentrating on two things now. One was the memories, the other was Glen's cock, the focus of her staring eyes. Glen seemed to be in a dream state, mesmerized by her words and her beautiful body. She swallowed, and continued, aware that her mouth was watering, salivating for that hunk of man meat.

	"That night I had my first really wild erotic dream - or at least the first one that I can remember. I was the captive, the one who was being tortured. They left me tied to that bow for days, while the men raped me and the women pinched my tits and burned me with hot coals. When I woke up, I had both hands between my legs, bringing myself off. I was groaning so loud I woke my roommate. I don't think she believed me when I told her I'd had a nightmare, but she never said anything."

	"That wasn't the first time you played with yourself, was it?"

	"Oh, no. But, it was the first time that I had a real, five alarm climax. Always before it had been these little 'minigasms.' Up until then I had always thought that was all there was to coming. I couldn't believe it. After that I had that exact same dream again and again. Not every night, but maybe once every week or ten days or so. Carol, my roomie, was beginning to get worried, and suggested I ought to see the doctor about my nightmares, but I put her off. There was no way I was going to tell her, or a doctor, about my sexy dreams. Then one Sunday I went for a walk in the woods near the campus. I stopped to rest near a small tree, and I happened to notice that it had two branches, just at shoulder height, that bent back behind the trunk, just like the arms of a bow. On an impulse, I backed up to the tree, held my arms up and back against the branches and grabbed them with my hands, just as if I was tied to them. I just stood there for a minute, looking to see if anyone was watching me. Then I looked down at myself, and when I saw what the position did to my tits - how it pushed them out and up - it blew my mind, and my ovaries! I had an orgasm that put my dream jobs to shame. I screamed, and doubled up like someone had punched me in the stomach, and collapsed on the ground. Another student heard me, and came running around the corner to help me, but I was back on my feet by the time he got to me. I gave him a lame story about screaming at a snake and sent him on his way, but the whole thing really shook me up. Walking home, I did some serious thinking, and it gradually came to me that I must need some special kind of erotic stimulus to make me reach a full climax. Once I got started in the right direction, it didn't take long to put some of the past events together and realize that pain was what I needed to enjoy coming. From the Indian stories I associated pain with bondage. At the time I didn't see the difference, and it took me a long time to understand the causes and effects. After all, there weren't any handy corner sex shops where a horny girl could walk in and stock up. For a college town, it was pretty prudish, and it wasn't until I was about to graduate that I even saw a bondage magazine. I was as green about all this as I could be, and right after I graduated, I met Ralph at a high school dance, of all places. I had been asked to chaperon the kids, and Ralph was another of the group of adults they had picked for the job. He had a very forceful personality, bossing everyone including the other chaperons and the teachers, and I kind of fell under his spell.  To make a long story short, he swept me off my feet, proposed and married me within a space of two weeks. Our honeymoon was a disaster. He was issuing orders like a drill sergeant - 'Put your legs here, touch me there, kiss my ear,' and on and on like he was making love to a puppet. I didn't have a single orgasm with him until several months later."

	"One night he came home loaded, and when I said something about it, he blew up and belted me across the room with the back of his hand. Of course I came instantly, with enough sound effects so that even in his drunken stupor he realized the connection. He had his clothes off and was on top of me on the rug before I could get up. He shot his wad in about three strokes and collapsed before he got half way done tearing my clothes off. A couple of days later he came home randy and when I didn't respond immediately he cocked his fist and popped me one on the jaw. Same effect, only this time he was sober and dragged me to the bed and took his sweet time raping me. I was so dazed I couldn't move, even though I was hotter than a pistol from the pain in my jaw. He screamed at me for not responding, and started on my face with his fists, breaking my nose and my cheekbone. A neighbor heard me screaming and called the cops, and they took one look and called an ambulance."

	"Ralph got two years for it, and served eight months, and I got an immediate divorce. I was my own best witness, as I had to appear in court with two black eyes and tape all over my nose and face. The Judge took one look at me and complained loudly that the law only allowed him to give Ralph two years. There was a provision in the state's divorce law covering wife abuse which gave the judge the power to set me free at once. During the trial it came out that Ralph had a lot of property that he had carefully hidden from me. I wound up with a lot of it, so I wasn't hurting for money."

	"It wasn't long after that my folks died. My mother was killed in a car accident - ran under a gravel truck at a road construction project. My dad sued and got a big settlement out of them, and then a few months later keeled over with a heart attack at work. It took some time to get over my grief, and I began to seriously study sexual variations as a means of getting my mind off my loss. It helped, even though I was still hampered by a lack of information."

	"Textbooks, yes, but you don't find any textbooks that tell you what a yummy feeling it is to get tied to a bed and fucked. My girlfriend helped, and it was through her that I saw my first real magazines and books on the topic. There was a mention or two of self-bondage, and since I had already been burned badly I wasn't about to walk up to some stranger and invite him to tie me up so that I could come. I wore those magazines to shreds, until I could recite every story, every letter by heart. I'd take them to bed and tie my ankles and put my handcuffs on my wrists and I'd diddle myself until I couldn't keep my eyes open, but I loved it because it fired up my fantasies. Between those and my dreams, I kept myself aroused most of the time..."

	She stopped. "Glen, do you have any idea what you are doing to me? Making me stand helplessly and watch while you stroke that big beautiful mouth watering cock of yours. That's mean!"

	He jerked, startled by her words, lost in the word picture she had been so skillfully weaving. He grinned, half sheepishly, eyeing his now motionless hand gripping his erection as if he'd never seen it before. "I'll be dammed! Do you have any idea how sexy you look, and what kind of an effect you have on me?"

	"We could keep going with this mutual admiration society all day. More importantly, if you keep on doing that while I'm confessing my sins, will you please shoot your load on a plate and then make me eat it for lunch?"

	Glen got up off the bed and padded past her to go to the kitchen, murmuring as he went out of her range of vision, "Got a better idea." He came back moments later with a small water glass, not much bigger than a shot glass. He set it on the nightstand, and made himself comfortable again on the pillows, and began stroking with obvious purpose. "You were saying?"

	"I said, you are mean. How can I talk when my mouth is watering like this?" She swallowed, demonstrating. He eyed her calmly. "Would you like to skip lunch so you can keep on watching?"

	Amy cringed inside. The lava was well up her thighs already, and she couldn't tell which leg hurt the most in the over tight boots. Subdued, she conceded defeat, "All right, I'm sorry I said you were mean. I'll talk."

	Unerringly she picked up where she had left off, "I was just about to tell you about my dreams. After I got used to my Indian dream, as I call it, there was a period until after I divorced Ralph where I dreamt it only occasionally, but after than I began to incorporate the things I was learning about sadism and masochism from my research into dreams, and they became a nearly every night happening. Especially when I was devouring those magazines, I'd go to sleep and dream that I was taking the place of the subject of one of the stories. Or, I'd dream something about some other thing like the Indians, being captured and tortured by pirates, or the Spanish Inquisition. Somewhere I read about a king or some ruler in Arabia who took a white woman who had been kidnapped for his harem and put her in a tiny cage after she tried to escape. He hung the cage beside his bed and made her watch every night as he made love to the other women in his harem and his female slaves. He kept her in the cage, in heavy chains until the night she broke and asked to be allowed to crawl to him and beg to be his slave, and then... Oh, Glen!!!"

	She watched him spurt three huge gobs of semen into the glass, filling it nearly to the rim. With horror she realized that she was about to climax too, triggered by the sight of his coming. It was the first time she had seen a man masturbate and come, and the thrill was too much for her. She fought against it, satiated by the knowledge that later she would get the full benefit of that rampaging prick. From some inner reserve of strength she found just enough control to stop at the very brink. Glen set the full glass back on the stand, using a tissue to wipe the last dribble of come from the purple head. "Go on." It was as if nothing had happened.

	"I... I dreamt that one so vividly that I had marks on my body from the bars of the cage for days afterward... Glen... Do you think you could make a cage for me?"

	"Shouldn't be too hard. I'll check on it... "You had what?" His tone, as he did a double take, was disbelieving.

	"I had marks on my body from the cage bars, from where I'd been lying on them. I know," she stopped him, mouth open, "I didn't believe it either, but it happened more than once. Marks of ropes on my wrists, even a couple of whip marks."

	"Lady, you have one powerful mind!" Glen shook his head in amazement. "And, while I'm asking, what is a punishment helmet? All I have ever seen are vague descriptions, but no specifics."

	"It's a leather, or sometimes rubber, helmet which fits over the head. It covers the eyes, but has holes for you to breath through your nose, and has a hole for the mouth, or has some kind of built in gag to go in the mouth. There are lots of ways of making one, with zip openings, or covers that snap or strap on, with locks, usually a lock at the neck. The rubber ones fit on like a glove, but the leather ones usually have laces at the back to make them skin tight too. I've seen descriptions of some with heavy padding over the ears, so that the wearer can't see, talk or hear."

	Amy shivered with delight at his graphic description. It sounded like a piece of equipment that she would gladly beg to have Glen use on her.

	"Can you buy one of those too?"

	"No problem. I've got several catalogs that list them and they are readily available on the Internet."

	"Catalogs! You mean you can order things like that?"

	"Or make them. One of my hobbies in high school was leathercraft, and my Dad gave me a whole toolbox of equipment to work with. As for catalogs, they're not in every mailbox, but you can get them if you look in the right places. There should have been some ads in the magazines you saw."

	"There were some ads, but it was an old magazine, and apparently the laws were stricter, because there were only vague references to the things they offered. I was always afraid to have the mailman see me getting anything like that."

	"Things have eased up considerably now, and you can find some pretty explicit ads these days. I'll bring over some catalogs and some of the magazines, and let you read them."

	"Considering the fix I'm in, I guess it's high time that I learned more about what bondage is all about. I might just get some new ideas at the same time."

	"You seem to have plenty of ideas already, although it's always nice to keep up with the state of the art. You've got the imagination to make do with a minimum of equipment, so I'm really curious as to what you'll do when you have more to use, designed for the purpose."

	She nodded in agreement. "There have been so many times that I wished I had something or other that I read about. It wasn't a problem with money, just that I had no way of getting to the sources."

	"Money isn't to be taken lightly in this case. Most of the equipment is expensive, and some is so way overpriced that it's crazy.  There are only a few manufacturers, and they know they can get whatever they ask. Hell, most of them want $10 or $20 just for a simple leather strap. You can get the same thing in a harness catalog for a tenth of that."

	"Harness?"

	"Sure, for horses. They call the equipment 'tack.'"

	"Oh, yeah, now I remember. There's a connection there I'd missed, even though I've read a couple of things about pony girls."

	"You've still got punishment time going - time enough to finish telling me about your dreams."

	"I did get away from the topic, didn't I. The odd part is how realistic the dreams are. You know, sometimes you realize that you are dreaming, but with me, I AM the Roman slave displayed in chains to the mob, or the spy captured and tortured by the Nazis, or the kidnaped heiress. The really weird part is that the next day I am sore in all the places where I had dreamed pain. If a soldier used a whip on my back, it will sting and burn all day long, and quite often I will have welts on my wrists and ankles, just like the marks of the cage I told you about, and Glen I'm about to come, and this time I CAN'T STOP IT PLEASE, MAY I COME?"

	"You have three minutes to go."

	The admonition was lost on Amy. It was too late, and too little to impede the tidal wave of lust washing over her. She dared to come, but she dared not move, afraid if she closed her eyes she would lose her balance and fall. The only release left her was vocal, and her scream of pleasure filled the room, exploding in the silence, sucking the pentup energy she had been storing, drawing on her pain, draining her. It was enough to nearly send Glen into a second orgasm as well, the erotic fulfillment of his dreams.

	-0-

	


Chapter 7 - Putting her foot down

	It was more than a minute before her breathing returned to normal. Amy stood like a statue, her eyes open, but fixed on some horizon far beyond the walls of her bedroom, as if in a self induced trance. She was relieved, both that she had climaxed without literally blowing up, and that she had been able to retain her balance. It had been very close, fighting the waves of dizziness.

	"Time's up. You made it."

	Was there a hint of admiration in his voice? Amy shivered like a cat unexpectedly drenched with a bucket of water, again nearly losing her balance.

	"You can put your foot down," he added.

	Foot. Somewhere at the far end of one of the two white hot steel needles her cunt was impaled on, was a foot. Made of lead. She had it right there in her hands, but she couldn't feel it. She couldn't feel her hands for that matter.

	"Glen, please, you'll have to help me. I... I can't move it."

	Bounding off the bed, cock swinging, he caught her as she swayed dangerously. With one hand he tried to free her foot, and then had to brace her against him and use both hands to pry her laced fingers apart. She winced as streaks of pain shot through them with circulation returning.

	Released, her knee remained bent, then slowly the weight of her foot pulled the leg straight, gravity overcoming the stiffened muscles and formed leather. Gingerly she put some weight on it, still nestled against Glen, feeling his pulsing cock against her bare thigh just above the boot top. He walked her slowly across the room and back and her control returned almost immediately, even though it was instinct rather than any sensation in her leather encased feet. She nodded toward the door. "I need to go to the bathroom."

	"Why?"

	"I need to pee."

	"Try again."

	"Please Glen, I need to piss."

	"Atagirl! You ALWAYS ask for permission, and you use the dirtiest words in your vocabulary."

	"Yes, Glen. Now, will you please help me take a piss?"

	"Gladly. Thought you'd never ask."

	He was teasing her again, covering his admiration for her staying power, getting a kick out of her minor humiliation. Helping her sit on the toilet, he stood and watched as she overcame her embarrassment and relaxed enough to splash loudly, but still blushing slightly at her noise. When she was finished, Glen made her move over to the bidet, then stand bent over with her legs spread while he dried her from the back. His skilled fingers had her right back at a peak in a few moments. She moaned and grunted, backing into his fingers, hungering. His hand pulled away, then caught her cuff link and pulled her upright. Holding her cuffs, he steered her back to the bed. "After all that, I think you need a bit of rest."

	"Fat lot of rest I'll get with you working me over!"

	"If that's a formal complaint, I can have court convened in about one second."

	"With you as judge, jury, jailer and executioner I suppose!"

	"You got it. They don't call me the hanging judge for nothing! My record is unblemished - not a single defendant has ever been found not guilty in my court."

	In the course of the exchange, Glen had helped Amy onto the bed. With the pliers he unzipped the boots, concerned this first time that they might have caused some problems. The soft leather crumpled as it fell away from her smooth legs, now marked with every stitch, every seam in the boots. Her feet seemed to literally ooze out of the confinement.

	"Owwww... I do have feet. Oh! Glen, you're making me come..."

	"Careful! Nobody said anything about enjoying this."

	"Ummmn, There's no way a gal could go through this and NOT enjoy it."

	"You're unbelievable!" The exclamation came, unbidden from Glen's lips.

	"Nope. I'm just your standard, A-1 glutton for punishment, I guess."

	"Well, right now the verdict is REST. Damned if I'm going to wear you out in one day."

	He tossed the boots on the floor, then installed her on her back with her ankles strapped to the foot posts of the bed. He made sure her arms were crossed with some degree of comfort behind her and then curled up beside her and began idly playing with one of her two rock hard and evenly purple nipples.

	"Sore?"

	"They feel like you bit down on them day before yesterday and haven't let loose."

	Glen slid his feet to the floor and went to her dressing table, returning with a bottle of skin lotion. "How's this stuff taste?"

	"You don't drink it, silly."

	"No, but I might be tempted later to do a little licking here and there, and I wouldn't want to have to stop and puke."

	"Oh, ick! It's just a cream lotion." He started to apply it, then a better idea came along. He dipped a finger into the semen filled glass, and wiped it lavishly on both nipples. She looked concerned, so he reassured her, "There's plenty left for lunch." Then he stuck his tongue out as far as he could, barely grazing the nipple, sending Amy into shivering delight.

	After he had worked his cream into both nipples and she got her breathing under control again, she looked at him with heavily lidded eyes, "Glen darling, while I'm lying here 'resting' as you call it, why don't you tell me about how you came to be so dominant?"

	The "darling" wasn't lost on either of them.

	"OK."

	"Before you start, would you gag me? I've had it on a lot of times, but never when I couldn't reach it to take it off. I've got some punishment coming for coming without permission too." As he looked for the gag in the drawer, she added, "It will keep me frustrated, because I want to be a pest and interrupt you with a lot of stupid questions."

	Holding the ball and strap in his hand he asked, "You understand that wearing a gag doesn't relieve you of having to obey orders?" She nodded agreement. "That means if I ask you a question and you don't answer, it's the same as refusing an order." She nodded again. "Same thing when you want to ask permission to come."

	"Yes, darling."

	"All punishable conduct for a slave girl."

	"Yes, Glen. Please gag me." She was asking for it, in unmistakable language. "Any last requests?" She gave him a look that would have melted steel, tendrils of smoke creeping into her eyes. "Keep me hot!"

	With that she opened her mouth for the ball, raising her head so that he could buckle the strap under her hair. Not that he needed any urging! Without prompting she rubbed her head against the pillow and tried to talk through the gag, obediently demonstrating that she could not remove it or make any intelligible noise. If she wanted to be gagged, Glen decided it would be a perfect opportunity to make her have some second thoughts about it. Up on his knees, he straddled her chest, waving his pole at her, directly in front of her nose. "How'd you like to suck on that for awhile?"

	She fumed. She said "YES!" into the gag, but all either could hear was a strangled gurgle. She pleaded with her eyes, and then nodded her head frantically.

	"I can't hear you." She nodded her entire body, gurgling frantically, totally frustrated. "Plain case of refusing to answer a question or obey orders. We'll discuss punishment later, so think of something, and be ready." He eyed her, waiting. "What, no 'Yes, Glen?' More rank disobedience - and on your first full day of slavery. Tisk! Tisk! Better think up something good - like being tied over the end of the bed and getting your ass fucked."

	He was a bit surprised by the look of horror on her face, accompanied by a near violent shaking of her head. So! She didn't like it up the back way, a fact which Glen considered puzzling, but also filed away for future reference. "Then think of something better. This way you'll have some incentive." He left the threat hanging as he lay back down beside her. She was perfectly positioned. Everything he wanted to touch was within close range of his hand.

	"From what you've told me," he began, "you've already had a lot more practical experience than I did. Mine has been mostly from reading, and a couple of movies, but as you might have guessed, you're the first real live slave that I've had anything to do with. There were a couple of girls that I paddled a few times, one of them on a regular basis for a couple of months, but she moved away and that ended it.

	"My first introduction to bondage as a kid was pretty much the classical one - playing cowboys and Indians. I had two cousins my age, and one of them loved being the 'damsel in distress' and of course I was the one detailed to tie her up each time our gang captured her. It was typical kid stuff, a rope around the wrists behind a post, that she got free from in about 30 seconds, and the game went on. I got a kick out of it, but I was too young to know what it was all about, and by the time I did find out, there weren't any more likely candidates to be found.

	"It isn't a bit easier, maybe even harder for a guy, because the minute a girl sees a rope she yells 'rape!' and that's the last you see of her. From reading the magazines, you'd think that there are thousands of girls out there just waiting for the right man to come along and tie them up, but I'd suspect that about 95% of that is wishful thinking on the part of the writers, and the editor who wants to sell more magazines.

	"There are girls - and men too - that are like you and enjoy bondage to a degree as part of their sex play, but getting the dominants and submissives together is extremely difficult. I wouldn't doubt that hundreds, if not thousands of men and women go through life frustrated because they either don't realize the things they want, or else never run across the other half that it takes to make a pair.

	"You may not know it, you sexy little slave, but you are one rare hunk of women flesh!" He punctuated his comment with a finger, loaded with juice from his dripping cock, which he applied liberally to her smoldering clit, fanning it rapidly into blazing excitement.

	"I know where you are coming from, because more than once when I've been out on a date with a girl, I could barely get it up enough to screw her, and I'd have to lie there fantasizing that she was tied up or in chains before I could come. Seeing the real thing - you - in handcuffs was what I'd always dreamed about. He moved over her again, first kissing her nipples, then working down across her taut stomach."

	Lifting his head he suggested, "If you'd like me to continue, just say the word." Amy moaned against the gag, nodding again, wanting him. Frustrated, but loving her very frustration because it was his hands that had gagged her.

	Glen grinned at her, but continued. "The college I went to must have been quite a bit more liberal than yours, as there were three sex shops in the downtown area, and even a red light district. That might sound like a lot compared to what you had, but it really wasn't. Only one of the three stores had any bondage magazines, and their selection seemed to always be picked over, but I slowly managed to accumulate a library of reading material. Then just when I was going good, I moved back home from college and the box of magazines disappeared during the move. Probably some kid helper discovered them and thought he'd found paradise. My family situation is much like yours. My mother died of cancer right after I graduated. It was a sudden thing - she went in for a checkup, feeling perfectly normal, they found something in her liver and two weeks later she was dead. My dad was killed in a cable car accident in the Swiss Alps while we were skiing there. I was an only child, and there are no other near relatives. By the way, you didn't say if you have any brothers or sisters?"

	She shook her head helplessly. "Still not answering questions, eh? How about it, would you like me to stick this between your legs and ride you awhile?"

	She stared at him, the wanting and needing clear in her eyes. She spoke into the gag, but did not move her head. "Not even a negative response! You're stacking up a lot of punishment time."

	Too late, she nodded, cursing herself for being over eager and falling into a trap of her own making. Continuing as if there had been no interruption, Glen talked about his post-college career, taking over his father's highly successful real estate business and settling down into a fairly routine bachelor life. As he talked, he watched her expressive eyes, occasionally breaking away to admire the rest of her nudity, his hand touching constantly, moving from one point to another, keeping her riding an unreachable high.

	"I went on a buying binge not long after Dad died. A business trip to New York exposed me to the full scale sex shops on 42nd Street, and I spent three entire evenings going from one to the next, picking up anything that looked even remotely interesting. That was before they closed them down. I wound up having to buy an extra suitcase to hold it all for the trip home. That weekend I holed up in the house, making it look like nobody was at home, and read my way through everything in the bag. There was a lot of trash and junk that I tossed out after just glancing through it. The publishers knew what sells, so they put a picture of a girl holding a whip or with her wrists loosely bound with rope on the cover, even if it has nothing at all to do with the contents. A few went out because they were just too rank. Breaking bones and spurting blood may turn a few people on, but I'm not one of them."

	Amy blinked, a triple X rated mental picture displayed before her eyes, and signified her silent agreement with a nod.

	"Most of them had pictures of course. The quality was something else though, as a lot of them were fuzzy, out of focus, poorly lighted or looked like they had been recopied from a negative that they scraped out of the bottom of a gravel pit. Then again, most of the pictures look like the models had been tied up by an eight year old. A lot of them look so faked that they turn me off, rather than on, just as if the rope had been laid across them, and not even tied. Now that we are in the age of the computer it’s a different story. The pictures are often professional quality and there is more than enough to pick and choose from. Rope is cheap, so that's what most of them use, but a few of the higher quality publications and web sites go in for chains and handcuffs, or leather or rubber restraints. A lot of the writing was at about the eight year level as well. A few pages of 'See George tying Jane's wrist. See George tying Jane's ankle.' 'See George whipping Jane,' and you've lost all interest. Fortunately there are now some excellent writers among the chaff."

	"One of the odd things was that you almost never found any reference to sex. The bondage or the punishment was always for the pure joy of it, with not a hint that it would lead to anything else, or that 'heaven forbid' George screws Jane after he ties her up. It isn't that they couldn’t  get away with it, because you could find bondage magazines on the rack side by side with what they call 'fuck books.' Those are nothing more than a string of four letter words strung together with a few commas and periods. The guy starts fucking the girl on page one, and is still at it on the last page. Say, speaking of which, aren't you ready yet for some cock?" Amy made eager noises. Her eyes said "Yes!" in the clearest possible message. Glen frowned, mocking her. He shook his head. "Can't understand a word you're saying."

	Then he suddenly remembered. "You've got to have some kind of a way of letting me know if something is wrong, or if something is too strenuous for you. It's important, so pay attention. If you aren't gagged, of course you have 'Park Avenue.' If you are gagged, then blink your eyes rapidly, and make 'beep' noises through your nose. If you are blindfolded then cross the first two fingers of each hand, or rap with the tips of the fingers. Got it?"

	Her head moved up and down in agreement. She was again pleased by his concern. Glancing at his watch, he announced, "Lunch time." Getting up he quickly released one of her strapped ankles, squeezed the foot, which had quickly returned to a normal pink, back into the boot and zipped it up. Around on the other side of the bed he repeated with the second boot, then helped her to her feet, legs stiff.

	With the handcuff key he switched her arms back in front, warning her, "Playing stork will be child's play if you touch either your clit or your nipples. Do you know what I mean?" A nod was all he got. "That's no answer. We're going to be a busy girl after lunch."

	The refrigerator held all sorts of food. Glen issued orders. "Fix me a couple of sandwiches from that left over roast beef, while I get your lunch ready." He moved aside so that she could reach in to pick up the platter, her cuffs impeding her not at all. As Amy moved to the work counter, Glen reached into the freezer compartment and got out two ice cube trays.

	At the sink he ran water over them, loosened the dividers and pulled them out, leaving the cubes in the trays. He glanced over at Amy as she bent over her cutting board, as if measuring her for size. He was, as she discovered a few moments later. She set the table, for one, and put the sandwiches and a bottle of beer beside his plate. Out of the corner of her eye she tried to follow what he was doing with the ice, but avoided showing any obvious display of interest. Glen had plenty of ideas of his own at the moment without needing her suggestions.

	"That looks good," he praised, as he came back into the kitchen with the glass of his come. It went onto the counter near the back, behind the two ice trays. Politely, he escorted her to the counter and drew her attention to the arrangement. A suspicion of what was about to happen zinged through her mind, and only with the instant application of her mental control was she able to escape succumbing to a minigasm on the spot. Watching her eyes, Glen assessed the close call. "As you may have gathered, I decided to order a cold lunch for you. It's a special diet as well, high in protein to give you instant energy. I'm going to take the gag out, but you are not to speak unless I ask you a question. Your hands go behind you again."

	He kept talking as he removed the gag and changed the handcuffs, "In order to enjoy this to the fullest, you will have to spread your legs to bring your body down to the counter height. Then you can lean forward, resting your extra curves in the receptacles I have so thoughtfully provided. Then your task is to eat up the entire contents of the glass, licking it carefully clean. All of this must of course be accomplished before I finish my lunch. You may not know that I am a fast eater, so if anything is left in the glass, I know a couple of convenient holes where I can store any of the ice cubes that are left over. In the meantime, I'll sit down at the table behind you and enjoy the view with my lunch, and perhaps even think about an afternoon snack. If you should happen to finish your lunch first, you will stay in position and wait for me. You need those nipples cooled off a bit anyway."

	The position was obscene for one thing, intentionally humiliating but no less blush producing for Amy. She spread, leaned, and steeled herself for the icy contact. Her nipples led the way bravely into the Siberian ice floes. Even prepared for it, she jerked, but forced her nipples, then the lush forward curves of her breasts into the trays. The metal edges along the sides of her fleshy mounds seemed twice as cold as the ice itself. It was an exercise in will power, but the intimation that she would wind up with her cunt and ass stuffed with ice was a powerful inducement to comply with Glen's commands.

	The semen was cold, and starting to dry at the edges. Unappetizing in appearance to anyone else, it sent Amy soaring. The congealed fluid was a treat she had been anticipating. She attacked it with her tongue, scooping it up into her mouth, savoring the manly tang, her mouth watering in enjoyment. The narrow glass was barely wider than her extended taster so that it rasped on the dried edges. She worked swiftly but carefully, needing no warning that if she were clumsy and the glass tipped over it would mean disaster.

	Behind her, Glen feasted on the pose, listening to the slurping sounds she made as he very slowly nibbled at his lunch, stalling to give Amy ample contact with the twin ice trays, testing her reactions. Her idea of lunching on his come, embellished with his own inventiveness provided a pleasing diversion that was designed to accomplish a joint result - to arouse both of them. It worked.

	The very bottom of the glass was her final target, her fantasy filling her mouth with the bulk of Glen's organ. She dreamed of sucking the very last drops from the tip, another part of her mind rigidly controlling and protecting her from the orgasm that she was building with both her fantasy and what Glen was making her do.

	Her turgid nipples had bored their way down between the cubes, now pressed against the bottom of the frosty metal tray, nesting the front surfaces of her breasts in full contact with the melting ice. She had half way expected her heated nips to sizzle when they first touched the ice, her imagination playing delightful little tricks on her that fit right in with Glen's inventive ideas. Glen was just as horny. The sight of her pert ass cheeks spread wide, her brown hole clearly visible and her mound bulging down in twin fleshy folds between the tops of her boots was enough in itself, but adding the slobbering noises that Amy was making - was she doing it deliberately? - as she rooted in the glass, Glen was equally ready to shoot another load.

	He finished the last sip of beer and stood up. Amy was motionless, her task completed, forcing her body to remain still, pressing her chilled tits into the ice, shivering both with cold and excitement as she fought to stave off the burgeoning orgasm building in her belly. She stiffened momentarily as she felt his hand thrust between her thighs, fingers probing, coming away wet. It was too tempting a target.

	Glen altered his tentative plans to include a quick stand-up fuck, and suiting action to the thought he stepped forward, his stiff pole aiming itself, his hand providing a last second centering movement, and he was home, driving to the bottom of her slick walled cunt. She reared up off the ice like a walrus preparing to do battle, only to fall forward with a splash as his cock filled her to her throat.

	Burning hot below the waist, ice cold above, Amy was torn bodily between the conflicting extremes, evoking a whole new range of sensations. As Glen moved in and out, filling and emptying her quivering cunt, the lust spilled out in a moaning scream that peaked as she came. Her body slumped even as she felt the warm spurts of his come flooding her, and she rested her cheek on the counter beside the empty glass. He raised her up, lifting her by the shoulders. Icy rivulets ran from her bobbing breasts, sending ripples of muscle tremors across her taut stomach at the same time that his hot jism was seeping out of her slit, soaking her thighs and the tops of her boots.

	Glen grabbed a paper towel and caught most of it, wiping it away and discarding it casually into the garbage can. Amy didn't even have time to follow it with a longing look when she was pushed forward again, this time her mouth aimed at Glen's dripping cock. "Cleanup time," he announced. He held her lightly by the shoulders so that she wouldn't overbalance, and encouraged her to lick away every trace of her juices.

	She was shivering with a chill when she finished, her nipples and the rounded masses of her breasts numb. He felt it and straightened her up, then shifted his hands to her waist, easily lifting her until she was sitting on the counter, legs jutting out in front of her. He stepped between them and mouthed a jutting nipple. A moment later Amy cried out in pain. It felt as if he had bitten her, but the pain was from a completely different source.

	The heat of his mouth applied to the ice numbed surface had the same effect as using a blowtorch on a frozen water pipe. It was intensely painful to the delicate nerve endings under the skin, even though it was, unlike the torch, completely harmless. When he moved to her right nipple, she cried out again, and this time climaxed unmistakably.

	When they were both through in the bathroom, and had cleaned up the kitchen, washing the dishes together, Amy was put back to bed like a child, as Glen cradled her in his arms, using the opportunity to give her a lingering kiss on the lips. She returned the kiss with fervor, still high, but calming down after an exciting - and painful - warming with a pair of hot washcloths. Her nipples were unscathed, if slightly red at the edges of the purple, still as erect and hard as the carved stone of a Greek statue.

	By now they were so sensitive that she could feel the air movement on them as her chest rose and fell with her breathing. Using the handcuffs, Glen attached her wrists above her head, running a loop of rope through the link, tying it off at the post, out of reach. Her booted ankles were together again, strapped, and attached to the foot. She tested each bond, found them tight and secure. Glen adjusted a pillow to make her comfortable, then started to dress.

	"Glen, what are you doing? Are you going somewhere?"

	"Have to. I've got to check on the house." He grinned, "I didn't expect to be gone all night."

	Amy smiled back, sharing the memory. The smile changed to anxiety. "Glen, you can't leave me alone - tied like this!" The exclamation was automatic, and Amy instantly regretted it.  "Oops, I'm sorry. Your slave girl spoke out of turn again. Please, punish me, Glen."

	"You think up a suitable penalty while I'm gone - something to fit the crime. But, don't forget if I don't think it's enough, you get two punishments." With that he bent and kissed the tip of her nose, and walked out of the bedroom, glancing back at the door for a final glimpse of her in bondage. He mouthed the words, "No coming." She made a face at him, not quite daring to stick out her tongue.

	-0-

	For the first time in almost 18 hours Amy had the opportunity to think two consecutive thoughts without some kind of sexual interruption. Even as she mentally put all the loose ends back together she realized that she already missed Glen's constant attentions. She had his bonds as a surrogate lover to keep her occupied - and positioned - and hot! - until he came back, but there was a pang of loneliness that made being tied to the bed hard, even as she thrilled to her first experience with being tied up and left alone.

	The momentary panic she had felt returned, full strength, almost making her come. What if Glen had an accident? He had the key, and it might be days before she was found, if at all. Her friends would call, and getting no answer would assume she was away on a trip. She twisted against the rope and cuffs, but there was no way to reach Glen's cunning knot. She considered rubbing the cuff link along the rope, but it was smooth nylon and she would wear herself out long before she made a dent in the strands.

	Fighting the fear, she looked up at the ceiling, drawing deep breaths. Her head rolled to the side, and she noticed for the first time that the telephone had been moved to the edge of the stand, close to the bed. She breathed a sigh of relief. Glen hadn't left her totally helpless. In an emergency she had enough slack to reach the phone, pick up the receiver in her mouth and then use her nose to push the buttons. One more mark in his favor - Glen cared.

	Reviewing the rapid pace of the hours since she met Glen she remembered the numerous other little things that had occurred as he cared for her at the same time that he was fulfilling her - and obviously his - fantasies. She could see in Glen everything that she had hoped Ralph would be, and more. With her limited experience she had expected that all sadists were as cruel and bloodthirsty as her ex-husband. She had accepted Glen's advances at the seminar in desperation, hoping for sexual fulfillment with a minimum of physical damage.

	That the only thing approaching injury had been her own misguided misuse of the clothespins on her nipples was unbelievable. There was no doubt that Glen was a sadist, but was there such a thing as a gentle sadist? Amy was rapidly beginning to believe there was.

	Things had been happening much too rapidly to focus her thoughts. Was she in love with Glen already? Or, was it her sexual needs, her craving for restraint and domination, her thirst for new sexual adventures in an area that she was only beginning to understand?  Feeling a bit frustrated, she tried to assess Glen's feelings toward her. Caring? Definitely! Understanding? Of course. Masterful? Inexperienced, but learning fast! Was he taking advantage of her submission?

	She couldn't answer that question yet, but she felt sure the answer would be negative. She had called him "darling" without a definite or clear response but her intuition told her that while he might not respond in words, he was giving every indication by his actions. She thrilled as she remembered his kisses, and the feeling of his arms around her, and the feeling of his cock plunging into her cunt, or her mouth... and then had to postpone further thinking along those lines to avoid a quick climax. Glen, or any part of him, was potent stuff!

	At the same time, she also realized that both of them had been discussing things and making plans as if this was already a permanent arrangement. She remembered asking Glen about the cage, and his ready agreement. If he came up with a cage to match her long time fantasy, it would be... Amy refused to finish the thought, bewildered by the vistas that it opened up. More importantly, how was she going to explain a man living in her house?

	Things had loosened up a lot in the town, but barely to the point where unmarried couples openly lived together. It was a new decade now, but still not a new moral code away from the big cities. That might take care of itself, so she decided to wait and see what happened. One thing she was certain of, and that was that she was thoroughly "hooked" on bondage, or B&D as Glen referred to it. The orgasms she had achieved with the aid of fumbling self bondage were a far cry from the full blown megablasts that Glen's restraints had induced.

	She was satisfied, but anything but sated by the new sex she was experiencing. She was enjoying it to the fullest, but each new peak was making her thirst for still another. One problem loomed. What was she going to suggest for a self-punishment? As she cast about for an answer the first thing that came to mind was an enforced session with her vibrator stuck up her cunt, but she instantly discarded it as being both not strenuous enough to be considered punishment as well as being a clear case of self indulgence.

	She mentally reviewed some of her dreams, gradually slipping into a trance like state where the day dreams intermixed with reality. She tugged fitfully at her bonds, anxious to begin the caressing and fondling that had become an automatic part of her fantasizing, frustrated by the unyielding cuffs even as she was excited by her first experience with complete submission to someone else's will.

	Rapidly she skimmed through the highlights of her recurring dreams, foiled at each new memory by a lack of the necessary equipment or implements as well as the fact that most of the "events" would result in the need for a week or two of recuperation. She was learning quickly that translating fantasy into fact was not always as easy as it seemed. All she accomplished was to increase the tantalizing itch in her cunt that begged to be scratched, frustrating her even more as she was forced to idle away the time until there could, or would be relief. Where WAS Glen, anyway?

	At that moment, Glen was just getting ready to leave his house. Everything had been in order, but there were two calls from clients on his answering machine that he had to return, making appointments to show different properties. The delay made him impatient, anxious to get back to Amy, concerned about having left her alone in bondage for so long, especially the first time. He focused on the phrase, and its automatic assumption that there would be more times, even as he was politely trying to cut the talkative woman on the phone short.

	He wondered idly what her reaction would be if she could see Amy the way he had left her, shackled to her bed. That just might stop the flow of words! Either that or a gag for her, he thought grimly, then grinned at the phone, savoring the idea. He had a small box under his arm as he locked the door, twisting the knob to check it, and walked into the garage, to his car. He slid the box onto the seat and followed it in to sit behind the wheel. The Saturday traffic was light, giving him a chance to do his own review of the unexpected events of the evening, night and now.

	He had accepted an invitation to the seminar more for business reasons than anything else, expecting rightly that he would be bored. During the intermission, Amy had been standing talking next to the table where he was seated, and had set her drink down in a seeming moment of distraction on his papers. He had been a little over firm in asking her to remove it, annoyed by his own boredom, then startled by her literally melting at his order, making profuse apologies and all but asking him to punish her on the spot.

	Sensing her submissive nature, roused instantly out of his boredom, he played a wild hope and deliberately dominated her. Without being crude or rude he had skillfully parried her apologies and then separated her from the woman she had been talking to. Before Amy really realized what was happening she was not only accepting Glen's polite demand that she join him after the seminar for a drink, she was begging him to make it a nightcap at her place, and renewing her apologies.

	-0-

	


Chapter 8 - Reading Time

	The next few hours, merging into their all night session and their morning continuation were already like a dream. Following her home in his own car, he had planned and discarded a dozen gambits to draw her into submitting to his special sexual needs. Once in her living room he had a chance to confirm her submissiveness, to the point where she was fully accepting his suggestions as orders. The incident with the handcuffs stuck out in his mind, as he realized that he would never forget the first sight of her lush nude body posed in the bedroom doorway.

	And then to find out she had already handcuffed herself! It was almost too much. It was the stuff fiction writers would use, and never in his wildest dreams had Glen ever expected to see it happen in real life, let alone to him. As he had learned the cause of her fear he had relaxed, and it had a calming effect on her just to talk to someone, especially someone with at least a little familiarity with the world of domination and submission. He had easily spotted her growing excitement and interest in him, her acceptance of his total sexual domination and her willingness to participate both as a "victim" and as a prolific source of new ways of playing the game.

	She seemed thrilled by being able to set her own punishments. It was an unexpected quirk he quickly incorporated into his plans, and a factor that he was certain would play an increasing role in their relationship. A significant fact was apparent. Not once had she complained about her bonds, even the pins which had nearly wrecked her nipples. She had been wearing the handcuffs for the entire period, and undoubtedly would continue to wear them without complaint for as long as he chose to leave them on. As long as he kept a watchful eye on her to avoid her self imposition of too stringent or too strenuous penalties, he was certain that she would be a constant source of arousal for him.

	He noted with pleasure that just thinking about her lying on her bed, tied and waiting, was more than enough to keep his cock at full stand. That, despite the successive orgasms of the past hours. Very briefly he considered the possibility that she was putting on an act, somehow planning to trap and blackmail him, but all the evidence he had seen argued against it. So far as he could tell she was incapable of lying, although he had to admit there had been little opportunity to put that to a test. But, any actress talented enough to put on that show would be long since gone to Hollywood!

	The next step was going to be the difficult one. Amy seemed just as ready for a long term relationship as he was, recognizing the fact that both had by accident found their ideal partner. She had been obviously more than willing to invite him to move in. But, besides the problems with explaining this to the neighbors, he couldn't leave his own house alone for long periods, since he had his office there.

	He chuckled to himself as he remembered how she had immediately backed down when he threatened to leave, and invited him to stay the night. As his car rolled into her driveway, he noted the fact that it was secluded enough so that few, if any of her neighbors would realize that a strange car had been parked there all night. He decided he had things going very well and he would just have to make decisions as the problems presented themselves.

	In the house, lying impatiently on the bed, Amy had come to a number of matching conclusions by the time she heard his car. Her heart leaped, unsure whether it was Glen or someone else, not yet familiar with the car sounds.        Glen parked, picked up the box, and using her key let himself into the house again. As she heard the key in the lock Amy gave a sigh of relief and relaxed as much as her bonds would let her. He left the box on the couch and walked into the bedroom, eating her up with his eyes. He bent down and kissed her waiting lips.

	"Miss me?"

	She sighed, "Yes, darling."

	"How did you enjoy your first time alone and tied up, helpless?"

	"It was quite a thrill. Even better than I had expected, although I was scared until I saw that you had fixed the telephone for me. It... Being helpless has a powerful effect. It kept me aroused and horny the whole time, even though I was trying to think about other things."

	"Such as?" He began to untie her as they talked.

	"Ohhh... about us, and what a wonderful time we had last night. And this morning. How lucky we were to meet, and to be so compatible."

	Her frankness pleased him immensely. She balanced on her toes, flexing her legs slightly to restore her sense of balance. He bent down and kissed her again, capturing and raping her tongue with his. Her hands were behind her again as he led her by the elbow to the living room. She saw the box.

	"A present. For me?"

	"Of course. Sorry, but I couldn't find a flower shop open this afternoon."

	"May I open it?"

	"How? I'll do the honors, but first I have to get you in the proper position to appreciate it. I want your undivided attention."

	"Sounds thrilling, and if it's what I think it is, you'd have my complete attention anyway." "Just want to make sure." As he said the words, he stood her at the end of the coffee table, and quickly tied her ankles to the legs, spreading and holding her thighs well apart. A rope went over a hook where a hanging plant was supposed to be suspended, tugged with Glen's full weight to assure the hook was solidly embedded, then tied through the cuff link.

	He gave it a tug, and Amy bent forward at the waist helpless to resist as her shackled arms rose behind her. Glen watched her carefully as he tightened it, tying it off when she was hanging flat over the table, her arms pulled well up behind her. The hanging globes of her breasts dangled enticingly, her unfailingly erect nipples taut and boring straight down. "Comfy?"

	"Strained, would be a better word."

	"Just wanted to introduce you to a classic bondage position. It can get worse. If for example you were in the hands of the Gestapo and they wanted to learn the name of your contact in the underground, a bit more of a pull and you would be on tiptoes. If you still wouldn't talk, the toes come off the floor, the full weight is on the shoulders, and the pain becomes unbearable."

	"I know," she agreed, "I've dreamed the same plot a hundred times, and read about how they would drop the victims of the Inquisition to dislocate the shoulders. It's simple, but it's effective! I've never been able to try it before."

	In spite of the obvious discomfort, Amy was clearly enjoying being bound for the first time with rope, even in such a contorted position. Glen considered tightening the rope some more, but decided to wait and see how she reacted to the initial stressing of her arms, not wanting to push her too far, too fast. "I've brought along some of my own stuff, but first I'd like to see those worn out magazines you were talking about."

	"They're in the closet, on the top shelf at the back, under the blue blanket."

	She could hear him rummaging, then he came back with her entire collection, four magazines and half a dozen books. She turned to look at him, hair falling in her eyes. "I told you my reading had been limited."

	He laid them on the coffee table, directly below her head, giving her a bird's eye view as he skimmed through them quickly, nodding a couple of times. "I have duplicates of all of these." He held one up where she could see it. "This is the only one of the four that is worth anything. The models in the other three are faking, and the drawings are mostly of acrobatic positions that would rupture a trained athlete."

	"Yes, I liked that one. They were all given to me, so I didn't waste any money on them." Glen opened the box and started laying things out as she watched. Her eyes followed his hands, then examined each new item intently. There was a pair of handcuffs similar to hers, a leather gag, lengths of small chain and padlocks, leather straps, a tape recorder.

	"A tape recorder?"

	"The better to keep up with all of your delightful ideas for bondage, my dear." His tone was that of the villain in a Victorian play. "I also plan to record for posterity some of the sensuous screams and other arousing sounds you make when you come." 

	Her "Oh, Glennnn!" was a wail of embarrassment. He checked to make sure the tape was ready and turned it on, then stacked a half dozen cassettes beside it. It would take a lot of screaming to fill all those, she decided, turned on by the very idea.

	At the bottom were a dozen magazines and catalogs. He let her look at the cover of the first, a photo of a model in bra and panties, tied with her back against a post, then began turning the pages. She was at the right height to read the captions comfortably, although her position put a constant strain on her neck muscles to hold her head up.

	She soaked up the pictures, wanting to read the accompanying stories and articles, but Glen was deliberately hurrying her. Even though she was motionless, her breathing sounded as if she were running hard. Pictures caught her eye, positions that intrigued her, bondage gear she had never seen before, some of which she could hardly believe. A drawing of a woman straddling a wooden plank, legs tied in a wide "V" with her arms pulled up behind her in the same way that she was tied. On another page a girl stood in a doorway, chains holding her in a wide "X" that left her fully exposed, even if scantily clothed.

	Another was tied by the ankles to the back of a straight chair, bent forward over it with her wrists tied to a front rung. On the same page was a girl bent over a tall stool, strapped to it by wrists and ankles with heavy leather straps, with a man leering at her exposure, threatening her with a cane. "Stop a minute please, Glen. Turn back a page."

	He flipped the page, giving her a better look at a young woman locked in a wooden device on a stand, a split plank pinioning her neck and wrists. She drank it in. "That wouldn't be hard to make, would it?" Her interest and desire were obvious.

	"A good one evening project in my workshop," he agreed, "A couple of pages further, she's in a portable stocks - a Chinese cangue."

	He found the picture for her. "They used them for punishing criminals. Once the convict was locked into it he - or she - had to depend on others for food and water, and usually slowly starved to death. There are all kinds of possibilities," he continued. "They used them as a form of torture too. By setting the ends on two posts the captive could be forced to stand on tiptoe, or by putting weights on the ends forced to squat in a hole in the ground. To prolong the punishment they cut a slot in the wall or floor into which the side or end of the cangue would fit so that the victim could get a bit of rest.

	"Somewhere I read about something similar, probably borrowed from the Chinese, used to imprison a couple found guilty of adultery. They were locked in a double cangue, back to back, so that they were touching, but powerless to help each other. One thing about it, the cangue made a name for itself because it was a cheap, easy to make device that could serve a multitude of purposes. The Chinese liked to have the punishment fit the crime, and they could make them as big or small as they chose, add metal straps until they weighed a hundred pounds or more, or make a thin light one that was more of a humiliation than a punishment."

	Amy was visibly reacting to the pictures and Glen's vivid description, squirming gently against her bonds, her long hair moving with the slight trembling of her body.

	"The big ones were of course reserved for the worst criminals, because they were an automatic sentence of death. There was no way to sit or lie down when you were locked in, and falling down meant a broken neck. But, women weren't exempt from wearing them. A prostitute would get thrown out on the street in one, since there was no way she could sell her body. They were also a favorite with the rich Mandarins, who would take two of their wives or concubines that were fighting and lock them both in cangues and put them in a room together. They couldn't feed themselves so one had to feed the other, taking turns. They usually wound up as fast friends by the time they were released. The cangues were a very economical portable prison for the poor districts too." As he talked, Glen was watching Amy closely as she projected herself into a fantasy centered on the stimulus that the pictures and his words were producing.

	Her breathing was becoming even more rapid, her eyes glassy, focused on some ancient Chinese prison where even now her jailers were preparing a cangue for her that would be riveted in place, to wear for the rest of her life. As the first rivet was driven home one of the guards jabbed his hand between her legs and she jerked against her tied ankles to discover that the hand was Glen's and that her clit was about to short circuit again. "Glen, please, may I come? I'm about to come, please?"

	"Go ahead, but let me hear it!" She had forgotten the tape recorder, and was too busy yelling her lungs out to remember it until she came back down again, hanging limply from her racked arms. 

	"You recorded all that," she accused.

	"Sure. Want to listen?"

	"Do I have a choice of programs?"

	"Sorry, only one station, Y-O-U." He manipulated the buttons, the tape reversed, stopped, started, and Amy listened for the first time to her own coming. The sounds in themselves were exciting, even to an uninvolved listener, and the startled girl discovered that they were a very potent aphrodisiac, carrying her right back up the path to a second orgasm in as many minutes.   She echoed the plea on the tape in time to avoid any additional punishment, and for the second time used her vocal cords to convince her audience of one that she was enjoying her orgasm to the fullest.

	"Guess I'll have to get two recorders," he murmured as he stroked her breasts, bringing her down from her high, "one to record the first come and the other to record you listening to yourself come. That was a doozy!"

	"That was wonderful," she whispered, savoring his tender touching. Gathering strength, she became almost gay, pouring out a new found desire that was as old as her first consciousness of bondage.

	"Sir, you've done such a wonderful sales job on this cangue that I'd like to buy one. What colors do they come in?"

	Entering into the game he shot back, "Any color you wish madam. We have a special on them this week, so if you'll just sign right here... Oops, I must apologize, I forgot your hands were occupied elsewhere. Just kiss the salesman, and you'll get immediate delivery." 

	He leaned forward to make it easy, his tongue nearly getting raped as she ground her lips against his in an urgent demand. Whew," she exclaimed pulling away to avoid a third spend, "Did you say immediate delivery or immediate orgasm?"

	"We aim to please." His fingers aimed, finding new targets of opportunity. She was powerless to avoid them, drained and, you might say, strained.

	The pages began turning after several minutes of finger dexterity training which sent Amy's pulse rate soaring again. Each new picture was like a treasure chest to the bound girl, each triggering immediate, if momentary fantasies, ideas, desire. Especially desire. "You know," she admitted, "I'd love to start at page one and have you fix me up like every one of the pictures."

	He peered up at her face, smiling. "You know, I think that could be arranged." The pages went by, one by one, Amy peering intently, asking questions, expressing interest. The tape recorder was on again so that Glen could remind himself of her likes, and the extremely rare expressions of a dislike. One came when she saw a picture of a man kneeling in bondage before a man dressed in leather.

	"You mean the..."

	"Gays," he finished for her.

	"They dig bondage too?"

	"It's just like the rest of the population. A certain percentage go for it. From some of the literature it can get pretty rough."

	Amy shook her head in amazement, learning.

	A drawing of two girls caught her eye and she stopped Glen to study it more closely. Both were wearing high heeled shoes, standing on one foot, holding the other leg straight out in front. Each girl had her wrists in manacles, the chain passing under the outstretched leg. Both were holding trays, with a whip in each tray. "An exercise in endurance," Glen pointed out. "The first girl to tire drops her leg, the whip falls to the floor, and she gets punished by the winner."

	"One thing about it, it would be a short contest," Amy commented, "because that would be an impossible position to hold for more than a couple of minutes - especially in heels."

	"No doubt." was his cryptic response. "Now, you were asking about a punishment helmet. How does this grab you?" he asked, turning to a new picture. "It's not the best photography, but at least it will give you an idea."

	Amy drew a deep, ragged breath. "Wow! That's even better than I imagined it! All right, I'll beg. Glen, darling will you please make me one of those too?"

	"Afraid that's a bit more than I could handle without some practice. But, there are several models listed in one of the catalogs I brought." He dug down toward the bottom of the box. "Here, take a look." He spread the double page before her excited eyes.

	"Three hundred and thirty nine dollars! They've got to be kidding!"

	"I told you leather bondage gear was expensive. The outfit that puts out this catalog is one of the less expensive ones. The guy that runs it seems to be a bondage fan himself, and he tries to make it as easy as he can on his customers. There's an order form at the back, giving all the measurements I'll have to take so that I can send for it."

	"Gee, I never even thought about measurements. That could be a problem with some things - making sure they fit."

	"Even the helmets cause problems. There are a lot of different sized heads. Then, when you get into things like leather pants or bras there are several other measurements that are needed. Then come the accessories, whether you want locking buckles, wide or narrow straps, etc."

	"Well, a girl can't just dash into her local sex shop and try one on. You just about have to do it by mail to protect your privacy."  

	"That's true, although you'd be surprised. There's usually at least one girl in the shop I go to, almost every time I go in. Some of them look like they are picking up things for their 'clients' but fairly often you'll see a girl in there with her boyfriend, or a husband and wife. It's amazing how fast things are changing."

	"I don't think I'd have the courage to go in one of those places, much as I'd like to see everything."

	"Then I'd just have to handcuff you, put a collar and a leash on your neck, and drag you along."

	"GLEN! YOU WOULDN'T!!!" Amy was almost screaming with shock.

	"I just might," he threatened. I saw a guy do that with his girl friend one evening. He made her pick out a dildo and pay for it, and then wouldn't let the clerk wrap it. Made her march out holding it in her fist. I got the feeling she was being punished for something."

	"God, I'd come on the spot if you did that to me. That is, right after I died of embarrassment!"

	"I'll keep that in mind, so just consider it a promise, if you get too hard to handle."

	"Now that you happened to mention handling, I'm about to burn out my circuits from all the excitement. That's pretty potent stuff to spring on a country girl fresh out of school."

	"Ummn, methinks the lady doth protest too much." His chuckle joined her girlish giggle.

	"Right now I could stand a quick feel to put me over the top.....Ohhhhh, Glen!"

	He had both hands on her before she could finish. She protested, "Glen, please! The rocket's ready to go, but first would you tighten the rope so that I'm on tiptoe? I've been in this position so long I hardly feel it."

	"I don't think I'll ever get used to the way you gobble up pain like you were having a Coke." Her answer was lost in a sudden moan as he adjusted the rope, her arms coming up a seeming impossible distance before she began to rise onto her toes. She hung head down for a moment, then raised it, flailing her hair, grunting from the pressure on her shoulders.

	Glen made sure the recorder wasn't going to run out of tape at the crucial moment, stalling a bit to let her savor the new strains on her body. If this was what she wanted, she was certainly going to get it! On a scale of 1 to 10, the ensuing climax was a strong eight, complete with body thrashing, head flopping, a mixture of loud gurgling cries and semi-screams and finished with a rousing thump as Amy jerked her body with her racked shoulders, pulling herself and the table into the air for a long moment. Glen could only stare in amazement at what he had accomplished with a few moments of finger play.

	The rope was still holding her on her toes when she came down far enough to focus her eyes again. She groaned with relief as he untied it, her arms flopping uselessly against her back for a moment. Even though she enjoyed it, it still hurt. Stooping, he untied her ankles from the table legs, then moved her cuffs to the front. He dug into the box, and pulled out a lengthy piece of chain, and several padlocks. "Here, fix yourself up with this, and we'll see about some supper."

	Not quite sure what Glen had in mind, Amy took the chain, and after one false start bent double and locked the end to her left ankle with one of the locks. Measuring accurately with her eye she left a long length and locked a second loop around the other ankle, leaving just enough to reach her neck. She worked the end around her neck a bit awkwardly, then locked it.

	She straightened up, moved her arms up and down, testing, then picked a link and ran the hasp of the last padlock through the center link of her cuffs. There was just enough slack in the chain dangling from her neck so that she could reach her arms out straight, but she was unable to reach her waist, a point she demonstrated for Glen's benefit, turning and twisting, with a musical swirl of the links.

	It was music to Glen's ears of course, and he exerted all of his restraint to keep from grabbing her in his arms and carrying her back to the bed. She grinned impishly, reading his thoughts even though his face remained impassive. It would be play time later! She got down to the business of preparing a meal for them.    "How about a couple of thick steaks? Just happen to have a couple in the fridge."

	"Dunno about you, but I'm starved. Come to think of it, you look good enough to eat, too."

	She smiled to herself, thinking, "He sure knows how to keep a gal's blood moving!" Aloud, she teased, "Maybe you'd like to have me for dessert?"

	"You were already on the menu." She made a face, her clit suddenly joining her turgid nipples which were tingling in anticipation, and turned to the refrigerator to get the steaks out. As Glen set the table, he watched her testing her chains, having to lift one foot to get enough slack to reach the meat, the action as unconscious as if she had spent her entire life in restraints.

	As the steaks sizzled on their plates, Glen set her in her corner chair again, this time unlocking an ankle long enough to pass the loop behind the table leg before relocking it. He went to the box, got out a dildo, and a few seconds later slid Amy and her chair firmly against the leg, which pushed the last of the dildo into her cunt and held it there.

	It was a big one, and Amy felt stuffed, even as she began to fill her stomach with food. By the time the last bite had been washed down, Amy had slid forward far enough so that all but the very base of the dildo was inside her, her outer lips peeled back around the curve of the wooden leg. Her clit was only a fraction of an inch away from the in curving design of the wood, frustrating her efforts to bring herself off. All it did was make her hotter and hotter.

	While they were cleaning up, Glen stopped long enough to rewind the recorder, and entertained her during the dish washing with a replay of her comments and questions about the magazines and catalogs, culminating with her plea to be pulled higher and the crashing climax. Amy stood hunched over the sink, listening with rapt attention to each sound that she had made, her eyes glazing as she remembered making them, fully aroused again. Her thighs rubbed together, clinking her chains, and drawing a warning from Glen, "Keep that up, and I'll have to put a spreader bar between those pretty knees."

	Obediently, if reluctantly she spread her legs apart, making more lovely chain noises for both of them to enjoy. "Let's see whether rigor mortis has set in your nipples. It wouldn't hurt for you to get your circulation in your feet moving again before bedtime too."

	He unlocked the padlocks, laying the chain aside and getting the pliers. He stooped at her side, caught the slide in the jaws and with a single motion slid it down from her thigh to the sole of her foot. The boot stood for a second, loose, then collapsed of its own weight. Swiftly Glen repeated on the other zipper, then held the boot as she pulled her foot loose. She squealed as the sensation returned, doing a spirited dance on the cool floor as her bare feet reacted to it.           

	Her legs and feet looked like she was wearing dead white stockings, with tiny dots marking every stitch in the leather. Seconds later her legs were suffused with color as if she had changed to a pair of red silk hose, and it was several minutes before the deep red faded to a healthy, if somewhat flushed pink.

	"I can see where I'll be wearing those a lot more often," she enthused. That was a super idea - even if I did think of it myself!" She displayed her legs for Glen, wriggling her toes for the first time in hours.

	"If you can take those walking torture chambers in stride like that, I can see that you're going to need some pretty stringent bondage to keep you happy."

	"Don't worry! If you keep coming up with items like my afternoon at the end of a rope, I'll be more than happy."

	"I can't believe the way you take all this in stride and keep coming back for more. I'm not being insulting when I say that I think you are insatiable!"

	"It isn't all me. It takes two to do this right, and with someone like you around to arouse me, I just want to go on and on. Meeting you was about the best thing that has ever happened to me." She walked over and offered her lips. "All those 'goodies' you brought along were just about the best birthday present a girl - a slave girl - could ask for."

	"Birthday! How come you didn't say anything? Which one is it?"

	"I'm proud to announce that today I am 24. Uulp! Glen!!!" The two exclamations came as Glen sat down in the kitchen chair, pulled her to him, and across his lap. With one hand he grabbed her cuffed wrists, and with the other laid the first of her birthday smacks on her taut buttocks.

	"There was a little matter of a spanking that we postponed last night, so 24 birthday spanks ought to be a good starter. You've read the books, so I'm sure you know the routine?" He paused, waiting.

	"Unhh, Yes, Glen. That was one, and... Thank you, Glen."

	Smack! "Two. Thank you, Glen." She learned, quickly.

	The twin globes were red by the time she counted to 24. Very red, and stinging. Amy hardly felt the pain, as she was too busy transferring the sensations from her butt to her groin where her orgasm was waiting, motor revving up, as it were. Each spank carried her a little higher, and at 24 she was so close... Hand poised, Glen eyed her. "Ready?" She twisted her head, looking up at him devotedly. She nodded, poised.

	SMACK! "And, one to COME on!!!" So she did, loudly. She would carry the hand print of the last one for at least 24 hours. Glen shook his tingling fingers and grabbed her to keep her from flopping onto the floor in her excitement.

	Amy's nipples had been boring holes in his thigh the whole time. He rolled her over in his lap, shoving his stiff pole to one side as it dragged against her, leaving a damp trail across her smooth skin. "Now, a kiss for the birthday gal. Happy birthday, honey." The kiss was full of promise for both of them, and when he broke at last they needed no words to understand each other.

	-0-

	 

	


Chapter 9 - Let’s Get Acquainted

	Depending on the point of view, Amy was blessed, or cursed, with a vivid imagination, which seemed to have gone into overdrive the moment her handcuffs clicked shut behind her back. First there had been the fear, present fear and remembered fear. Images flashed before her eyes. Ralph’s fist against her face. Glen sitting, looking at her nude body, his pants tented over his massive erection. The way Glen took away her keys. The helpless feeling, locked in steel. She locked, but only he could unlock. She came back to that again and again, savoring her bondage.

	She didn’t fear her bonds. Rather, she wallowed in her loss of movement, loss of control, loss of freedom, loss of dignity, loss of choice. To know that she was powerless, that a man stood between her and her once normal life, knowing that she would suffer or enjoy strictly at his whim or desire. Knowing that he could -- and would -- command her to do things whether she was willing or not. Knowing that the man’s control over her made her subject to any and all punishments that he wished upon her. The images brought her heart into her throat, her breathing ragged. Pushing from below the ravening fire in her belly suffused her whole body with impending orgasm.

	Glen was learning fast. Already he could detect and recognize her demanding climax, reading the flush on her upper chest and something he could only describe as a "glow" around her turgid nipples. The flush changed in moments to a blotchy red whether from a minigasm or a full megaton blast, a stage she had almost reached. He reached out and tapped her right nipple.

	"No orgasms without permission."

	"Yes, Mas..." She stopped, face red as she came out of her daze and realized what she was saying. Resolutely she repeated the full word, "Yes, Master."

	Glen laughed. Amy almost looked hurt, but the expression was swallowed by a rush of sensations that heralded the forbidden. She almost literally said, "Down girl," as she regained control. She smiled, and then joined Glen in laughing.

	"Your slave girl is learning fast, Master." She rolled the word off her tongue, almost, but not quite sarcastic. Glen picked up on it.

	"You could very easily spend the night hanging from your thumbs, learning control. I told you to use Glen."

	Immediately she was contrite. "I’m sorry, Glen. It just seems so much more appropriate to call you what you are -- my Master." The word carried her full respect and honor.

	Glen nodded, grumbling, "All you get for your money these days are smart-assed slave girls." Even though she guessed that he was joking, she tried to cover both bases at once. "Master, your slave girl is truly a smart-ass. Please punish her and teach her proper manners when addressing her Master."

	"So what do you suggest as a suitable punishment for a mouthy slave that won’t obey orders? I told you to call me Glen."

	"Master, I should be gagged and bound spreadeagled on the bed while you read to me from one of your books."

	"Anything else?"

	Amy’s heart sank. This Master wanted full involvement and the maximum sexual arousal. "Master, your order stands. I am forbidden to come until you permit it, regardless of what you do to me." The vision of his hands roaming over her naked bound body almost wrecked things before they started.

	Glen nodded, forcing himself to appear reluctant. "First we -- you -- do the dishes and clean up the mess. When the kitchen is spotless you will report to the bedroom, as ordered."

	"Yes, Master. Master it would be helpful if my hands were in front of me."

	"All you have to do is ask, fair slave," lightening the mood. As he uncuffed her and re-cuffed her wrists he was grumbling again, "Always something you gotta do FOR these slaves. Slaves are supposed to be doing things for ME!"

	"Slaves, plural? Master, do you have another slave I’m not aware of?" There was a glitter in her eyes Glen hadn’t seen before.

	"At the moment, no." He looked calmly into her eyes. "Would it make any difference?"

	She held his eyes for a moment, dropped them and raised them to look directly at him. Her expression changed to pained, then bland. "No, Master. A slave has no choice in these matters."

	He prodded, "But, you wouldn’t like it." She looked into his eyes, momentarily wanting to lie, unable to, already fully controlled, unwilling to chance his wrath. "No, Master, I would not like it. As your slave I would have no choice, like it or not. I would expect to be punished for causing any problems."

	"I like it when you are candid and tell the truth. However, you’ve just earned a big vibrating dildo to keep you company during our reading hour. Imagine what could have happened to you if you had lied to me."

	"Glen, Master, if you keep stimulating me with the things you do, and the things you promise, I’m going to blow my ovaries right through the roof. May I come now, please, Master?

	"Do you think you deserve it?"

	She shook her head, hair flailing, reminding him of a horse sensing trouble. "No, Master. I am too poor a slave to expect favors from my Master."

	"I’ve told you that you can come anytime, if you dare."

	"Master, I do not dare to disobey. You have already shown me you are a man of your word. The things you promise scare me at the same time that they excite me. I expect the whip -- full and painful punishment for my disobedience, but my misdeeds will be unintentional.

	"How am I supposed to punish you if you get off on being whipped -- something I might point out that we have tried only once?"

	"Master, the experiences with pain and punishment in my dreams have taught me how much a whip can hurt. I have seen  and felt the welts from a whip. If you whip me, I will suffer, even if I climax. Try me. Whip me again. See for yourself that the whip punishes me."

	"Amy, you’re beginning to sound more and more like a pain slut. You’re offering me your body to be whipped but I don’t hear any restrictions. I could whip your face, your nipples, your clit, your..."

	Glen was interrupted by a loud, gut-wrenching groan. Amy staggered, lost in the throes of her denied orgasm, the pictures triggered by his words overpowering her control. Glen caught her before she fell and sat her on a stool. He snared a glass with one hand and filled it with water. As she recovered he pressed the glass to her lips and she drank, gratefully.

	"You saw yourself being whipped," he accused gently. She flushed, caught out.

	"It was so vivid," she said softly.

	"Where?

	"On my... ass."

	Instinctively he reached beneath her. She winced and lifted off his hand. Puzzled, he gripped her firmly and turned her over. He grunted, as she peered over her shoulder and gasped. A fiery red streak started at the base of her lower left cheek and ran diagonally upward to her right hip.

	He touched the line and she winced against him.

	"Just how in Hell did you do that?"

	"I wish I knew, so I could stop doing it. You said ‘whip’ and then started listing places you would hit me and my 3-D imagination did the rest."

	"My dear slave girl, I did NOT say I was going to hit you anywhere. What I said was that you didn’t put any restrictions on where you get whipped and I said I COULD whip you on those places."

	"Whatever. You have a way with words, and when you say something, I get the picture in full wide-screen glory and living color."

	"Well, I’d say that you are punishing yourself for some reason. That’s the only logical explanation for your dreams -- and this."

	Amy shrugged. "Perhaps, but I’d be much happier if you would take over the job of punishing me. When you do it with words like you just did, I get hotter than a pistol and disobey orders, while the dreams just hurt."

	"We’ll see. Right now there’s a cleanup job waiting for you. Be thinking about the penalty for an unauthorized ‘event’, and for whipping yourself."

	-0-

	Amy detoured to the bathroom after the kitchen sparkled, not asking for help as her hands were still locked in front. When she appeared at the bedroom door she saw Glen lying on top of the quilt, lazily stroking a fully erect cock. Amy’s mouth watered and her pussy oozed at the sight. She walked into the room and knelt beside the bed, her eyes never leaving his erection.

	"What did you just do?"

	"Master?" She tore her eyes away from the flaring head, damp with his lubrication.

	"You took a piss." A statement, not a question.

	She got out "Yes, Master" before it hit her. "Ulp, I was supposed to ask permission."

	"And?"

	She flailed her long blonde hair. It was self denial, but a very visible admission of guilt that she immediately put into words.

	 "Master, I didn’t ask for your help."

	"First a smart-ass, now willfully disobedient. Two counts of that."

	Amy looked up at him, watched the movement of his hand for several seconds, debating whether to deny ‘willfully.’ Wisely, she decided against it. She’d read somewhere that slaves never argue with their Masters. The rebel faction in her mind snarled, wanting her to confront him, refuse his domination. Wiser thoughts prevailed and she knelt, bowing her head, losing sight of his stroking hand. She waited, the next move up to him.

	Finally he sat up, his legs reaching the floor on either side of her. His rod waved over her head, flushed, but not an angry red. He reached down between his legs and clamped her nipples between thumb and finger, lifting her. He halted her rise, steering her nipples to make her body follow. She moved her legs into a squat to bring her to eye level with the waving cock. He let her look for a long moment, silent, watching her, watching the lust grow in her eyes

	He too thought of Ralph, mulling several methods of painful death for a wife beater over in his mind. As his thoughts rambled his fingers unconsciously tightened, bringing a hurting sound from Amy. The sound rose in pitch and  intensity as he resumed lifting her, warning of yet another impending orgasm. Despite, or perhaps because of the pain, she smiled at him, welcoming his touch anywhere on her body.

	Glen directed her onto the big bed. As she lifted her leg she saw for the first time that leather straps awaited her at the four corners of what would be her half of the bed. She felt his hardness pressing against her as she positioned herself, legs and arms spread. He hooked three of the straps, pinning her legs and one arm. As he reached across her to fasten the other arm, his lips and tongue traced up and down the sides of each breast, stopping long enough to bite the rock hard outcrops at the peaks. Amy moaned with pleasure, her arousal notching up as each bond was fastened. The chewing of her already tender nipples did not go unnoticed either, her nerve endings begging passionately for release.

	Glen announced, "I’m not gagging you. I enjoy hearing you beg."

	Smart-ass slave opened her mouth too fast. "Fat lot of good begging will do me."

	Master glowered. Slave wished fervently she could call back her words. "You could," he gritted, "be tickled until you pass out."

	Slave shivered. That was uncharted territory. She begged forgiveness, promising one of her more ‘suitable’ punishments. Glen reluctantly agreed, with a warning, "One more peep out of you, slave and you will be sitting on pillows for the rest of the month." She didn’t need him to draw a picture of the cause and effect, requiring pillows.

	The already opened book lay, momentarily forgotten as Glen played with his helpless captive, biting her toes, gnawing on the ticklish soles of her feet, licking behind her knees, blowing at her clit, squeezing her breasts to elongated cones as he ground his teeth again and again into her aureoles and nipples.

	The object of his affection suffered, mostly in silence. She was ready to come when the last chain was tightened. Each touch of his lips, fingers or tongue pushed her to the edge, again, again and again. She thrashed and fought her chains, opening and closing her mouth as she started to beg and thought better of it, fighting to keep control, knowing that her Master had lured her into a competition she could not possibly win. She remembered her safe word, thought of using it -- but this was too much fun. If she could only hold out the reward would be overwhelming.

	Her brain laughed at her and mocked her as a fool. She would have her orgasm, but on Glen’s terms, not hers. She would lose. There was no way around it. She would lose, and she would be punished. She realized that the playful punishments they had started with were long gone. This was getting into some serious territory. Reluctantly she discarded several punishment ideas to offer to Glen, knowing they would be rejected because they were much too mild.

	She was panting, akin to running a 100 yard dash, waiting for the big something or other that would propel her to the edge, where she would mount her last stand, forcing the errant orgasm to retreat once more. The mere fact that she was helpless, chained to her bed, was enough to keep the valleys between the peaks only a hair’s breadth from the top. Every succeeding assault on her nervous system seemed to rise a little higher, last a little longer.

	Suddenly everything stopped. Amy shuddered, her battered defenses crumbling. The fingers, the tongue stopped what they were doing, secure in the knowledge that her bound but willing body would be lying open for them at any time in the future. She opened her eyes. The ceiling hadn’t fallen, despite her imagination. She twisted her neck. Glen was leaning back, ignoring his pink and purple staff, reading his book, ignoring her completely,

	"Glen," she whispered. He gave no sign. "Master?"

	Pretending annoyance he slammed the book down on the bed.

	"What?"

	"Master, read to me please. Your slave wants to hear your voice."

	"And I suppose get off on the hot bits in the book?" His tone affected both annoyance and sarcasm.

	"Master, I am so hot now that a touch would set me off, against my will and all my defenses. You could read the Bible to me and have the same effect as that porn you are reading right now. You have me at the bursting point, with no hope of relief and no chance to escape your punishment."

	"I won’t have you saying I am not a fair Master. I will not touch you, while I read a chapter. If you survive the chapter without popping your cork you can have as many orgasms as you want for the rest of the evening, up til midnight."

	What he didn’t tell her was that he was about to read from a very lengthy chapter describing the torture of a woman and a man by the Spanish Inquisition, a book he was sure she had never read. Besides, he knew that he himself would not outlast the chapter and he already knew what a handful of sperm would do to her resistance. He turned the page and began to read:

	    "The woman of interest was the wife  of a nobleman, Isabel Santini. The man was her lover, Pedro Tajur. Both had been arrested separately by the Inquisition and lodged in separate cells at opposite ends of the underground dungeon.

	    They were treated as common criminals, loaded with chains that would ensure escape would be futile

	    Pedro was stripped of all his clothing while Isabel was left with a see-through white shift that left none of her obvious charms hidden.

	    They were left to rot for a week, treated to stale food and brackish water, their fitful sleep interrupted by screams of pain and horror from other inmates.

	    When her turn came, she was dragged by her guards, her dangling chains clashing and rattling on the stones. She was brought into the torture chamber and roughly sent to her knees before the Chief Inquisitor. He stood behind his desk, looking down at her, a slight smile on his face. "Who is your lover?" Defiantly she looked up at him and lied. "I have no lover. I am the loving wife of Marcella Santini."

	    The Inquisitor thundered, "You lie!" He motioned to the guards. "Strip her!"

	    Two burly guards held her while a third ripped the shift from her body, her skin red where it had caught and dragged, She stood, arms twisted behind her, exposing her nude body for all to see.

	    "Who is your lover?"

	    "I have no lover."

	    "Liar! Put her over the beam. She will talk gladly before we are through with her."

	Glen looked over at Amy. She seemed to be paying rapt attention. That is until you saw her glazed eyes. She was lost in the Inquisition dungeon, preparing to be tortured, seeing and watching the word picture that Glen was weaving. She didn’t know that he had stopped until he cleared his throat and drank from a glass on the night table.

	He picked up the book again, about to resume. A hoarse whisper seemed to fill the room. The husky voice said, "Fuck me. Please fuck me. Please Master, fuck your slave cunt."

	He started to reach for her, stopped, remembering his promise. He would not touch her. Without comment he began to read again.

	    "She resisted every step, the guards lifting her nude body until her feet were inches above the floor, the dangling chains ringing on the stones again.

	    Another guard tied ropes around her ankles. The ends were tossed up to a man standing on a beam. He in turn fed them through a pulley and began to haul on the ropes, dragging the screaming woman into the air.

	    She had no idea what they were going to do to her until her knees rose above the beam. The ankle ropes were pulled taut, folding her legs, and then tied somewhere below her. Her entire weight now was on the backs of her knees already scraped against the rough, hand hewn surface of the beam, with its sharp edges.

	    The man on the beam stepped between her knees, shoving them apart with his boot. Satisfied, he drove pegs into waiting holes, preventing her legs from closing. Even without the pegs her legs were helpless to move unless somehow her weight was removed from them.

	    Two men mounted ladders, one in front, one in back of her hanging body. She shrieked when a brutal guard grabbed her hair and raised her head to watch what was happening to her.

	    The man at her front took a box from his pocket. He opened it and gingerly removed a long cactus thorn. With his gloved fist he drove it deep into the flesh at the top of her cunt. She screamed and begged for the torture to stop, begged to be let down.

	    Despite her begging the next thorn went in, a little lower. The next lower still. The last went straight down her clit into the nerve mass below. The woman fainted, only to be doused with a bucket of water that ran into her nose and caused her to choke and sputter.

	    Her torture was only beginning. When the two men began to feed chains into both her holes she shouted out the name of her lover. The Inquisitor walked up to her, laughing. "But we already knew that." He turned at pointed to the door. She twisted her head and fainted again when she saw Pedro crawling on the floor between his guards. Each guard was holding a heavy chain like an oversize dog leash, attached to a solid steel collar around his neck. They poured water on her again, making her watch as her lover was put on his knees before a massive wooden block.

	    His cock and balls were laid out on the flat surface of the wood. A workman placed a strap of iron across the sack, behind his balls and drove home two nails pinning him to the block."

	"Glen, Master, I’m going to come. I can’t stop it. The torture. The torture! Ohhh, fuck me, Master." She sounded like a robot, far from reality.

	"You can hold it. There’s only one page left. Hang on." With that admonition he resumed reading. Amy cringed as a pitched battle erupted in her brain. One side was screaming "Go for it! Take your pleasure while you can. The other side barricaded the path from her body. "Orders are orders. You don’t want to let your new Master down two days after you meet him.

	He said, ‘One page.’ You can hold out that long."

	    "A masked figure appeared next to the trapped man. He held a huge mallet, more than a foot across the head.

	    Pedro didn’t need to be told why the mallet was waiting, but they told him anyway.

	    "You will have the task of pulling the chain out of your adulterous lover’s cunt. You will have one minute to hold the end in your hand, or the mallet will flatten you beyond hope of repair."

	    Then, walking to where both of them could see him, the Inquisitor added, "By the way, the links have been sharpened. I hope you are not affected by the sight of blood."

	    The woman screamed, yelling Pedro’s name, begging him not to pull the chain. The man with the mallet prepared to strike. Pedro gripped the chain tightly, thinking only of his precious cock and began to pull..."

	The groan was ear shattering. The orgasm on a scale of 1 to 10 was at least a 25, perhaps even 30. Amy gasped for enough air to groan with every exhale, arching her body as if her spine was impaled on a big spike. When she came down she gasped, "What time is it?"

	He showed her his watch but she was too dazed to read it.

	"Five minutes to 12."

	"Master, please lick me."

	She came twice in four minutes flat. Glen stopped her with a minute on the watch. "You haven’t enough time for another one. We’ll save your minute for next time. Besides, you are about to collapse." She nodded once and was asleep. Glen checked her bonds and still shaking his head in wonderment laid down beside his beautiful slave and slept, one hand cupping a breast that was still capped with a rigid nipple.

	


Chapter 10 - Moving day

	The batteries died at dawn. Amy woke as the last fitful vibration ended in midair. Her mind was blank. She recognized the feeling of the big vibrating dildo inside her, but if her life had depended on it she could not remember when Glen... Glen! She’d called him Master! She raised her head and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw him lying beside her, still asleep, one hand ‘still’ cupping her breast. She had no memory of that hand, since she was asleep before he touched her, but somehow she remembered the comforting feeling of her Master touching her, even in sleep.

	She wanted to reach over and touch -- caress -- this new domineering man in her life, but her slight movement ended in frustration. She was bound, helpless, unable to move. That knowledge set off her first mini-orgasm of the day. That in turn unlocked repressed memories of the evening before. She stared unseeing at the ceiling as the voice -- Glen’s voice --  reverberated in her mind, reading that story.

	As the words came, she saw everything he was describing. First the leering face of the Chief Inquisitor. Then the guards manhandling her. Suddenly, her, not the woman in the story. She, Amy, was dragged in chains to the beam. She was tied upside down over the beam. She felt the cactus spines as they one by one were pressed into her flesh. She knew the horror to come as the chains were dropped into her body cavities.

	She woke from her doze, her bladder sending terrorized messages warning of an immanent explosion and flood. Glen stirred beside her, his grip tightening momentarily on her breast.

	He looked at her, grinning. She grinned back, but she was still immersed in the story. He loomed over her, kissing her lips, his tongue searching her mouth. She met him half way, but let him conquer her mouth. "Good morning, slave. "

	"Good morning, Master. Ineedtopisssssss" The last hurried word came out as a hiss, underscoring her urgency. He had already loosened her arms and bending down he unhooked her ankles. She bounded off the bed and headed for the bathroom.

	"Hey!" She stopped in mid-bounce and looked back at him, her body shivering with her need to go. She thought of crossing her legs, but decided against it.

	"Slaves do not wander loose in the house. Come back here and get your cuffs on."

	"Yes, Master." She didn’t cross her legs, but her thighs were rubbing hard as she returned to the bed. He locked her cuffs, behind her. She gave in to the inevitable. "Please, Master, will you assist me?" She was already squatting before Glen got both legs out of bed.

	As she was being toweled to a rosy finish, Glen stopped and peered at her mound. "What are all these red spots?"

	Amy, startled, peered down at herself. One glance at the rows of dots and she had the answer. "Master, the cactus spines. I relived the story this morning, before you woke up. They were sticking the spines in her -- my -- mound.

	"Hmmn, if that’s the case, then there should be one in your clit. He moved his head closer and touched the bud of flesh that was swelling between her lips. She winced, confirming that the red dot in the center of her clit was especially sore. Amy, in a typical reaction to pain, was panting, well up the slope to a major orgasm. Glen raised his head and looked at her face, grinning with the knowledge that she was hot again, or still.

	"Hold that thought." He rummaged in the night stand and found a tube of ointment. "This is going to make you come. You are welcome to as many orgasms as you can produce while I’m massaging your pussy. No asking permission, one time only."

	Amy lost count. She vaguely remembered being picked up and laid on the bed. Glen touched and massaged everything in a two foot radius of her pussy, except her clit, which he reserved for last. That set off a multi-orgasm that drained her strength.

	Glen lay beside her, caressing the nearest breast, tweaking the nipple, keeping Amy ‘primed.’ Suppressing a grin he whispered, "Would you like me to read to you?"

	Amy groaned, almost in pain. "Glen, you bastard, you’ll turn me into a wet spot on the bed!"

	"Tsk, tsk. Such unladylike language. What happened to ‘darling’?"

	She turned toward him, moving carefully so he wouldn’t lose his grip on her breast. She locked his eyes with hers.

	"Glen... darling... I think I’m falling in love with you."

	"So soon? Usually girls wait a month or two for an announcement like that. Are you sure it isn’t the orgasms talking?" he teased.

	"Master, the orgasms are a bonus. I’ve read enough to know that most masters restrict their slaves. You encourage me to have them, like just now. No, what I’m falling in love with is the man who controls me. You’ve had me in restraints since you first got here and I haven’t had any clothes on my back for days!"

	"But I like having a nude, naked woman in chains around the house. It adds to the atmosphere, gives the place a lived in look."

	"Glen, you’re teasing me. I’m serious. I’ll say it. I love you."

	Glen frowned. "That can really complicate a Master/slave relationship. It’s pretty tough putting someone you love through the wringer of being a slave. It means every time I punish you I have to remember, she loves me, so am I hitting her too hard?"

	"Oh. I see what you mean. In other words, a slave can ‘love’ her Master, but she can’t express it to him in words."

	"She has to express it by obeying his commands, anticipating his needs and being available 24/7."

	It was easy to read the disappointment on her face. She tried one last gambit. "But there are married couples that are Master and slave, aren’t there?"

	"Yes, of course. But those relationships take time to work out any differences and as I said, it puts an extra strain on both."

	He turned over and sat on the edge of the bed. "Right now, you can express your slave feelings by getting us some breakfast. I will charge one kiss to change your cuffs from back to front."

	She was off the bed in an instant and bending down she gave him one of her best ‘fuck me’ kisses as he changed her cuffs. He laughed and slapped her butt, sending her on the way to the kitchen. When he finished his shower he could smell toast and bacon in the air.

	After the last bite was consumed, Glen announced, "Today is moving day." Amy looked up at him, unsure how to react. It was inevitable that they would move from her house to his. There had been little discussion, beyond Glen’s expressed need to be in his home office to handle his real estate business. Amy was renting her house and the lease was due to expire in three months. Subconsciously she latched onto that figure as a trial period for her relationship with Glen. However, she had already put the house at the bottom of her list.

	Glen gathered up all his tools and the box of magazines and books. Amy contributed her small store, which just filled the box to the top. Glen grunted as he tried to lift the box, finally getting it up to carrying height. Amy helped by opening the door. He balanced it while he opened the tailgate on his pickup and then slid it in.

	He stood in the doorway, keys in hand. Amy looked at him, then took an exaggerated look down her naked front, past her permanently erect nipples right down to her bare toes. "Am I supposed to go like this?"

	Glen stuffed the keys in his pocket, grabbed her arm and headed for her closet. Five minutes later she emerged wearing a tight T-shirt that displayed more than it hid and a mini-skirt that was narrower than some belts. And her handcuffs. She walked demurely, knowing she was helplessly exposed, carrying a sweater in her hands to cover the cuffs, Glen’s only admission of propriety.

	Getting into the high seat in the pickup was fun for Glen, totally embarrassing for Amy. Despite having been nude for most of three days she blushed as the micro-mini slid up her thighs, exposing the total lack of underwear she had been allowed. She reached down to pull it forward, stopped by a "Tut, tut" from her Master. He put her position into words. "The only people who could see down into the cab would be driving an 18-wheeler and we won’t run into any of them on the residential streets. Besides, I like to have something to look at."

	"Well, don’t let your pussy looking interfere with your driving."

	"Geez, I thought we left smartass behind. Guess we’ll have to wash her mouth out when we get home. Course I could get a blow job as my payment for driving you around town."

	"Oh, Glen!" she exclaimed, then was silent for the rest of the trip, not quite sure what sort of mood her new Master was in.

	The trip was over almost before it began. Glen pulled into a wide drive, leading to a four car garage. She caught a glimpse of a near-mansion-sized house before one door opened in response to his controller and he drove in as the door closed behind the truck. He sat for a moment. She stayed rigid, waiting for orders. Glen reached into his pocket and drew out a leather blindfold. She looked at him, puzzled. He grinned at her. "Couple of things I don’t want you to see, just yet."

	He got out and came around to her side to help her out. She slid across the seat and the skirt gave up all pretense of hiding her pussy. Glen held her by the arms, deliberately peering closely at her crotch before letting her down, fanning her rosy cheeks to embarrassed red. At his nod she shed the useless skirt and the T-shirt (with momentary handcuff removal by Glen), giving him more to look at. He kissed her tenderly first on the mouth, then each nipple and then tied the blindfold over her eyes. He kissed her nipples again for luck. She thrust her nude body against him, already panting.

	Gripping her shoulders he walked her ahead of him, warning of steps, turns and doors. Finally he stopped. A click announced one wrist was free. Moments later the open cuff closed on a pipe above her head. A second pair of cuffs circled the other wrist and the pipe and Amy was fixed. She found over time that she could move about three feet sideways but not forward or backward.

	"You should be able to work the blindfold off by yourself. I have some things to do, so you can look the room over and plan the gadgets we’ll need to make it into our own dungeon."

	She heard his footsteps walk away and a door close. Quickly she found that the blindfold had been tied loosely enough so that in a couple of minutes she had rubbed it off against her arm. She found she was standing in one corner of a large, mostly bare room. She looked up to see how she was fixed and discovered that the cuffs were around a short length of pipe that came down from the floor and crossed to another riser. She could drag her cuffs anywhere along the horizontal pipe but she was stopped by the vertical pipes.

	From the shadows, Glen watched, making sure she was not in trouble. After closing the door he had tiptoed back to a vantage point where he could see her, but she would have to turn completely around to see him.

	As she followed Glen’s order, she realized that the room had definite possibilities. The cement floor and walls gave it a prison-like atmosphere and some black paint and covers over the small windows would complete the transformation to an imposing and intimidating dungeon. She wished he would come back so that they could discuss plans, as she was unsure if her limited knowledge would satisfy him.

	Glen moved back to the door, opened it and then walked toward Amy. She heard him come, a look of glad anticipation suffusing her face. His footsteps stopped and she heard the jangle of chains. She turned as far as she could to greet him, her eyes instantly focusing on the double handful of chain he was holding.

	"What do you think?" She couldn’t take her eyes off the chains and she thought he was asking her opinion about them. She tried to answer, but Glen realized her momentary obsession and reminded her, "The room. The room."

	She dragged her eyes from the chains and regained her composure. "Oh, Master, it will make an ideal dungeon. I can make several suggestions, but we should talk about it together."

	"We’ll do that later. Right now I want to take you on a tour of the house." He allowed part of the chain to fall to the floor from his hands. First he fixed a chain tightly around her waist, with dangling chains that were locked to her ankle cuffs. Bringing one arm at a time down from the pipes he locked her wrists to short chains that linked to the belly chain. He watched her reaction to the new bonds, noting that she couldn’t pry her eyes off the chains the entire time. He brought her back to earth by asking, "Do you think you could pay attention now, slave?"

	"Oh. Yes, Master. I’m sorry, Master. This is all so new."

	"Would you come if I touched you?"

	"God, yes, Master."

	"Well, don’t! Save it for later."

	"Yes, Master. I will obey."  She made a visible effort to control her orgasm, banking the fire in her belly that the chains had fueled.

	The tour of the house was an exercise in something -- perhaps frustration came as close as any other term. Glen turned a boring trip through a house into an exciting journey. Amy was instructed to hop through every doorway they came to. If the door was closed and not locked she had to hop into the room and back out and shut the door again. If locked she had to bow from the waist to the door, holding her wrist and ankle hobble chains taut

	Each window got the same bow. Any appliance, no matter how small, required getting on one knee before it. Bathrooms we’ll leave to the imagination.

	By the time they got to the third floor balcony and Glen’s bedroom Amy felt like she had either finished a ten mile hike or spent the day at a gym working out. He opened the bedroom door and she hopped in.

	"This is it." Amy looked around, the bed catching her eye. It was larger than a king size. She suspected correctly that it was two queen size beds on one frame. ‘Her’ side of the bed obviously was the side where the chains from the corner posts ended in manacles and shackles.

	"Master is ready for a nap. How about slave?"

	"Yes, Master. I would enjoy that." He busied himself unlocking her chains and a carefully aimed slap sent her scurrying to her side of the bed. She bent double and locked the shackles on her ankles. She got one of the manacles to close as Glen closed the other.

	He leaned over and kissed her, bringing her arching upward from the bed. "Later," he promised. She stifled a groan, barely  maintaining control.

	They slept for an hour. Amy awoke to find familiar fingers fiddling with her nipple. Instantly awake she raised up and looked over at him. He was being attentive to her nipple and took his time in looking up at her face.

	"What do you think of the house?"

	"Wow! You mean I get to live in this fancy mansion?"

	"Damn! I forgot to show you your cell in the sub-basement."

	"Master, you’re teasing your poor slave. It’s a wonderful house and I would be proud to live in the sub-sub-basement.

	Suddenly she reared up against her chains, stark terror in her eyes. "Master, does this mean I have to do all the work -- keeping this place clean? The garden? Laundry? Cooking? Mow the lawn? Like this?" She looked down her nakedness and rattled her chains for emphasis.

	Glen chuckled. "No, slave. Your talents are reserved for your Master. There are maids, a housekeeper and two men to keep the outside spick and span."

	"That’s a relief, Master! But... I’ve got a mental picture of us eating breakfast on the terrace while the ‘men’ dig the flowerbeds and mow the lawn."

	"We could arrange that if you like to show off, but I intend to keep you out of sight while there’s someone around. The dungeon is already off limits, except ro the housekeeper, who knows more than I do about bondage."

	"So, I’m a pretty prisoner by day and can only come out at night?"

	"It won’t be that bad. The gardeners are only here one day a week and are usually done by noon. The maids do their thing two days a week and also are out by noon. I can schedule them together so there only would be two days out of the week for a couple of hours of ‘hiding.’ Chances are you’ll need a ‘time out’ session or two a week anyway."

	"I’m not sure I like the sound of that, but a slave does what she’s told."

	"I’m not sure that last applies to you. Seems like you’ve gotten into trouble right from the start. Every time I think about that dumb stunt you pulled the first night I want to spank you all over again."

	"Please, Master, spank me right now. I’ve been a baaad girl."

	"Not on your life. I’d just have to change the sheets again."

	"OK, then tell me about this housekeeper who ‘knows more about bondage than you do.’"

	"Not too much to tell. She’s three times your age and spent several years working in Los Angeles as a Dominatrix. If you think I’m a tough Master, try a week with her. I haven’t had time to even talk to her as she just came to work here a month ago."

	"So now I’ve got a Mistress to contend with besides a Master who keeps me naked and loaded with chains."

	"Naked, yes. Loaded, no. Be careful what you ask for, Miss Smartass because you might get a week or two to regret. There ARE chains around. More than you could carry, so go easy on the lip."

	"Yes, Master." The tone was contrite but the eyes told a completely different story.

	Glen got up and went around the bed, releasing her from the four corners. She stretched like a cat, rolling to one side, then blatantly exposing herself to him. "Aren’t we..."

	"Later. I’ve got some work to do."

	She pretended to pout. "Why do I always pick Masters who have to work?"

	One word too many. Master became upset. In a matter of seconds slave was standing in the corner, nose pressed high in the angle, her head tilted back, her hands cuffed behind her. She received her ‘standing’ orders. "You will keep that smartass nose TIGHT in the corner." He drew a line, rubbing the pen close under her nostrils. "You will receive no pleasure, no arousal, nothing but punishment. No noise and no talking."

	The work in his office kept him longer than he expected, including a last minute phone caller who wanted detailed information on a property. When he hung up he remembered Amy and bounded up the stairs. He found her just as he had left her, except that she was crying. He checked the line under her nose. Still visible. She had not moved. He sat down on the bed and watched her for several moments. Finally he said, "Relax. Punishment is over."

	Amy stepped back from the wall. She gingerly straightened her stiff neck. As soon as her head was back to normal she walked across the room and knelt between his legs. "Thank you, Master, for punishing me. I deserved every minute." Then she broke into loud sobs. Glen reached down and tried to comfort her but she was inconsolable. Finally he grasped her hands and pulled her up onto the bed beside him. He put one arm around her. "What’s the matter?

	She looked at him, tears streaming down her cheeks. "Please, Master, I beg of you, please don’t ever do that to me again."

	"Do what?"

	"Master, you ordered me not to get any pleasure or arousal out of being punished. It was just like you cut my head off. My brain was absolutely empty. I was so scared, it felt like I was in a vacuum. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t feel anything. You could have whipped the skin right off my back and I wouldn’t have felt a thing. Please, Master, punish me, but not like that."

	Glen listened to her, his mouth open. He knew she was submissive, but to put that much power in his hands was totally unexpected. That would take some getting used to. He hugged her close. "I can’t promise that I won’t do it again, but if I do it will be a situation calling for serious punishment. You will have it to fear if you fuck up. Speaking of which, I promised you a good screwing. Would you like it now, or after you fix supper?"

	"Both." The imps in her eyes played catch. She got a solid slap on her rump as his response. "Watch out, slave. There are more tools in my arsenal."

	"Yes, Master." Her words wouldn’t melt butter. He began playing with her body, quickly arousing her. His hand strayed to her third hole. She stiffened, resisting. Glen remembered her reaction earlier, so he pursued the matter further. His finger rimmed the soft flesh, pressing...

	"Park Avenue!" She said it loudly, repeating it so there would be no mistake. "PARK AVENUE!"

	Glen stopped instantly. He rolled her over and looked deep into her eyes. "What’s going on?" Amy looked away. He grasped her chin firmly and pulled her head toward him. She looked down -- anything but to meet his eyes. Tears were flowing again.

	"What’s going on?" he repeated. The lone tears became buckets. He resisted the urge to grab her and shake her, hard. She stared at the floor, looking at something else. Finally she raised her head, still not looking at him.

	"I lied to you." She shook her head back and forth thrashing her long hair. "You promised me a cage. Make it harsh, to scare me shitless before I’m even locked in it. You will need it to force me to tell the truth. I am a liar and I don’t deserve your kindness."

	


Chapter 11 - The Office

	Glen tried to console her, without success. He held her close as they sat together on the bed. She continued to cry.

	Glen watched her with mixed emotions. On the one side he was completely puzzled by her admission that she had lied and her wanting to be caged to force her to reveal -- something --  apparently whatever she had lied about.

	On the other hand he was violently angry with her, ready to lock her away and throw away the key. In his heart of hearts he knew that this was not the solution and that he really didn’t want to punish her so severely. Punish her, yes, but within reason.

	She stopped sobbing for a moment, sniffling through her nose. He pulled tissues from the box on the nightstand and handed them to her. She nodded and blew her nose. "Thank you, Master." She had no more than said it when the tears streamed down her cheeks again. She looked at him, her eyes wild behind the tears.

	"I’m not worthy to be a slave. You are too nice to me. I lied to you. Whip me. Beat me. Slap my face. Burn me. Punish me for lying to you. You might as well kill me rather than keep a liar in your house."

	Glen thundered, "Amy!" She stopped, almost in mid-sob. Her eyes were empty, grey, blank.

	"Shut up," he growled.

	She bowed her head, turning away. Her "Yes, Master" was faint and hesitant. The sobbing did stop. When he forced her face back to him there were no more tears.

	"You aren’t going to tell me what you lied about, even if I order you to tell me?" His tone was even, noncommittal.

	Amy shook her head. "I can’t tell you. You will have to force me to admit and explain my lie. Make my cage cruel and heartless or it will fail."

	Glen considered his options and found there was little he could do. He could order her to talk, but her amazing reaction to his orders was still in the experimental stages. The wrong question at the wrong time could mean losing her. That was not an option he wanted to even think about.

	About the only real option was to ride out the storm and try and get her back on an even keel. He could tell she was close to hysteria and he certainly didn’t want that for her either.

	"Without knowing what you are hiding, I am going to punish you -- just as if I knew. You have a place here, and until I hear differently, you are welcome to stay. You said that you loved me. You have a chance to prove it now, by accepting your punishment and by serving me. Do you accept that, or do I return you to your home?

	Amy was calmer, but still hyper. She opened her mouth and closed it again several times, whether afraid, or uncertain what to say or how to say it.

	"Master, I am so sorry that I am responsible for all this upset. I deserve to be..."

	She was interrupted by a scowl from Glen. She backtracked. "I accept -- and deserve -- any and all punishments and I will serve you in all things without hesitation."

	"You will begin your punishment wearing your favorites -- chains. You have earned yourself a long walk. Come with me."

	He led her down the stairs to the main floor, past the kitchen and down the stairs to the basement. He opened the door next to the dungeon, showing her a storage room.

	First, he fitted her with a collar. It was small and narrow. Glen didn’t want his slave missing a step she couldn’t see. One wall was lined with hooks, from which different sizes and lengths of chain hung in a graduated row. He selected several at the heavy end and grabbed a handful of big brass padlocks. It took several minutes to complete his plan. Amy stood, shoulders slumped, eyes downcast. He noticed. "Look at me! he snapped. With great reluctance she lifted her eyes, too shamed to look at him unless ordered to.

	Glen slammed the length of chain to the floor, clanging loudly on the stone. He grabbed her chin and stooped down until his eyes were inches from hers. "Slave, you are going to cooperate --  willingly and with great enthusiasm -- with every order I give you. Until I find out what’s going on, you WILL -- as you agreed --  do everything I tell you to do without hesitation. Your response and acceptance of your punishment now will greatly affect my choice of punishment and severity afterward. Do you understand?"

	Amy summoned all her courage and strength. This was not going as she had planned or hoped. She had been certain that Glen would literally beat her brains out once he found she had lied to him. She accepted that he wasn’t going to do that, but she was too ashamed to respond to his unexpected treatment of her.

	She wanted desperately to drop her eyes, close her eyes, hide in some tiny hole, but Glen’s eyes, locked to hers, refused to let her turn chicken. She was going to have to own up to her lie and suffer the consequences. "Yes, Master! I understand and I will obey. Please punish your slave for her disobedience."

	"We’ll discuss that after we see if you have any energy left after your walk." He picked up the fallen chain, locked it to her collar and belt, completing her costume of chains. On the other wall hung a selection of whips and floggers. Glen chose a pencil thin buggy whip. Without warning he swung, nearly full strength. Amy yelped in pain as it seared a red line across the centers of her ass cheeks.

	"One. Thank you, Master, for punishing me! Please whip me again."

	"That will be saved for your first stumble. You will climb the stairs to the top floor and back down. You will continue to climb up and down until I tell you differently. If you meet me on the stairs you will beg for the whip. You will keep count of the number of strokes you receive, the number of steps and the number of times you meet me. At least some of the time I will be behind you, encouraging you to greater performance. You have a quota of steps. I am not going to tell you what your quota is, but I will advise you to waste as little time as possible. Do you understand?"

	"Yes, Master! I will obey."

	"Then what are you waiting for?" He swung again, catching her hip.

	"Two, Master. Thank you for punishing me! Please whip me again."

	Even as she responded she was moving as rapidly as her chains allowed to the stairs. For safety reasons Glen had not hobbled her, so she was able to lift her foot to each new step.

	In panic she counted the steps as she mounted. She could hear Glen behind her, swinging the whip past her ear so she could hear its message of pain. She reviewed her orders, memorizing them in seconds. She realized there were two elements to her punishment that could make things very difficult. There was no time limit on her walk and she had not been told what her step quota would be. She debated conserving her energy for a day-long climb or going as fast as possible at once. She took the latter course, fairly certain that Glen would relent if she collapsed.

	Despite its ‘spur of the moment’ aura, Glen had put a lot of thought into this particular punishment. Amy was obviously infatuated with chains of any kind, so punishing her with a load of chains would spar with her obsession, reminding her at every step that loving your chains is a great distance away from having your body draped in their jangling weight, and having to climb, endlessly, carrying the too heavy links that would sap her strength and resolve.

	He also wanted to demonstrate to her that a slave does not spend the rest of her life on her back on a comfortable bed. That made him think of the ancient dog house in a back corner of the lot. The dog was long gone, but the dilapidated structure might make the perfect ‘home’ for a luxury-loving slave.

	For now he kept the dog house as a threat. He was concerned that if left alone she might harm herself, so he decided to keep as close to her as possible. Right now that meant staying with her as she climbed to the bedroom and back down to the basement. He guessed with accuracy that she wouldn’t be able to complete more than three or four circuits from top to bottom, given the heavy load of chain she was bearing.

	He was waiting at the bedroom door when she finished the fourth climb. He could tell easily that she was exhausted. She was sweating heavily, her naked body gleaming in the light. Glen pointed his finger at her, curling it to beckon her to him. He led her into the bedroom. She looked with longing at her side of the bed, with its waiting shackles and manacles.

	"Please, Master. Bathroom," she croaked, her mouth dry.

	He lifted the lid for her and helped her sit, almost overbalanced by the weight of her chains. She made a thunderous splash, bringing the usual flush to her face. Glen almost bodily lifted her to the bidet, her legs giving out on her momentarily. When he was finished with her, he assisted her back into his bedroom, where he laid her down on a heavy shag rug. She glanced at the bed, wishing, but knowing that she didn’t deserve to be in her Master’s bed.

	Just touching her had Glen aroused. He undressed, brought a towel from the bath and laid it under his hips. Selecting a book from the shelf he made himself comfortable on the bed, facing Amy. He began reading. At the same time his hand found his hardness and began stroking it, ignoring his audience of one.

	Amy watched, her eyes hooded. She knew this was a subtle punishment and she realized that it was having exactly the desired effect on her. She was getting aroused from watching him beat his meat, from being denied his bed and her ignominious place of dishonor on the rug. She knew without even asking that she would never get permission to climax the tiny jet of flame in her gut. Her strenuous labor caught up with her about then and her eyes closed and she was instantly asleep.

	Glen read on, oblivious to his slave’s sudden nap. It was only when he neared orgasm that he glanced down at her and realized she was escaping his punishments by sleeping. Grumbling to himself about slaves not having any respect for their Masters, he laid the book aside and had his own nap, welcome after following Amy up and down the stairs.

	-0-

	Glen woke, disoriented for a moment. He felt beside him and found empty bed. He raised up and looked down. Amy was awake, but her eyes were still blank. The bedside clock showed 3 p.m.

	Glen sat on the edge of the bed and stretched, showing Amy one of the many things she couldn’t do in her chains. He looked at her, expectantly. Amy caught the look and with an effort rose to her knees.

	"I have to do some work in the office. Care to join me?"

	It sounded like a question, but Amy accepted it as a command.

	"Yes, Master."

	She looked at him, expectantly, but he made no move to release her from her chains. He had other plans for her. She didn’t know that but she survived having her hopes dashed. Both rose at the same time, Amy’s marked by the clatter of chain links. Glen dressed quickly. Amy was undressed but had no need for clothes.

	She was very slightly unsteady on her feet, so Glen took her arm as they descended the stairs. He briefed her as they entered the office.

	"You will lie on this bench, right beside my desk. If I am talking on the telephone you will remain absolutely silent, no matter what happens. I don’t want a peep out of you, or the slightest sound from your chains. I’m sure you don’t want to be whipped up each step from the basement to my bedroom."

	He added, "I may touch you from time to time. You are welcome to be aroused, but you will not come. Is that clear?"

	"Of course, Master."

	"Get yourself arranged. I have to call a client."  He picked up the  phone and dialed the number. Looking at Amy he held his finger to his lips as a final warning.

	"Cheryl! How are you?"

	Amy listened in growing amazement as Glen’s tone changed completely. It at once fueled the first pangs of jealousy. He was talking to this ‘Cheryl’ like he talked to her in their very intimate moments. To Amy it sounded totally unbusinesslike.

	She could only hear one side of the conversation but her active mind provided the other side and her jealousy grew by the minute. She had no idea what they were talking about, paying attention to the tone and not the content.

	Glen ended by saying, "Good, I’ll meet you tomorrow morning at nine, in front of your office." He paused for her response and added his "Good bye."

	Glen’s fingers had been playing on her thigh, close to, but never touching anything but thigh. He looked down to see her reaction and almost jerked when he saw the anger in her eyes.

	"What?" he asked.

	"I suppose that was your girl FRIEND," she gritted through clenched teeth.

	Glen reviewed his conversation and realized it might lave sounded that way. He did not apologize. Rather he told Amy her place.

	"Listen to me, slave. Cheryl is not my girl ‘FRIEND,’ as you put it. She is a V... I... C, a very important client. I made enough in commissions last year from this one client to buy this house twice over -- very close to seven figures. If I’m not interrupted by a jealous slave I expect to do even better this year."

	"Master, I don’t believe you. You talked to her like we talked in the bedroom."

	Glen looked at her, staring her down. She was right, and he noted the past tense ‘we talked.’ He felt a pang, but he had to call her out on her accusation.

	"Slave, you just called your Master a liar. I will not stand for that. I expect an immediate apology before you prepare for some more punishment."

	Amy stared back for a long moment, then dropped her eyes. He was on her in an instant.

	"Look at ME!"

	Her eyes dragged up from the floor as if moving through liquid glue. She looked. She did not like what she saw. For the first time she saw blazing anger, directed at her. She blinked, twice, but could not tear away from the eyes shooting daggers at her. She saw a hint of disappointment, which hurt more than the anger. She stood it for long seconds then gave in.

	Staring into his eyes she said the words he expected from her.

	"Master, I am sorry, so sorry for calling you a... liar. I am guilty of jealousy. I want you for myself, not to share with some... client."

	‘Client’ was a replacement for the term that cropped up in both minds at the same time. She had nearly said  "share with some floozy."

	Glen was adamant, eager to nip this rebellion in the bud.

	"Slaves do not call their Masters liars. For any reason. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Master. I’m sorry."

	"Slaves are not allowed the luxury of being jealous. A jealous slave is a worthless slave, until the jealousy is beaten out of her. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Master. I’m sorry."

	"Now, do you believe me when I say that I’ve never slept with Cheryl?

	"Yes, Master. I’m sorry that I doubted you. Please punish this slave for her disobedience."

	He looked into her eyes, searching for confirmation of her words. All he could see were two grey blanks. Glen sighed in frustration.

	


Chapter 12 - Rusty Chains

	Still angry, Glen snarled at her, "You are the only acknowledged liar in this relationship!"

	Stung by his true words, Amy bowed her head.  She was beating herself up over her outburst and now Glen reminding her only added to the self-recrimination. She was hopeless. The only outlet left to her was to ask again for punishment, and apologize again. Glen heard the words and knew they came from the heart but he still wasn’t sure he’d gotten through with his warnings. This was not the Amy that he was beginning to love.

	He made her lie there until he had made all his calls. She obeyed explicitly, not moving a hair when he was on th phone. She stared into empty space, without any expression on her face. Glen had stopped touching her. She didn’t seem to miss his touch. It was cause for concern, as to Glen it appeared that she was going catatonic on him.

	His anger continued through the waning afternoon. He mused over several possible punishments that might fit the crime, but was not fully satisfied by any of them. Finally he pulled his trump card, just as he finished the calls.

	"Let’s go. Punishment time."

	Willingly she got up with the usual clatter, but her face remained blank, her stare cold as ice. He took her leash and she meekly followed as he led her down the stairs to the basement. He led her through a corridor she hadn’t seen on her tour of the house, stopping at a massive steel door. Amy suddenly focused, her imagination supplying what was behind the steel.

	When he spun the combination and opened the door it was not quite what she had envisioned. Once a wine cellar, it had been converted into a dungeon cell. Before letting her step through the doorway he took his key and stripped all her chains, her collar, belt and cuffs and left them on the floor.

	He prodded her forward. Suddenly reluctant she hesitated. The second prod was much harder, sending her stumbling into the cell. She stood rooted as Glen dragged a massive chain to her. Three links and a padlock and she was chained to the wall.

	Glen shone his flashlight into one of the darkest corners. There was a pile of chains of various sizes. He ordered,

	"Go piss on that pile."

	Amy looked at him as if he had lost his marbles.

	"I SAID..."

	"Yes, Master."

	Dutifully she dragged her chained ankle to the corner, and squatted and splashed.

	"Get all the pile."

	She swung her hips, moving her stream like a firehose. The rusty links shone wet in the beam of the flashlight.

	"Do that every time you have to go."

	He handed her a two-inch square of emery cloth.

	"You will keep that pile rusting. You will use this to polish the chain between your ankle and the wall. When you are ready to come out, you will be covered with rust from your neck to your toes. Any spots you miss will get flogged. Understand?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Glen eyed her up and down. "Get to work, slave."

	He slammed the door, closing with a deep thud like a vault door. Amy could hear the faint sound of the combination being spun.

	Suddenly she was aware that she was in near-darkness. When the door had been open the light from the corridor helped brighten the cell but now she could barely see her hand in front of her. She had three jobs, only one of which could be done in the dark. Despondent, she sat on the stone floor and started crying.

	Glen listened to her sobbing. He had a microphone and an infra red camera installed in the cell so that he could monitor her. There were screens all over that could call up the cell or several other places in the house.

	Figuring that the darkness was the root cause, he fished a remote out of his pocket and turned the lights up a bit. She stopped crying almost immediately. He turned them up bit more and she began working on her ankle chain at once, apparently realizing that he was watching her.

	He made himself supper while he watched the monitor in the kitchen. She was working hard with the emery cloth and even on the monitor he could see that she had already polished several links. After some time she stopped and got up, spotting the water tap in the far corner. She finally had to lie on her back to get under it to get water.

	Amy worked far into the evening, unaware of time. She had over a dozen links polished, but each one was harder as the cloth wore away, the abrasive falling off. She gave up for the night, wet the chains in the corner and laid down on the stone floor. The harsh surface drove all sleep from her. Every position she tried was more painful than the last, keeping her wide awake. It gave her time to think and to bitterly regret the words she had said in anger. :Penetrating her gloom was the realization that she was being punished by an expert -- true, an instant expert -- but one who was outsmarting her at every turn and reaching into her very soul to make her regret whatever she had done. He had said that "when she wanted to get out" she would have to cover herself with rust. She used her sleepless hours to try and figure out how to accomplish his wish that she be coated with rust.

	Amy knew that there was only a small pile of rust from her labors on the chain. The one source was the probable rust pile under the chains in the corner. That would be wet and would stick to her body. She wrinkled her nose, smelling the stink from the corner. Could she deliberately smear herself with that overripe rust? If she wanted out, she had to.

	She thought of the water tap. If she could get some of that water over to the chains, she could wash them down. She immediately discarded the idea as unworkable as the only ‘bucket’ available were the palms of her hands, which didn’t even hold enough to drink. She spent most of an hour trying to think of something worse to add to her misery and failed. Glen had outclassed her.

	Glen stayed awake through the night, the microphone wide open to pick up the slightest sound from Amy’s cell. He was dozing when a loud noise made him jump. Amy was dragging her chain to the water tap. She laid under it, drinking her fill and even as she finished the water stopped running. Amy shook her head in admiration. Glen was ahead of her again.

	Obeying orders, she wet the pile one more time. Then, literally holding her nose with one hand, she move the chains to expose the rusty slime hiding there. She scraped up a handful and slathered it on her body. She had to use both hands and move the chains twice to gather enough rust to cover her. She wished for a mirror to see her back, repeatedly wiping her hands over it to ensure she got it all. She wanted nothing to do with any of the plentiful supply of whips that Glen had waiting.

	When she was satisfied that she had done her best, she stood up. She wondered if she should knock on the door. Would it even penetrate the door? She had her hand raised to knock when she heard the combination clicking. The door swung open and Glen stood before her. She went to all fours and kissed his shoes. He pointedly peered at her back looking for gaps.

	"Up," he ordered. She stood, humiliated by his close inspection. She passed.

	"Follow me."

	He led her to the basement shower. She stepped in at his order and watched his hand turn only the cold water on. She yelled when it hit her, certain it was on a direct line to a glacier.

	Under different circumstances he would have joined her in the cold shower but she was being punished, not coddled. She grabbed the soap and hurried to clean herself, again unsure of her coverage of her back. Finished, still unsure, she shut the water off and stepped out, reaching for the towel. He stopped her.

	"Inspection."  He looked her front over carefully, lifting first one breast, then the other to make sure no rust was hiding in th crease. She had to spread her legs for his probing fingers, each time wet but clean. She even had to lift one foot, then the other so he could check between her toes. She bent over at his command, suffering the indignity of a probing finger in her ass. She was allowed to use the towel, but Glen shocked her again when she was dry, carefully examining the white towel for the slightest trace of rust.

	Once more she passed. She got no pleasure from her success. If Glen wanted to whip her he would find a reason, or for no reason at all.

	Her chains awaited. She stood, docile, as Glen added pound after pound of chains and locks. He finished and whisked a stripe across her rear cheeks.

	"One trip top to bottom, to get your blood flowing, then breakfast."

	She thanked him and headed up the stairs toward his bedroom. She glanced in that direction as she turned to go back down, but in her present state she had no real interest in his bed. Sex for Amy had become an abstract word.

	Glen had no idea how to handle her or what to do with her. He had his appointment at nine, which would mean a 20 minute drive to Cheryl’s office. That didn’t leave much time. He debated putting Amy back in the cell, but he was unhappy with the idea. The last alternative was to take her with him. Now that was a problem! He couldn’t put her in the back seat, naked and chained without his VIC raising the roof. The only other answer was to put her, chains and all, in the trunk. It smelled of danger, but he couldn’t see any way out.

	He took Amy’s leash and led her to the garage. Opening the trunk he helped her get in, first laying a heavy comforter on the trunk floor. She made herself as comfortable as she could, lying on some of her chains. She looked up at Glen, or looked through him. Glen was having a last minute debate with himself but he didn’t have time for an alternative. He gave her specific instructions, "You are not to move, except when the car is moving and any noise you make will be covered. I will have a client in the front with me part of the time. If you say one word or make a noise that the client hears, your ass is going to be shredded to the bone. If the car is parked, you make no noise. Clear?"

	"Yes, Master." Her stare remained blank.

	He closed the lid, her blank eyes the last thing he saw. He opened the door and backed the car out, making sure it closed behind him.

	Cheryl was just walking out of her building as Glen drove up.

	Amy, silent in the trunk heard him greet her, heard the change in his tone, heard her get in the car, the subtle change of weight. She felt jealousy once again. She knew it was forbidden. She didn’t care. In an instant she switched from a slave to a loose cannon.

	The two were talking , joking, laughing. Amy fumed, unable to hear the words but focusing on the tone. To her, two lovers chatting. She swore, silently, a nasty word. Glen was a liar --  worse than a liar. She vowed revenge.

	Glen stepped on the gas. Deliberately Amy picked up a chain and let it fall with a clang. Glen heard it over the motor noise, but Cheryl was laughing and didn’t pay any attention to it.

	Amy called Cheryl a string of names that would embarrass a longshoreman. She repeated and embellished the list for Glen’s benefit. Fortunately neither one heard her.

	After long minutes the car pulled to a stop. Amy could hear no sound. No traffic, no children playing, Momentarily distracted from her vendetta she wished the trunk lid was open so she could look around. The two voices dimmed and disappeared in the distance.

	Her orders were not to move. For some reason she followed that order even as she plotted revenge. The voices were suddenly coming back, louder. Amy heard Glen say something about being sold. She heard Cheryl get into the car, then his footsteps coming to the rear of the car. The lid popped open and Glen was looking down at her, his finger to his lips. She looked into his eyes, willing him to see the rage. He saw it, pointed a finger at her and violently shook his head, warning her once more.

	He grabbed a "Sold" sign and closed the lid. She heard the sign being attached to the "For Sale" sign and then Glen got back in the car. The muted conversation began again and once more Amy was fuming as Glen drove away.

	Glen had scared her. She was sure he had heard her drop the chain. She wanted desperately to hurt both of them, but she was hesitant now.

	She felt the car slow, then turn into a driveway, then a parking lot. She could hear people in the distance. Glen and Cheryl got out of the car and walked to the restaurant. Amy was showing the first signs of claustrophobia from the small trunk. Twice she opened her mouth to yell, then closed it again. Even she realized that the wrong people might respond to her call for help. The time to yell would be when the two lovers came back.

	It was hot and stuffy in the trunk. Amy grew bored as the two ate a slow-speed lunch and dozed off, waking suddenly when the car doors unlocked. She heard Glen helping Cheryl back in her seat and then say something to someone else. She drew a breath to yell, but Glen got into the car and she let the breath out silently.

	There were "Good byes" as Cheryl was dropped off at her office and then in 20 minutes they were home. She heard the big door close behind the car.

	Glen took his time getting out of the car. His anger was as potent as Amy’s had been. A small corner of his mind noted that at least Amy had gotten over that blank stare. The rest said "So what?"

	By the time he reached the rear of the he was raving mad. He slammed open the lid as Amy cowered back from him.

	"You fucking bitch! You came within an inch of screwing a six figure deal. Get the Hell out of that trunk so that I can deal with you!"

	Amy screamed with fear, almost wetting herself. She fought her chains, scrabbling to get out of the trunk, to crawl away. Glen suddenly had a whip and was lacing it across her back.

	"I’m sorry, Glen!" she screamed and screamed again when the whip caught her thigh.

	"You and that bitch, You’re her lover!" she sobbed

	"You’re the bitch, you stupid fuck, you could have put me in jail for life!"

	"Jail? Where was I? In a five star hotel? I agreed to be your slave, not to hold your prick while you bang some broad!"

	"Amy, for the last Goddam time! I’m not sleeping with her! She’s a client! Money in the bank!"

	"You went off with her to a motel. I heard you. I wanted to yell ‘Good bye you bastard’."

	Glen’s face went white. "We went to a restaurant! And the car was sitting next to a police car with two officers in it -- with the windows open. You and your jealousy have nearly wrecked things for both of us. I love you, but I’ll be damned if I let you ruin our lives!

	Suddenly sobered by the mention of the police, and realizing how close she had come to alerting them, she fell to the floor and crawled to Glen’s feet.

	"Glen, I’m sorry. I’m worthless. I opened my mouth to yell several times, including at the restaurant. Punish me, please Master. Beat the jealousy out of me inch by inch. Make me so sorry, hurt so much that I will never do this to you again. Leave me in that cell. Make me polish those chains in the day and piss on them at night. Forget I’m even there. Leave me to starve..."

	 

	


Chapter 13 - Orders are Orders

	Glen stared down at her, has anger slowly softening, but rather than compassion he realized that contempt and disgust shared his feelings. She was saying all the right things, but to Glen they sounded hollow the second time around. Somehow he had to knock some sense into her, make her realize that their relationship could not go on if she continued to let jealousy rule her.

	He was sorely tempted to do just as she asked, to beat the shit out of her. Right now, angry as he was, he would put her in the hospital and exposure would not be far behind. His dark side was fighting a holy war with the part of him that wanted Amy, that wanted her as a slave, but also one to cherish and care for as part of his life.

	One of the bad parts was that he suddenly felt that she was dictating to him. Their brief interlude of making Amy specify her own punishments had -- to him at least -- turned into topping him from the bottom.

	Amy was at her best when she was  perched on the brink of climax. In their few short days together she had demonstrated a mind full of bondage ideas, creative, cruel, imaginative.

	He had yet to realize that Amy felt the same way about him. She would suggest something and he would refine it or add the last thrilling touch that it needed.

	Hanging over this was this damned business of her lie, and the strange attraction it represented for a cage. He couldn’t imagine what that was all about, but at the moment it seemed to be the focal point for Amy’s problems.

	"Glen?"

	He started, lost in thought. She was looking up, pleading. Shocked, he realized her eyes were bright. Not sparkling, but the grey blankness was gone.

	When his eyes focused, she pleaded, "Glen, Master, please beat your stubborn, jealous slave. Make me scream my apologies for causing you such harm."

	He centered on ‘slave.’ She was still his, if he could find the right way to handle her. He was rapidly learning a lesson in the problems slave ownership could bring.

	"Shut up, slave!"

	Her mouth dropped open. He had never treated her that bluntly. She was attuned to the tone of voices and this was a Glen she had yet to meet. Certainly it got her full attention.

	"Slave, do you realize that you are piling on punishments faster than I can mete them out? Remember your vow? You are my property and you are, and have been, under strict orders to preserve and protect MY property -- and NOT to harm or damage it. Think what you’re asking -- a beating that would put you in the hospital and me in jail."

	Glen was repeating himself, trying to impress on Amy just how serious her jealousy was jeopardizing their lives together.

	Glen watched as her head sank lower and lower. He had the feeling that his words -- his concern -- was finally getting through to her.

	Barely above a whisper came her words, the words he hoped she would say, "Punish me as you wish, Master. I beg proper punishment for my mistakes and faults."

	"Slave, that could take several years." Glen could feel, and Amy could hear in his bantering tone a lessening of the tension between them.

	"You’ll need to piss. It will be a long time until the next pit stop."

	It felt good to have a man’s hands cleaning and drying her most private parts. The good feeling was short-lived. Apprehension over her impending punishment took over. She had to shut her mind down almost completely to avoid the images of probable punishments. She had no way of knowing that her wildest dreams were way off the mark.

	This time her leash took her to the unfinished dungeon. There were two or three new additions, shapes looming under heavy wrapping. In the far corner was the unexpected.

	All it was was a slab of rock just big enough for a person to lie on. But that was not ‘all.’

	As Amy was led toward it she recognized it as sandstone. It was mounted on a heavy framework of iron. Hanging on each side were manacles and matching shackles at the foot. What little composure she had regained shattered in an instant and the shards disappeared into thin air.

	As Glen removed all her chains, including the cuffs that had never left her wrists, he began explaining.

	"This is going to be a lesson in obeying orders. Strictly obeying orders. I expect you to come out at the conclusion begging to obey any order given you."

	She stood, naked without her chains, waiting for the next shoe to drop.

	"Give me your hand."

	It was uproariously funny. Amy had been handcuffed for so long that she automatically raised both hands in unison, then realizing her mistake dropping the unwanted hand to her side.

	Neither laughed.

	He took her wrist and pulled her to the rock slab. Bending her arm he scraped the underside across the edge of the slab.

	"Ouch!" Amy’s involuntary cry registered pain. Glen turned her arm over and showed it to her. The sharp edged rock had scraped the top layer of skin away, leaving a rapidly reddening path.

	"Touch the stone."

	Reluctantly she pressed the very tips of her fingers, wincing as she felt the sharp angular grains of the raw rock.

	"Put your whole hand on it."

	Gingerly she obeyed. It felt like the obvious, a sheet of course-grained sandpaper. She already knew she didn’t want whatever was coming and the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach told her that her mind was already digesting what was coming.

	Glen picked her up like a feather and laid her on her back. Her legs hung down from her knees against a near vertical slab of he same rock.

	Amy looked at him out of the corners of her eyes. She was terrified of having to move. Her Master made that clear in a brief comment, "You are here to learn to obey. You have one rule: Do NOT move."

	Amy wanted to respond as a good slave would, but she was uncertain just how much her one order affected. Talking required movement. She dreaded the rock already and she had only been lying on it for a few seconds.

	She felt her hanging arms being manacled. The action moved her arms against the rock, scraping across the sharp points. Her calves suffered the same way as the shackles were locked around her ankles.

	Glen leaned over her with a parting word:

	"Some Masters use sandpaper on their slave’s nipples to ensure they are sensitive. There are other places I can use it too."

	Her eyes were locked on his, the terror bright. She was afraid to move her eyes, certain it would hurt. She settled in, sure that it would be a long time before she saw his face again.

	Lying without moving for five minutes is a strain. Amy was due some heavy multiples of five minutes. She assessed her chances of emerging from this punishment with a whole skin as a minus number. Very shortly after being laid down on the saw toothed rock she discovered that merely blinking hurt, reminding her with each pang the exact reasons why she was being disciplined.

	She tried closing her eyes -- which hurt -- but somehow the rock’s threat wrecked her sense of balance and she felt like she was falling. Her next panic attack came as she considered taking a nap. She moved in her sleep. A nap was out of the question unless she wanted to wake up screaming.

	She set the few remaining coherent brain cells the task of keeping her body as unmoving as the rock beneath her. They took on the task with appropriate comments: "You’re joking, right? You got to be kidding. Are you out of your mind?"

	The back of her head had a fair amount of her hair between her skull and the rock. It still hurt, more with every passing minute. By the time she would be released she would be able to count every hair as a separate hurt.

	She had time to think. Lots of time. Hours, perhaps days. She visualized emptying her bladder. It hurt just thinking about it.

	She called her Master a very nasty name -- in her mind. She had to bow to his superior skill, but she would wait to bow until she was off of his latest painful invention.

	She could tell that her legs were spread fully apart. What if Glen came back and... She refused to carry that thought even an inch farther. She was certain she would get screaming practice, one way or another.

	Her next thought scared her even more. If Glen came back with a feather... Thrashing was out of the question. She very nearly shuddered at the thought, catching herself before anything moved. Her brain kept sending messages: "I’m a prisoner in my own body!"

	"I’m thirsty."

	"Master, you’re a bastard to do this to me. But, I deserve it."

	It took an eon to arrange and compose her thoughts. The next eon was devoted to counting her many sins, one by one. Each got a vow of obedience. Each marked a new level of discomfort as her body refused to conform to the rock beneath her. Her mind started calling him "Baster."

	Master loomed over her. "Comfy?" He didn’t expect an answer and wasn’t disappointed when she just stared at him. He had been watching her on the monitor, pleasantly surprised by her obedience.

	He showed her a glass with ice cubes and a straw. She stared, unmoving as he placed the icy glass against her neck and pressed the straw through her dry lips. She sucked. Sucking hurt. She swallowed. Guess. She finished the glass.

	‘Baster’ took an ice cube out of the glass and laid it in her belly button. She was rigid, even when the cube melted and the icy liquid ran across her belly. Without a word he left again.

	On his next visit he showed her a packet of itching powder, then sprinkled it on her pussy. She suffered the itching sensation for half an hour before she finally realized the powder was a fake.

	She swore at her overworked nervous system for lying to her.

	The powder made its point.

	The next visit brought the inevitable. Glen laid a long chicken feather across her nose. She crossed her eyes trying to see it, trying vainly to prepare her first scream.

	He never said a word. The tip of the feather touched her lower belly very gently and was gone. She called her Master a lengthy string of names, inventing three new ones to add to the list.

	She was far off, behind some distant sun when he came back the final time. His face was grim. She moved her eyes very slightly, acknowledging his presence, her head exploding into a nova.

	"Are you ready to obey orders?"

	Ignoring the pain, shutting it away, she nodded. With mounting horror she hear his sentence of doom, "Nobody said you could move. We’ll try again later."

	Even crying hurt.

	The last hour made a critical difference in Amy’s attitude. She stopped cursing her Master and started seriously cursing herself. She was overwhelmed with shame, unable to think of a rule she hadn’t broken, the full impact of her foolhardiness washing over her. She abandoned the last wisps of jealousy, cursing them as they evaporated from her mind. Her pride dissolved in a bucket of tears, her willfulness close behind. A very changed Amy lay on the stone, a change that Glen welcomed when he saw it in her eyes.

	"You may move. I want vocal answers."

	"Yes, Master." Her voice was faint.

	"Are you ready to obey orders?"

	"Yes, Master." Her voice was stronger, fervent. Talking hurt, but she ignored it, hoping to please her Master.

	"Will I have to punish you again for jealousy?"

	She shook her head strenuously as she responded,

	"No, Master!"

	The pain in her scalp nearly broke her resolve.

	She heard the key in the locks on her arms and legs. She willed her body rigid, vowing never to move against that stone.

	Glen put his hands behind her neck and lifted. Her body came free of the stone, her knees straightened, their pain lost in the overall conflagration, until she was standing upright. She held the pose for a moment, then slumped in Glen’s arms. She recovered almost at once. Looking up she begged, "Master, I beg the chance to obey your orders."

	She vowed, "Master I will obey any order willingly. I have put jealousy behind me."

	Glen accepted her words but he couldn’t help reminding her, "Next time you play on the rock it will be a lot longer and you will experience real itching powder -- and the feather."

	Amy responded,"Master I deserved this, and more. I promise to try to never do anything that would put me back on that... rock."

	"That rock, dear girl is a permanent part of your torture... um, punishment chamber. You screw up in the slightest and its nice comfortable surface will be waiting for you. I’m sure I can find some other things to make your stay less enjoyable. Now, before we do anything else, you kneel and properly thank the rock for supporting you all day."

	She ‘almost’ said something, but orders are orders and she knelt and delicately kissed the rock, barely brushing it with her lips.

	"Thank you rock, for my day of contemplation." 

	She waited for permission to rise. Instead she got bossed, "You’re a better kisser than that! Put some tongue into it and fasten on with your lips."

	Obediently she leaned forward and put pucker power into her kiss. One swipe of her tongue and it felt like a swarm of hornets had attacked en masse. She leaned back, certain her lips and tongue were bleeding, but she felt almost smug. She had obeyed!

	Before re-chaining her he led Amy to a full length mirror. She turned her back, looking over her shoulder. Other than a narrow gap just above her hips her back and thighs looked as red as an apple. She peered closer but couldn’t see any blood anywhere, even when she turned for a close look at her lips and stuck out her tongue. She would have much preferred kissing Glen, but that would have to wait.

	Once she was back under mutiple locks, Glen took her by the shoulders and made her look him in the eye. She could see the anger was gone from his eyes, even as he saw faint traces of the sparkle back in her eyes, replacing the jealousy and rebellion that so worried him.

	"If a certain slave could make it to the top floor bedroom in record time there could be an excuse for her to spread her legs."

	"Thank you, Master, I’ll do my best."

	"I’m sure you will -- and to make sure, I’ll be right behind you, with my whip. Go!"

	She giggled once, the first time in days he had heard her laugh.

	


Chapter 14 - The Test

	Amy’s ass cheeks and the backs of her thighs were smarting by the time they reached the top of the stairs. At a distinct disadvantage thanks to the weight of her chains, Amy still managed to give Glen a hard run up the stairs. Trying to get a proper shot with the whip also slowed his climb, but the red hue of her rear from the waist down attested to his athletic ability.      Both were breathing hard.

	Glen pulled a quarter out of his pocket and flipped and caught it. He peered under his hand. "Tails. You get the bed, for now."

	She started around the bed.

	"Oops, wait a minute! Don’t get over anxious. Which side do you want,  to get out of your chains? Damn if I’m going to lie on top of a steel mill to fuck you."

	"Tails, please, Master."

	He peered under his hand again. "Tails. Off with your head -- I mean your collar." Amy came back and stood while he fished the key out of his pocket. Locks bounced off the rug, followed by lengths of chain, her collar and belt. She thanked him and was around and on the bed with three of her restraints locked in place before Glen could get his pants off. He locked her near arm and tweaked her nipples in payment. For some reason Amy was breathing hard -- and ragged -- again.

	Spoilsport looked down at her. "Remember, you are still being punished. You can enjoy to your heart’s content, but no orgasms. DO I make myself clear?"

	Slave was the epitome of demure. "Oh, yes, Master." He made a face at her to let her know he could see right through her, then turned and muttered loud enough for to hear, "Now what did I do with that darn feather?"

	"Glen!" she squealed.

	Deliberately he turned back to her. "Slave, were you by any chance addressing your Master?"

	She knew instantly that this could go either way. She might be on her ass on the rug, without getting fucked -- or maybe he was just teasing. Either way called for an apology.

	"I’m sorry, Master. Perhaps you can teach me to properly use my mouth."

	"You do all right but the trouble is you start talking before your brain is in gear. You’re pretty good at sucking cock so I can’t fault you on that. Speaking of which would you like to suck me now?"

	"Thank you, Master, but I’d much prefer if you put it in my pussy."

	"But, if I ordered you to suck my cock?"

	"I’d be on it before you finished your sentence. This is the new me. I obey. I follow orders."

	He suggested, "I play with my pussy."

	"I’m sorry, Master, but my hands seem to be hung up on something -- above my head."

	"No excuse. You are disobeying an order. You need a good licking." For a split second she thought he meant his crop, the buggy whip, or worse.

	Suiting words to action he crawled between her splayed legs and applied his talented tongue to a very tender, very sensitive, very nerve filled piece of her anatomy. The reaction was predictable. In seconds she was panting like a runner on Mount Everest, begging to be allowed to come.

	"What did I tell you before we started?"

	"You... Master, please! Said... I... Please, Master... Couldn’t... Come."

	"All right, if you can say the alphabet backwards, with no mistakes and no pauses longer than two seconds, you can come, once."

	He resumed licking as she tried. "Z Y X W V..." and failed. Her mind was fully occupied elsewhere.

	"Master, please, if you would stop licking I could do it."

	"Not now, slave. You had your chance. Besides, I have a beat going here."

	"Please, Master will you fuck your miserable slave?"

	He stopped licking and raised up to look at her. She was holding her breath, hoping it would stave off the impending explosion. She couldn’t hold it and exhaled so fast her lips fluttered noisily.

	"I dunno. Are you wet enough for a good, fast, balls-deep fuck?"

	"Master I have a Louisiana swamp between my legs. If that isn’t wet enough I’ll give your cock a saliva bath. Please, just fuck me."

	Master rammed a full charge straight up the breech of her cannon. One was enough for Amy. "Master, stop, please. I’m about to come!"

	Exasperated, her Master stopped in mid-stroke. "Slave if I allow you to come will you be silent about it?"

	"Yessss, Master."

	"Then come. I’m busy. But, not a peep. Not one!"

	He rammed his way to her cervix. She came, quiet as a mouse.

	But, at what a cost. She swallowed a scream of ecstacy, nearly emptied her sinus, her eyes bugged out and her cheeks puffed up like a chipmunk.

	Encouraged by her theatrics, Glen rammed to the bottom three times, then opened the 15 inch intake valve and added several thousand gallons to the swamp.

	Both man and slave collapsed. Glen looked at the clock and it was nearly seven.

	"Hungry?"

	"Yes, Master. I don’t remember when I ate last."

	"If that’s a complaint I am head of the complaint department and I can impose a penalty, with impunity."

	"No, no, Master, that wasn’t a complaint. I’m fine!"

	Glen unlocked her bonds, demanding a kiss for each one. After the fourth mouth swabbing by Amy’s tongue, he decreed that this would be a regular part of her bondage routine.

	For her it was back to her suit of chain. Glen decided that a kiss for each ‘on’ would be gilding the lilly, so his decree only covered the removal of locked items. He did make her continue to kiss her leash each time it was attached to her collar.

	"Do you want to cook, or shall we order in?"

	"Master, I’m pooped. That inverted silent orgasm took a lot out of me, or top of my day on the rock. If you want me to cook, I will, gladly, but I’d be happy with some pizza or Chinese."

	-0-

	Glen was up early, scooting Amy to the cell because both maids and the gardeners would be there all morning. He was watching Amy on the monitor, busily polishing chain links when Georgina, the housekeeper came in.  She was tall, slim and well built, with breasts appropriate to her height. She looked 20 years younger than her age of 61.

	She looked over his shoulder and chuckled. "Got her in detention, eh?"

	"She’s been a bad girl." Briefly he explained her problems and the near catastrophe she had caused. Without any further preamble, Glen propositioned her.

	"She ‘says’ she’s no longer jealous. I want to test her, to make sure. Otherwise I have to keep a 24/7 watch on her, or lock her in the cell. That’s where you come in."

	"Me? What do you mean?"

	What would you charge me to be my slave for 24 hours, fuck up a storm while Amy has to watch, and get your pussy vacuumed?

	"By her? That’s worth the price of admission right there. You know I’m a sucker for bondage. Hell, I’d pay you for a day like that."

	"Let’s leave it at an even swap, then.You’ll be wearing chains most of the time. I might even have to gag you."

	"Keep talking like that and I’ll have my first orgasm of the day, right here. I haven’t seen that pecker of yours, but it must be satisfying to her, to put up with that cell. I haven’t had this much fun since I left the porn studio. Oh, and just for the record, I checked clean on my last medical, last month."

	"OK, but remember, the idea is to keep her frustrated. You can eat her, but not to orgasm. She’s on a no-orgasm diet, with occasional lapses. She had one last night, but I think she was ready to pop again when I stopped. She still looked hot this morning."

	Georgina laughed melodically. I’ve had plenty of experience doing that to men -- and even women. You’d be surprised how many women dream of being kept frustrated for weeks, months, or even longer. I think your Amy falls right in that class."

	"Oh, she’s at the head of that class."

	He repeated her story of refusing to come for a month to get up courage enough to look for a Master. Georgina nodded, recognizing a kindred soul.

	"That isn’t the first time I’ve heard a story like that. Not by a long shot. My best was three days."

	Glen was startled to see that her face was starting to flush. With his limited, but rapidly growing, experience as a Master, he had hardly expected to see a work-hardened Mistress blushing over some long past incident. Half joking, he asked, "This was when? Last week?"

	Her head whipped around, tearing her eyes from Amy and instantly locked with his. Her mouth was open and her face showed shock.

	"How did you? Who told..." She lapsed into silence. Her cheeks looked like red paint, or a bucket of rouge.

	Glen couldn’t help laughing.

	"Just a guess. Not even an educated guess. Any time a professional Mistress offers a freeby, there’s got to be more going on behind the scenes. Care to tell me about it?"

	She continued to stare. Her head snapped back and forth quickly, denying him an answer, then slowed and she suddenly began to speak, "Do you think it’s easy for a 61-year-old to find a mate, OR a Master? There isn’t one of the people I worked with that isn’t dead or retired, or in jail. I worked as a Mistress, but at home my husband dominated me -- and I mean really dominated me. I literally had to have permission to breathe. He had a heart atttck, leaving me chained on a cross in the basement. They didn’t find me for three days and I was a basket case for months afterward. All right, that’s the brief outline. I don’t have time for the full story, which I think Amy should hear." 

	He stood up. "Sit still, I’ll be right back."

	He came back up the stairs with an object wrapped in a towel.

	"Kneel."

	The order crackled with repressed power. Georgina was watching Amy again. She looked at Glen, momentary anger, then fear, then comprehension flitting across her expressive face. With perfect grace she lifted from her chair and fluidly went to her knees beside it on the hard tile floor.

	She knew what was in the wrapping, but it still sent a shuddering thrill through her body, leaving her toes and fingers tingling. He held it low, before her eyes, watching her as he very slowly uncovered it. She licked her lips, anticipating.

	"Will you wear my collar..."

	"And be your slave," she finished.

	"Will you?"

	"Yes, Master... Master, may I come?"

	"No. Save it for later."

	His first order to his new slave. While he talked she moved her hair out of the way and Glen closed and locked the collar about her long neck.

	A long forgotten glow permeated her gut. She felt whole again, for the first time in -- much too long.

	She looked up at him, fearful that he was a Master who would demand downcast eyes at all times. He smiled down at her. She read his mind, knowing what his next order would be. He didn’t disappoint her.

	"Strip!"

	It had been so long since she had obeyed a Master that she had nearly forgotten how to strip before him. Her work clothes totally lacked any sexiness. A white blouse and a well worn denim wraparound skirt came off and were folded and piled neatly on the chair, still warm from her ass. She was reaching for her bra strap even as the pile settled slightly. It came off revealing the promised perfection. Unexpected were the twin gold clevises attached to rods that ran behind her long nipples.

	He made a mental note to ask her how she could stand having her bra press the metal loops into her tender breasts. He felt her answer ought to be interesting.

	She made a show of removing her panties, even though they were as mundane as her outer clothes. In classic display, she stood facing him, hooking her fingers under the side elastic and rolling the thin cloth down, revealing a bare mound and below it th tip of her clit peeping out of its cover. The work shoes and stockings were last as she stood like a stork on one foot to take them off.

	Glen glanced at her hands. It reminded her to assume her inspection position. She raised her arms and locked her fingers together behind her head. She endured his inch by inch inspection, the flush steady. It had been so long. He touched her nipples, making her tremble. He lifted one of the clevises and watched it slowly drop back into position.

	He touched her thigh and her legs spread apart automatically. He could see more of her clit and spotted the gold ring stabbed through its very base. A string of small gold rings marched down both outer lips. A fine gold chain, anchored on her clit ring, zigzagged down through the rings to a heart-shaped miniature lock at the very bottom.

	Beyond, there were four more rings through her flesh, at equal distance around her dark hole. He asked,

	"What are these for?

	Softly she explained, "My Master would punish me by locking a butt plug to them."

	"And you never had them cut out?"

	She hid her face in her upraised arm. Her response was muffled.

	"I... thought I might find a Master who would use them again."

	Glen couldn’t help commenting, "Must be Hell to keep clean."

	"Every time, it reminds me of him."

	"Turn around."

	She showed him her back. There were faint scars. He traced one with a finger.

	"His work too, I suppose?

	"Yes, Master."

	"Can you teach me to use a big whip without doing that?"

	"I’d be honored to teach a Master."

	"I’m afraid a very green Master. Half the time I don’t know what the Hell I’m doing, or how to do it."

	"Master, from this end you are doing fine. You’ve gotten me totally dominated in a matter of minutes, all my clothes off and your collar around my neck. What more can you ask?"

	"That part’s fine, but I’m still not sure how to handle Amy. She’s almost too complex for me."

	"Hopefully it will settle down once you find out what she lied about. If you can weather that storm it should be easier from then on."

	


Chapter 15 - Test.. Test... One, Two, Three, Test

	Glen admired Georgina’s nude body one more time, then gave her instructions, "Clothes back on. You attend to your normal duties. Boss the maids, who are due any minute. Keep the gardeners out of the house. You’ll cook supper and eat with us. Plan on staying here tonight. Report to me when you are finished for the day."

	He eyed her pile of clothing. "Is there a pocket on that skirt?"

	"Yes, Master." She was wrapping it as she spoke.

	Glen reached in his pocket and pulled out a coiled chain leash.

	"Here. Keep that with you at all times. It will be fixed to your collar and you will hand it to me when you report -- whenever you report."

	His eyebrows went up when she kissed the leash fervently before carefully putting it in her pocket. It was a minor bit of byplay, but it drove home his need to know more about being a Master. He should have instructed her, not the other way around. He duly noted that she was teaching by example, careful not to tell him what to do. That would be reserved for more important things, and only with Glen’s consent or approval.

	As soon as he got to his office he called the friend who was making the cage he had ordered. A strange voice answered, but seemed to know all about the cage.

	"Rad was called out of town on a special job. He won’t be back for two weeks. He said to tell you that it will take another week after that and he’ll have the cage ready."

	"Thanks." He hung up, already trying to gauge Amy’s reaction to the bad news. He was also upset because he wanted the matter over and done with. Besides, with a second slave, the possibilities were wide open. He would have to cope with it and see if Georgina could help.

	Duty called and he started down the list of calls he needed to make. Business was booming, putting added pressure on his time for his two female slaves.

	The day went by. The maids cleaned the house, used to locked doors where they couldn’t go. The gardeners were finished in a couple of hours leaving the outside looking perfect. Georgina did her work without supervision, coming to him only once, her leash clipped to her collar, the handle hanging from her hand. He took it and held it, symbolic ritual, while she asked for special instructions. He told her what to do and handed the leash back. She unclipped it, coiled and kissed it and put it back in her pocket.

	"Be sure that your work clothes have a pocket for your leash."

	"Yes, Master. I always have a pocket, to carry my keys."

	He debated taking the keys and requiring her to report to him any time she needed one, but decided against it, at least for the time being.

	He finished his calls and went downstairs to the cell. Amy heard the door and was kneeling for him as he walked in.

	He examined the chain she was polishing and laid it back down. The pile of rusty chains was dry. He sent Amy to rectify the matter and then leashed her and took her upstairs, installing her on the bench in his office.

	There were more calls coming in. Amy lay, silent, unmoving as Glen answered. Stretching slightly he could reach her nipples. She glared at him in mock anger, unmoving.

	Cheryl called. Amy made a point of ignoring the call. She -- and Glen -- watched her reaction very carefully. Both believed she was over her jealousy. However it didn’t deter Glen from his plan to severely test her obedience.

	"Master, do you want me to cook supper?"

	"No, that’s already being taken care of. By the way, the guy making the cage is out of town. It will be at least three weeks before it’s ready."  He watched her face. She reacted, frowning, but she didn’t seem to be as bothered as he expected.

	"Your punishment will continue, until it is ready."

	She frowned again, but it was obvious that she was accepting the change in plans much more readily. Apparently the day on the rock had some fringe benefits in the way of behavior modification. Besides, she seemed more and more fascinated with her chains and less willing to have him remove them. But if it involved bedroom acrobatics she was more than willing to have them removed.

	Just as Glen finished his last call, Georgina knocked on the office door. She was dressed, so she didn’t kneel, but she had the leash handle ready for him. Amy sat up, her chains rattling loudly.

	"Master, supper will be ready in 10 minutes."

	Amy’s eyes got wider and wider. She saw the leash. She saw the collar. She heard his title from her lips. Before she had a chance to open her mouth, Glen turned, holding up the leash handle.

	"Amy, I want you to meet my new slave, Georgina. She was, and is, the housekeeper. I collared her this morning. Since she is now your Mistress, I expect you to greet her properly."

	Amy was not exactly on her best behavior. Stunned, she obeyed, dropping to her knees and elbows, finding Georgina’s shoes with her lips and tongue. She knelt up, unsure what to do next. "I welcome you as my Mistress," Glen prompted. She repeated the welcome, her voice neutral.

	"Try it again. This time with sincerity."

	Amy didn’t look up at either one. She bent forward, kissed the shoes again and this time her welcome was sincere. Glen handed Georgina’s leash back to her. "We’ll be there in five minutes. You will be nude by the time we get there."

	Amy was still kneeling. Her face was blank, her eyes staring again.

	He was tempted to slap her face, but instead twisted one of her engorged nipples to get her attention. She looked at him, a lone tear sliding down her cheek. She looked away. "You’re going to get rid of me, now that you’ve got her."

	His strong hand reached down and pulled her jaw around until she was looking into his eyes, that were now much closer.

	"You little dummy, this gal is experienced both as a domme and as a submissive. She knows both ends of the rope. She is here for one purpose, to train you, and to train me, so that YOU and I can have a real relationship. Beginning right now you are being tested. You came off the rock vowing to obey. The next 24 hours will tell me if you meant it or not. Remember, I told you that your willingness and devotion to duty would play a major role in whatever punishment you deserve after we get this settled. Unfortunately it’s going to take longer before, which should mean less afterward. Are you going to do this willingly or do you want to live in that cell for the next three weeks?"

	Surprisingly she agreed immediately, already over her upset at the appearance of a new slave. The cell was better than the rock, but Glen could easily upgrade her.

	The table was set and Georgina was kneeling, offering her leash. Glen took it and unclipped the other end from her collar. He laid the leash in the center of the table.

	Only one place was set. Glen ordered, "Set two more places. We three will eat together whenever possible. Amy was kneeling. Glen invited, "Sit at the table." She rose and sat down. Georgina served the food and then sat in the third chair. Glen looked at both women. "A very nice view from here." Both blushed, their nipples hardening in unison.

	"Talk freely, and let’s eat."

	Neither one said anything until Glen complimented Georgina on the food. Amy agreed and that seemed to break the ice. Georgina began to question Amy about her early life, something that Glen had wanted to do but never seemed to find the time. He listened as he ate, learning new facts about his slave.

	Amy finally turned the tables, asking, "How did you get into the porn industry, Mistress?"

	Georgina detailed a typical ran-away-from-home scenario and being forced to do anything to keep from starving. Amy seemed genuinely interested. "Did they force you to do sex scenes?"

	"Not physical force. More mental. Do it, or you don’t get to eat. It’s a hard life."

	"Were you able to save any money?"

	"I never could, and neither could most of the other girls. I didn’t do drugs, like a lot of the girls and men did, but there never seemed to be anything left."

	"Glen said you were a professional domme. How did you get into that?"

	"It was easy. There are always men around wanting to be dominated. I started out with two clients and they spread the word until I had over twenty."

	"Were you married?"

	"Yes. One of the studio executives started dating me. He put a lot of verbal pressure on me to marry him, but he never touched me until after I agreed and we got married. On our honeymoon he turned dominant and by the time I went back to work I was roped and chained and wore cuffs to work."

	"What happened to him? Did you divorce him?"

	"No, he died on me. Heart attack. Left me on a cross in the basement for three days before they found me."

	"God! How did you survive?"

	"I was lucky. A few more hours and I would have been dead, too."

	"Master said you were 61. You don’t look it."

	"I’ve been keeping fit, and thank you for the compliment."

	Glen couldn’t resist teasing: "Aw, she’s just sucking up to her new Mistress."

	Amy looked pained. Georgina sat mum.

	"Actually, Amy is right. You don’t look a day over 40."

	Before Georgina could say something, Amy interjected, "Now who is sucking up?"

	Glen stared at her. "Have you seen our rock pile in the basement?"

	"Ooops, sorry boss, um, Master."

	"Glen looked at Georgina and spread his arms. "This is what I have to put up with, day after day, hour after hour. A big, big mouth!"

	"Have you tried a gag?"

	"Yes, but you can’t gag her 24/7. Besides, she calls me very nasty names behind that gag."

	"Have you tried beating some sense into her?"

	"Not really. She begs to be whipped, but I’m going to need lessons in how to handle the big whips. I’ve gotten pretty good with the buggy whip already. She bruises from the cane, but her pain tolerance is way off the top of the chart."

	"I might have an idea or two to solve some of the problem. Would you mind if I take over?"

	"Not at all. Amy, why don’t you beg your Mistress to take over your training?"

	Amazing Amy, caught up in the exchange, had no choice but to immediately kneel at Georgina’s feet, kiss her bare toes and beg,

	"Please, Mistress, I beg your training and punishment. I want to be a better slave and honor my collar."

	Mistress looked down at the kneeling slave. Without acknowledging Amy’s plea, she ordered, "While you are down there, suck my toes."

	Glen and Georgina talked while Amy laved each toe to shining splendor. Glen watched as Georgina’s part of the conversation was deteriorating into incoherent words and the occasional gasp.

	She gathered strength to ask, "Master, may I please have an orgasm?"

	"Are you sure that’s what it is? She’s only sucking your toes."

	"Master, I’m going to blow to bits if I don’t. Please!"

	"Weeell, since you ARE a Mistress, just this once."

	Georgina leaned down toward Amy and grunted, "Suck! Harder!"

	That was all it took. Georgina must somehow have transferred the lips and tongue that were pleasuring her to some much more erotic place. Either that or her toes were really an erogenous zone of great magnitude. Whatever, it gave slave Amy a lesson in explosive, all consuming climaxes that she had yet to achieve. She’d had some good ones, but nothing that reached the megaton scale.

	Georgina was not one to let a good deed go unpunished. She swooped down on Amy while her system was still blipping on overload. Her lips homed in on Amy’s pussy, sweeping everything before it. Amy let out a yelp of surprise, then started moaning as the world’s most experienced tongue started her clit doing flip flops, with a rare flip flap flop from time to time.

	"Master! Master! MASTER!! She’s making me come. I can’t stop it! Please! Let me come!"

	She opened bleary eyes to see Glen’s face inches from hers.

	"But, you’re not a Mistress, you’re a slave. You come, and you’ll spend the night watching me fuck your Mistress."

	Georgina heard and sent her tongue into supercharger mode. Circuits shorted. Bridges burned. Amy came, matching the example just set minutes ago by her Mistress. It was worth it.

	Needless to say, as the third and only man, Glen was turning blue, most especially his balls. When Amy came down off the moon, he announced, "This Flying Circus is now moving to the Master’s bedroom, where MASTER expects some relief."

	Amy and Georgina actually grinned at each other. Anything but fast friends at this stage, but at least co-conspirators.

	Georgina bowed and pointed the way to the bedroom. "Shall we?"

	"After you, Mistress."

	They heard the buggy whip whistle through the air. They hurried. Glen adjusted the painful twist in his pants.

	Amy knelt by the bedroom door. Georgina headed directly for what was now her side of the bed. Reaching down she locked her ankles and had her right wrist locked by the time Glen joined her. She kissed him with all the verve that Amy exhibited after he had locked her left wrist.

	Glen sat up and looked at Amy. This was going to be the toughest part of the test.

	"Slave, bring your rug and kneel beside the bed. Your Mistress and I are going to demonstrate some techniques that you need to learn. You’ve been involved in at least some of them, but it’s hard to learn anything when you’re fighting to control an orgasm. Watching, you won’t have any excuse not to learn."

	"Remember you are being punished, but nothing says I can’t educate you as part of your punishment. Remember too, this is a test. Fail and you are going to regret it for a long, long time. You are still subject to the no-orgasm rule and I’m sure that I don’t need to remind you that the orgasm you’ve already had is what put you beside the bed, instead of in it. Agreed?"

	"Yes, Master."

	From that point Amy faced a problem. She got off on other people having sex. It had only happened to her twice, but back in the days before controlled orgasms she had come handily just from watching. She could imagine Glen’s reaction if she suddenly piped up asking for permission for a forbidden act in this situation.

	As usual, Glen had some surprises for her.

	He had a surprise or two for Georgina too. His pecker, as she called it, was longer and thicker than the average and several girls in another lifetime had painfully discovered that size does matter.

	She was a tad slow to lubricate, but Glen’s fingers solved that problem quickly. She returned the favor by grabbing his staff and sliding her tight hand up and down its full length, making cooing sounds as she prepared to sacrifice comfort to girth. Glen held his hand to her mouth and she gratefully filled the cupped palm with saliva. He turned it over above the ballooning head, allowing her flying fingers to spread it on his tool.

	Amy knelt, feeling her arousal rise, her mouth watering at the sight of Glen’s cock. So near, and yet, so far.

	Ready and primed, Glen swung over Georgina’s spread open body. He dug his elbows in and hunched forward. Georgina was helpless in her chains, so he had to use one hand to guide the head into place. Amy’s hand moved. She wanted to help too, to feel him, but it was not her place.

	"Ready?"

	"Yes, Master," she whispered, feeling Amy’s eyes burning into their bodies.

	His initial thrust drove the air from her lungs. She breathed in great gusts of air as he drew back for his next advance. Amy knew from experience what that massive cock felt like, ramming into her confined space like a freight train hitting a house. She ached, her mouth and her pussy were watering, wanting what her Mistress was enjoying.

	There was not the slightest doubt that Georgina was in Seventh Heaven. Every sound from her lips registered lust, enjoyment and pure ecstacy. Amy heard Glen’s familiar grunts as he rooted in another body, not hers. The sounds the two were making couldn’t help excite her. She wanted to tap her Master on the shoulder and beg permission, but common sense took over and she continued to watch.

	Being this close to the action she was learning new things. She had never seen Glen’s cock actually moving in and out of her cunt. She had felt it, but seeing gave it a whole new perspective. She understood why Glen was rubbing at the upper limits, stimulating her clit and rubbing her G-spot at the same time.

	Georgina opened her mouth wide, gasping for air. It had been more than 20 years since she had someone this big inside her. Dildos didn’t count in her book. She could feel her internal organs adjusting to this monster. Yes, for her, monster was the right word.

	Length counts too. Glen was long enough to reach her cervix at full thrust and the poor organ took quite a battering because of its location. To get most of it out of her tight channel he had to rear back, ass in the air before he could drive forward again.  She had once taken on a porn star with a larger organ, but the man didn’t have the foggiest idea of how to please his partner. He was just a big ego attached to an oversize cock.

	But, that was long ago. This was now and she was ready to climax. The problem was that she couldn’t keep breath in her lungs long enough to beg permission. She finally squeezed out an urgent "Glennnn!"

	He paused, long enough for her to ask. He repeated his earlier permission and she put on a lengthy display of multiple orgasms.

	Amy was fit to be tied. Appropriate for the setting. Every nerve in her body was jangling, wanting her to climax so they all could feel it. Glen ignored her want and set her a task.

	"Get up here and clean your Mistress."

	That got her attention and put any idea of an orgasm on hold. She reacted quickly, avoiding a confrontation. When she got her tongue into home base the fireworks started.

	Georgina started moaning:

	"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!"

	Amy was doing everything but bite her, determined that neither were going to fault her work. Besides, she enjoyed the feel of her labia and clit on her tongue. She honestly was surprised at herself. She had just watched her lover fuck another woman and she couldn’t raise one pang of jealousy! She decided being a slave did have some advantages after all. Life could go on around her and she didn’t have to worry.

	She decided to bite, after all. Georgina began to weave and twist her body, keening through her nose dropping off a cliff to ride her next orgasm to the top. She forgot all about Glen, as razor-toothed ferrets chewed at her flesh.

	Amy speared the last of his semen with her tongue and raised her head. Glen was watching her with what looked suspiciously like admiration in his eyes.

	He pointed at his still stiff cock.

	"This needs cleaning too, but don’t you dare bite."

	She engulfed half of it. He warned,

	"Clean, not a blow job."

	She started lapping. Behind her Georgina was moaning, telling the world she was hot, hot, hot.  Glen didn’t give her a chance to react. He leaned over and grasped a nipple in his teeth and bit down. Georgina screamed and went off into multiple orgasm land again.

	Glen sent Amy back to the floor and fitted himself between Georgina’s violently trembling legs. He had watched Amy’s short lesson in biting and decided on getting a bachelor’s degree in the subject.

	His thesis was more is better. He went for her clit. First his tongue advanced. Clit responded by throwing back the covers and swelling into a red mound. Glen’s tongue caressed, Georgina blew up. Timing it, he bit. She climaxed. He bit. She climaxed. He kept it up until she groaned,

	"Please, Oh God, no more."

	He chuckled with pride. "I’m not God, just Master."

	"Master-smaster. You keep that up and you’ll kill me."

	"And to think, not one of those orgasms had permission."

	"Sorry, Master."

	"I think, as punishment, that you should give our slave a free orgasm of her choice."

	"Fine. Amy, get up here before I collapse and blow away. How do you want it?

	Amy, never one to look a gift come in the mouth, was right there. "I’ll straddle your head. This won’t take long."

	Georgina got revenge for the biting down below. As soon as her upside down nose slid into Amy’s jucy slit, she bit down on her clit. Amy went straight up in the air, climaxing as fast as you could count, yelling at the top of her lungs.

	That put an end to the festivities for the moment. Glen released Georgina. He had one more surprise for Amy. He had her stand out of the way and rolled a large box out from under the bed. There was no top.

	Amy looked down into the box and saw that it was equipped with cross pieces that took a moment to recognize as stocks.

	Glen pulled the top s of each stock out. A girl could lie in th box, with wood across her neck, waist, arms and legs. He took Amy to the bathroom and then brought her back as Georgina staggered toward the toilet. He lifted Amy and laid her on her back. The tops were placed across her body and secured with wing nuts. Georgina came back in time to admire the box and its contents and then Glen slid it back under the bed.

	"Not a peep," he warned.

	Amy woke each time they resumed. She listened to the familiar sounds, visualizing what each were doing. She got hot listening, only to return to the frustration of her helpless hands.

	She did not get jealous.

	


Chapter 16 - Training for the Big Event

	Morning came early in Glen’s bedroom. Amy woke to the violent thudding of bodies on the mattress over her head. Held immobile in the wooden stocks, Amy’s nose was less than a foot from the scene of the action, but for all she could see she might as well have been down in the basement listening.

	There was plenty to listen to. Besides the repeated impacts of their bodies, both were groaning and gasping. She could hear her Mistress urging Glen on, "Faster! Harder!" His grunts grew louder as he slammed into her.

	Glen had wakened to the feeling of a female hand gripping his hard cock and caressing it. He was lying close enough for her to reach him with the nearest manacled hand. He thought for a second that he was going to spurt but the sensation faded a bit.

	He leaned over and kissed her, She squirmed in her chains and turned her head, nipping his ear and then whispering hotly, offering her body for something new.

	Glen had heard of a ‘slave fuck,’ but he had never seen one, or participated in one. Georgina was introducing him to his first, teaching him how a slave should respond when ordered to perform. In different parts of the country and across the world there were variations but the basic coupling required the slave to exhibit all her responsiveness. As taught in the better dungeons, the slave was expected to bounce her pretty ass off the bed at least the length of her Master’s cock, meeting hard in mid-air on every stroke. A slave that couldn’t perform was either due for an extensive training course, or traded off to a less demanding Master.

	Amy was getting the full benefit of Glen’s training, except for watching it. Watching was barely necessary as the noise level pretty much told the whole story.

	Georgina’s ecstatic scream and Glen’s simultaneous deep-seated groan signaled climax but the thudding went on for nearly a minute before it slowed and stopped. Glen sat up, got up and pulled the big drawer out from under the bed. Amy stared up at him, smiling weakly. Glen twirled the wing-nuts, releasing the stocks.

	"Your Mistress has a sloppy cunt. Get up here and clean her up."

	Amy worked her stiff muscles. Climbing on the bed she eyed the scene of battle. Glen’s juices were seeping, so she unleashed her tongue and quickly started Georgina toward one more orgasm.

	Glen in the meantime used his rank as Master to get first dibs on the toilet. Finished he listened to the sounds coming from the bedroom and decided on a very quick shower.

	When he came out, drying himself with a big towel the noise level had gone up markedly. Glen discovered that Amy had a death grip on Georgina’s clit and was hanging on as Georgina bounced and twisted, trying to escape the tongue that was driving her crazy.

	"Hey! Save that for later. You both will be wanting a nap by lunchtime if you keep that up."

	Amy relinquished her hold reluctantly and gave Glen one of her best Cheshire cat grins.

	Glen unlocked Georgina’s chains. She groaned as she sat on the  edge of the bed. "Man, I’m getting too old for this shit."

	Both Amy and Glen burst out laughing.

	Glen praised, "For an ‘old’ gal, you really held your own."

	Georgina held out her hands. Glen put her cuffs back on. She looked at him darkly. "Master, does this mean what I think it means?"

	"It means, that just like Amy, you get ‘helped’ with whatever you do in the bathroom. You knew she had valet service, I’m sure."

	"Yessss, but I thought..."

	"Keep that thought. It’s your turn, unless you want to go to the tail end of the line and argue."

	"No, Master. I’ll gladly accept your help."

	A well buffed and red-faced Georgina emerged shortly. She admitted privately to Glen that despite her lengthy experience, she had never before been served in that way by a man. Like Amy she enjoyed the erotic aspects and got equally as aroused.

	Amy accepted her cuffs and followed Glen to the bathroom. While she sat, he muttered about spending more time in the bathroom than in the bedroom and growled about having two ‘pissers’ to keep clean. Amy was tempted to remind him that all he had to do was unchain them and both could tend to their own cleanliness. She kept the observation to herself, after scaring herself with imagined punishments if she spoke up.

	While Amy was showering, Georgina went down to the kitchen and prepared breakfast. The smell of fresh coffee drew Master and Slave down the stairs in a hurry.

	As they ate, Georgina told Glen, "This is my regular day here, so I can spend time on Amy’s training, but I have a dental appointment tomorrow and some other things that need to be done."

	"That’s fine. We need to work on some sort of schedule. "I’m guessing you don’t want to be a 24/7 slave?"

	Georgina fanned herself in mock heat. "After last night there’s nothing I’d like better. You two really keep the hormones stirring. However, it’s going to take some time before I can do that. I’ve got a house, a car and some other commitments that need to be taken care of."

	"You can live at home and still be my slave."

	"I know, but it doesn’t quite have that same feeling. I want to be in a position where my every minute belongs to you. You can tell me what to do and how to do it at any time, day or night. If you get a sudden urge to take me to the torture chamber at 2 a.m. I want to be there, chained, waiting and ready."

	Amy kept on eating, but her ears didn’t miss a single word of the conversation. She was beginning to feel the first faint stirring of kinship with this woman who was old enough to be her grandmother, but with a thirst for sex that belied her age. She recognized the problems this sudden conversion to a slave were causing and would cause. She kept her peace, listened, and learned a little bit more about what slavery -- sexual slavery -- was all about.

	"Can you give me one extra day a week?

	"Three days a week?  Yes, that would work."

	"Do you want alternate days, or three in a row?"

	"Master, in case you forgot, I’m the slave here. You tell me what you want and how high to jump and I’ll do it."

	"OK, I want you here Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, handy if we have any extended sessions."

	"I don’t know if I can stay awake for three days in a row, but I’ll try."

	"You got some sleep last night, didn’t you?"

	"Interrupted every hour on the hour for fucking and busy fingers on my special parts most of the rest of the time."

	"That was just a welcome screw. When we get down to business you may go for days without getting any."

	"Oh, I may pine away and die if that happens."

	"You gotta remember, I’m just one man, so there’s only one of everything for you two cock-hungry slaves to share."

	"Um, we’ll work something out. I have to do the dishes and a couple of other small jobs, so I’ll pick Amy up in an hour, if that’s agreeable, Master?"

	"Fine by me. Slave, back to the bedroom! You forgot your chains."

	"Ulp, sorry, Master. I thought I was a little light-headed."

	"You could hang by your big toes for a crack like that."

	"Anything you say, Master."

	"Hurry!"

	The buggy whip slapped the bannister, an inch from her hand. Amy jerked as if it had actually struck her and raced up the stairs. Glen was on her heels and managed several direct hits.

	Out of breath, Glen hugged Amy. "Slave, you did very well last night.  Frankly, much better than I expected. Open talk, what do you think of your new Mistress?"

	"One thing for sure, I’m not jealous of her. I really thought I would go ballistic, but not even a twinge. I... like her. That’s hard to say in my position, and ask me again after she’s worn out a whip on my ass and I may say different, but right now she  and I seem to fit together. She’s had some rough times that I can relate to. I can barely imagine what she must have gone through, starving in that basement, knowing she was dying by inches, knowing that only a miracle could save her. It was completely different with my husband, but I still think she and I went through much the same things."

	She wiggled in his arms. "Glen, please fuck me. Tell me that you love me."

	"On the floor?"

	"Please, Master, on the bed. I’ve been a good girl."

	"Up to a minute ago when you used my forbidden name."

	"Oh, damn! Just when things were going good."

	"I’ll forget it if you let me lick your clit."

	"Foolish boy! You can lick my clit any old time. Even bite it."

	With the aforementioned piece of Amy real estate between his teeth he inquired, "How hard?"

	Amy closed her eyes and swung her head back and forth.

	"Harder!" The word came through gritted teeth. Glen nibbled, then chewed gently. Gently was more than enough. Amy suddenly jerked her chains, bowing her back until she was resting on the back of her head.

	"Maaaaster! I’mgoingtocomeeeeee. Please!"

	"Wait for me -- and that’s an order."

	He was inside her, pressing her back onto the mattress.

	Seconds later he and she were coming together.

	She giggled as he pulled out and stuffed her with a wad of tissues, damming the flood. He released her, put her cuffs on and hurried her along to the bathroom where he took over the job of draining her. She was still high, and sore. He touched her clit and she winced. He steadied her and pulled it from its nest to examine it. It was swollen and red, but his careful teeth hadn’t broken the skin. He found lotion and soothed it back into place.

	Georgina had just returned when they walked down the stairs to the kitchen. She was stripping the last of her work clothes as they came in. She immediately knelt before Glen.

	"Master, if it pleases you, I will teach you how to use the whips."

	Amy knew it was coming, but it was still a shock. She had volunteered once to be a test dummy and now her Mistress was going to accept the offer without giving Amy a chance to withdraw it. Her cheeks tightened in anticipation.

	The party adjourned to the basement. Amy noted at once that there were two new shapes under wraps in the room. This must have had something to do with Georgina’s mention of things to do. She assumed it was bondage furniture that Glen had ordered.

	Amy’s handcuffs were exchanged for leather suspension cuffs. Expertly, Georgina linked hanging chains to her wrists and with Glen at the controls, Amy was pulled upright until she was standing on her toes. She looked upward along the chains, as if looking for escape, but she knew she was going nowhere until she was allowed to.

	Leaving her hanging, the two went into the storage room and selected several whips. Georgina examined them with a critical eye. She grabbed one, showed it to Glen and tossed it in the wastebasket.

	"That’s a piece of crap," she explained, "cheap leather."

	Walking back into the dungeon, Georgina waved Glen to the side. The ceiling was fairly high so she had ample room to swing. The long whip snaked out and the cracker popped inches from Amy’s ear. She jumped, pulling herself up on the chains, trying to reach the ceiling to hide.

	She laid the big whip aside. "That’s really too big to use in here. You could catch something just long enough to divert the whip right where you don’t want it to go. Master, you need to treat every whip with respect. In the wrong hands, or used the wrong way they can be lethal. I saw a woman at a bondage party get whipped. The guy was drunk and the whip wrapped around her neck and crushed her larynx. She was dead before they could get help."

	She picked up a shorter version.

	"This is a good one to start with in here, It’s just as dangerous as big brother so learn to use it before you do any live practice."

	She walked over and unveiled a standing dummy. A girl dummy, with all the essential parts in the right places. Georgina moved it over to a spot in front of Amy and hung it from the floor joists with just the toes touching the floor. The body and dummy could have been twins.

	"Master, you will practice on this dummy. Amy, thank your lucky stars you aren’t this dummy. "Don’t ever get in a situation where a rookie is going to whip you."

	"Mistress, what if I was already strung up like this?"

	"Do anything you can. Puke your guts up. Faint. If that doesn’t work, start praying."

	Georgina stuck a sheet of paper over the target. She pointed to the area just above the hips. "Avoid this at all times. You don’t want kidney damage."

	She stepped back into position. Her arm went back. "Besides the force of your arm, you need to snap your wrist as the whip is about to hint." She demonstrated, the whip dancing behind her. Leaning forward she rolled the whip toward the target, lifting up at it went. The lash splatted across the white paper, leaving a line of darker oil almost exactly bisecting the whiteness.

	""The first one is the hardest, because you have to estimate range and position. If you look at the paper, the lash didn’t penetrate. That means it wouldn’t cut skin. A proper whip should always have rounded edges, never cut edges. A right angle corner is going to cut every time."

	"Don’t be fooled by the porn movies. The soft lashes they use barely touch the skin in most cases. The noise is from someone hitting a leather pillow at the same time. You can often catch them with the noise coming before the lash strikes." Don’t depend entirely on sound to estimate your force."

	"Once that first lash is down, to your satisfaction, you have two choices. You can put another lash on the same spot if you are planning to cause excessive pain. Or, you can demonstrate your skill by putting parallel marks side by side up or down the target area."

	"Once you’ve filled the target area, don’t go back and cross at a different angle. Almost every place were two lashes cross is going to bleed, something you don’t want and the person getting whipped definitely doesn’t want."

	She swung sideways and the mark crossed at a 90 degree angle. She motioned Glen to check. At the intersection there was a half inch square piece of paper torn on three sides, hanging by the fourth.

	"You might not do that with a lighter whip, but skin condition has a lot to do with it as well. Some, such as red heads, will bruise if you look cross-eyed at them and even the mildest whip will do damage to their fair skins."

	As she talked she removed the paper and put up a new one.

	"Watch my wrist."

	She snapped the whip six times as fast as she could swing. As if by magic six neat parallel lines marched down the paper.

	A small sound from Amy brought their eyes back to her. She was trying to climb her chains, her eyes wild. Glen walked to her and put his arms around her. She shivered from non-existent cold and buried her head in his shoulder.

	"What’s the matter?" Georgina watched them, unsure what was happening.

	Amy looked up at him. "Master I’m scared. She scares me. I’m afraid of her whip."

	Glen was momentarily tongue-tied. Georgina had an answer for her.

	"Amy, I’m showing you the worst that can happen, so that neither you nor your Master make the mistakes I’m describing. You’ve been whipped and you enjoyed it. That’s about the level that it should stay at. You have a very high pain tolerance, much more than most girls, so you can actually enjoy pain more than other people can."

	"There is nice pain -- sexual pain that gets you hot and aroused. Properly used, a whip or a flogger or a quirt all can send you into ecstasy, just as they can send you to a hospital if they are misused."

	Amy seemed to take the advice to heart. She sniffled and Glen helped her blow her nose. She hung her head.

	"I’m sorry, Mistress, Master. I wasn’t scared of whips, but with my punishment hanging over me I panicked. Please go on. I’m learning."

	Glen explained to Georgina, "She wanted to be whipped early on and I had a choice between a whip and a crop. I took the crop and was able to keep it in bounds. I wanted to wait until I’d practiced with the whip before using it on her."

	"Good thinking, Master. Very good thinking."

	"So I see," nodding to the paper targets.

	The next few minutes were spent doing slow motion strikes, Georgina demonstrating the wrist movement and Glen practicing until he had it and could consistently put the lash right where he wanted it. Some practice on the paper targets confirmed his attained skill.

	"All right, let’s move to a live target. Slave, are you ready for this?

	"Yes, Mistress." The voice was very meek.

	"I’m going to lay a line across your ass cheeks. Your master is going to put one right above it. Ready?"

	"Yesss. Mistress."

	"Thwack!"  The thin leather found its target. Amy yelped, so it couldn’t have hurt too much.

	"One. Thank you, Mistress. Master, will you whip me, please?"

	After his success on paper, Glen should have been confident, but he was shaking slightly, awed by the severe warnings about damage. Grim faced he took position and swung.

	"Thwack!" Amy screeched, feeling her Master’s strength behind the whip.

	"Two. Thank you, Master for punishing me."

	Georgina pointed to Amy’s rear end. A second, slightly heavier red line crossed exactly parallel to the first one. Georgina silently clapped.

	"Ah, it’s just beginner’s luck."

	He put his arm around Amy and with a finger he traced both lines. Amy began to groan as his finger moved, the pitch going higher and higher.

	"Still afraid of the whip?"

	She turned red hot eyes toward his. "Master will you throw me on your bed, chain me down so I can’t move and fuck the living shit right out of me!"

	Teasing, he commented, "But, you didn’t answer my question."

	"Yesss, you bastard, I LOVE your whip. You’ve had me strung up like a Christmas goose all this time, wasting whip on a paper when you had a live, hot target right here in front of you. Keep whipping me like that and I’ll kiss your ass at high noon in Yankee Stadium. Now, please, Master, fuck me!"

	Georgina chortled. "I can see I’m going to be giving a lot more lessons."

	Amy, tight in Glen’s arms, looked over his shoulder, "You aren’t half bad either, Mistress."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 17 - Just Hanging Around

	"I mean with a whip," she added.

	Georgina walked toward them, carrying the whip. Glen heard her coming and let go of Amy, turning around to see what was about to happen. Georgina got nose to nose with Amy, raised her hand and pointed her finger downward, where Amy could see it. Amy dropped to her knees, looking up at her Mistress.

	"Slave, I am far less lenient than your Master. Any slave in my possession keeps her smart remarks to herself or suffers for a long time to come. Your remark was too close to sarcasm for me. Trying to hide it in a suck-up compliment is going to add to your pain and misery. Stay right there.. If you want to complain to your Master that I’m a bitch, go right ahead."

	As she walked out the door, Glen looked down at Amy, daring her with his eyes. Amy correctly read the signs and remained silent. It was obvious that both would be on her case.

	Georgina came back with a pencil, notebook and a tape measure.

	"Stand up!"

	Amy jumped to her feet and stood at attention.

	She was measured from head to toe, every figure going into the notebook. Finished,, she announced, "Class is over. You are going back in the cell."

	Glen went back upstairs and watched Amy get put down. Georgina barked orders at her like a drill sergeant. The door was unlocked so she opened it and marched Amy inside. As she locked the big chain around Amy’s ankle she ordered, "Back to your polishing job. I want to see substantial results. And I want you sitting on the pile of chain over there and pissing as you sit, every time you feel two drops gathering in your bladder. While you work, think about all the trouble your big mouth keeps getting you into and what you’re going to tell me when I decide to let you out. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Mistress." Her tone was contrite and this time her eyes matched it. She had a feeling things would get rougher before they got better.

	Later as Georgina got ready to leave she approached Glen. "I’m sorry I had to discipline her right in front of you, but I prefer instant reproof rather than dragging things out."

	"That’s no problem. I put up with some of that, but even I thought it was out of line. I was just going to open my mouth when you started for her. I expected her to protest when you left the room, but she never said a word."

	"I’m sure you saw on the monitor that I made her sit on the chains. With her two stripes on her ass she should be pretty uncomfortable. With your permission I’ll leave her there for the night. She needs a firm hand, and with all due respect, Master, you’ve been letting her get away with things. Other Masters would have welted her from her toenails to her teeth."

	"I know, and I accept your criticism. I’m learning and I keep wanting to treat her like a wife."

	"She can be your wife and be your slave at the same time, but it isn’t easy. The local Judge is dead set against marrying slaves to Masters. Oddly enough, he’s active in the scene here in the city."

	"That’s news to me. Is there an active bondage group here?"

	"Active, but not well organized. They don’t meet, except at member’s houses. One person you might want to contact is a doctor, Doctor Steve Nedlick. I’ve heard he’s active in the group too. He might have some suggestions on how to handle Amy. In the meantime, I have an idea that we can use as a long term punishment for her."

	"I’m open to any and all suggestions."

	"Mark my words, she’s going to be a handful."

	Glen said, ruefully, "She already is."

	Later that evening he visited Amy. She was kneeling, waiting as he opened the door. He handed her a tray with several slices of bread – now standard fare for the cell. He took the empty glass and drew water. He handed it to her, still silent.

	Her "Thank you, Master" echoed from the stone walls.

	Glen was blunt. "Amy, you’re becoming a pain in the ass – and don’t say a word about the two stripes on YOUR ass. Your smart ass remark to your Mistress was totally out of line and if she hadn’t thrown you down here I sure as hell would have. Just when I think you’ve turned over a new leaf you pull a stunt like this."

	Amy’s head was bent as far as it would go. She knew she had blown it, knew the remark was uncalled for and knew she deserved to be punished. She managed to push out, "I’m sorry."

	"This is going to cost you. She wants you in here tonight and she didn’t say when you get out. As long as the lights are on, you work on that chain. I’m not about to countermand her orders, so you’re stuck."

	Amy never raised her head. She heard the door slam shut and the combination spin. Twin tears rolled down her cheeks. She picked up the chain, but the lights immediately dimmed so she dropped it again and began searching for a soft spot in the stone floor to sleep on. She hadn’t found one yet and this night was no exception.

	Glen was alone in his bedroom. He was sorely tempted to call Georgina and have her come back for the night. He glanced at the clock and discarded the notion. It was nearly midnight. He yawned and decided a good night’s sleep was in order. Before turning out the light he checked the monitor. Amy was using several links of the big chain as a pillow. His heart ached for her.

	Georgina arrived the next morning with a large flat box. Glen had made breakfast for himself and dry toast for Amy. Except for thanking him she had remained silent. There was no need for him to say anything as she had her orders and knew that she might – or might not – get out on this day.

	Georgina accepted a cup of coffee and walked over to the monitor. Amy was diligently polishing. She was also shifting from cheek to cheek, sharing the pain.

	Curiosity got the better of him.

	"What’s in the box?"

	"Oh, a little something. For Amy."

	She walked back to the box and opened it. Her fingers held up a hooded jacket. The morning sun glittered on the cloth, making it look like it was solid metal. She opened the jacket and folded it back. Carefully she laid it over one arm and presented it before Glen. Keyed by her careful movement, he gingerly touched the inner surface as Georgina nodded. He jerked back, surprised. It had felt like he was touching the point of a pin.

	"It’s harmless," she assured him.

	"What in Hell is that stuff?"

	"I really don’t know. There was a bolt of it on sale years ago at a surplus store. It was only a buck for the whole roll, so I did my pack rat thing."

	She nodded toward it again.

	"Take a close look. It’s not as lethal as it feels."

	"Do I blame that bandage on your thumb on this?"

	She laughed. "Indirectly. I scratched myself with a needle while I was making this."

	Glen peered closely. There were a myriad of points, but all of them were blunt. They would hurt under pressure, but wouldn’t penetrate the skin.

	She laid the jacket down and showed Glen the matching pants. They had a drawstring for a belt and tapered to the ankle, where short pieces of elastic joined a strap of the metallic material under the instep.

	"That will bother her as much as the restraints, which go on over the cloth. The elastic will pull right into her foot."

	"And, she’s ticklish."

	"Which will just add to her problems."

	"Do I try it on you first?"

	Georgina actually blushed.

	"Master, I tried to sleep in it last night. Amy is going to hate this from the moment she sees it."

	"I take it you didn’t exactly enjoy your handiwork either?"

	She shivered. "I put it on standing up. That was bad enough. When I sat down on the bed it felt like a dozen red hot pokers searing my flesh. It hurt so bad I was in tears after I locked on my leg shackles.. I could not lie still if my life depended on it and the slightest movement brought out another couple of sizzling pokers.

	"How do we use it on her?"

	Georgina smiled and answered his question, "You inform her when evening comes that since she is a bad girl she is losing her bed privileges. Give her a choice of sleeping on the rug, or if she wears her pajamas, she can sleep beside you. You can point out to her that any discomfort will make up for her feeling guilty about a slave sleeping in a soft bed."

	"Are you going to let her out today?"

	"Probably not. Some things didn’t get done yesterday and they’ve piled up in the house, so I need to get caught up. She has no idea of day or night in there, so a full day will really wear on her."

	She put the pajamas back in the box and took it up to the bedroom. When she came back down, she knelt across the table from Glen.

	"Master, may I speak?"

	"Of course. Open time."

	"I spent a lot of time thinking about being your slave, while I was driving home, and then later when I tried to go to sleep. I still have trouble believing that you would take on an old broad like me. I know you want to use my experience, but you could get that almost anywhere, with the right connections, and not have to take on the responsibilities of a second slave."

	"I told you that I wanted to live here, be under your thumb day and night, accept any order, do anything a slave can do for your pleasure. I meant that, and my sleepless night only firmed up my desire to serve you. You don’t know – aren’t aware – of the raw power that you exude. I’m sure Amy feels the same way, although she is still too green to recognize the vast difference between you and other Masters I’ve known, or served." By the time you get some experience, you’ll have a harem of girls begging for your collar."

	"I appreciate the compliment, but having you around has been the first opportunity I’ve had to get some much-needed training, so I can hand the compliment right back to you."

	Glen paused, then opened a new door. "What do you feel, or think, about the age difference involved here. How does that affect your decision?"

	"Well, being almost old enough to be your grandmother does have its drawbacks. Still, I’m in better shape, my doctor tells me, than most women half my age. I haven’t lost any of my appetite for sex, in any form, and being a slave at my age is a unique experience. A lot of gals have their final fuck when they are 10 or 15 years younger than I am."

	"Like I said, you look 20 years younger."

	"Thank you, kind sir. Compliment duly noted. Um, back to my main topic: Would you accept me on a 24/7 basis?"

	"In a New York minute!  Just say the word and you become full time staff."

	"Whoa, not so fast. Remember, I have commitments."

	"I guess the key question is whether they can be worked out."

	"I do have someone who is interested in my house. They’ve been pestering me for several years. The car is no problem. I can dump it off at a dealer. There are two or three other things that could take up to a couple of months, but I think I could handle them from here, perhaps with a little help from you. But, what about my investments? My checking account. When are you going to take those?"

	"Now, I’m going to ‘whoa’ you! I know it’s traditional for a slave to turn over all her possessions to her Master, but I haven’t done that with Amy and I’m not going to do it with you. At least not until I’m absolutely positive that this is going to work."

	"The rule is very rigid. A slave cannot own anything. Not even her permanent chains."

	"Will you be satisfied if I put my name on your bank accounts, deeds, or whatever?"

	"I guess that would work. I’ll remind you again that I’m the slave here and your decisions are absolute law."

	"We’ll need a contract – and so will Amy."

	"I’ve got several copies of a standard slave contract in the car. I’ll go get them."

	Used to reading real estate contracts, Glen whizzed through rapidly, halting when he came to a sentence which he read aloud, "I, Georgina Pfalz, hereby relinquish to my Master all my worldly goods and possessions to dispose of as he sees fit in order for him to benefit thereby."

	He looked sharply at her. "You sign this and you are pennyless."

	"I will willingly sign it. That’s why I brought it."

	"You’re being overly hasty."

	"No, Master. With all due respect, from the moment you collared me, I and everything I own, were yours. This just makes it official."

	She hesitated a second and then continued, "What sort of a make-believe slave would I be if I wore your chains and yet had my own house, my own car, my own money, to do as I please? That’s not slavery, that’s kiddy play acting. I agreed to be your slave, knowing you will regiment my every second, minute, hour, lifetime. I want to be a slave, so I have to give something in return, besides abject loyalty to my Master."

	"You make a pretty good case."

	"Besides, it removes a lot of temptation to flee when the going gets rough."

	"With some Masters. The answer to the problem is simple. I will set up trust funds for both of you. If I keel over, get killed in a car accident, or if you decide to leave, the money will be there for you."

	"That’s very kind, and very generous. My husband left me nearly penniless, leaving everything to his first wife’s children. The things I have to give now I earned myself."

	"Just keep thinking that the tradeoff is worth it."

	"Master, it truly is. There’s one other thing, changing the subject."

	"What’s that?"

	"I don’t know if you realize it, but both the girls working here as maids are as submissive as they come."

	"Oh, NO! You’re not going to add two more slaves to the roster. I’m not running a home for misplaced slaves."

	"No, Master, that’s not what I had in mind. I can train them in the odd moment when I have time and once they are used to the fact that there’s a dungeon here and nude slaves running around, it would eliminate problems with hiding Amy while they are working."

	"I suppose it could work. Sound them out and see if they are as sub as you think and we’ll plan a thing or two for them. I’m beginning to wonder what I got myself into by collaring Amy."

	"It should be the beginning of a very pleasant life, as pleasant as your two slaves can make it."

	"All right. Enough talk. Let’s get to work. I’ve got a hundred phone calls to make."

	Georgina served Amy lunch an hour after her breakfast, watching her eat every crumb. Dinner bread came 10 hours later, throwing what little time sense she had completely off kilter. She had trouble remembering things, like when she last ate. Georgina could tell that the cell and the monotonous work were getting to Amy.

	Georgina visited her captive at random times through the day. Amy knelt silently through each visit and her Mistress didn’t say anything either, waiting her out.

	On the last visit of the evening, things had changed. Amy was prone, on the floor, her head toward the door. Georgina stepped through the doorway and stopped. Amy wriggled and crawled across the floor, her breasts dragging on the rough rock, until she was directly in front of her Mistress. She moved forward and kissed each foot, fervently.

	She rested her forehead on the naked feet. "Mistress, I apologize to you for my smart ass remark. It was crude and hateful and uncalled for. I deserved every minute of my punishment. I beg further punishment suitable to my grave mistake in judgement."

	Georgina looked down at her, tempted to spurn her with her foot and send her back to the pile of chains, but she was anxious to see her reaction to the pajamas she had made for her.

	"Crawl up the stairs and find your Master. Apologize for wasting time in the cell when you could have been serving him. Beg him, as you begged me, for additional punishment. Don’t forget, as you forgot with me, to thank him for your punishment."     

	Amy frantically kissed and licked her feet, apologizing profusely she continued to abase herself.

	"Enough! You will wait outside the storage room while I select an appropriate whip to remind you of your manners."

	She came back with a black horror. Amy gasped, already feeling it in her bones.

	"Kiss it!"

	Amy kissed and licked, tasting the black oil, imagining how the first blow would hurt. She choked a scream.

	Georgina walked back in the hall. She repeated the command.

	"Kiss it!"

	There were more than two dozen whips and crops. Was she going to have to kiss each one?

	Her question was answered by a whirring slice as one of the crops crossed her thighs. Her legs jerked, folded, trying to protect from the next blow. She blurted, "One, Thank you Mistress for punishing me."

	The next was much lighter, but across her shins where it hurt as much or more. The crop taught a lesson – don’t try to hide from the whip. She stretched her legs out straight as she counted and thanked her mistress.

	"Crawl!"

	Amy would have company and encouragement. She hoped that Glen would be in his office. Those stairs to his bedroom would sap her strength.

	She did find him in his office, busy on the phone. She hugged the floor, waiting for the opportunity to crawl to him. Her Mistress let the crop fall and rest on her back, a constant reminder to be silent.

	At last he hung up the phone. He swiveled in his chair and sat, waiting.  The crop moved sharply on her back. She hurriedly crawled to his feet and kissed them. She spoke her apology, careful to both thank him for her punishment and to beg further punishment.

	Without acknowledging her, Glen turned to Georgina, "She is not wearing her punishment chains. Whip her up the stairs, install the chains and make her back down the stairs into your whip. Perhaps this will help convince her that she should watch her mouth."

	"Crawl!" Once more the dreaded command.

	At the foot of the stairs Mistress outlined the plan.

	"You get one for each step. You will pause, receive it, count it, thank me and ask for another. If you wish to show me you are truly sorry, for the last five you will use the word ‘harder.’ Is that understood?"

	"Yes, Mistress! Thank you for punishing me. Please give me the first stripe."

	Mistress was pleasantly surprised when they reached the first step. Amy asked for the next to be harder, continuing up to the bedroom and later back down. The last five each got an unbidden request for ‘very hard.’ She got two more ‘very hard’ for violating the order. Amy made a lot of noise, especially at the end, but she convinced her Mistress that she was sincere. And, as Glen put it, "A glutton for punishment."

	


Chapter 18 - A New Order

	Glen was frustrated. His dream castle and a pair of slaves wasn’t working out as he had expected. The only bright spot was Georgina and he was beginning to wonder how long that would last.

	As he thought and thought, searching for solutions, one fact kep coming back into his mind. Amy had an extremely high pain tolerance. He discarded it and thought about other solutions but kept coming back to it. It was when it raised the question of just where Georgina’s tolerance fell on the scale that he realized that he hadn’t done anything more to her than put her in handcuffs and leg irons. That and chaining her to the bed, which hardly fell into the punishment class.

	Glen could hear Amy’s thoughts as if she were standing in front of him, or kneeling, and talking to him.

	"Master, you are pampering me.  I’m a slave, for God’s sake! Sure, you whip me up and down the stairs, but that’s only a few minutes out of my day. Your whip should be my alarm clock, painfully dragging me out of what little sleep you allow me. I must fear it every minute, every second of my day until you drive me with it into the cramped little hole you reluctantly allow me at night. I must fear going to sleep, knowing you may come for me five minutes after I lie down and whip me to begin my wretched day all over again."

	"Yes, Master, you are pampering me. I’m being punished for lying, yet you treat me like a guest here. Make me regret my slavery. Make me curse the day I met you and took you to my home."

	Glen reacted with a mixture of outright anger and arousal. The clear voice in his head was hitting home with every sentence, every phrase and every word. He already knew that he was being too soft – trying to be a benign, loving (and lovable) Master. The echoes of her words cut painfully and cut deep, hurting him. The anger burned and he knew that he had to be careful not to overdo things; but something had to be done, or he stood a very good chance of losing both slaves.

	As he fumed he returned to Georgina and another section of his mind opened up a frontal attack on his motives. If anything her sponsor was even more blunt, slamming him for enslaving her without any preparation and then virtually ignoring her. She obviously wanted a Master, but no slave is going to be stupid enough to demand to be cruelly mistreated, even if that is exactly what she wants.

	As with Amy, he could hear her berate him for not making her fear him – fear his wrath or his whim – as he should have.

	He sat staring, his eyes seeing nothing, his mind spinning. Visions of what he could do – should do – to both slaves appeared and disappeared again, mentally noted for the right time and place. Glen was a quick learner and in just days he had already absorbed more than some Master’s realize in a lifetime.

	He gauged himself from his reaction to the thought: ‘Let me find them and make life miserable for them.’ Rather, he wanted to find them to teach them his new brand of slavery. Neither would like it, but they would be better slaves for it. An idea came for a slogan: "A slave in pain is not a bored slave."

	Minutes later he had them both kneeling on matching kneeling sticks in his office. He stayed silent, watching both women intently. Amy of course was used to the torture instrument, but Georgina seemed to match her minute by minute, telling Glen that she too had a high pain tolerance. He had tried the stick himself, only to find that five minutes was his absolute limit.

	He opened the conversation by announcing, "Open time."

	"Amy, do you think I’m pampering you?"

	There was no hesitation, "Yes, Master. You need to be harsh and cruel to your slave."

	"To the point of physical or mental injury?"

	"Yes, Master. You have unlimited control over your slaves. Use it!

	"What if I took that last sentence and punished you for it, even though it was said in ‘open time’?"

	"Master, you never defined open time. Even if you had, you make the rules. Regardless of when or where I, a slave, says something, I am subject to your discipline at all times. You demand absolute truth. I will not willingly or knowingly lie to you. I have admitted a lie and you are punishing me for that lie."

	"So, when you say I am pampering you, you are not lying, or coloring your answer just to please me?"

	"No, Master. There are many things you could do to me to punish me for that lie. I need, and want, a stiff sentence that I will never forget and which will remind me of your power over me if I ever think of lying again."

	Glen nodded, careful not to break the give-and-take that was going on. "Georgina, do you think I am pampering Amy?"

	Again, there was no hesitation:

	"Yes, Master. Very much so. She admits to one of the most grievous sins that a slave can commit. She should be punished accordingly."

	"What about you? Am I pampering you?"

	"Actually, Master, more than you are pampering Amy. I can drive away from here almost every night and sleep unhampered in my own bed. You treat me as an equal, rather than as a slave. I own a house, a car and have money in the bank. That’s not slavery! I want to be your slave, but, just like Amy, I expect my slavery to be an abject, fear-driven adherence to your most rigid rules. Our purpose is to please you, and be subject to cruel punishment if we fail in our task at any time or in any way."

	"What effect does that kneeling stick have on your definition of pampering?"

	"Master, I am kneeling on it at your pleasure. The longer I kneel the more likely that I will beg to take some other punishment as a penalty for failing to please you. As my Master it is your choice to gain additional pleasure from seeing us go through trial after trial and fail each time. At the moment I am not being pampered, but the day – and night – are long."

	"I gather you have a very high pain tolerance?"

	"Yes, Master. Part my body and part intensive, very painful training by a Master revenging himself on me for an imagined slight. He taught me to be silent, no matter the level of the pain."

	"I would teach you the exact opposite. A cry of pain arouses me."

	"Then, Master, we are here to satisfy that desire, as it pleases you."

	"I would remind you both that faked cries, screams or other fake noises are not permitted and will be punished on the spot."

	Both heads nodded and the "Yes, Master" came in unison.

	Well satisfied, Glen walked out of his office, leaving them kneeling. He went to the basement to work on some new restraints and to set up one of the mysterious objects hiding under a heavy black plastic tarp in the dungeon.

	Promptly every 15 minutes he took the stairs two at a time to check on the two slaves. Other than a slightly pained expression on both faces there was no indication they were about to cry "Uncle."

	An hour later it was a totally different story. Both were ready to concede defeat, but Georgina got her plea out first,

	"Master, I beg relief. I cannot take this. I will offer to be caned on my knees rather than remain kneeling."

	Amy repeated the plea a moment later.

	"All right," said Glen, "Georgina gets caned on her knees. If she can’t resume position on the stick, Amy is declared the winner."

	Both looked at Glen. Amy was expecting to be released and Georgina was expecting it to be over once she was caned. Neither got the nod they wanted. Glen could be weak, but he had a talent for adding a twist of his own to a punishment suggested by one or the other of the slaves.

	Glen got the two on their feet. Both were stiff and sore from the lengthy session. He herded them down the stairs to the dungeon and put Amy back on her stick. She gasped when the hard wood made contact with her knees, but remained quiet.

	Glen laid Georgina on her back on the floor, then lifted her legs over a wooden bar and shoved her feet under another bar, leaving her hanging with most of her weight off her back. He picked up the cane and showed it to her. She bent her head and kissed it.

	His target was clearly marked. A white line crossed both legs, just below the kneecap. The cane sliced and the white turned instantly to red, as Georgina shrieked in pain. Amy instinctively winced, seeing her sister slave’s agony as clearly as if it had been her own knees.

	Glen lifted Georgina, allowing her legs to come out from under the wooden bar. He turned her over so that she knelt on the stone floor. She knee walked to the waiting stick, but her resolve gave out at the last instant. She fell foward onto her handcuffed wrists and crawled to Glen, kissing his shoes.

	"Master, I have failed you. Please punish me for my weakness."

	"Your punishment will come later. Amy, you win a choice. You can sleep in my bathroom, or in the cell tonight. Take your sticks and get back to work. First, the security cameras showed you playing with your cunt. Go get a pair of leather mitts in the storeroom and bring them here.

	Amy returned moments later. The hard leather mitts had been altered and the entire surface was covered with fine grit sandpaper. Glen locked them on her wrists with two huge padlocks that swung wildly with every movement.

	Georgina reported to Glen when she was ready to go home. She was puzzled as to why he hadn’t fulfilled his promise of delayed punishment and asked him about it. All she got for an answer was a curt, "Later."

	Later turned out to be several minutes into her trip. Her cell phone rang and she pressed the key on the dash mount.

	"Do you have a flashlight in your car?" It was Glen’s voice

	"Yes, Master."

	"Stuff it in your cunt. Use it like a dildo and come at the next red light."

	"Yes, Master."

	"Leave your phone on. I want to hear you. Roll your windows down so the neighbors can hear too."

	Georgina was mortified. She would have cars on both sides. Master wanted noise, so she had no choice.

	She was wet seconds after she slid the big flashlight up inside her. She fumbled and got a grip on it and started sliding it in and out. She had left the house well aroused from the pain in her knees so she had to slow down to avoid coming before she got to the next light. When it came in sight she suddenly hurried, worried that she wouldn’t come in time. Right on cue she had her orgasm, with lone men in both the cars beside her. Her vocal efforts were applauded with wolf whistles from both sides.

	"Do it again at the second light." Glen had heard the whistles.

	She was ready again, but the light was green so she sailed through. "The light was green," she gasped.

	"Next light."

	It was red. To her horror a tour bus pulled up on her right. A woman was in the car by herself on the left. The passengers on the bus got a bird’s eye view of the slick and shiny flashlight whipping back and forth and the woman on her left broke into an embarrassed grin when she heard the familiar sounds. The bus driver honked as she pulled away from him.

	"At the next light turn right. Go into the Ace Hardware and buy two large rolls of duct tape, six padlocks keyed together and several lengths of their small to medium size chain. 25 feet should do it. Tell the cashier you’re having a bondage party and she’s invited. If she doesn’t throw you out, give her your address and offer to drive her to the party."

	By this time Amy had made the turn and finally found a parking space.

	"Call me, if she accepts."

	"Yes, Master."

	The girl at the cash register was in fact a bondage fan, but she was not about to admit it to a total stranger, even for the chance to go to the party. She stood in the doorway, watching Amy drive away, ignoring a waiting customer, growling at herself for not taking the woman up on her offer.

	Georgina’s home phone was ringing when she walked in the door with the heavy bag of hardware.

	More instructions.

	"Use the duct tape and wrap every hot water faucet in your house, so they can’t be opened. Turn your hot water heater off. Make lots of ice cubes. Unplug and tape the coffee maker. Leave the phone off the hook and get back to me when you’ve finished."

	Working at top speed, she taped the kitchen and bath faucets and then went down and fixed the hot water in the basement.

	"Master, how do I turn off the hot water heater?"

	"Find the fuse box or the circuit breaker box and flip the switch or remove the fuses. It should be marked."

	When she reported back, she expected the next order.

	"From now on you take two cold showers a day, morning and night, a minimum of five minutes per shower. You douche with cold water, you give yourself a cold water enema and hold it for 20 minutes every night that you are home, every morning it you are coming to work. For whatever purpose, when you turn on the water you will say loudly, ‘I am Master Glen’s slave and I do this for his pleasure.’ You are allowed a washcloth, but no towel, a hair dryer only in the morning before coming to work."

	‘Yes, Master."

	"Slave, did you have permission to come?"

	She started an automatic "Yes," but instantly realized it was a trap. Meekly, she admitted, "No, Master."

	"Did you ask or beg for permission to come?"

	"No, Master."

	"As punishment, after your shower you will remain naked, forgo supper, turn the thermostat down to 60 degrees.  and will lock your handcuffs around the leg of the kitchen table so that you won’t have a chance to play with your pussy. You will remain there until your alarm clock goes off in the morning. Tie the key to your handcuffs to a loop of thread around a chair leg so that you can pull it to you when it’s time to get loose. Double lock the handcuffs so they don’t tighten accidentally. Loop a separate piece of chain around each ankle and lock it on for the night and tie that key to the chair leg as well. And, put the phone on the floor by your head so you’ll have it for any emergency."

	An hour later the phone rang. Panicked, Georgina jumped, pulled the chair with one leg,  then snapped the thread and unlocked a cuff. She could have sworn that Glen had a camera trained on her.

	"You broke the thread to get to the phone," he accused.

	"Yes, Master."

	"Did I say, ‘Answer the phone?"’

	"No, Master."

	"Take a 10 minute shower in the morning."

	He hung up.

	He found Amy, polishing chain.

	"You had a choice," he reminded her, "Either here, or on my bathroom floor."

	She swept her chained wrists in an arc, covering the cell.

	"Here, Master."

	Glen in turn pointed to a corner.

	"You’ll sleep under the chains tonight. Don’t forget to wet them before you crawl in."

	"Yes, Master."

	


Chapter 19 - Getting Tough

	Amy was actually sleeping under her blanket of chains. Glen had retired the stinging buggy whip, replacing it with a much more potent crop. After hours of staring at the ceiling she had slept only a few minutes, the deep, drugged sleep of exhaustion.

	He stood over her looking for a target.

	It wasn’t easy. She had spent a considerable amount of time obeying his order. At least part of every chain in the pile had been dragged across her shivering body. Every link stole body heat, dissipating it rapidly into the chilly, damp air of the cell. The cruelty of his order had been deceptive. They both knew what he had sentenced her to. The stone floor, equally adept at chilling the flesh lying on it, was punishment enough. The floor and the chains together would give her pause before she complained again.

	Glen found what he was looking for. His arm moved back, then sharply forward, the crop slicing between two chains, the triangular flap at the tip splatting against her inner thigh.

	Amy yelped, instantly awake, unable to think quickly enough to realize what was happening. She reared up, chains rolling and sliding off her breasts, piling on her lower belly. The noise was deafening in the small cell. She fought the chains, understanding in a flash that it was her Master’s whip that had rudely interrupted her dream of bondage. She turned over, crawling out from under the chains as she reached his feet to kiss his boots.

	"Kneel up."

	Gracefully she moved into the position she had practiced a hundred times, long before she came under Glen’s spell.

	"Stand. Turn around."

	He inspected her, his nose wrinkling as he smelled the foul odor from the chains. There were spots and streaks of rust all over her body. In several places there were lumps of moldy rust clinging to her skin.

	"Put the chains back in the corner. Wet them."

	He stood and watched as she quickly dragged the chains and piled them up. She still blushed as his eyes followed her as she squatted. She expected, but didn’t get any help cleaning herself. Resignedly she wiped with her fingers and dragged them over a chain.

	"Leash."

	She knelt again, the handle of her leash held toward him. She followed the leash’s signals, heeling her Master as he led her to the bathroom.

	"From now on you take cold showers. I’m not wasting hot water on slaves. You are to set the timer here for 10 minutes. If you miss one speck of rust, you will regret it. You get a washcloth. No towel."

	She looked longingly at the toilet, with its comfortable seat and the roll of soft toilet paper beside it. She couldn’t help compare it with her hole in the floor of the cell. That, and the icy chill of the shower made her question whether being a slave was all that worthwhile. At least not that early in the morning. Or was it morning? There were no windows, so it could have been midnight.

	For several days this was her routine. When Georgina stayed the night, she was the hand holding the crop. While perhaps not scientifically accurate, Amy felt that Georgina hit her harder than Glen did. She kept the results of her unofficial poll to herself, determined not to make waves. She dreaded the day that one or the other asked her that question.

	When she emerged from the shower she was given her ration of bread and water. Amy couldn’t tell time from her meals because they had evolved into a standard portion that never changed. The bread was allowed to become rock hard, giving her jaw some serious exercise.

	Meanwhile, Georgina was having her own problems. She was unused to doing her housework at home in handcuffs and shackles. She hadn’t slept on the floor in three or four decades, and then only a couple of times on the bare floor. Taking cold showers was an entirely different submissive act, coupled with cold enemas and douches. It took an enormous amount of willpower for her to accept Glen’s control. But, she had it, and she used it.

	Glen continued to call her as she commuted, more often than not making her use her flashlight for last-second orgasms and making her pull her skirt up to her waist to add to the show. One evening he directed her to drive the entire distance topless. That nearly caused an accident with an over-eager driver almost rammed her when he realized he was looking at her naked breasts.

	Before long she was as enthusiastic about Glen’s ability to master them as was Amy. She found that her mind had shifted into a slave mode, constantly on edge, waiting for Glen to turn up with some new and unusual restraint or task for his slaves. She enjoyed the limited power she had over Amy, recognizing that it could evaporate in a second, leaving her at Amy’s mercy. Glen never mentioned it, never threatened, but Georgina was smart enough to realize that anything could happen – and probably would.

	What concerned her most was the waiting. She knew all about Amy’s lie and her request to be caged. Georgina’s experience with cages was 20 years behind her, but the stark memories of endless days being tortured and punished in a tiny cage were as brilliant as yesterday’s sunshine.

	The cage she had hated the most was one which had a hole in the door through which her head was locked into position by a wooden collar. She had vivid, painful memories of the things they did to her body behind her, inside the cage, while her head screamed and yelled outside. It drove her to a demented state where she felt she was in two pieces. It was in that cage that she was pierced and ringed around her asshole.

	It was quickly apparent to Glen that both slaves were treating him with increased respect. With Georgina there was no question about it. Already she would walk through fire for him. With Amy it was more difficult to tell, because she spoke only when directly addressed or asked a question. Glen chalked that up to a misplaced sense of duty. He couldn’t remember ever telling her to do that, but she had picked it up somewhere and seemed to be using it now to build a wall around herself.

	There was no question that she was beating herself. Neither Glen nor Georgina could understand why she didn’t give him the details, finish her punishment and go on to a better life as a slave. More than once he looked at the whips hanging in the storage room and cursed silently, wanting so badly to thrash her until she begged to be allowed to tell her story.

	Glen made a point of watching the tapes recorded from the video cameras in Amy’s cell. The endless hours of mind numbing rubbing away rust on the chains sped by in seconds, thanks to fast forward. It was not too fast to miss an unusual movement. Glen stopped and rewound and played it again at normal speed. Amy was sitting, tailor fashion, her back to this camera. The movement that caught his eye was her right elbow. The rhythmic motion could mean only one thing. He switched to another camera, which confirmed his suspicion. Amy, despite being locked in heavy leather mitts, was frigging herself. He picked a frame, made a still and printed it.

	Amy’s daydream of a dungeon even worse than her cell was interrupted by the sound of the combination lock. She knelt, awaiting her Master. She blanched, covering it well, when she heard the angry tone in his voice. She studiously studied a rock in the floor.

	Glen shoved the photo in front of her face. She blanched again, this time unable to hide it. She had been caught.

	"Did I tell you to do this, or allow you to do it?"

	"No, Master."

	"On your back! Spread your legs!"

	She complied, bowing her knees against the hobble on her ankles, knowing what he would see, dreading the consequences.

	The sandpaper glued to the hard leather had done its intended work, though never meant for human flesh. Amy’s whole pelvic area was raw, bright red from the unwanted abrasion. Her clit had the least damage but was still an ugly mess. It had hurt too much for her to touch it more than an occasional swipe. Her labia made up for it, swollen and distended, with visible scratches. Glen looked and growled with anger.

	"You dumb bitch! You know better than that. All you need now is a yeast infection on all that raw flesh and you’ll be climbing the walls. I warned you about damage to MY property, so that’s two counts you answer for!"

	Amy tried to apologize, but he cut her short.

	"Shut up! Not one word. You’ve been going around here not talking, so let’s make it permanent. You don’t say one word, ever, for any reason."

	She kept her head turned away from him, expecting a beating at any second, waiting for the dreaded swish as the whip descended. She didn’t see the disgust, mixed with anger, as he looked down at her. He already knew what he was going to do. He had long since planned for this eventuality and had constructed a specific instrument with which to discipline her.

	Amy of course had no idea of what his plans were. The threat of the whip hung over her, paralyzing her mind. She had stopped rubbing herself as soon as she felt the rawness, but the damage had already been done. Now she would pay with pain, added to the pain in her vagina and clit. Still, one part of her mind was chanting, "Pain! Nice pain! Pain! Nice pain!" She was yearning for the whip, with it’s bright deep pain.

	Glen left her lying for several minutes, then came back and got her. He made her take another shower and inspected every inch of her body for any trace she missed. Assured she was clean, he led her into the dungeon and stopped before one of the shrouded pieces of equipment. In seconds the cover was on the floor and Amy was looking at a box.

	Not just any box. This was a very special box, intended to make life miserable for any slave who deserved to be punished. Amy knew at once that she was in trouble. She had seen a picture of a box just like this the time Glen had shown her the bondage magazines. His explanation at the time had given her a very healthy respect for its punitive powers. This one, at a glance, was an improved model. Improved, as in being capable of producing even more pain.

	The box went under a variety of names, one of them, "Inspection Box," alluding to the forced display of the inmate. Glen had spent several minutes describing just how completely and forcefully the female body was exhibited, unable to cover or hide any part of that body. He made a point of dwelling on how embarrassed and humiliated the girl in the box would be.

	It was – and wasn’t – a real box. It had one side closed, a solid bottom, except for a drain, and a top. At each front corner a steel pipe supported the top. The top was in two sections, hinged together, forming a large hole. The sides were open.

	The box was sitting on a stand. A wooden step and small platform were placed at the side. Glen guided Amy up the step and had her stand on the platform while he attached a dildo to a stud sticking up from the floor. He greased it and had her step into the box and squat. He moved her body into position and pressed down on her shoulders. The thin dildo slid easily into her pussy. By itself the dildo would not have been a problem, but as Amy would quickly find out, it effectively immobilized her, preventing any movement.

	Glen pulled her legs out from under her and swung them around the corner pipes, re-attaching her hobble. Then he brought the top down, fitting the cutouts around her neck and locking the hasp. Her arms were bent backward around the solid back of the box, bent at the elbows and her wrists were locked in cuffs attached by short chains to the edge of the back. Amy was now in a fix, unable to move anything but her fingers and toes.

	He opened a jar of ointment and slathered a generous amount on her raw flesh. Amy screeched and tried to move the box from inside, an impossible task. She would have forgone orgasms for a year to get the stuff to stop burning but she couldn’t even ask or beg for relief, as effectively gagged by Glen’s order as a ball or penis gag would stop her from talking.

	He left her to enjoy the ointment, returning in an hour carrying a large wooden ruler in his hand.

	"Hold out your hands, palm up."

	She turned her wrists, tightening the chains, pulling her arm against the back.

	"Ask for one on each hand, hard."

	She hesitated, knowing it was a trap.

	"Refusing to answer. The penalty is doubled. Ask for two on each hand."

	She bit her lip, remaining silent. Glen had her in a bind. Whether she spoke or not, she was violating a rule. Either way he could run the count to 20 or more leaving her hands useless for days.

	He left the count at four. She suffered through the slaps, flinching only once, to add a stroke.

	An hour later Georgina came in, carrying a quirt. The little drama played out and Amy’s feet suffered a similar fate. The next move was unexpected. Georgina sat down on the top, raised her skirt and ordered,

	"Eat me!"

	Amy’s nose was pressed into the clit hood, leaving the clit in perfect position to be licked. Georgina had a thundering climax, pressing hard against Amy’s face. Amy, in the process discovered yet another feature of the box, a row of studs that pressed painfully against her neck when her head was shoved back.

	Georgina immediately reported to Glen, detailing her forbidden orgasm and begging punishment. He whipped her up the steps to the bedroom, chained her to the bed and then made her rim him and bring him to a climax just by licking his balls. When he finally came her tongue was nearly worn out. He caught his load in his hand, walked down to the dungeon and smeared it under Amy’s nose, adding a dollop of pussy juice from a finger swipe through Georgina’s dripping slot.

	The rest of the day was much the same. Glen and Georgina alternated visits. Punishments were doubled routinely as Amy obeyed the order silencing her. Both were primed and ready for an outburst, but it never came. Amy had some spirit of her own.

	Amy was released, fed her bread and water and returned to the cell. Her hands were first locked in the mitts and then locked behind her and one of the fetid chains was used to drag them up to her collar. She lay silently as Glen put another generous amount of ointment between her legs. After he left she wept from the pain. The harsh leather binding her hands made them throb to her heartbeat, keeping her from sleeping for a few moments.

	The torment was never-ending. She was taken from her cold shower, still dripping, and locked in the box. Her hands and feet suffered, turning puffy and pink. Encasing her hands in the hard leather mitts was almost worse than the ruler. Georgina got eaten at least once a day but Glen made no effort to avail himself of her waiting mouth. She knew he was getting relief. All she had to do was smell the periodically freshened scent under her nose.

	Georgina was ready for her daily session the next day, but her demand got a surprising answer.

	"No."

	Amy’s tongue was as sore as her clit, and the prospect of eating her Mistress was too much for her. The negative slipped out before she could stop it.

	Georgina was prepared. Amy found herself sitting on a triangular piece of wood, just like the kneeling sticks, supporting her whole weight on a four inch long strip of flesh between her pussy and her asshole,  that was never intended to be load-bearing.

	"Sit awhile. When you are ready to eat me, nod your head and keep nodding until I come back."

	Silence.

	"You get an extra on each foot for failing to call me Mistress."

	It was almost an hour before there were nearly imperceptible nods that gradually grew in intensity and speed when there was no immediate response. Georgina deliberately let her wait, watching the nods become increasingly frantic. Amy was nearing the end of her rope when her Mistress came back into the dungeon, swinging her quirt in vicious little arcs. All sweetness, she asked, "Would you like your feet punished first?"

	That was not Amy’s idea of a plan. She was hurting to the point where she was ready to yell and scream, but she instinctively knew that if she shook her head some worse penalty was in the offing. She nodded, but not quickly enough.

	"An extra for delay."

	The quirt was agonizing. The slow pace that Georgina set made it twice as bad. Amy bit her lip again and again to keep from yelling "Get it over with!"

	By the time Georgina finished, seated herself comfortably on the box top and issued the order, Amy was sobbing with frustration and pain. At the same time she was enjoying being topped by this woman. Delicately she probed with her sore tongue, knowing that before she was finished her Mistress would demand hard and fast service, as rough as she could get. Georgina lifted herself slightly and slid forward, shoving Amy’s neck hard into the collar studs.

	


Chapter 20 - The Cage

	Days went by until one morning when a delivery truck backed into the driveway and disgorged a large box. The driver offered to wheel it into the house, but Glen declined, anxious to keep curious eyes away from the slave ‘facilities.’  The box was quite light for its size and Glen had a handcart so it took only a few minutes work to haul the cage up to his bedroom. A large, heavy table had been cleared and four bricks were stacked to one side, next to a box filled with chains, rope, leather straps and other restraints.

	The security system indicated that Georgina had arrived as well. After a last check to make sure everything was in readiness, Glen walked down to his office, where she was kneeling, waiting for him. He motioned to her to join him and indicated an empty chair.

	"Open time."

	She sat down and watched him expectantly, unsure why their normal routine was changed.

	"I need some advice, and I need to draw on your experience. The cage is here and I’ve set it up on a table in my bedroom."

	Georgina moved slightly, her body language still not quite in free mode. She would have preferred that the cage be put either in the dungeon or in the cell, but Glen didn’t give her a chance to express that point. He had his reasons, which would become obvious.

	"How do I handle this?  Part of me is in love with her and part of me wants to beat the shit out of her."

	"This has gone on way too long," said Georgina. "She should have been made to tell you long ago. However, given the circumstances, I think you have handled the matter properly. Now that the cage is here, you are going to have to treat her like a total stranger that you are interrogating in a life or death matter. Given her mood recently, she might commit suicide the minute you release her if you don’t."

	"She thrives on punishment."

	"So do I, up to a point," she thought for a moment, "and so does she. She has to be broken cruelly, swiftly and decisively. You will have to pick up the pieces afterward, so you will need to look at long term incarceration. From the way she’s been talking and acting she fully expects you to throw her ass out on the street the moment she reveals her story. We both will need to reassure her on that point."

	"I’ve laid awake nights trying to guess what her problem is, but I’ve never come up with anything that I even remotely would use as an excuse to throw her out."

	"I’ve had the same problem. She has all the earmarks of a superb slave, if we can just get her past this point."

	"It looks like that to me as well, but you’re the one with the experience."

	"You have to give her credit, she picked a punishment that is potent. I still shudder when I remember things they did to me while I was locked in a cage. I’ve been the ‘victim,’ if you will of both rapid fire excruciating pain and long-term, endless slow torture. If you want information, you need to break her in 24 hours. If you drag it out, you will hurt her much more and it will be twice as hard to rehabilitate her."

	Still not completely convinced, Glen noted, "You survived."

	Georgina lifted from her chair and knelt before Glen. "Master, I survived, yes. But, I still bear mental, as well as physical, scars on my mind and body. Some are never going to heal. Amy has become like a daughter to me. I want only the best for her. To be merciful you must be cruel. Overwhelm her at once with pain. Frighten her with your power over her. Eventually she will thank you for it."

	Glen looked down at her, scratching his head. "I dunno. I want the best for her. It scares ME to think about living in that cage, even for five minutes. Telling her it’s her permanent home isn’t much of an inducement to tell the truth."

	"Master, you hold the whip. You can threaten her with anything and everything. But, the things you do, you must do with conviction. We, as slaves, can feel indecision and self doubt, right through the whip. Beat her so she will remember it every day of her slavery."

	She’s going to leave me, if I treat her like that."

	"No, Master, she’s not going to walk away. She loves you and wants to serve you. She... I... both of us would endure far greater pain to be allowed to serve you. She will never go back to that lonesome house where her only outlet was self-bondage and drunken beatings."

	Glen winced as her words reminded him of Amy’s past. He realized that Georgina was right and that the advice she was offering came from the heart, as well as experience.

	He sighed, made the decision and got to his feet.

	"Alright, let’s go get her. I want her upstairs where I can keep an eye on her."

	"Yes, Master." She handed him her leash.

	"Leave it here. You’ll need free range for your whip."

	Amy screamed in outraged surprise as Glen’s whip creased her shoulder, inches from her ear, followed in a moment by a second lash from Georgina’s whip that wrapped liquid fire around her thigh. Amy had knelt at the sound of the door, eyes down. She had seen two pairs of feet an instant before the whipping started, so she knew something unusual was about to happen.

	She recognized the feel of Glen’s hands on her body. A pang of longing swept her. How long had it been since those hands caressed her, made love to her, pleasured her body and soul. She felt the soft hands. Georgina. But, whipping her? She snorted through her nose, suddenly deathly afraid of her two jailers. She had no inkling that this sudden attack might have something to do with the cage that had been part of her future for more than a month.

	They took all her old chains, except her collar and cuffs, dropping them to the floor in a continuous clanging of metal on the rock. She would only walk up two flights of stairs, but they re-chained her as if for a trip to the moon. Her arms were forced behind her, wrists locked together and in turn locked to her collar, pulling it tight against her windpipe. The hobble between her ankles was only three links long.

	Working as a team, Georgina’s whip set the pace, while Glen’s did the damage. At the first step Amy discovered she could not raise her foot high enough to reach it. She had to hop. She also had to scream. She was charged one scream per step. The whirring and swishing of the whips was a continuous sound, like a hive of bees.

	At the top of the first flight, Glen paused and put a heavy blindfold over Amy’s eyes, while Georgina kept swinging. By the time they reached the upper balcony, Amy was near exhaustion, her screams and cries hoarse and noticeably weaker.

	Glen suffered right along with Amy, but he didn’t let it show. So did Georgina, hating to have to whip a fellow slave, but knowing that it had to be done to help bring this bizarre chapter to an end.

	They guided her the last few feet into the bedroom with their whips. Amy was totally disoriented. She was fighting to comprehend why she was suddenly being whipped so strenuously.

	Glen removed her blindfold. The truth lay before her. A small ugly cage, the door open and beckoning her. She gasped and burst into tears.

	"You may speak," Glen ordered.

	"Thank you, Master, for punishing me."

	Her eyes turned wild as she peered intently at him.

	"Whip me into that fucking cage. Torture me relentlessly until I have to tell you the truth. Then you can kill me..." She

	broke into pitiful sobs, lost.

	Glen almost put his hand on her to console her, but a warning glance from Georgina stopped his hand in mid-air. Her whip whistled past and caught the roundness of one breast, the mark joining a dozen others she had garnered climbing the stairs. Amy stood her ground, defiant. She knew they would make her crawl.

	"In the cage!" Glen thundered, his whip punctuating the command, the heaviest blow yet struck. Her mind refused to function. She stood, a statue of flesh, staring, now blank.

	She broke when Georgina sliced upward between her legs, woman to woman, knowing where and how to hurt. Amy cried out, flopped to her knees and crawled up onto a chair and from there onto the table. The whips made her turn and back into the cage.

	Reaching through the bars, Glen put her restraints on, while Georgina kept up a volley of lashes.

	The cage was a work of art, if purpose can be considered as art. It was constructed of hardened aluminum, strips and rods salvaged from a scrap yard and assembled by a veteran welder. For whatever original purpose, the pieces had stubby triangular studs that covered every surface inside the cage.

	Amy felt them first with her toes as she backed in, recoiling instinctively. A whip punished her for her misdeed.  Her bare ass was a tempting target as it loomed closer to the end. The whip sang its song of pain at the same moment as her knees reached the first row of studs.

	There was no letup, no compromise. The team allowed no deviation, no resistance, forcing strict obedience. She stopped moving only when her rear cheeks were pressed against the bars and her feet were outside the cage. A whip punished her for stopping, ignoring the lack of room. She bowed her back, gaining a crucial inch that allowed the door to slam shut. The padlock snapped shut with a finality which ended her freedom. She was caged.

	The lock closing seemed like a signal. Georgina’s whip began singing between the bars. She worked around the table as Glen moved in to bolt the special shackles that were fixed to the bars. He unlocked her wrists, pulled her arms up through the top bars and back down to a belly chain, pulled deep into her skin. She was already immobile when he opened the door and fitted a tight, shaped leather helmet. It had two openings for her eyes and two more for her nose. A thick penis gag was riveted in place to plug her mouth.

	A strap through one of the helmet D-rings was pulled taut, dragging her head firmly into the upper corner of the cage. A second went through her collar ring, welding her collar to the

	door

	A heavier strap was looped behind her knee and pulled hard, dragging her knee across each row of studs until her kneecap was jammed into the corner of the wall and floor. The other knee was fastened equally as tight. Her open legs offered a perfect target and Georgina was flicking the tip of her whip into the engorged flesh before the second knee was fully secured.

	Nipple clamps were shoved up and closed, deep at the bases of her nipples, then tied off under intense tension to the side bars of the cage. They were the kind that tightened as more pressure was exerted on them. Amy would move at her peril.

	"Are you ready to talk?"

	Glen didn’t expect success this early, so he was not surprised when the leather clad head moved slowly from side to side in the limited space she had. The question and answer did serve one purpose. Glen remedied her ability to move her head with two more straps, running from rings above her ears to the bars.

	Georgina continued her expert whip work, harder now that Amy had been robbed of all her ability to move or resist. Glen worked on her breasts, repeatedly slapping her nipples with the wide flat ruler. He could tell he was reaching her as her breathing had become harsh gusts of air into and out of her lungs.

	He bent down and said loudly into her leather covered ear,

	"Cross your fingers when you are ready to talk."

	He saw movement out of the corner of his eye. Glancing at her hands, she was giving him the finger.

	He disciplined her with the flat edge of the ruler, snapping it sharply sideways, catching her nipples with blows that Amy thought must be tearing them off. She curled the finger into the palm of her hand, but it was long minutes before Glen stopped and turned to something else.

	Call it torture, call it punishment, discipline or whatever, Amy was having the worse night of her recent life. As the hours lengthened into evening, into night and eventually into dawn Amy was counting the minutes and second as markers on her journey of pain. There was hardly a square inch of flesh below her neck that hadn’t been visited by one or more of the whips and canes and bamboo rods. She hurt, from her toes to her scalp, but in all that time her fingers remained clenched in her palms, refusing relief, refusing an end to her pain.

	She didn’t feel like a martyr, but she was following the same path to eventual death, the same refusal to recant and plea for mercy.

	As the sun came up it was hard to tell which of the three was the most exhausted. Both Glen and Georgina would swear that their sore muscles hurt just as much as the welts on Amy.

	Amy was ‘slumped’ in her bonds, if you can call movement measured in fractions of an inch. During the night a strap across her chest dragged her upward into the studs lining the top. A second strap below her tractioned breasts forced her breathing and added more studs to the scores that were already pushing into her flesh.

	The team had not run out of ideas. Not yet. Amy’s hands had been caned three times, each time preceded by a rap on the backs of her clenched hands to make her open them up. Now, Amy had her hand open and fingers apart, allowing Glen to cane between them. Then they moved to her feet and spread her toes for the cane, then repeated the caning of her foot soles.

	Amy jerked when he touched her foot. It went right by Glen’s tired mind, but then he did a double take. Amy had admitted to being exceptionally ticklish. He rummaged for a moment and found the big white chicken feather he had once threatened to use on her. Somehow they had never gotten around to testing her reaction to tickling while in bondage.

	Amy had closed her eyes, lost in her world of suffering, swallowing pain in great gulps to avoid giving in to it. Glen slapped her cheek. Her eyes flew open. He held the feather where she could see it. She had difficulty focusing, but her eyes widened and there was a very faint sound of protest from behind her gag. He held it before her eyes long enough for her imagination to get up to full speed and then moved away from her head.

	Amy almost lost it at the first sight of the feather. Her defenses collapsed. She knew the fight was over. It was just a matter of time – a few seconds until he touched her – somewhere, anywhere – with the feather. She wanted to surrender, open her hands, cross her fingers, but her hands were like castings. She couldn’t move her fingers since the last caning.

	Glen was surprised when he started with the feather and discovered that her skin had been desensitized by the blows she had received. After trying several spots he went to her asshole. It was slightly open and winking at him, the muscles moving in a random pattern. He rimmed her, then moved the feather into the center and twirled it. Amy went berserk.

	Every muscle in her body tightened, loosened, tightened. She found parts of her body that moved, where there was no room to move. Her gag was stopping some, but by no means all of the yells and cries coming from her sore vocal cords. She begged him to stop, promising things that no human woman could do.

	All the while she was struggling to open her hands.

	She thrashed against the metal, the leather, the straps, the chains.

	Both watched in amazement as her tightly bound body pulled and jerked against the restraints, fighting to move, in a cocoon of bondage that refused her any slack.

	Somehow, both instinctively knew that the moment had arrived. They watched her hands, trembling with the effort to open.

	She was sucking gallons of air into her lungs. Glen, determined to finish it once and for all, reached in his pocket and pulled out two nose plugs. He leaned over Amy, showing her again what he held. She screamed through her nose as he inserted the first plug, her breathing loud in the room.

	"Glen!"

	Georgina interrupted him, pointing to Amy’s hands.

	"She’s so cramped she can’t open her fingers!"

	Suiting action to words, she reached down and unfolded two of    Amy’s fingers, feeling the hard tension of the cramped sinews. Both watched, somewhat in awe as the two fingers slowly straightened and then one ever so slowly crossed the other.

	Redundantly, Georgina said, "She’s ready to talk."

	Glen turned to remove the nose plug. Amy’s eyes were closed. He slapped her gently, but there was no reaction. Her pulse was strong.

	"She’s fainted."

	"I wouldn’t wonder, Master. You scared the pee out of her plugging her nose. She clenched her fists for hours. It’s no wonder she couldn’t tell you when to stop."

	"That doesn’t excuse her for giving me the finger."

	As they talked they were hurriedly releasing Amy’s bonds. Georgina started to try and lift her limp body out of the cage, but Glen stopped her.

	"I want some straight answers out of her. I’m not letting her out of there until I get them. There’s some smelling salts in the bathroom."

	Glen waved the open bottle under Amy’s nose. She coughed, opened her eyes, saw she was still in the cage, screamed and fainted again. Georgina looked at him and nodded, recognizing his accurate assessment of the girl. Glen woke her a second time. Her eyes widened but she remained silent.

	"You are ready to talk."  It was a harsh statement, not a question.

	Amy bowed her head in what little room she had. "Yes, Master."

	"You will live in this cage until I am satisfied you have told me everything."

	"Then, you’ll kill me," she said, bitterly.

	"No, dammit, I will NOT kill you. I may beat your sorry ass to a pulp but I won’t kill you – and I won’t let you kill yourself."

	Amy looked at him, shocked, certain he was reading her mind.

	 

	


Chapter 21 - The Confession

	"Master, I need to piss."

	Georgina reached to the end of the cage, and lifted, testing. Nodding to Glen he picked up the other end and they carried Amy and her cage into the bathroom. Glen had her stand the cage on end in the tub. What little splashed was quickly washed away with the hand spray. Glen wiped her as Georgina got a glass of water, which Amy sipped gratefully.

	"Thank you, Master. Thank you, Mistress. If you will put my cage back on the table I will tell you everything."

	She would not look either one in the eye. Glen didn’t approve.

	"Look us in the eye when you talk. We want to see whether to trust your words."

	Stung, Amy raised her head and looked first to one, then the other. A twitch of fear made her shiver in the warm room. There were only two in the room with her, but she compared them to a judge and jury. She believed Glen when he said he wouldn’t kill her, but moments later she didn’t believe him. She was reading all the wrong things into what he said.

	"Master, Mistress, I lied, first to you, Master, then to Mistress. I told you of my first experience with sex in high school, but it wasn’t the first."

	"I have -- had-- a twin sister. We were identical twins, so we dressed the same and could fool anyone. When we were 16 I got into a crowd that was doing drugs. I was hooked overnight and within weeks my habit was so big that I had to earn money on my back. I traded sex for drugs. I got in so deep that I bargained with a big drug dealer to be his whore mistress."

	"It was he who taught me to hate -- and fear -- taking anything, even a finger, up my ass. His cock was as big as a horse and he never lubricated it, or me. He’d call his bodyguards in to watch me get fucked; then he’d let them do the same thing to me. Tiny was a 300 pounder with a cock like a fence post. He ripped me apart the second time he raped me. I spent a week in the hospital and the day I came out the dealer went for my ass and ripped all the stitches. They left me for dead on the hospital lawn. It took three weeks that time and I swore I would never let a man near my ass again.

	"I had tried to get help from my sister, but she refused to give me money.  I tricked her into going to the dealer. He thought it was me and beat her up for leaving without permission. Then he locked her in his basement and kept her there. I could have saved her if I had gone to him and owned up to the trick I had played on my sister. I left town, afraid he would discover it and would lock both of us in his playroom."

	"I finally met a man who talked me into a drug rehab program. But, by the time I got out, I saw on the news that the dealer had killed my sister with an overdose. It was all my fault and it got my sister killed and turned me into a whore and a liar -- and now you’re going to kill me..."

	She began to sob, uncontrollably.

	"Oh, shut UP!"  The disgust was plain in his voice. She stopped, like a switch, and looked at him, the fear plain in her eyes.

	"Nobody is going to kill you. My gut instinct is to throw you out in the street, but you wouldn’t last a week. It looks like I’m stuck with you. Georgina, you and I are going to discuss her future and then we’ll come back and let you know what’s going to happen to you. While we’re gone, you be thinking up reasons why we shouldn’t dump you somewhere."

	Georgina followed him down the stairs to his office. Again he said, "Open time."

	"Master, she’s an emotional wreck. I’m surprised she lasted this long. She’s a walking suicide."

	"I agree, but what are we going to do with her? Now that her story is out in the open, she’s probably going to demand that we punish her -- for lying, and for her sister’s death."

	"Do you believe her story?"

	Glen nodded. "She knows what would happen if she lies again. There may be some more odds and ends, but we just heard the main facts. A pretty heavy burden for one person to lug around."

	"What do you plan to do with her? I know what you want to do, but that isn’t going to work."

	"For right now she’s going to stay in the cage." Georgina nodded in agreement. "She’s a danger to herself until we can get her some help, and the cage will satisfy her urge to be punished."

	"What about that Dr. Steve you mentioned? Perhaps he can help her."

	Georgina nodded. "He’s a psychiatrist. I have his number in my purse."

	Glen grinned. "Think you can find it in that duffle bag you claim is a purse?"

	"I know where everything is -- including my handcuffs and leg irons that you make me carry," she said, primly.

	"That came awfully close to a complaint, but we have more important business, so I’ll overlook it. A key problem is that I’m going to need help with her. It takes two to lift that cage, even though she doesn’t weigh much over a hundred. Any chance that you could extend your stay here through next week?" 

	"If I can get some sleep, I can manage it. I have things pretty well straight at the house, so that I can become your 24/7 slave.

	"Well if you don’t mind sleeping in chains, there’s a big half of my bed that’s empty."

	Her eyes glittered as she broke into a smile. "I was afraid to ask. That would be fine, and I would have no objection to being wakened by my Master at any time."

	Glen laughed. "Objecting is a quick road to some pain, so I’m glad you don’t have any objections. Right now we need to tell Amy her fate."

	Amy stared closely at them as they came into the bedroom, trying to read their expressions. Her heart had been in her throat for the entire time they had been gone and her knuckles were white from the death grip she had on the bars of her cage. Glen peered down at her.

	"For now you stay here -- in the cage. This will be your primary punishment for lying. There will be other disciplinary action from time to time and some other things that will have to be arranged. If you don’t trust my word, Georgina is still in an Open Time period and she will freely answer any questions or doubts that you have. I have business in my office, so you two will have at least an hour to ‘chat’."

	Amy waited until the door closed and she heard his footsteps receding. "Is he planning to kill me? Please. Tell me the truth. I can’t go anywhere, locked in this cage. Tell me, please, Mistress. I need to prepare to die."

	Her words betrayed a rising hysteria. Georgina reached into the cage and slapped her hard, the smack echoing in the closed room. The shock brought Amy back to at least a semblance of sanity.

	"You stupid girl! If he were planning it, you wouldn’t know until the last second. He has told you and told you that he is NOT going to kill you. Your Master is in love with you and he is not going to kill someone he loves."

	The choice of words was unfortunate, bringing fresh tears to Amy’s eyes as she thought of her murdered sister. Georgina reached through the bars and hugged Amy to reassure her. The crying girl shrank from the hand that had slapped her moments before, but quickly leaned into the arms surrounding her.

	"Please, Mistress... sniffle... help me. I’m not worthy to live. Kill me, slow and painfully so I have time to regret all the bad things I have done."

	Georgina slapped her again, without much power, her arms holding Amy at the same time. "No! You will get no help from me. Master would kill me even more slowly. He doesn’t want to lose you. What do you think he has gone through in the past weeks -- you in that cell, rather than in his bed? Now, in a cage, for God knows how long. He ought to slice you into bits with his whip until you smarten up and beg to lie in his bed."

	"But. I deserved the cell -- and this cage. I don’t belong in his bed any more. He has you, now, " she said, bitterly.

	"Amy! Smarten up, girl. We are both slaves. He doesn’t love me, he loves you. You could be his wife. I’m almost old enough to be his -- and your -- grandmother. I’m your Mistress at his pleasure. That could change in a single second. How do you think I feel, knowing this is my last chance, last gasp at being devoted enough to a man to be his slave. How many slaves have you seen or heard of that are in their 60's? Not many!"

	"Aw, shit! I’ve made a fucking mess of this. I should have told him the truth right off the bat."

	"Yes, you should have. It’s too late now. Your lie has caused a lot of problems for all three of us and the mess isn’t cleaned up yet. You are going to have to fly the straight and narrow if you expect to regain his trust in you. From what I’m told, you two got off to a wonderful start. If you toe the mark you can probably get that mutual trust back. Right now you are going to have to trust us to take care of you, protect you, and yes, punish you."

	"Hmpff! Fat lot of care or protection I need in here. All I’ll get out of this is punishment. In case you hadn’t noticed there are studs all over this damn cage."

	"Amy, I hardly have to remind you that the cage was your idea..."

	Amy interrupted, "But with Master’s refinements. He can take a simple stick and modify it into something that hurts like Hell. These studs are a perfect example. This cage might be livable without them. With them it’s a nightmare."

	Georgina sighed. "I’m afraid you’re going to have to learn to live with it, as you’re not going anywhere until Master says so."

	"Do I have to beg for punishment, or do I get it anyway?"

	"If you’re smart, you’ll thank him with all the humbleness you can muster for your cage and you will beg politely for any suitable punishment your Master decides you deserve, besides living in a cage."

	"I guess I can live with that. Are you going to whip me again?"

	"If Master tells me to. I don’t like to whip a sister slave, but orders... are orders."

	The mention of whips reminded Georgina. She went to the bathroom and got the ointment to put on Amy’s welts. It stung in the rawer spots, but a close inspection showed that Amy had survived the whipping with a few welts, a lot of angry red skin but only a handful of actual breaks, where whip marks crossed each other. All of them were minor, one drop affairs.

	Georgina’s cell phone rang. Glen was calling her, wanting her to come to the office.

	He reminded her she was still on Open Time.

	"What do you think?"

	"She needs more help than we can give her. I had to slap her twice to head off some hysterics. She calmed down and was pretty rational. She is hounded by guilt, though."

	"Still talking about my killing her?

	"At first, but she got over it, pretty much. She trusts me, even though she thinks I’ve taken her place in your bed. She accepts the cage as punishment, but she blamed you for the studs. She obviously wants more discipline, but she’s on a thin line. Too much could wreck her permanently."

	"I’ll call Dr. Steve and see what he thinks we should do."

	"I found his number."

	He took the slip and jotted the number down on a pad.

	"Go back and talk to her. Keep her talking, but keep coming back to her being safe here, she won’t get kicked out and she won’t get killed."

	"I told her you love her."

	"She knows that."

	"Master, it wouldn’t hurt to remind her of it at least once a day. She’s pretty fragile. She’s talked herself into not trusting you."

	"She’s tougher than shoe leather. Look at what she went through in the last 24 hours."

	"Physically, yes. Mentally, a big question mark."

	"Alright! I’ll tell her I love her. Happy now?"

	She gave him a very meek "Yes, Master."

	Mollified, he apologized. "I’m sorry, I told you to speak freely."

	"Master, at the risk of your anger, you need never apologize to a slave, for anything. You are the Master, the ruler. Your word is law, your actions toward your slave are your choice. A slave has to thank you for anything you do to, or for her because it is a benefit of their slavery."

	"Good advice."

	"Master, I have violated what I just told you. I failed to thank you for allowing me to speak freely. I beg punishment."

	"Remind me later. I need to make the call."

	Glen got the receptionist and asked for Dr. Steve. The girl asked if he was a patient.

	"No, but I have a very critical situation at my home that I need to talk to him about."

	"Just a moment."

	"This is Dr. Steve. What’s the problem?"

	From Georgina’s details Glen knew the Doctor was active in the scene, so he wasted no time on sparring. He condensed Amy’s problems into a five-minute summary.

	"I’m going to need to see her. "You say she’s in a cage?"

	"For her own protection and part of her punishment for lying to me. She asked to be put in."

	"Glen, with the problems she’s having with her sister’s death. I’ d better come over. What’s your address?

	-0-

	Dr. Steve was driving a black Mercedes SUV. He pulled into the empty garage stall and Glen was there to greet him.

	The Doctor was tall and thin, with a narrow goatee on a very handsome face. Glen noted the wedding band on his left hand as they shook hands and then talked as he led the Doctor up to his bedroom.

	As soon as the Doctor entered the room he took charge. Georgina automatically knelt, recognizing his power. She mused, thinking if half the rumors she’d heard about him were true he had to be an outstanding Master. Dr. Steve noted her reaction and nodded pleasantly to her.

	Dr. Steve looked at the cage, and used the exam to also look at Amy, gauging her reaction to him. He introduced himself as Master Steve to her and then reached in with his stethoscope to listen to Amy’s heart and lungs. Amy flinched from the cold metal, but her warm skin quickly took the chill out of it. He examined every inch of skin. He muttered, more to himself, "Well whipped."

	After a thorough exam, he backed away and began to question her.

	"Do you know why you are in this cage?"

	"Master, I deserve to be in here. I murdered my sister and I lied to my Master."

	"Why do you think you had anything to do with your sister’s death?"

	"Master, we were twins. I got involved with a drug dealer and she got mixed into it and he killed her. It should have been me!"

	She burst into tears and hid her head in her arms.

	"Amy, why did you lie to your Master?"

	"It was that drug dealer I was involved with. I didn’t want him to know I had anything to do with drugs."

	"Did you do drugs back then?"

	"Yes, Master. But, I’d get depressed from them. I had to stop."

	"Then you aren’t using drugs now?"

	"No, Master."

	"Amy, do you still feel depressed?"

	"I... don’t know. I’m still confused from being in this cage, but I don’t think so. This lie bothered me so much."

	"Amy, did you ever think of suicide?"

	"Right after my sister died... but, not recently."

	"Would you like to get out of this cage someday and be your Master’s slave again?"

	"Oh, yes, Master. I would like to be his wife someday."

	"You aren’t afraid you’d be killed?"

	"I thought they were going to kill me with their whips. But Georgina talked to me and told me I was imagining it, that it wasn’t true."

	Dr. Steve smiled and gripped her hand.

	She wanted to say more, but she was still afraid that she might say the wrong thing and lose Glen.

	"Good. I’ll talk to you again."

	"Yes, Master. Thank you."

	


Chapter 22 - The Snatch

	Dr. Steve and Glen started to walk out the door. Glen motioned to Georgina to come with them, so she followed them down the stairs and knelt beside Glen’s chair while the two men talked.

	Dr. Steve surprised both of them:

	"She’s nowhere near as bad as she sounds. I think at least some of that ‘You’ll kill me’ is some sort of act. She’s in good physical shape so a week or even two is not going to hurt her and might even do some good. She has lived with this lie for more than a decade so if you can get her on an even keel she should start to get over it. I do think that part of her problem is jealousy of this slave." He nodded toward the kneeling woman.

	"How old are you, 40, 45?"

	She looked at Glen for permission. He nodded.

	"I’m 61, Master."

	Dr. Steve’s face showed surprise. "I don’t usually miss a woman’s age by that much. You’ve kept yourself well."

	"Thank you, Master."

	"Has she shown any signs of jealousy?"

	"Yes, Master. She was bitter about my taking her place in Master’s bed. I talked with her for nearly an hour while Master was deciding what to do with her. I told her that I was old enough to be her grandmother and that Master loves her."

	Dr. Steve was surprised again. He looked at Glen who grinned in confirmation.

	"That might explain the charade she’s playing. She’s in love with you?"

	Glen nodded.

	"Very likely she’s acting, to try and get you back. I suspect that she’s a raging masochist, trying to get you to punish her more and more. Even if all her story about her twin sister is true, it is something she could have easily told you the first day."

	Glen nodded again and admitted, "More than once I wanted to whip the hide right off of her. From what you’re saying I think I understand her moods a little better."

	"She’s in need of some TLC so treat her gently for the next couple of days. Give her some aspirin three times a day to get her system back in shape. You two did one of the most thorough whippings that I’ve seen in a long time, with remarkably little skin damage."

	Glen agreed. "She took a lot more pain than I could stand. I would have lasted about five minutes, not 24 hours."

	"OK, call me if there’s any change or problems healing. Stick some Band-Aids on the nicks and that should do it."

	Meanwhile Amy was getting acquainted with her cage and it was a meeting that was very one-sided. Amy didn’t like the cage at all. Actually she hated it and that hatred grew by the minute as the cage showed her its capacity to create pain just sitting there.

	Her mental state perhaps was not quite as calm as Dr. Steve was suggesting. Her thoughts refused to stay on any one subject for more than a few seconds. Interspersed with pauses to absorb new pain from some part of the cage, she thought of the series of events which put her here, in a cage, sitting on a table top, her wrists and ankles chained. All that was lacking was a blindfold and a gag and she would be suffering her worst nightmare.

	However, there was a small nagging part of her that thrilled to her bondage and even gave her an itch for more. She fought the feeling, already certain that she was scheduled for more pain than she cared to handle.

	Dr. Steve was certainly right on one count. He pegged her perfectly as a masochist and one with an off-scale capacity for pain. The latter point he had kept to himself for the moment, but he was smart enough to know that Glen had already picked up on it. He thought about her as he drove toward his home. On an impulse he changed directions and headed for the Judge’s house.

	Two days went by. Amy’s nicks and dents were healing nicely. She and her cage had reached something of an impasse. The cage continued to hurt her, but she was able to blank the pain to a survivable level. Neither Glen nor Georgina made any effort to inquire whether the cage was bothering her. They relied entirely on Dr. Steve’s advice. After several outbursts of apologetic speeches, Glen ordered her to silence, to speak only in answer to a direct question.

	All in all she was being treated very nearly the same as they had before the cage. She was still on bread and water, now laced with vitamins. Since she was in the bedroom rather than the cell, she was treated to a ringside seat as Glen put Georgina through her sexual paces. He allowed her to watch the first evening. After that she was blindfolded, but she could easily visualize what they were doing by the grunts and moans and rattle of chains.

	She seemed to ignore the activity on the bed, but she was actually scheming as to how to get back in Glen’s good graces and replace the old granny in his bed, Much of what Georgina had told her was lost in her mind, blanketed by newfound jealousy. She hated Glen at the same time that she loved him. Hated him for deliberately taking granny and placing her beside him on the bed. Hated him for rubbing her nose in what she couldn’t have. At the same time loving him for the pain he was causing her. To say that Amy was complex would be very true.

	A slight noise jarred her from fitful sleep. At least she thought she was awake, but she had just been dreaming about a dungeon crowded with slaves. Perhaps one of them had made the dream noise.

	She screamed when a hand clamped over her mouth, muffling it to a whisper. She had dreamed this dream before. Her lungs empty she gasped for breath, suddenly cut off by a heavy leather gag that covered the lower half of her face and went down her neck to press on her collar. She felt the hand, but that was not enough to take it out of the dream category.. Her bondage dreams always were vivid and, as she had shown Glen, left lasting marks when she was whipped, or even pinched.

	She could feel, but she couldn’t see, except for her vivid imagination. The thick blindfold let in no light at all. She felt the leather straps pull taut, jamming her into the sides and roof of the cage, most right on top of the marks fading from her 24-hour ordeal. This time they were even tighter. Amy knew that they would leave even deeper marks, awake or asleep.

	The sudden shock of being bound again left her dazed. She recognized that she was in ‘her’ cage, but why would Glen suddenly bind her so tightly? The question hung, unanswered as she felt the cage lift from the bricks holding it above the table top. There were two people carrying the cage. Amy assumed that it was Glen and Georgina. Were they taking her back to the cell?

	She heard the soft murmur of voices. Both were men. Amy was immediately confused. Who was the second man? Was it the Doctor who had visited her?

	She was carried to the basement and beyond. This dream was getting too real. She felt a jolt as the cage was laid on the tailgate of a pickup truck and then slid into the box. She heard a heavy canvas fall onto the cage, feeling it on her elbows, which were hooked over a crossbar in the top of the cage.

	The trip was lengthy, at least for Amy. The driver seemed to pick a route through every pothole and bump, jarring the cage and punishing Amy as she was thrown against the studs.

	The truck slowed to a halt, turned sharply and then backed in through a door she faintly heard open. The truck stopped and she heard the door closed. The tailgate dropped with a clang and the cage slid out. Hands carried it, lifting, then placing it on a hand cart. She could feel the wheels, smooth until they bumped over a door sill. She heard a laugh, close to her head, gleeful.

	She flashed back to her husband. He had laughed at her like that, while he beat her with his fists in a drunken stupor.

	She was right. It was the laugh of a sadist, that she was about to meet on a very personal level. She wished desperately that she had a hand free to pinch herself awake.

	The voice lifted her cage with one meaty hand and placed it on a stand. She waited, expecting the straps to be loosened. Her skin still smarted from the bumps in the road. The voice made no move to release anything. She could hear him walking around her cage, humming a cheerful, tuneless tune, obviously very pleased with something.

	Suddenly fingers touched her gag. It was unbuckled and pulled away from her mouth. The words tumbled out like a dam bursting.

	"What’s going on? Where am I? Why isn’t Glen here? Release me at once!"

	She was answered by the whine of a whip, striking deftly between the bars. She screamed in response, in total shock.

	The voice sneered in her ear.

	"Well, missy, you got yerself a problem. "Yess Sir Ree, you gotta problem!" The whip punctuated his words.

	"Shut that fucking youp of yers. This is my place, and you live by my rules. First rule. You NEVER say diddly shit unless I asks you to or tell you to. Second rule. You answer every question then you beg for a stroke of my whip. I’m damned if I’ll waste any time listening to you twats without I gets to tan your hide. You unnerstand?"

	"Yes, Master. Please hit me with your whip for talking to you."

	"Now that’s what I like my cunts to do. ‘Cept you called me Master. My name is SIR! So you gets two."

	"Thank you Sir for punishing me."

	Whap!

	"Cruddy imbecile! Did I tell you to thank me? No, you stupid fart. Your ass is in a cage. I’m outside, but I can reach you any damn time I please, so shut that mouth hole of yours up, ‘til I tells you."

	Amy quivered, scared out of her wits. Suddenly the voice was close to her ear again.

	"You ‘n me are going to have a leetle welcoming drink, right about now. Only, you get to drink, while I enjoy."

	Amy’s face was flattened against the bars but there was just enough room to open her mouth. She prayed he’d be satisfied with just a blow job.

	The intruder was big, by any standard, but Amy was able to pry her jaw a little bit farther and take it. She gagged slightly as it reached her throat, drawing a quick slice on her hip.

	He slid in and out of her mouth, all the while regaling her with his plans for her pussy and her ass hole, scaring her more with each breath. She was so rattled she almost touched him with her teeth, drawing a warning with an unspecified punishment that would "wreck her tits."

	What scared her even more was when he began talking about the other cages and their inmates.

	"Got a cute little gal in number 14, in a cage about like yern. She’s got tits that won’t quit. I offered to slap them around, just to get some blood flowing in ‘em but she went all crazy on me.

	I offered 20 on the soles of her feet if she didn’t beg nice for five on her nips. She farted around and I jest had to slam her feet and her boobs, both. She didn’t want to thank me, so I give her five more on her pussy. Amazing how a pussy pop or two will straighten out every one of them little cocksuckers."

	Amy sucked harder. Thee voice began anew. "Speaking of sucking cock, that tight little bitch in 17 is a whole lot better than you. I should take you down there and let her teach you while I rake her ass a time or two with Old Betsy, here. Her pussy would choke a nightcrawler. I jest about have to pry her apart to get into her, and then she flops like a gut hooked trout, claiming I’m too rough on ‘er. I’m along for the ride, but when I’m done she gets several lessons from Old Betsy until she’s begging me to come back and do ‘er agin."

	Amy was shivering with fright, which perhaps helped in persuading the voice to fill her mouth. He stopped his horror story, just long enough to warn her not to lose a drop.

	Abruptly the voice moved away. "Gotta go ream out number 33. She’s due for a hog up her ass."

	His voice faded into distance, but she could hear his heavy boots hitting the floor for several seconds. She could hear other sounds, perhaps muffled screams. She wondered if there were other cages close by that could hear her own screams. She swallowed, filling her throat. Dimly she realized the voice was now her jailer.

	She listened. It was all she dared to do. She didn’t dare think. That would distract her. She had already learned that the jailer’s word was law and that she must obey instantly. She had to listen for him to come back to her cage. Then she would have to listen to every word he spoke, ready to respond to any question, beg for the proper punishment. There was no time to think beyond that point. She fought down the repeated memories of Ralph. This sadist so much like the one she had escaped from. She continued to listen, until she fell asleep.

	Old Betsy woke her up, yelling. She was punished for the yell.

	"Stupid dumb cocksucker! I tells you when to sleep and when to shine those baby blues at me. I did NOT tell you you could take a nice comfortable nap." Whap! Whap! Whap!

	She accepted the blows, but the words hurt. She wondered when the last time was that she was comfortable. Her memory now didn’t go back beyond the cage. She did remember the beating she had received, but nothing before that. Right now she had a duty to preform.

	"Thank you for hitting me, Sir. Please, Sir, hit me for bothering you."

	Whap!

	"Dumb bunny, always bothering a man so he can’t get no rest. Now shut the fuck up, get to sleep and quit bothering me!"

	Amy fumed. Whipped for sleeping only to be told to go back to sleep. This was one son of a bitch.

	She was whipped again for what she assumed was morning. She still wore the blindfold, so she could see nothing of the jailer or her surroundings. Her ears were constantly alert for any sounds that might signal a new whipping or some other problem. She continued to hear vague noises that she translated as sounds of pain.

	She had to suck his cock to start the morning. He pulled out and spurted on her hard bread, then fed it to her, grumbling with every breath about having to waste his time with the girls in his cages. She had to thank him for wasting his time feeding her and ask for an extra for ‘good service’ as well as the usual.

	The jailer seemed to have plenty of time to spend describing the other inmates in the grossest of terms. Amy was his silent audience of one, forced to listen on pain of a thrashing with Old Betsy. If she could have had time to think she might have realized that the numbers mentioned by the jailer were far too many for one man to take care of. She wondered when she would get to drain her overfull bladder.

	Almost is if he were reading her thoughts, he paused, "S’pose you gotta piss, like them other weak-bladdered bitches?"

	"Yes, Sir. Please hit me for bothering you."

	Whap!

	The cage was picked up and set on end over a hole in the floor.

	"One drop on the bars and you’ll regret it."

	Blindly she released, to be overwhelmed by a string of curses.

	"God dammed stupid piss cow. You pissed all over everything!"

	"Whap! Whap!

	"Try this for size, you bitch!"

	A hard jet of ice cold water hit her full in the face, then traveled down her body until she was shivering with cold. The jet opened her labia, driving inside her, but it did clean her up.

	 Whap! Whap!

	"Wastin’  water on a dumb broad like you. Jest be thankful I didn’t piss on you."

	"Thank you, Sir, for cleaning me. Please hit me for bothering you."

	 Whap!

	Without a word the jailer walked out of the room. Amy could hear his voice, talking to someone. The talking stopped. She could hear the jailer’s boots going down a long corridor. Then there were footsteps in the room.

	"Slave, do you know why you are here?"

	It was a different voice. More cultured, but stern.

	"Sir... I don’t know. I can’t remember. Please, Sir, hit me for bothering you."

	"That won’t be necessary. The jailer has his rules. I have mine. What do you remember?"

	"Sir, I remember I was beaten for a long time, with whips. It had something to do with this cage, but I don’t remember what."

	"Do you remember your Master?"

	"Master? Sir, I was beaten by the jailer for calling him Master."

	"I mean your real Master, the one who put you in this cage."

	"I... thought I put myself in this cage, Sir."

	"In a way you did, but your Master locked you in."

	"Is that why you addressed me as ‘slave?"’

	"Yes, but that’s not important at the moment. "Do you know why you were put in this cage?"

	"Sir, I’m sorry, I don’t remember."

	"You told your Master a lie. And he punished you for it."

	Amy began sobbing. "I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t know."

	"Then, you don’t know what you lied about either?"

	"No, Sir, I don’t."

	"Are you lying to me, right now?"

	"Oh, God, NO! I lied once, Sir. I will not lie again. Never!"

	"You don’t know me, but I am the judge. If I think you are lying, your stay here will be permanent!"

	"Please, Sir. I am not lying. I am so confused by what is happening to me. I can’t remember."

	"That will do for now. We’ll talk again."

	


Chapter 23 - Fantasy or Reality

	Before long she heard the jailer’s heavy steps coming down the corridor. She was still mulling over her conversation with the man who said he was a judge. Her inattention could be dangerous. She quickly focused on the sounds he was making, anxious to please him, to placate his whip, to obey instantly.

	His humming had an angry tone, yellow jackets ready to sting. She shuddered, visualizing what he might do to her. She resigned herself to remaining strapped to the bars, unable to move, every muscle in her body cramping. She almost lost her concentration, momentarily forgetting who he was.

	"Son ‘m bitch! That judge’s wife really thinks she’s some pretzels, carryin’ on like she owns this Goddam place. Crazy cunt tries to pull rank. ‘I’m the judge’s wife’," he simpered, in a surprisingly feminine voice.

	"Ol’ judge, he don’t take kindly to his wife screwin’ the pool boy, so he dumps her down here in a cage that makes your’n look like a 10-story mansion. He had the cage made with straps with about two inches between ‘em and a one-inch stud on every crossing. Made the bitch step into it and then welded the top on. She ain’t goin’ nowhere!"

	"Wired the witch up, too. She’s got a wire stuck up her beaver that musta gone to heaven. Tuther one is bunched up in a knot up her shit chute. Hooked to a box and then to the phone line. He comes in after five and shows her his phone. He dials the office number and when it rings, she tried to crawl out one of them two-by-two holes. Screamin and a hollerin like she was getting raped. ‘Course nobody in the office, so it rings, and rings and rings. He finally shuts his phone off and she falls over like a wet dishrag. Bet she was so limp we coulda pulled her right out of there through one of them holes, with most of her hide."

	"Wanna bet she won’t go within five miles of that pool boy -- or anything else with a dick."

	Amy opened her mouth to answer what sounded like a question, but he was full of himself and kept right on talking.

	"I fixed her good. Ol Judge gave me a tube of itch cream. I stuck it through the bars and stuck my cattle prod into her belly and suggested perlightly that she rub a bunch of it into her titties. She opened her mouth to call me a bad name and I nailed her. Two seconds knocked her wind out and she puked up lunch. Had to hold that rod right up agin her, but she licked up every drop. Bet that stale bread really tasted good her second time."

	"Anyway, after rappin her knucks sharp-like I got her slathering on that itch cream like it was rare skin cream. Got her a dollop and stuck it up her pussy and another right below it. Then I made her stick some up her nose and in her ears and then locked her cuffs down so she couldn’t reach ter scratch."

	"Time I got done she was begging sumpin fierce, promising to suck my dick, or do anything I chose. Made a tape of it and took it up to Ol Judge. He kinda grinned and said, real quiet, ‘I’ll fix her for that’."

	"Did, too. It’s Friday. Her phone is ringin’ off the hook. Nobody will answer it ‘til Monday. Bet he wishes Monday was a holiday."

	He stopped talking. She heard him get up. Close to her head he ordered, "Get’s boring watching you relaxin’ in your nice cage. Tell you what, you think up a game we can play and it will pass the time."

	Without hesitation she described the game she had ready for this very order. "You can lock my wrists and ankles at the four corners of the top of the cage, letting me hang. You assign a number from one to 100 to each of the four. You tap on the hand or foot with your cane. I have to guess the number. If I’m right, you go to the next. If I guess wrong, I get a slash with the cane."

	"Now, that’s my kind of game! I’m a’gonna change them rules a bit. If you don’t guess within five, you get two. Smarty ass, you thought you’d get away with jest one."

	He paused to write the numbers down, mumbling to himself. At least he was in a better mood than earlier. Amy didn’t dare think of the consequences if took a liking to the game he might keep on playing for hours. He had said the judge was gone, so they were probably alone in the building, other than the unknown number of caged women, none of whom would dare raise an objection.

	Fifteen minutes was all he could take before wandering off to check on other cages. Amy gave a sigh of relief after he left. Both her hands and feet had suffered in that short a time. Before he left he made her suggest that he flip the cage over and let her support it with those sore hands and feet. The cool surface of the stand felt good, but that lasted only a few moments. Fortunately he didn’t replace the straps, so she was allowed some movement.

	She screamed when he suddenly spoke in her ear, "Ready ter play sum’mor?"

	Amy cursed herself for not hearing him come. He was giggling, a high pitched sound that rubbed her ears raw. He had taken his boots off and returned on silent stocking feet. She forced the words, "Yes, Sir. Please hit me for bothering you." The last two words got unintended emphasis, not lost on the jailer.

	Whap!

	"You, bitch. You tryin to make fun of me? I’ll slice yer ass nine ways from Sunday!"

	Whap!

	"No, Sir! Please, Sir. I didn’t mean anything. Please, Sir, Hit me for bothering you."

	Whap!

	"I think yer lying, just like you did before. Damn well better not fun me or you and Mr. Crate there are gonna take a long, long walk, clear to the other side of the building and back. Old Betsy will make damn sure yer sore and sorry, time you gets back."

	Amy was on the verge of hyperventilating. She was choking, feeling the jailer’s hands tightening on her neck. She desperately wanted to deny that she was lying, but he hadn’t asked a question so she could expect the worst. She wanted to talk to him -- anyone -- who knew anything about this lie he mentioned. It had totally blanked out of her mind. But she didn’t have time to think about that. The jailer was in the room with her and he wanted to play, so she had no choice but to listen intently. She didn’t have to wait long.

	"S’pose you got sumpin’ up your sleeve -- hee hee hee -- to keep US from gettin’ bored?"

	Amy didn’t know whether to laugh with him at his crude joke, or cry. She couldn’t remember anything on her body but steel and leather straps. For that matter, she really wasn’t quite sure what a sleeve was. Just that it sounded funny to the jailer. If she just had a few moments to think...

	She had no idea where the idea came from until she heard her own voice saying, "Sir, may I lick your feet? Please hit me for bothering you."

	"Ain’t it sumpin’ the way a cage and Old Betsy kicks them bright idees out, just like clockwork. Here, slut, start with this one."

	She heard him grunt as he pulled the sock off and shoved his foot through the bars. She smelled it coming. Her stomach revolted, before retreating in helpless submission.

	A half hour later his feet were sparkling clean for the first time in days or perhaps weeks. Amy remained on the verge of puking the entire time, so close she didn’t even dare think the word. She knew the jailer would take it as a personal insult and she would suffer the consequences.

	She heard him yawn and then prepare for bed. First he picked up her cage and upended it over the hole.

	"See if fer once you can miss them bars," he complained.

	She didn’t and he cussed her and slugged her with the high pressure hose. He picked up the cage and slammed it down on the stand, hurting her hands and feet that were still locked to the corners.

	Close to her ear again he advised her, "I’m gonna sleep right over there. I hear one peep -- even heavy breathin’ -- yer gonna wish the sun never comes up in the mornin."

	Amy wished for the straps. They at least had supported her body. Now she was on her hands and feet, her body arched between them. She could move at last, but the cost in sore muscles was substantial. Her back felt like he had beaten her with a wooden beam.

	She ignored the soreness. The jailer was in the room. She must play close attention to the slightest sound. She didn’t want him to sneak up on her again.

	She relaxed imperceptibly when he started snoring gently. The cage made a slight noise. The jailer’s snoring stopped and he stirred. Had he heard it? She prayed to some unknown God that he would go back to sleep. Moments later he was snoring again.

	It gave her time to think. She stared into the darkness of her blindfold, trying to reassemble a life that ended abruptly with her entering the cage. Both the judge and the jailer had mentioned her lying. If they knew about it, it must be important. It must be something before the cage. Perhaps it even had something to do with the cage.

	She hated the cage, hated every minute in it. That might be intentional. She was being punished for lying, so it was likely that they -- who are they? -- they picked something she hated, to punish her with.

	But, how did ‘they’ know that she hated it? She must have told them, but why? She remembered that she had told them what the lie was, but for the moment at least she could not remember what the lie was about. She decided there was a distinct connection between the lie and the cage. There were still dozens of pieces of the puzzle that she couldn’t find in her memory.

	As she searched, she finally realized that ‘they’ were Glen and Georgina. The judge had asked about her Master. That must be Glen. She tried, but couldn’t picture his face. She resigned herself. It would come in time.

	Georgina didn’t fit in her memory in any way. Nobody had mentioned her. But, she was there when the cage appeared. She helped Master whip her, so she belonged in the picture. Her face was as blank in her memory as her Master’s. Why was she there at all?

	At a dead end, she concentrated on the lie. Perhaps it had something to do with her past. This triggered a momentary flash of her, standing nude before a faceless figure that must be her Master.

	Master. That means... She searched for the word. ‘Slave.’ That’s what the Judge called her. She connected that pair of dots. She was Master’s slave. She had lied to her Master and he put her in the cage she wanted...  She wanted?  She sighed in exasperation. The snoring stopped. The jailer turned over and resumed snoring.

	Why did she want the cage? She was coming up with questions far faster than she was finding answers. Why was she taken suddenly to this place? Why was she given to the jailer. What did the judge have to do with everything. Her head reeled with unanswered questions. She fell asleep searching.

	Old Betsy snapped her awake. Leering at her the jailer snarled in her ear, "Woke me twice you nimcompoop. Told yer!"

	Whap! Whap!

	When she was fed and watered, he unbolted  her wrists and ankles.

	"Time for crawlies. Not much room in there, so you concentrate on swappin ends. You kiss the bars every time and turn right back around. You count. If it ain’t enuff when I get back I’ll carve my initials with Ol Betsy on you hind end. ‘Spect if you hurries you’ll get a bruise or two. Tough titty! Git!"

	Whap!

	"Just a two-bit minute! What’d I tell you to do?"

	"Kiss the bars, Sir. Please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"Did I say, ‘Kiss the bars at each end?"’

	"No, Sir. Please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"No, you skanky slut. I did NOT say that. You kiss every damn bar EVERY time you go by them. All of them! Is that clear or do I have to spell it out for yer?"

	"No, Sir! I will kiss each bar. Please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap! "Git!" Whap!

	She kissed and counted each bar, contorting her stiff body to reach the corners. The exercise was actually good for her, the first time in days she could move around. The mental exercise of counting seemed to be beneficial too.

	Over her own movements she heard footsteps. She pancked momentarily but recognized that it was not the jailer’s boots. She heard a pleasant deep voice"

	"Remember me? I’m Dr. Steve, your doctor. You call me Master."

	"May I ask why, Sir?"

	"Simply because you are a slave and that is the standard form of address. Either Master or Sir."

	"Thank you, Master, for answering my question. Please hit me for talking to you."

	"I don’t have my whip with me, so you needn’t say that. I want to talk to you without interruptions."

	"Yes, Master. I have many questions."

	"I can answer some, but probably not all of your questions. I understand you don’t remember much beyond when you crawled into this cage."

	"No, Master, but it is slowly coming back to me. I remember you visiting me when I was new to the cage."

	"You don’t remember lying to Glen, your Master?"

	"I was told that I had lied; but nobody told me what the lie was about, or what connection it has with this cage."

	"What if I told you that you had a twin sister. Do you remember her?"

	"Nnnoo, Master... Yes! I do remember. Sue!"

	"She’s dead." He jolted her, waiting to see her reaction.

	"I killed her!" she wailed. The floodgates opened spewing memories into her mind.

	"You didn’t kill her. It was an unfortunate mess, I checked. There was nothing you did that caused it. Nothing at all."

	"Then THAT is what I lied about, isn’t it?"

	"Partly. You hid your relationship with the drug dealer and the anal rape you suffered. If your Master hadn’t touched you there, you would never have revealed it."

	"I’m truely sorry, Master. I lied this once, but I have learned my lesson. I will never lie again. Ever."

	"Never say never, or it may come back to bite you. The important thing is that you have a very rough and rocky road to gaining back your Master’s trust. A lie may be forgiven but it is never forgotten in our special world."

	"Master, I have another question. That woman... who whipped me. Is she a slave too?"

	"Yes. Her name is Georgina. She talked with you after you went in the cage. You were jealous of her."

	"I still am, Master. She was stealing my Master from me."

	"Slave, that’s not true. You’ve just earned punishment for doubting a Master’s word. I’ll wait until later to punish you. Pull that stunt on your Master and you’ll be really hurting."

	


Chapter 24 - Release

	Dr. Steve stooped and looked her over. The nicks were healing nicely and he could barely see the fresh marks from the jailer’s whip, even though there were a lot of them. He suppressed a knowing grin. The jailer’s penchant for a whip was well known in local circles.

	"Do you feel alright after your whipping?"

	"Yes, Master. The worst are the studs. I’ve had terrible cramps."

	"Not much that can be done for that. Keep moving and get as much exercise as you can."

	"Master, when can I get out of here?"

	"I frankly don’t think you’re ready yet. Anyway, it’s up to the judge. He’s not convinced that you aren’t lying about some other things. If he does find you’ve lied again, you’re going to be the jailer’s permanent play toy."

	"Oh, God! Anything but that!"

	"You’d better pray to your saints that he didn’t hear that. He doesn’t take insults well."

	"Master, is there anything -- anything -- that I can do to convince the judge to let me go back to my Master?"

	"I’m told you have a fertile imagination when it comes to games you can play in your cage. A couple of nasty ideas for the judge to use on his wife wouldn’t hurt. You know she’s in a cage down the hall?"

	"Master, the jailer has been telling me about her, with all the gory details."

	"Otherwise, do your very best to stay out of trouble and stay on the good side of the jailer. He might be the key to getting out of here."

	Dr. Steve left abruptly, his last words hanging on her mind. The one passing comment from the jailer on her lie left her with little to go on. Besides, she not only was under strict orders to speak only when asked a question, he never gave her an opening to break the rule.

	The jailer snuck up on her again. She shrieked when he suddenly said in her ear, "Have a good chat with the Doctor, slut?"

	"Yes, sir. But he didn’t tell me how long I’m in for. Please, Sir, hit me for talking to you."

	Whap! Whap! And, Whap!

	"That’s for makin’ noise when I’m atalkin’ at you, and for sneakin’ in a question when yer ain’t s’posed to. Dummy! Ol judge was s’posed to tell yer. He said 10 days. You can do that standin’ on yer head. ‘Sides, he’s so tickled with fixing that snooty bitch wife of his’n he might even lop a day or two off that."

	He dug the tip of Old Betsy into her ribs to make a point.

	"That’s not to say the judge is a mamby pamby. You screw up again and he’ll find a cage fer you down so deep they have to bring sunshine in a five gallon bucket. That man is mean right down to his toenails. Just this morning he goes by her cage and she calls him ‘bastard.’ Stupid fucker thinks she can get away with it."

	"Ol judge, he gits a hunert-ten volt vibrator, ‘bout like what they use on construction to get the air bubbles out of the cement, with a harness on it. Sticks that through the bars, unlocks her cuffs, shows’er the cattle prod, and aks her sweet to stick it in her mouth and tighten them straps down to the last hole."

	"She’s a blubberin’ and a bellerin’, beggin’ him to forgive and forget, so he zaps her right in the tit. Man, she ‘bout rolled that steel cage right on its side. She quit screaming fast when she saw his finger on the button. She had that tool strapped down in nothin flat, shakin her head like she was atwisting it off."

	"Ol judge he made a big thing outta showin her the control box. Pointed out all the features, like one second or forever, low, medium, high and damn high. He showed her. Pushed the forever button and top speed and turned it on. Shit, that puny little thing cudda rocked a freight car load of coal. Her head was doin’ the hula from start on. She tried to open her mouth but them straps kept her shut and you could hear her teeth arattlin’ ‘gainst that metal dong clear to hell an gone out on the street."

	"He warn’t done either. Leaves her for an hour or so, then comes back, shuts off, straps her feet to the bars and spells ‘bastard’ with the prod -- on each foot. One for each letter. She squawks and yells durin’ the whole spellin’ lesson, but when he tells her to shut her food hole or he’ll do her hands, she got quiet as a mouse. Like I say, he’s mean down ter his toenails."

	Amy, forced to listen to all this, was horrified by the tale the sadistic jailer was telling. Her nerves were jangling and her stomach was threatening revolt again. Still, she had to make nice to this crude man, who stood between her and the judge. Her thinking process was slowly returning to normal and she realized that one wrong word could lead to a bad report to the judge that could keep her here indefinitely.

	She wanted badly to go back to Glen, but she assumed that he too would want to keep her in the cage indefinitely. The one key element was that she wouldn’t have to put up with the jailer. That alone was enough to put her on the straight and narrow. If for no other reason, she didn’t want the jailer talking about her discipline problems to the other unseen inmates. What if they were being solicited by the jailer for punishments for her? She wished Dr. Steve had been more specific.

	Thinking around the jailer was dangerous. She narrowly escaped missing his remark that he had told the judge’s wife that she had suggested it. He didn’t tell her that it was not intended for her, but he got his kicks out of describing the promises of murder or worse if she got her hands on Amy for suggesting it. This was another imminent and potential danger, From the sound of it, the wife was due to grow grey hair before she could hope to come out of the welded cage, but it didn’t hurt to be extra careful.

	He finally quit, confident he had thrown another scare into Amy, aroused by his control over her. Morning and evening blow jobs were draining him, but he got a stiff pecker every time he saw her in her little cage. He ordered her to crawl and felt a distinct jolt in his hard-on as he paused for a moment to watch her kiss each bar.

	Fresh footsteps came down the hall. They reached the door before she tentatively recognized them as the judge.

	"Getting along all right?"

	"Yes, Sir."

	"You may stop crawling while I am here. Remember any more of your past?"

	"Yes, Sir. It’s coming back in bunches. But there are gaps."

	"You remember your lie?

	"Yes, Sir. I lied to cover my drug addiction and my sister’s death. I’ve been told that my sister’s death was something I had nothing to do with."

	"Are you lying now?"

	"NO, SIR! I have sworn never to lie again. I have caused my Master and others big problems with my lie. I don’t want to do that again."

	"You’re in love with your Master?"

	"Yes, sir. I would like to be his wife, if I can get this mess straightened out."

	"I’m dead set against a Master marrying his slave. It’s very likely to cause some real problems. I assume your Master is in love with you?"

	"Yes, Sir. Despite all that he has put me through, which I richly deserved , and all that I’ve put him through, I hope he still loves me."

	"Hnfp," he grunted. "I’m going to have to have a long talk with him, before I release you. I will warn you again, the slightest hint of a lie, or a problem right here, and you will be here until I retire."

	"Yes, Sir! I am trying my best to learn the rules and follow them to the letter."

	"You know your sentence is 10 days?"

	"Yes, Sir." She almost added, "The jailer told me." She didn’t need to because the judge was already aware of it.

	"You have behaved well. If we can clear this lying from your chart I may grant a parole. But, don’t count on that. I’m not completely satisfied with you."

	"I’ll do my best, Sir."

	"Keep on the good side of the jailer. He can turn your sentence into your worst nightmare."

	With that he was gone. Amy suddenly remembered a TV show, called "Scared Straight." With a jolt she realized she was getting the same treatment. The threat of returning to the jailer’s tender mercies would straighten out a pathological liar and make him an honest man.

	The jailer had a bedtime story for her. This one concerned one of what he called, "The lucky ones" who had a cell instead of a cage. "She crossed the judge," was the only explanation. For some minor infraction of the rules, she was outfitted with a baseball-sized steel ball on a chain attached by clamps to her nipples. The jailer was laughing so hard he could barely tell Amy the details.

	"She had her hands locked behind her, so she had to crawl from one place to the other in her big cell. Had to get up to go piss, or crawl into bed, she had to take the full weight of that ball on her nips. Twas bad enough crawlin’, ‘cause that ball would jerk sumpin’ fierce, drivin’ them clamps deeper and deeper into her tit-flesh. The chain had swivels but one of ‘em jammed and she did a flip to avoid havin’ her nips pulled off. Funniest damn thing you ever saw. Say! I just ‘membered. Ol judge thinks you might have some fresh idees to use on his wife."

	The moment she dreaded was here.

	"Yes, Sir. He should make her sit on the studs, with her legs crossed and pulled in. Tie fishing line around her big toes, tied off to the sides. Bring her hands up to the top and do the same with her thumbs. She won’t move a muscle, because that line will cut right into her. She’ll get very tired of holding her arms up to keep from cutting her thumbs."

	"Nasteeeee! "Ol judge, he’ll dearly love to do that to her. I’ll tell him about it in the morning. Right now, you sleep. Same rules. You wake me and your ass is mine, come morning."

	She managed to sleep through the night without a noise. She was still wakened with Old Betsy and put through her morning toilet with the usual disastrous results that required a cold water douche and liberal quantities of Old Betsy that stung especially well on her wet skin.

	The jailer went off to harass his other inmates, leaving Amy to crawl and kiss endlessly around the interior of her cage. Meanwhile the judge appeared more than an hour early, spending some of the time practicing on his wife with a new cattle prod. The fresh batteries seemed to be especially potent, best felt on the receiving end. Glen came into his office, so he reluctantly left her sobbing fitfully and sent up to talk to Glen.

	He started the conversation bluntly. "Think she’s going to lie again?"

	"Sir, she probably will. Show me a woman that doesn’t tell at least white lies. But from what Dr. Steve tells me, she is contrite and swears she won’t lie again about anything important."

	"I’ve already told her that if she lies again she’ll be here permanently I think you know the jailer’s reputation."

	"I didn’t, until this came up, but I’ve gotten an earful already."

	"She’s coming out of it, like Dr. Steve said she would. I wouldn’t have given a plug nickel that she’d snap out of it."

	"She’s a tough cookie. She forced herself for weeks to keep from having an orgasm before she went out man hunting."

	"Claimed to have done that."

	"Sir, I don’t think she was lying. I found that getting her hot put her in a frame of mind where she couldn’t lie, even if it meant severe punishment. The first night with her, I made her come, just by touching her."

	"Now, I think you’re lying. That’s hard to believe."

	"No, Sir. Ask her. She was wound up so tight I saw it happen. She gets all flushed and her chest is mottled when she comes. She has what we dubbed minigasms and then real blockbusters."

	"I hate to keep doubting your word, but she hasn’t shown one single sign of arousal since she’s been here. If she’s half as hot as you say, she should be having an orgasm every time she turns around in that cage."

	"I’m not surprised, Sir. You probably will doubt me even more when I tell you that I ordered her to shut off her arousal and she willed herself into a zombie state. She begged me to never do that again, saying it was the worst thing that ever happened to her. I promised, with the exception that I would use it if she got into major problems. I warned her before she went into the cage that she was not to get any enjoyment from being caged. Sir, I can prove it, if you will let me see her. I’ll give her permission and she’ll have an orgasm in 30 seconds or less."

	"I’m sorry, I can’t let you do that. If you can get Dr. Steve to observe, when you get her home, I’ll accept his word. Don’t get me wrong. I’ve been testing you and so far I am satisfied that you are being truthful. I haven’t decided on your slave, but from this conversation I am more confident that she will put this lying incident behind her. You can have her back tomorrow evening. Back your truck up to the left door at the back of the building."

	"One other thing. She wants to be your wife."

	"Yes, Sir. I know, and I want to marry her. We love each other. Dr. Steve said you were against marrying a Master and a slave."

	"I will warn you -- you’re asking for trouble. I’ve seen a number of legal messes that resulted. One went so far as to charge kidnaping, rape, assault and a grocery list of other charges. By all means, avoid that if it’s at all possible. I know love is blind. I’m a victim of that." His tone was suddenly bitter.

	"I’ll do what I can, Sir, but I’d feel a lot better married to her."

	"Well, keep what I’ve said in mind. If you prove to me that you both are telling the truth, I’ll marry you, but I will maintain my reservations."

	"Sir, I’m learning to be a Master. I am glad of the advice and my slave and I will consider it very carefully before going any further. I appreciate any help you can give me."

	"Given the fact that I have a slave-wife who gave me a set of horns, and who is downstairs regretting her sins, I may or may not be a good source of advice or information. You already know Dr. Steve, who has his problems as well, but you can bank on his advice."

	"Thank you, Sir. I will pick her up tomorrow night. I really appreciate your understanding."

	"We’ll talk again," the judge predicted. "Good bye for now."

	Amy meanwhile continued to crawl and kiss, kiss and crawl. She was thinking, for a change. Bits and pieces of her past were filling in the blanks. She could trace things back to the night she stripped and cuffed herself before Glen. She remembered the beating at Ralph’s hands and then things began to get vague, her treatment by the drug dealer an island bright in the middle of grey. She felt she would never forget that again. Or, lie about it again.

	She heard the jailer’s boots and stiffened, preparing herself for whatever mood he might be in. His whistle sounded angry or annoyed. She still didn’t know this bodyless voice that degraded her with words and peppered her with whip marks.

	‘Damn slut tried to bite me. I’ll fix her cunt on a fencepost and play ring around Rosy with her. We’re gonna try that fishing line tomorrow, first thing. You got any more bright idees, slut?"

	"Yes sir. Is she ringed? Please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"Damn right she’s ringed. Double row up her snatch, battleship anchor chain link through her clit, double loop and bar through each nip, crossed bars through her belly button and a row down her tongue. I ‘spect she’s pissed ol judge before. He likes to mark the gals what enjoy his cages."

	"Sir, besides what I suggested before, take the rings out of her nipples and stick a piece of fishing line through the hole. Tie it to the roof of her cage with some tension and she’ll be begging you to slice her ass. You can do the same with two of the rings in her pussy. Tie the lip to the bottom of the cage, over her feet, so she can’t move them without pulling through her lip. Sir, please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"Christ, you otta start a business, with all them idees. Ol judge, he’ll be a happy camper. She’s gonna not be so happy. Course, she’s gonna blame you, cause she’s blamin’ everything we do to her now on you."

	Amy shuddered. This was exactly what she feared. The jailer never said, but if his comment about marking the prisoners with rings was true, the judge’s wife had been in and out of cages for some time. She had a growing suspicion that the judge couldn’t stand an empty bed, so his wife’s stays were relatively short. If she got out and came looking for her, well, she didn’t want to think beyond that point.

	She was interrupted by the sound of metal on metal. Tools of some kind. The jailer’s hands moved her bodily and turning her over. Her butt was pressed into the end bars and her mound was framed by two bars. She moved slightly and the slap was instantaneous.

	"Don’t move a whisker!"

	She held the awkward position for a full minute. She could hear him lifting some object. She felt cold metal on her labia. There was a tug and a snap. She screamed and tried to crawl through th bottom of the cage.

	Whap!

	"Git back up here, you sow! I ain’t done yet."

	He dumped what seemed like a bucket of antiseptic over her. Sharp stabbing pain again, high on the right, just below her clit. Unconciously her hand reached to feel the pain. The chain snubbed her hand. He didn’t even bother to tell her not to touch, wasting pointless words on a slave.

	


Chapter 25 - A New Player

	The fresh pain triggered another flood of memories. It also raised a new question. She remembered enjoying pain, even... Yes, getting off on pain. Orgasms. They came with pain. She had climaxed when Ralph beat her. When Glen had first touched her. Touched her? How did she get that hot, so fast? Her head whirled, trying to understand what was happening to her.

	But, she had been in almost constant pain ever since she crawled backward into the cage. The whipping. Both of them whipping her. The jailer whipping her. That was unforgettable pain. Then why on earth hadn’t she come? That and her clit. She hadn’t touched herself in... how long? Her hands were always cuffed behind her or to the cage so she couldn’t touch anything.

	That didn’t make sense. She needed to come at least once a day. How many days? She should be as randy as a jackrabbit, begging the jailer to let her come. But, there was nothing. The tiny, tiny spark that was her drive was hidden away, deep in her belly, out of communication with her brain, glowing fitfully, as if ready to be snuffed.

	Dimly, she began to remember, something about pain without any pleasure. Glen had... Something, but what did he do? He had told her something. That was it! He told her she would not receive any pleasure from her punishment. It blanked her mind so that she felt nothing. She remembered going to her knees and begging him never to do that to her again. He had promised, but with the condition that he would do it again if the offense was serious enough.

	Amy winced. She had screwed up royally and more than deserved being denied pleasure. One totally empty spot remained. She could not remember Glen having ordered her a second time. He must have, because she was at zero and nothing that happened to her had the slightest effect on her non-existent arousal.

	She shook her head, condemning herself for her problems. The rings in her labia hurt. If she hadn’t messed up the punch would have given her a nice solid climax. For that matter, if she hadn’t messed up, she wouldn’t have been ringed in the first place. She felt a bit of a thrill getting ringed, something she had thought about while playing with herself, but it was one of the things she fantasized about, never dreaming it would become all too real. The jailer was coming back, so she had to pay close attention. He sounded like his mood was good. She prayed it would stay that way.

	She had lost all track of time. The endless bread and water, spiced now and again with the jailer’s sperm seemed to come at longer and longer intervals. When she slept, she woke feeling that she had slept no more than a few minutes. Her count of the bars was into five figures, but the jailer never asked for a figure. She counted anyway, following orders. He would probably ask in the middle of something else, just to confuse her. Visits by the judge or Dr. Steve interrupted the count so she had to be very careful to remember the number she left off at.

	The jailer announced, "Time for a shave. Spread your legs and hold STILL!"

	Her face flushed, she obediently spread herself, holding her legs tight against the bars to avoid an accidental movement. The jailer took half an hour for a five minute job. Given where his fingers were playing, she should have been panting with need, but the only effect of his groping was red-faced, utter humiliation. It wasn’t that he had all the time he wanted to see her nakedness, it was knowing that she had done this to herself. She wished fervently that Glen was there to beat some sense into her and make those hateful fingers go away.

	He and the other slave had whipped her and she was sure they would be waiting, whips ready, if she ever got away from this place. She was becoming more and more convinced that the jailer would charge her with something and talk the judge into keeping her here.

	She listened closely and heard him put the razor away and then leave. Before he left he spun another of his horror stories.

	"Gal in cell number 5 is a real looker. Got jugs like a hooker, but them knockers is what God gave her. She got a little sassy, so I fixed her clock for her. Took her out in the hall and to the far end. Then I makes her do a split, with her hind foot right tight to the end wall. She bawls and says she never did a split afore."

	"Old Betsy is the best teacher goin and she learned mighty quick how to split her beaver. Gal looked kinda surprised that she could do that. I stand by her front foot and Betsy teaches her the flop. She gets it right in a hurry, and she bounces right past my measurin’ foot, tits bouncing in the air like they was on rubber bands. Made her measure clear across and back to her cell. Aks her how many and Hell, she don’t ‘member, so she guesses wrong by three. Ol Betsy does the honors and with a little proddin’ she begs me to take her out and measure it again any time I likes."

	She heard his boots fading down the long corridor. Time to think.

	Something was still missing in her memory that bothered her even as the jailer talked. She had been put in the cage, then whipped. Then she must have told Glen and Georgina what the lie was all about. She remembered withstanding the whipping, but there was a gap. If they couldn’t make her talk with the whip, what did they do?

	Her body told her the answer. She felt a sudden contraction in her ass and she remembered. Glen had shown her a... white chicken feather. He had tickled her ring of muscles and she had capitulated moments later.  She was starting to realize that Glen had pushed things, getting her to confess as soon as possible to avoid possible damage to her body. She took it as a sign of his love, which while logical, didn’t exactly cover all of Glen’s emotions.

	She was interrupted by Dr. Steve. Was he sneaking up on her like the jailer? She chalked it up instead to being lost in her thoughts.

	"Feeling any better?"

	"Yes, Sir. I’m getting used to my cage."

	Dr. Steve looked her over. All but a couple of her nicks had healed. She seemed in good physical shape. The question now was mental state.

	"You aren’t lying to me?"

	"No, Sir! Once is enough."

	"The judge is questioning that. He doesn’t believe you and he’s half convinced that your Master is lying as well. For instance, what happened the first time he touched you?"

	Amy’s face went red, humiliated that this very personal part of their lives had become common knowledge.

	"Sir, I had worked myself into a state. He touched me and I climaxed on the spot."

	"Just from a touch?" His tone was skeptical.

	"Sir, you have no idea how hot I was, how aroused. I had denied myself any satisfaction for a month. I had to handcuff my hands behind my back to keep from masturbating in my sleep. Then along comes Master, the man I dreamed about, and his power just overwhelmed me. He didn’t have to touch me. He could have said ‘orgasm’ and I would have gone off like a rocket."

	"You haven’t had an orgasm since you entered the cage?"

	"No sir. My Master ordered me not to get any satisfaction from this punishment. And, I haven’t."

	"No arousal?"

	She felt his fingers on her clit. He might as well be touching her hand.

	"No, sir. The jailer just played with me for a long time. I didn’t feel anything."

	"I’m surprised, but then I’m not. Your clit isn’t engorged a bit.

	That Master of yours must be powerful medicine."

	"Sir, as his slave, all I can say is he exudes power. Over me and the other slave. We would do anything for him. That’s why I want to get back to him as soon as possible. My life as a slave is totally empty without the exciting sex. He has punished me by turning my own mind into his punishment tool. I would give almost anything to be aroused again and be made to beg for relief, but his order holds me captive."

	"You’re telling a highly unusual story. That’s why the judge is skeptical."

	"It’s true, Sir. I swear, it is all true."

	"Alright, we’ll see."

	As if on cue the jailer returned minutes after Dr. Steve left.

	Gleefully he told her, "That fish line trick worked like a charm! Bitchy Bitch took one look at that spool and started screechin’ and promising ol judge how she’d do him up right. Hell, she told him things she’d do for him that I never heered of and a couple that no woman could accomplish by herself. Ol judge he just grinned and started running lengths of that line. Let her hands loose, then zapped her when she went straight for her cunt. Made her tie slip knots through her pussy lips and nips and then hand the ends to the judge and he made ‘em twang like bow strings when he tied them off."

	"Had to tip the cage to tie the pussy lines. She started hollorin’, ‘cause it put a real strain on her nips. Her tits were all but comin’ off her chest. She almost used that ‘bastard’ word again, but ol judge he zapped her before she got her food hole fully open. She like to sliced open both nips, sawin’ on them lines. She smartened up fast, but then she starts in callin’ you names for putting the judge up to this. She gets to the point where she says you’re the judge’s whore and ol judge, he raps her on the snout and shuts her up good."

	"And, whyinhell aren’t you crawlin’?" You think this place is run for yer entertainment?"

	"No, SIR! Sir, please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	She was not about to argue with him. If he had decided she would crawl all the time, then she’d crawl. Anything to keep him happy. She’d done more humiliating things in the past and undoubtedly would in the future, but right now her one job was pleasing the beast. That night, after the jailer had gone to sleep she compared the jailer with Glen.

	She was deathly afraid of the jailer. Unlike Glen, his authority rested in his whip. Both he and Glen were sadists, but the jailer dishonored the word by the way he treated her, and by the explicit stories he told of other inmates. She was beginning to believe that he did in fact have several dozen women locked in cages or cells. She never saw or really heard anything to back up his stories, with the lone exception of the judge’s wife, whom Dr. Steve had mentioned.

	The jailer was crude, poorly educated, in marked contrast to Glen’s degree and good manners. Glen could hand out punishment with the best of them, despite still being in the learning phase. Amy knew that when Glen became an experienced Master, it was going to keep her on her toes. Blindfolded her entire time here, she had learned to listen to what the jailer was doing and interpreting what it told her of his movements. This talent would be good to have for a slave.

	Morning found a grouchy jailer taking his feelings out on an innocent Amy, using Old Betsy at any excuse and halving her breakfast by ‘accidentally’ dropping some of her stale bread. She made no protest when he announced, "Been on the floor, so you don’t want it."

	Famished, Amy would have cheerfully licked the floor clean for a few crumbs. He didn’t offer her a chance to demur, so she kept silent. Someday soon she might get out of this hell hole, but right now she still had to humor her jailer. "Her jailer" What a laugh. She thought briefly of adding ‘bastard’ but his story of the wife’s punishment for using the word scared her from even thinking it.

	The jailer came back from his tour rather quickly, with a new story to tell.

	"Whooee! Ol judge, he got her this time for sure. He found some kind of acid that burns like fire when you put it on skin. It’s so powerful you have ta dilute it ‘bout 100 to 1 or it hurts so bad it’ll stop your clock. Puts some on a swab and makes her majesty stick her nose out a hole. Daubs a bit on the tip of her nose and  she like to tore that cage apart. Never heard a woman scream so loud afore. When she settles he makes her put her feet up to a hole. Had to zap her twice, ‘cause she knew what was acomin’."

	"He gives her big toes a bath with the stuff and she goes ape. He tells her to either straighten up or he’s gonna treat her pussy to a douche with the stuff. He dabs just a dab on her clit and she goes flyin’ back into the corner of her cage, hollerin’ like he’d gut stuck her. She turns to beggin’ and she’s got a whole new catalog of things she’ll do for his cock. Take me a year to try all of them."

	Amy was ready to panic. If that woman got out, she was dead on the spot. Right now she had to crawl.

	Evening came. Amy was doing her after dinner crawl. The jailer was off somewhere, no doubt torturing some poor cage dweller.

	She heard footsteps. More than one. Too late she heard the click of a woman’s heels. A gag was jammed into her mouth, roughly. Hands grabbed her cage, lifted it. A woman’s voice, "Gotcha!"

	She hung to the bars as the cage was carried down the hall, then down steps. Amy had always assumed she was in a sub-basement of the courthouse. Now she realized there was another sub-sub basement. The cage was dropped onto the floor, jarring Amy. She whimpered with fear. The woman laughed, gleeful.

	There was a loud snap. Someone had used bolt cutters to break the lock on the cage door. She was grabbed, dragged and then ropes were tied around her handcuffed wrists. She was jerked into the air, her weight jamming the cuffs into her wrists. She moaned with the pain. A whip curled around her naked body, leaving a red track on her white skin.

	Hands, female hands, curved around her neck and squeezed hard. Amy choked, trying to breath through impassable flesh. The hands loosened slightly, allowing her to gasp air into her lungs.

	Then the gag was torn away.

	"You whoring bitch! You and that jailer and that stupid husband of mine tried to kill me. You are dead meat, but first I’m going to give you a sample of what they did to me. Do you know how much it hurts to have a fish line cutting into you? Do you?"

	"No!"

	The whip sang. Amy bellowed her fear.

	"That’s ‘No, MISTRESS!"

	"Yes, Mistress!"

	"Oh, shut the fuck up! I don’t want to hear your lies. You answer when I ask a question. Otherwise, zip it!"

	"Let’s try that again. Any experience with fish line?"

	"No, Mistress. Please hit me for talking to you."

	"Oh, I like THAT! Something you learned from the damn jailer, no doubt. Well, smart ass, you’re going to find out, right now!"

	The hands fumbled futilely with the ring in her labia. Suddenly a piece of the Nylon line was inserted beside the ring. The hands took both ends and sawed it back and forth through the still tender flesh. Amy screamed. The woman giggled with glee. The laugh scared Amy, even more than the jailer. This woman was insane! There was no telling what she would do next. She tried to use what she had learned from tracking the jailer, but this mad woman wasn’t moving. Amy shuddered with fear, bringing another maniacal laugh from the woman’s lips.

	The fear was making her bladder convulse and threaten to explode. Amy exerted all her strength to clamp it tight, certain that a leak would set off a fresh tirade. Absently she wondered what had happened to the two men. There was no sign of them and she couldn’t hear them breathing any more.

	"Those two bastards made me beg them to punish me. Do you know what it’s like to be cooped up in a cage with big sharp studs all over the inside and have those two show me what they were going to torture me with and then make me beg for them to use it on me, and scrape and promise to do anything they wanted and made me keep begging until I was hoarse, and then they’d zap me with that prod and start all over, making me use new words to beg with and zapping me if I used an old word, and making me tell them how much I loved my cage and how they were welcome to do anything they liked to me, and then you told them how to use that phone, that damn phone that zapped me from Friday night to Monday morning! Oh, you and I have a lot to settle. I don’t have that phone, but I’ve got stuff that will hurt a hell of a lot more and you’re going to suffer every one of them."

	"Now you beg. Beg me to saw that line right through your pussy lip."

	"Please, Mistress, punish me, Make that line cut slowly through my flesh so you can get some enjoyment out of my pain and suffering. Please Mistress, hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"Try again! Flesh isn’t half as much fun as pussy lip." There was that laugh again.

	"Please, Mistress, punish me. Saw that line through my pussy lip, slowly, so I will feel each fresh cut. Please, Mistress, hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"Too bad this line doesn’t have teeth on it, so you’d really feel it."

	Amy could feel it, only too well. The woman was pulling hard, almost tearing it through the soft flesh while she continued to saw it back and forth. Each movement cut a little deeper, until the line pulled through the last bit of flesh. Amy screamed with pain and slumped, fainting.

	The woman woke her by dumping a bucket of water over her head. Amy sputtered and woke to the pain in her arms and wrists as she hung, inches off the floor. She was still blindfolded, unable to see this insane woman who was torturing her.

	She could hear her, hear that mad giggle laugh that sent cold chills across her chest.

	"Now, beg for some of this fine brew that you gave my husband. They told me it was acid, that it would burn like fire but wouldn’t damage the skin. Just drive you crazy with pain. I’ve got a whole new bottle and you are going to take a full bath in it. Get with it, beg! Your left nipple first."

	"Mistress, that has to be diluted. You can’t use it straight out of the bottle. It has to be diluted 100 to 1."

	"You lying bitch! Trying to con me! You get it full strength, just like they did to me."

	Mistress, I beg of you. Please don’t use it without diluting it. I will beg for it on my nipples, even my clit if you will dilute it."

	A flurry of lashes cut off further pleas. Then she heard the lid of the bottle being unscrewed. A Q-tip touched her nipple, very gently. The pain was instant, and agonizing. Amy screamed and fainted again. She didn’t hear the door open as the jailer and the judge searched for two missing prisoners.

	The judge was on his wife in an instant, holding a prod to her jaw he demanded, "What did you do to her?"

	She hesitated until she saw his finger tighten on the switch.

	"I used some of your acid on her left tit."

	He spotted the open bottle. Swiftly he ran water in the sink and used a cup to rinse the acid off her nipple. He didn’t wait, Yelling at his wife as he tried to dilute the acid as rapidly as possible. "You dumb shit! That has to be diluted, 100 to 1 before it’s safe. You may have done some permanent damage."

	Cowed by the knowledge that she had made a big mistake his wife mumbled an apology, which her husband ignored.

	"I ought to use some of this full strength so you know what it feels like."

	Her face blanched. "No, Master, please. It was a mistake."

	"Certainly not an honest mistake. You’re going back in a cage.. A new cage, smaller and less comfortable. I’m tired of you getting loose."

	He turned to the jailer.

	"Glen is due any minute. Call Dr. Steve and get him over here right away. I’ll keep pouring water on her nipple to neutralize the acid and try and wake her up. And put this thing in a cell until we can figure out a permanent home."

	"Yes, Sir!"

	 

	


Chapter 26 - Home Again

	Glen and Dr. Steve arrived almost together. Amy was awake but groggy. She didn’t see Glen for a moment and then he rushed to her and took her in his arms.

	"Are you all right?"

	She gave him a very weak, "Yes, Master."

	Glen looked at the Judge, who was standing beside the Jailer.

	"What happened here. What happened to Amy?"

	"Glen, I’m sorry. My wife blamed your slave for some novel punishments we were administering. She got out of her cage -- probably with some help -- and grabbed Amy and brought her down here. She had her strung up by the wrists and was using some full strength acid on her..."

	"Master, Sir, she had help. There were two men. They carried the cage for her. She cut one of my... lips with some fishing line.

	Then she put a tiny dab of the acid on my left nipple."

	Dr. Steve immediately looked her over. The labia was bleeding slightly where it had been cut in two.  He opened a package containng a curved needle, already threaded, and made two quick stitches to reconnect the labia.  He doused it with antiseptic as he told Glen, "It was a clean cut so she should heal in a few days."

	He pulled out a magnifier and examined her nipple. Under different circumstances she would have made a crack that her nipples were plenty large without being magnified, but this was no time for joking.

	He dug in his bag for a moment and came up with a tube of ointment. "There is a very small first degree burn on the side of the nipple. The ointment will protect it from infection, but your nipple will feel like a sore toe for a week or so."

	Glen hugged her tighter. Her eyes were still glazed with fear. Having her worst fear turn into reality left her drained.

	The Judge pulled Dr. Steve to one side. "Is there any way you could make her forget any of this happened? She could wind up in a mental institution if this keeps up."

	The Doctor shook his head. "I have some drugs, but they are too dangerous to use when she’s this fragile. Ask Glen. He has some unusual power over her, as you know."

	Glen shook his head at the question. "I’ve only done this with her twice. I don’t know if I can do it, and I don’t know if it will work."

	"Would it help if you told her that her sentence here is finished, she can go home?"

	"It might, but I won’t guarantee anything and Dr. Steve is going to have to stand by in case I screw things up."

	"Please, at least try," asked the Judge.

	Glen looked down at the girl in his arms; his slave, the woman he wanted to marry. He realized if he could pull it off, it would speed her recovery. He had a question. "Where was she when this started?"

	"She was in the bedroom of the Jailer’s quarters, in the cage."

	"Thanks." He looked again at Amy, bent and kissed her.

	"Can you hear me?"

	She nodded, slowly, looking into his eyes.

	"We are going home soon. Your sentence is over. Understand?"

	She nodded.

	"You are going to forget everything that happened to you tonight, from the moment you left the Jailer’s bedroom, until you wake up in my bed. Understand?

	Again she nodded, her eyes closing peacefully.

	"Slave, I ordered you to deny yourself any pleasure from being punished. Do you remember?"

	Eyes still closed she nodded, with a bit more strength.

	Would you like to have me cancel that order?"

	Her eyes flew open, traces of grey mist already forming. She nodded, emphatically.

	"Would you like to experience all the pleasure that you missed? The whips, the cane, the cage, all the things that excite you?"

	The deep groan came from the heart. The hot spot in her belly flared like a wood stove with an open damper.

	"If I tell you to remember all that, will you forget tonight?"

	"Yes, Master."  It was weak, but her eyes showed strength.

	"You are my slave. At my command, you will forget, and remember. Orgasm!"

	She shrieked, loud in his ear. Her body contorted, stretching, symbolically escaping from the cages -- the one of metal and the one of words, that had kept her from enjoyment, kept her from freedom.

	Three of the four men watched in open-mouthed surprise. Glen expected it and was not surprised, although he had begun with secret doubts of his ability to pull it off. This needed more exploration because it was a very unusual rapport between two people.

	The Judge was the first to reach Glen, offering his hand. "Glen, I apologize to you for doubting your word. This is one of the most amazing things I’ve every seen."

	Dr. Steve also offered apologies, while the Jailer stayed in the background. "This is indeed truly amazing. I’d like to do some experiments with this when you have the time. This would make a wonderful article for one of the medical publications."

	Amy meanwhile had come off the cloud she had flown to and was back in the land of the living. She looked up at Glen and asked, "How can anybody condense days and days of arousal that never happened into one short second of absolute bliss?"

	Glen chuckled. "You went multiple, so it was a good thing I was holding you, but you took a lot longer than a second."

	"Ha! I’d argue the point, but shouldn’t I be back in my cage? I’m awfully sleepy."

	"Go ahead and sleep. We’ll discuss the cage at home."

	The Jailer found a stretcher and he and Glen carried her to the pickup, with Dr. Steve bringing the cage.

	"Leave her on the stretcher. If I can borrow a blanket I’ll return it and the stretcher at the same time." He tucked the blanket in around her and climbed into the cab. Amy slept soundly, undisturbed by the move.

	"Thank you, Judge. Thank you Doctor, and thank you... Jailer, for taking good care of her."

	When they reached the house, Georgina was waiting and carried one end of the stretcher to his bedroom. Together they lifted

	her onto the big bed and in a few moments they had her wrist and ankle cuffs closed. Georgina looked at him as if to ask "What next?"

	He grinned and raised the long pillow on the half of the one king size bed next to his king. There lay cuffs for her. She felt at the lower end and found the ankle cuffs waiting. Amy slept as if drugged, allowing herself to be restrained without opening an eye.

	Amy slept the clock around. She woke, feeling familiar cuffs on her wrists, and when she moved her legs, on her ankles as well.

	She looked to the side, but there was no sign of either Glen or Georgina. Amy, seriously in need of a bathroom break, prepared to rise up and holler when Georgina walked in. She gave her a

	"Good Morning," and without prompting released Amy, stopping her as she came around the bed to give her a hug.

	"We missed you,"  she whispered.

	Nodding, Amy made tracks for the bathroom.

	She came out later, holding her left breast up. "Why is my nipple all sticky?"

	"You got a little burn. They put ointment on it to make sure it doesn’t get infected. Nothing to worry about."

	Amy was puzzled by the fact that she couldn’t remember getting the burn. She would agree with the anomaly of a sore toe. She also realized at the same time that she didn’t remember how she got from the room where they kept her cage to Glen’s bed. She made a mental note to ask when the opportunity arose. There was no sign of the cage, and she fervently wished that she never would see it again, knowing as she wished that Glen wouldn’t hesitate to use it if she screwed up again. Or an even more stringent model. She remembered the Jailer talking about the sharp studs in the Judge’s wife’s cage.

	Glen had taken over Georgina’s job, fixing breakfast. He mentally prepared for questions from Amy but she didn’t immediately ask any, preferring instead to stuff herself on sausages and eggs and a pancake. Glenn kidded her as if the cage had never come between them, "Here, we just got you thinned down and you start piling on the pounds."

	"Bread and water is bad enough without the Jailer’s spunk all over it."

	"Lots of protein. You shouldn’t complain."

	She looked at him for a long moment. Then she knelt beside his chair. "Master, a slave begs permission to speak freely."

	"Open time, for both of you. What’s on your mind?"

	"Master, a slave thanks you for punishing her. The cage could not have been more effective. I have learned a bitter lesson and I will not lie to my Master ever again."

	"And?"

	"Master, I learned several hard lessons in that cage. I was blindfolded the entire time so I had to depend on my hearing. I learned to blank everything else out in order to track the Jailer and have some idea of what he was doing. I wish to apply that knowledge to my service for you."

	"I learned that not all Masters are as kind hearted and gentle as you are. I was taught with the whip how to please him, without ever leaving my cage. You noted that I complained about a Master. But, you didn’t punish me. I’m not a fragile egg shell. I want to learn but a Master must be there with tools to punish me if I deviate in the slightest from the path of a slave. I am like a dog. If you punish me, rub my nose in it, I will not intentionally do that again."

	"I have been absent from your bed for how many days?"

	"Eight. And, the weeks before."

	"Must I crawl to you, kiss your boots and beg punishment for my failure? Can I continue to sleep in your bed, knowing I don’t belong there because I shirked my duty as your slave?"

	"You will be punished in good time and in a manner that will not be easy to forget. I say who sleeps in my bed."

	It was not the answer she expected, but she knew she was close to a tongue lashing, if not a real lashing.

	"Any more questions?"

	"Master, why is my nipple sore? How did it get burned?"

	"As your Master, I know how and why it is burned. However this is unimportant information a slave is not to know, so I will not tell you."

	Amy was dumbfounded. This was the first time he had said something like that, but he was clearly in the right. Slaves do not need to know everything. Now she had a puzzle to ponder.

	She realized too that she had just been taught a lesson. Slaves fear change, fear the unknown. Master was deliberately playing on Slave Fear. She knew she would worry about this for weeks to come.

	Glen was pleasantly surprised at her reaction to his answer. He was more than pleased that Amy obviously didn’t remember the events of the previous evening. He still was having trouble getting used to being able to control her mind. He was also pleased that his demonstration had gone a long way toward convincing both the Judge and Dr. Steve that she could be ordered to shut down her arousal and confirmed the story he told them.

	At the moment he had yet another problem to face -- what to do with a slave who seemed unhappy if she wasn’t enduring some horrendously painful punishment. The cage would have been good for that purpose, but Glen was certain that putting her in the cage might break the mental barrier she had set up at his suggestion and she might remember what had happened to her. Some day he would have to tell her, when she had fully regained her strength, but he certainly didn’t want her to find out while cooped up in the small cage. She would need some TLC to get through that trauma.

	Georgina was thinking along much the same lines. She of course was unaware of what had happened, but was listening to her asking in so many words to be punished further. She had seen slaves like Amy before. Their masochistic desire for pain eventually led to excesses that left them mutilated or worse. Amy would have to be handled very carefully and she would need to be taught mental restraint. There was more than enough physical restraint available.

	After catching up with his work, Glen spent the rest of the day questioning Amy about every minute detail, especially her conversations with the Judge. Amy showed reluctance to talk about it, almost as if the blanket over the previous evening was spreading to her entire stay. She admitted that she treated the whole thing as a nightmare, expecting to wake up in Glen’s bed. The Jailer’s whip had finally convinced her that it was real.

	He made her repeat each of the stories about other prisoners that he had abused, no, tortured. She had listened to the Jailer talk about them without the slightest arousal. Telling them brought her to the brink of climax in a few moments. She begged for permission to come, denied each time by his order to keep talking. There were things she had forgotten, like the Jailer sneaking up on her, but as she repeated his stories, she would backtrack and add them in their proper place.

	As he questioned her, he was careful not to put much emphasis on the Judge’s wife. There was no need to as Amy rattled off the incidents the wife was involved in, her voice displaying no unusual inflection that would indicate any special interest in her.

	At mid-afternoon he gave her a break, allowing her to pour a glass of lemonade and switching to Open Time. After a couple of big sips Amy was ready to ask questions of her own.

	"Master, do you have a cattle prod?"

	After listening to her mentioning prods several times he could see where this was headed, but he let her go on.

	"Yes. I do. Why do you ask?

	"You’ve never used it on me, and I don’t think you’ve used it on Georgina."

	"Amy, a real cattle prod is dangerous. They are designed to jolt through the thick skin of a cow. The ones used on humans are a lot less powerful. If you ever saw a two thousand pound bull jump a foot in the air from a cattle prod jolt you’d see why we’re careful. If I ever feel the need to motivate you with a human one you’ll know about it. There’s still plenty of juice. The experts recommend never using any electrical charge above the waist."

	"So, you could use one on my clit?" Her eyes were glittering.

	"Forget it! That’s like using a freight locomotive to push a door shut."

	"Can we try it on my thigh then? You said you were going to continue to punish me. But, you wouldn’t be able to stop me from coming..."

	"Calling for more punishment. Slave, I think the Jailer taught you some very bad habits."

	"Master, he taught me to live with pain. It never ceased the entire time I was in the cage. It got worse when he whipped me, but it never stopped. Look at me now. I’m sitting here with a collar and cuffs on, perfectly comfortable. My collar should be tight on my neck, reminding me every moment that I am your slave, wearing your collar, breathing only with your permission."

	"You’ll be dead in three months."

	Amy’s eyes opened wide. The blunt statement destroyed her train of thought. She couldn’t remember what she had planned to say next.

	"Why?" The question was almost plaintive.

	"Because you are soaking up pain like a sponge. If I let you go on like this you will want more and more punishment, each more strenuous than the last. There’s a limit to what the human body can withstand. You’re already past that limit and headed downhill."

	"I can take it."

	"Amy, you’re tough. I’ve given you credit for that. But, you’re a masochist and you simply don’t know your limits. Back off, before you become a basket case."

	"I can take it."

	"Amy, smarten up!" Glen was getting exasperated. As if in a dream he picked up the wooden ruler on his desk. He ordered,

	"Hold out your hand." Puzzled, she held it toward him, palm up.

	"Amy, this is going to hurt, badly. Worse than any pain you have ever suffered. The pain will last for one hour and then go away. Do you understand?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Glen had no idea whether his suggestion would work. But he needed badly to break her pain spiral before it was too late. He would have liked to consult Dr. Steve, but this seemed to be the perfect opportunity.

	He reached out and tapped the ruler gently across her palm.

	Amy screamed, a banshee wail then dropped to the floor in a dead faint, her hand shoved for protection between her thighs.

	Glen checked her pulse. It was fine, confirming her faint. He went and got a towel and wet it. She came to after a few moments. Her hand moved instinctively setting off a deep growl of pain. She finally spread her legs slightly and gingerly lifted the hand to eye level. She peered unbelieving at the unmarked palm. Nothing could hurt that badly without leaving a cut or a mark. She shook her head, still not believing.

	"Hurt?"

	"Yes, Master," she sighed. "Worse, much worse... How did you do that?"

	"I told you it would hurt."

	"Yes, you did. Is that all it takes to put me in agony?" She moaned again with the pain.

	"That’s all. Amy, you are going to break this habit of asking for more and more punishment. As you can see, you can easily get more than you bargained for. I’m doing my best to keep you from hurting yourself. If anyone else found that you are this easy to control, you’d be dead in a week, screaming your last breath. I told you this would last for an hour. Use that hour to think about how best we can control your appetite for pain."

	


Chapter 27 - Back Up and Start Over

	The hour went by swiftly for Glen. Two phone calls and Amy was kneeling at his desk. He hung up and turned to her.

	"Did you decide what we can do?"

	"No, Master."

	He looked sharply at her, frowning, "No?"

	"No, Master."

	"With a sinking feeling, Glen realized that he had a problem. The tone of her voice was dead, lifeless. A robot, answering his questions, devoid of emotion. Inhuman. That was the word.

	His growing suspicion was confirmed by her lifeless answers to several more questions. He talked to her for half an hour, probing, but always getting the same dull response. He asked specifically about her hand. She lifted it, looked at it without any curiosity and let it drop, lifeless.

	"Do you remember what I told you about your hand?"

	"No, Master."

	"I told you it would hurt."

	Amy nodded her head, not bothering to answer.

	"Listen to me, slave. Listen very closely. You will forget that I punished your hand and that it hurt so badly. You will think as you did before. Can you do that?"

	"Yes, Master." Glen gave a small sigh of relief. The life was back in her voice. That was confirmed when Amy begged,

	"Master, I have been a bad slave. You need to punish me for causing you so many problems."

	"In good time. Remember, a slave never is permitted to know the extent or severity of her punishment, or how long it will last."

	"Master, the jailer used his whip, as I told you, to force me to give him ideas as to how to punish me, an then later ideas to use on the Judge’s wife. I would be pleased to serve my Master by suggesting methods that would cause me pain severe enough to be my punishment, without causing damage to my body, as you ordered."

	"I may call on your services, so be satisfied with that for now."

	"Thank you Master."

	The glitter was back in her eyes. He looked at her, happy he could reverse his ill-timed attempt to control her. The last thing he wanted was a Zombie. He was going to have to be extremely careful with her mental state.

	On a sudden impulse he got up, walked around the desk and pulled the kneeling girl to her feet. He kissed her, slowly caressing her naked body at the same time. She pressed into him, returning the kiss and brazenly feeling between them for his cock, It stiffened at her touch.

	He cut her short. "Kneel."

	She dropped to the floor, her chains clashing. She looked up at him, puzzled, Had she been too forward, touching him?

	"Amy, I am going to marry you and make you my wife-slave. If this is not what you want, you are free to go, right now. Otherwise you will remain my slave and will be a wife in name only. I will warn you once, that your slavery will be hard, your punishments excruciating and you will be kept like a chained animal."

	Glen thought he was being over-dramatic, but he wanted to make clear to her that she could expect no favors as his wife. She knew only too well how the Judge’s wife-slave was being treated, so she would know what to expect.

	Amy threw herself forward, flat on the floor. She crawled the few inches to reach his shoes and kiss them. She grasped his foot and placed it on her neck, pressing suggestively until he pushed down firmly, pinning her to the floor.

	"Master, I am your slave. To add the title of wife is a great honor, more than a lowly slave deserves. I would be pleased to be allowed to continue to serve you."

	"So be it. Go and find Georgina and have her put you to work. Hard work. Be sure to specify that. Also have her whip you for touching your Master’s cock without permission. It is unseemly for a slave of any rank."

	"Yes, Master!" She jumped to her feet and ran on bare feet down to the dungeon to find Georgina.

	A little surprised at his sudden announcement of marriage, Glen watched her go, nodding his head with pleasure. The conversation with the Judge and Dr Steve, and his demonstration of Amy’s ability to orgasm on command would give him a better chance to convince the Judge to allow them to marry, and to perform the ceremony, Now was the time, while it was still fresh in the Judge’s mind.

	Amy was highly elated. Her dream of becoming Glen’s wife was about to come true. The other side of her brain warned, "If you stay out of trouble."

	She found Georgina inspecting the cell. The door was open and the stink coming from the tiny room was enough to make their eyes water. Amy knelt before the woman.

	"Mistress, Master has ordered that you put me to work. Hard work, was his specification. He also ordered me to tell you to whip me for touching Master’s cock without permission."

	"Good, you’re just in time. Get the hose and flush this cell out. Pull the chains out and wash them link by link. Scrub that corner where the chains are on your hands and knees. Then do the rest of the floor. One speck of rust left behind and your whipping will be doubled."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	The bubbly tone in her voice surpised Georgina. She looked suspiciously at Amy, but she held her tongue for the moment.

	Glen watched the two on a monitor with a touch of amusement. He knew very well that Amy was desperate to tell someone -- anyone -- about her impending marriage. Georgina was aware something was up, her slave intuition honed by a number of Masters.

	Later in the day, Georgina was preparing to inspect Amy’s efforts to clean the floor. The rust was so ingrained that Amy had to ask for a wire brush to loosen it up. The stench was somewhat better after she had rinsed the cell down with the big hose. Georgina brought a gallon jug of room freshener which Amy used to mop the floor and then soak the chains.

	Georgina happened to be in Glenn’s office when he turned the monitor on, showing the cell. One glance and he turned the sound up to the maximum; just in time to hear Amy blast a full throated scream of pleasure as her nimble fingers flew in and out of her pussy.

	Glen made a face, shaking his head, muttering under his breath. He pulled out a drawer and handed Amy a dog whip which looked much like a riding crop.

	"It’s no excuse, but I told her that I was going to marry her. If she tries to use that as an excuse, triple her punishment and add anything you please. You are her Mistress and you will remain her Mistress. Treat her like a rebellious child. Use any, and I mean any, punishment you deem fit, now or later. I love her too much to properly handle her, so it’s your job to teach her how slavery goes."

	"Yes, Master. She will blame me for her punishments."

	"Exactly. You and I know better. Treat any complaints with the whip or something worse."

	"I will do my best, Master."

	A minute later she was standing in the doorway. Amy had her back to the door, drifting in the aftermath of her climax. Georgina walked into the room. Amy heard her bare feet at the last second and flipped over and raised onto her knees, looking at Georgina’s grim face. The Mistress didn’t need the video monitor to fix Amy’s guilt. Her upper body was flushed and blotchy, her eyes glowing, certain evidence that she had disobeyed.

	Amy knew she was caught. She tried to talk her way out of the punishment she knew she deserved.

	"Mistress, I’m so happy. Master told me he is going to marry me and make me his wife-slave."

	Georgina was ready with the answer she had mulled over as she descended the stairs.

	"Master told ME that I am your permanent Mistress, with full and complete whip rights over you. Get one thing straight. Being married to a Master entitles you to one thing, and one thing only. Your violation of any slave rules will earn you double the penalty a slave would suffer, as you are supposed to set the proper example for other slaves. In this case, to get you off on the right foot, my orders are to triple your punishment."

	"You have five for touching your Master’s cock without permission. There is a rust spot the size of a dime to the right of your right hand, for five more. Jacking off while at work triples that for thirty. You will get 15 tonight and 15 tomorrow night, in the Master’s bedroom. You will report there promptly at 7 with your choice of a whip. Make a bad choice and you get an extra five each time."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Clean that spot, lock your wrists behind you and report to me. Your punishment for lying to the Master hasn’t even gotten a good start."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Georgina fixed Glen a steak, while the two slaves ate hamburgers. Amy was put to work washing and wiping dishes while Georgina cleaned up the kitchen. A few minutes before 7 Glen put down the paper he was reading and walked up to his bedroom, motioning Georgina to follow. They entered the room and she passed him, headed for a bottom drawer of the double width dresser that took up most of one wall. The drawer was partly full of bondage gear, but she was intent only on a long thin box. She lifted it and laid it on the table where Amy’s cage had been placed.

	Promptly at 7 Amy knelt at the door and knocked softly. Georgina ignored her for a moment, then motioned her in. She knee walked into the room, stopping on the rug next to the big bed. She presented a whip with both hands. Without a word, Glen sat down in the comfortable rocker to watch what would develop.

	Georgina accepted the whip, finding it to be one of the upper level, but by no means the worst on the rack. She made Amy stand at attention, arms at her sides, to receive the whip. Amy accomplished the ritual, asking for each stroke, thanking her whipper and requesting another stroke, then thanking her when the whipping ended. Georgina held her in place, unmoving.

	"You expressed an interest in sleeping in your Master’s bed?"

	"Yes, Mistress, but I..." Georgina cut her short,

	"Yes is enough. Was the rest an excuse?"

	Amy could see she was getting in deeper with every answer. Excuse was not the right word, but it would have to do.

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Did I ask for an excuse?"

	"No, Mistress."

	"A slave does not offer excuses. Do you think you are better than a slave?"

	Glen glanced at Amy, curious to see how she would escape this trap.

	"No, Mistress, I am a slave."

	"Remember that. All day, all night, every day, every night. You are a slave. If I order you to sleep in this bed, you will sleep there, without complaint, without excuse. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Mistress.

	Georgina took the key from around her neck and unshackled Amy. She stood at attention, eyes on the wall, nude, except for her collar.

	"Your pajamas are in that box. Put it on and come back here to be re-chained."

	That was totally unexpected. Worried half sick, Amy hurried to the table and opened the box. She felt the fabric and gasped.

	"Something wrong?"

	"No, Mistress."

	"Then, get it on and get your ass over here."

	Amy stepped into the long pants first, When her feet hit the elastic band across the bottom of the leg she winced.

	"Something wrong?"

	"No, Mistress."

	She hurried to pull the pants up, tightening the belt barely enough to keep them from sliding off her hips. Putting the jacket on resulted in an "ouch" that she couldn’t suppress. Georgina just glared at her, daring her to make the slightest complaint.

	Georgina re-chained her, then she motioned to Amy to sit on the edge of the bed. Amy sat, and promptly rose into the air as if rocket propelled.

	"Mistress!"

	"Is there a problem?"

	Both Georgina and Glen were poised to pounce. Amy was smart enough to avoid the trap, but the suit, with its lining of velcro-like studs was already giving her nightmares. The cuffs applied over the cloth and tightened pressed hundreds of pricking pieces of metal into her skin. Sitting on her welted butt was like getting hit in the ass with a double load of birdshot. She already had an inkling what lying in the hooded ‘nightgown" was going to be like on her whipped back. She swallowed hard.

	"No, Mistress."

	Georgina spotted the loose belt.

	"Tighten that. Three holes. An extra for shirking."

	Amy groaned to herself. The belt became a ring of fire around her waist. It crossed at least one welt.

	Georgina took care of the hood, pulling the drawstring taut and tying it. Amy discovered she didn’t want to open her mouth, but she had to. Through gritted teeth, "Thank you, Mistress for punishing me."

	"You get the center chains, between us."

	She crawled to her designated spot. Fresh cuffs tightened, fresh pain. She lay down very gingerly, but it didn’t help. Her striated back hurt like a dozen blowtorches were aimed at her at close range.

	It would be a long night. Glen dragged his body across her to reach Georgina and back to his side, stopping only to have Amy clean the juices off his dwindling cock. This seemed to occur every few minutes, although the pauses were actually longer. Finally Glen was sated.

	Georgina turned in her chains and whispered loudly in Amy’s ear, "You move an eyelid before morning and you’ll have a bale of straps to contend with tomorrow night. Wake either of us up and you will wish you were back in your cage."

	Amy didn’t even dare nod.

	Somehow she remained motionless. Even a slight flex of a muscle found a myriad of points to press into her flesh. Her eyes were closed and she was afraid to open them, certain that one or the other was lying there watching her, waiting to catch her making a mistake. She remembered the Jailer, who woke at the slightest whisper of sound.

	They actually did check on her several times during the night, alternating like a married couple in using a tiny flashlight to see her face, and listening to her regular breathing.

	The night stretched endlessly. Amy was hurting too much to sleep, even had she dared, knowing she would move about if she slept. She was gratified that they were checking on her, but their free movements made her miss being able to move all the more and made the night even longer.

	When morning finally came, Amy suffered one final and painful indignity. She was released from the bed and then Georgina made her roll across the floor to the bathroom. She was allowed to drop her pants, but had to tighten the belt again and then roll back to where Georgina was waiting to take her chains off.

	When the two pieces came off, Amy looked like she had spent the night in a wasp next. There were literally thousands of red specks on every square inch of her skin, some deeper than others where there had been more pressure. Georgina avoided asking any questions, letting the punishment speak for itself, half afraid that Amy would earn more punishment by an outburst. She felt sorry for Amy in a detached way, but she was too good at her job to let personal feelings get in the way.

	During breakfast, Glen surprised them both by bringing up the subject of Amy’s burned nipple. He was looking ahead at some of the possibilities and decided that this was a good time to clear that mystery.

	"I’ve decided to inform you two as to how Amy’s nipple got burned. There’s more to the story, but the basics are that the Judge’s wife, with some help, got out of her cage and abducted Amy just before I was to pick her up. When we discovered her, she had Amy hanging by her wrists and was just starting to burn her with some full strength acid, that should have been diluted. 100 to 1."

	He turned to Amy, "I told you to forget everything that happened until you got here. I want you to remember these things I’ve just told you.  The incident is over and I’m told that the judge’s wife is being severely punished for what she did to you. Do you remember?"

	"Yes, Master. I wondered how I got here."

	"I brought you home on a stretcher. The lock on the cage had been broken so there was no need to put you back in the cage.

	"Thank you, Master."

	"Are you ready to go back there?"

	Amy looked like she’d been slugged in the gut. She slid off the chair and dropped to her knees, grabbing wildly for Glen’s slipper, covering it with frantic kisses.

	"Oh, no, Master! Please, punish me here. Don’t send me back there, I beg of you!"

	"One lie and you’re back there, permanently."

	"I will not lie! I learned my lesson."

	"It didn’t seem to inhibit you from playing with yourself."

	Her manner changed instantly from begger to penitent.

	"No, Master. I deserve punishment."

	


Chapter 28 - The Stocks

	"Your new pajamas weren’t enough? That’s a complaint."

	"Master, they are a potent punishment. There are many things I’d gladly do to avoid another night like last night."

	"Like keeping your fingers out of your cunt?"

	She looked away for a second, then locked eyes with him again,

	"That too."

	"Interesting. We’ll perhaps discuss it when you are in need of relief from some other painful punishment. Right now, you need to report to Georgina for work. The key word is ‘hard’."

	"Yes, Master."

	She walked on her knees, stopping in front of Georgina. She bowed her head, then looked up at her.

	"I am ready to be worked, Mistress. Master instructed that it be hard work."

	Georgina rose. "Do the dishes, clean the kitchen, mop the floor, wash the windows and then report to me in the dungeon, in one hour."

	All three knew that the work laid out would take at least two hours. All three also realized that Amy was being put to the test,  Becoming the Master’s wife-slave was not going to be easy. Amy was not at all sure she could pass the test, but she was determined to try her best. With two bosses thinking up unique and painful trials she would need all her strength.

	She was an hour and 15 minutes late, out of breath, when she reached the dungeon. Georgina pointedly looked at her watch. Amy flopped to her knees, eyes fixed on her Mistress. She didn’t say a word, knowing she already was in a fix. She knew the rule by heart -- a slave never offers excuses, always accepts blame without quibbling.

	The reaming out she got was not exactly unexpected, but its range was. "You are 75 minutes late. You reported to me without knocking, without submitting and by flopping down like a sack of cement. You have neglected to walk on your toes for some time. Go back outside and enter properly!"

	"Yes, Mistress!"

	She jumped to her feet, rose to her toes and hurried out the door, closing it behind her. She knelt before the door and rapped softly. Georgina waited a full minute before ordering, "Enter."

	Amy rose to her feet and walked on tiptoe to a spot in front of Georgina. She gracefully sank to the floor, crawled forward and reverently kissed the bare feet of her Mistress, then knelt up.

	"Clean them, to my knees."

	The soon to be wife-slave prostrated herself again and began licking, starting with the toes. When she reached Georgina’s knees her Mistress pushed her away. She knelt up, reporting,

	"Mistress, my Master instructed me to report to you for hard work. He said, ‘The key word is hard’."

	"You are 90 minutes late reporting. Do you have an excuse?"

	"No, Mistress. I have been disobedient and beg punishment."

	"At the moment, the key word is ‘90.’ Slave, what would you suggest for a slave who is 90 minutes late? Something suitable to make up for 90 minutes of your Mistress’ valuable time?"

	"90 lashes with the whip, Mistress."

	The word trap closed. Georgina suppressed a grin. "You couldn’t take half that number. I’d be whipping your ass for the next month. Besides, you are under strict orders never to propose a punishment that would damage you in any way, I see this as a direct violation and I’m certain Master will be even less pleased."

	Amy desperately wanted to defend her choice, but Georgina gave her no chance to even open her mouth. "Your job this afternoon will be scrubbing the floor and dusting all the equipment. However, you’re going to lose the 90 minutes, because I have a more appropriate use for your time."

	With that she walked over and pulled the cover off what looked like a merry-go-round. But, rather than horses, it had heavy bars sticking out to the sides. Each bar had manacles on short chains near the outside end and a pair of clips dangling from thin chains.

	"Come over here."

	Amy obediently stepped up on the wooden platform and stood close to one of the bars while Georgina locked the manacles and squeezed the clamps onto her turgid nipples. She jumped when Georgina sliced her thigh with her crop.

	"On your toes!" she commanded.

	Amy immediately rose up until only the balls of her feet and her toes were touching the wood.

	"I have just the remedy for those flat feet of yours, and a harness to keep you mindful of the fact that you are being punished for being lazy."

	The word brought an angry glare from Amy, but she bit her tongue, knowing she would lose any battle, painfully. She watched as Georgina went to a chest and picked some items. She showed Amy two pieces of cloth which had dozens of thumbtacks embedded in them. Then she attached them to Amy’s heels with short pieces of duct tape.

	"I would strongly urge that you keep plenty of daylight between your heels and the floor. And just so your top won’t feel lonely, there’s this harness to make your tits wish they were somewhere else."

	The harness straps were made of two thin layers of leather, with tacks in a solid row on every piece. The harness vaguely resembled a bra, except that there were no cups. Straps went around the base of each breast, then attached to side straps which went under her armpits, meeting the shoulder straps attached to the top of each ‘cup.’ Georgina tightened each strap until the tacks were pressed firmly against the nearest flesh. She  warned Amy, "Any slacking and there are several more buckle holes that I can use. Pick up the load and start pushing. You have 90 minutes and I expect at least 90 full revolutions!"

	"Yes, Mistress!"

	The small platform looked like it would move easily. Amy pushed and was disabused of that idea at once. It felt like pushing a car with the brakes on. Actually that was exactly what was going on. Georgina had already fixed the brake so the carousel would turn only with the greatest difficulty. Without the brake Amy could have pushed it at a fast trot.

	Amy grunted and put her shoulder into it, shoving hard to get it moving. The tacks stung like angry bees as her body flexed. Her breasts bounced against the harness, scraping more tacks. Once she got it moving she pushed with her arms out straight, but the nipple clamp chains were too short so she had to bend her elbows with a consequent loss of strength. She almost dropped her heels for more purchase, but remembered in time that more of the dreadful tacks were poised under her feet.

	Despite a few flicks from Georgina’s crop, it took nearly five minutes for the first round. She stopped Amy and pointed out that at this rate she would take all afternoon and into the evening to complete her quota. She was blunt. "I can take the brake off if you accept another punishment."

	Amy opened her mouth to ask what the punishment would be, but she had no choice.

	"Yes, Mistress, I have failed. I accept another punishment."

	"You will run until you have caught up with the time. Then you may walk the remaining time to complete your 90 minutes. After that we’ll consider your extra punishment."

	She pulled a lever, taking the brake off and glanced at her watch. "You will run until I tell you to stop, That will catch you up, but you will have to do better than one a minute for the rest of the 75 minutes."

	Amy pushed and had to move her feet quickly to catch up. Her nipple clamp chains snapped taut but she caught up in time to ease most of the strain. She trotted, then broke into a full scale run, her long hobble chain rattling on the wood floor.

	As her speed increased the hobble chain became a hazard. The movement of her feet made it coil and swing like a snake, slamming into her foot or jerking on her ankle. She tried changing her stride, which only seemed to make it worse. Her feet and ankles were bruised when Georgina finally allowed her  to stop running and just walk. She was panting, thoroughly winded, but she managed to walk and keep up with the moving bar, avoiding any more jerks on her sore nipples.

	When her time was up she was immediately released and handed a bucket and a quite small brush. Georgina was brusque,

	"Start cleaning. "You’re late!"

	That, and a flick of the crop sent Amy hustling to the far corner of the dungeon to start scrubbing. A few minutes later Georgina stepped in front of  her, right on the wet spot she was cleaning.

	"Here’s some incentive to get done as soon as possible."

	With that she literally snapped the nipple clips on, the chain dragging in the water. Amy thanked her, never stopping her scrubbing. Her movements speeded up noticeably.

	It was a large room and a small brush, but Amy worked hard, still stinging from the ‘lazy’ crack and finished the last of the floor just as Georgina came to announce dinner. One more minute and Amy would have had the traditional dungeon fare.

	She put the pail and brush away and followed her Mistress up the stairs to the kitchen, where Glen was already seated. She knelt and knocked on the door as Georgina walked in and began serving. Glen ordered her to enter and she kissed his feet and then sat in the waiting chair.

	"You’re late. Both of you. "Whose fault is that?"

	Amy didn’t hesitate. "It’s my fault, Master. I did not finish washing the dungeon floor in time."

	Glen ignored her, speaking to Georgina. "See that she is not late again."

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Take her nipple clips and put them on your own nipples. She needs to learn that her acts can have serious consequences for others."

	"Yes, Master."

	She stood in front of Amy, eyes locked. She reached down and unclipped one nipple. Amy gasped as blood flowed again. The clamp went on Georgina’s right breast, joining them for a moment with its thin chain. Georgina unclipped the second nipple. Amy gasped again. Georgina clipped her left nipple, silent.

	"Supper’s getting cold," Glen warned.

	Georgina hurried to serve him, the steam rising from the hot food pulling the rug out from under his complaint.

	Amy ate with her head down, afraid to involve herself in the easy conversation, fearful she would commit some error that would bring further discipline her way.  Georgina didn’t see it that way.

	"Cat got your tongue?"

	Amy glanced up, and shook her head. "No, Mistress. I was just listening to you two talking."

	"Afraid you’ll say the wrong thing?"

	Amy’s face reddened, caught again. Both Georgina and Glen could read her like a book.

	"Yes, Mistress," she half whispered.

	"You’re missing some important training. A wife-slave needs to be able to carry her part of dinner conversation and other social events. We don’t want you the butt of ‘dumb blond’ jokes."

	Amy’s face got perceptibly redder. Invariably Georgina’s advice was to the point and important for Amy to know. There was much she could learn if she could get out of the spiral of bad acts and punishment that she was embroiled in.

	"I’m sorry, Mistress. I will do my best to follow your sage advice."

	Glen of course was thinking along the same lines. Amy’s beauty would be an asset to his real estate business, but first she would have to be retrained thoroughly before she could be entrusted again with clothes and a place in the outside world.

	Bedtime was much the same, and a lot different than the previous evening. Amy arrived on the stroke of 7, holding a new whip in both hands. Georgina took the whip, but after getting Amy to attention, she stopped and motioned to Glen. He got out of his easy chair and came over to look at the welts remaining from the previous night. Both shook their heads at the same time.

	"Your whipping is postponed 24 hours. You still have welts that need to heal. However, they are not serious enough to affect wearing your pajamas. Go get them and put them on."

	"Yes, Master."

	Georgina supervised and moved chains off and back on. When Amy reached the belt she ordered, "Same as last night. The extra hole for being late."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Knowing what was coming, she steeled herself to the coming pain. Just crawling across the bed hurt. She reached her spot, turned and gently lay down. The sharp points were waiting for her. She wanted to scream in agony, but she remained silent. She spread her legs to the limit of the hobble and raised her cuffed hands above her head, both moves making her wince with fresh pain.

	Georgina leaned across her to close the manacles on her arms, her weight pressing sharp points into Amy’s front and back. This pain would repeat when Glen moved across her to take Georgina in his arms, while she had to lie, silent and unmoving as the bed rocked beneath her. She stared at the ceiling until Georgina pressed her eyelids shut, a silent warning.

	Mistress was still wearing the nipple clamps. They had dragged their chain across Amy’s face. Now she assumed they were resting on Georgina’s chest.

	Glen picked up the chain, fingering it, drawing it taut first to one nipple, then the other. Georgina writhed against him as he tugged. She wore them through their first bout, but when Glen came back to her a second time, he released them and then turned to Amy, attaching them again to her reddened and very sore nipples. She made no protest, or noise, but a tear escaped and rolled down her cheek. She knew they were hers for the night. She accepted the fresh pain as her due. The words ‘Pain Slut’ entered her mind and refused to leave.

	Several centuries later morning dawned. Amy rolled to the bathroom across the floor, loosened her belt, did her business and pulled the belt tight again, just for the short roll back to Georgina’s waiting chains. Glen was already downstairs, checking his phone log for calls.

	Georgina informed her, "Do the dishes, kitchen and report to the dungeon, where you’ll spend the rest of the day. You still have the dusting to do."

	Breakfast was a bit more spirited than dinner the previous evening. Amy was light-headed from a total lack of sleep in the last 48 hours, but she managed to hold up her end of the conversation without drawing fire from either one. In the back of her mind ‘dull, boring dust cloth’ seemed to be repeating and repeating. She would have to be careful not to vocalize that complaint.

	Once the kitchen was spotless she made her way to the dungeon, walking carefully to avoid the tack strips still taped to her heels. She already felt she was becoming accustomed to walking on tiptoe. It was little different than walking in high heels,, except there was no support at all for her heels. Stairs would always be a problem.

	She found she was to dust everything in the room. The covers were to be removed one at a time from the machines hidden under them and they were to be dusted and oiled if necessary.

	She dusted the equipment already uncovered and then walked up to the closest covered hulk and pulled the cover off.

	The first piece of equipment was a gigantic stocks.

	


Chapter 29 - Working in the Dungeon

	Amy stood and looked at the stocks for a long moment. Constructed of massive oak beams with thick iron fittings, it looked like an import from Hell.

	More to the point at the moment, every flat surface and even many rounded connectors were coated with a thick layer of dust. Amy was not too surprised as the cover had released a cloud of dust when she pulled it free. She remembered Glen’s mention that the two maids were never allowed in here to clean. She resigned herself to at least another day scrubbing the floor. As she sized up the monster, she had a sinking feeling that this would be only the first of the group, all of them requiring a full scale cleaning.

	She set to work and spent more than an hour wiping up dust, repeatedly wringing out the rags she was using. Paying attention, she suddenly recognized the rags as coming from her clothes closet. Pawing through them she spotted pieces from several of her favorite dresses. The discovery hurt. She made a wry face, at the same time realizing that she might never wear such clothes again.

	Amy yawned several times, each time speeding up her work. She was nearly finished with the stocks when a wave of tiredness swept over her. The hard work, combined with two sleepless nights was sapping her strength. She set the pail down and sat on the platform of the stocks. Leaning back into a corner to support her body she closed her eyes, "just for a moment."

	Glen was busy with phone calls and had to leave to show a client an office building he had listed. After he left, Georgina came by the monitor. Glancing at it she saw no sign of Amy. She switched to the other cameras, one by one, still with no sign of Amy.

	Georgina activated the zoom and after a little more looking she spotted the pail. She zoomed in even closer and at last saw one of Amy’s feet. At the camera angle she was almost hidden in the corner of the stocks.

	Georgina swore under her breath. She heard the door open and close as Glen walked in. Quickly she showed him what was going on. He shook his head.

	"Our little slave is hiding to take a nap. Let’s convince her that the stocks are not a comfortable bed.

	Amy was totally passed out. She didn’t even stir when Glen picked her up and sat her in the center of the stocks, on a steel plate that covered the center of a wooden bench. Georgina got her ankles into the half-holes in the wooden frame in front of her before Amy stirred. Georgina closed the top, capturing her ankles below her ankle cuffs. The beam dropped with a thud, waking Amy from her deep sleep.

	Her eyes widened in horror as she discovered her Master and Mistress staring at her as they fixed her bondage. She sputtered for a second, ready to protest, but the warning look on Georgina’s face shut her up.

	Wood closed around her neck, cocking her collar at an angle so that it dug into her neck painfully.

	Wood closed on her wrists, somewhere behind her, jamming her cuffs into her arms. She tried to move. Her fingers fluttered. Her toes clenched and unclenched. Her seat was a foot lower than her trapped ankles. The angle prevented her from lifting herself. As soon as she discovered her inability to move one more gadget was added to her discomfort.

	Glen caught her under the arms and lifted her an inch off the seat. There was a grinding noise and the metal plate pulled away, exposing the worst torment of all. Glen let her drop the inch. She cried out, stabbed to the heart. "Please, Master, Mistress. It hurts!"

	She cried out again, begging for relief. Georgina’s face showed contempt, even though she knew the pain would be excruciating.

	"Discipline is supposed to hurt, stupid. If you think you can get by with sleeping when you are ordered to work hard you are dumber than you look."

	"Please, Mistress. Have pity. It hurts!"

	She didn’t even hear the words of her Mistress. She felt like she was sitting on a bed of hot coals, fresh pain on her barely healed welts and weals. The cause of all her clamor was a cruel device that had been hidden under the steel plate. She was seated on two metal rollers, each of which had dull pointed studs covering the entire surface. Her slightest movement, even breathing, caused the rollers to move, attacking new areas of flesh.

	"Slave, be silent, or I will move you with the whip!"

	Amy stifled a sob and snapped her mouth shut. She could readily visualize what reflex movements she would make under the whip and from this small foretaste, how much it would hurt.

	She was blindfolded almost as an afterthought.

	Glen checked the monitor frequently and Georgina visited the dungeon several times. She delivered bread and water after she had fed Glen and herself.

	At 7, Glen and Georgina paid their weeping victim a visit. Glen laid down the law. "Slave, you have a choice. You can spend the night here, or spend it in my bed, in your pajamas."

	The answer came as fast as she could push the words out:

	"Master, I beg to sleep in your bed, in my pajamas."

	"If you don’t sleep, you spend tomorrow as you are now."

	"Master, I will sleep, only as you order it."

	Georgina went home. She had stayed away two extra nights to take charge of Amy. Glen assured her he could handle things by himself and instructed her to be back by 7 a.m.

	Amy blushed repeatedly as Glen put her through the nightly ritual: toilet, cold shower, inspection and pajamas. She already was accustomed to following orders from her Mistress, which in her mind put her Master on a near unreachable pinnacle. She donned her pajamas, anticipating its torture, the many sharp points finding the tiny sore spots left from the previous night. Tonight she had the added problem of the damage the studded rollers in the stocks had done to her rear end. The fire was banked, but she knew that sitting would fan the coals to raging fire again.

	The next problem loomed like a mountain before her. How on earth could she sleep in her cocoon of pain?  She had already suffered through two sleepless nights. The stolen minutes of sleep in the dungeon dulled her need, but it remained. Adding to her woes was the threat of another session in the stocks if she didn’t sleep. She had promised to sleep. Breaking that promise was an unthinkable act.

	Glen led her around the bed and indicated the restraints at the edge of the bed, rather than the ones near the center that she had worn the two previous nights. She thanked him silently for small favors. This way she didn’t have to crawl across the bed, relieving her knees of at least that small amount of her overall pain. She moaned when she was made to first sit, then swing her legs into the bed,, dragging the points across her abused flesh. Glen gave her a nasty look but said nothing. He deliberately let his body rest on hers, jabbing her breasts with a thousand knives as he locked the manacles on her wrists. He got off and moved to the foot to close the shackles around her ankles and pull her taut.

	His hand grasped one of her feet. Instinctively she tensed, guessing her fate. Had she not been a slave she would have screamed protests, refusing to let him touch her. She made not a single protest, not the slightest noise until his fingernail raked across her instep. Just once. Amy thrashed like a hooked fish, remembering the feather that had ended her holdout in the cage.

	She screamed, a mixture of pain, anger and defiance, overwhelmed by the sensations that battered her defenses from every nerve in her body. The defiance ended and pain blasted into every cell in her body. Glen seemed to ignore her. She knew better. He was studying her reaction, thinking up new ways to discipline her. She hung on to her sanity, certain it would be a long hurtful night.

	Self doubt nagged her as Glen prepared for bed. What did he see in her that made marriage his choice? For that matter, what did she see in him that made her so willing to give up her freedom and accept his punishments willingly? She couldn’t answer for him but for her part she needed to prove to herself that she could set goals and accomplish them. The pain washed over her, but it washed right off, leaving her always wishing for just a bit more. With either Glen or Georgina that attitude could be dangerous, setting off a never-ending spiral of torment that would be far more than what she had bargained for. Becoming Glen’s wife-slave was turning into a marathon which she must run in hobbles.

	Glen leaned over and tied a sleep mask over her eyes. She stared into blackness, then closed her eyes to the same blackness. She heard, and felt him move to his own side of the bed, then the click of the big wall mounted TV screen.

	She heard a moan, another, and a third, then the pistol shot sound of a whip being cracked. Glen was watching a bondage movie. She could not watch, but she could listen. Soon her imagination transposed the sounds into vivid Technicolor, picturing, even feeling the actions of the men and women on the screen.

	Through the bed she was beginning to feel a slow, rhythmic movement. It evoked a picture in her mind of Glen moving his hand up and down a massive hard-on, beating his meat as he watched the action on the screen. Humiliation poured over her. Here she was, inches away from him, chained helplessly to the bed in the most inviting way and he preferred his hand. To make matters worse, her pussy was dripping like a faucet with unneeded lubrication, convulsing with each slow stroke.

	Dreaming of the ways he had taken her in their first days and nights together did nothing to dispel her embarrassment, actually making it worse. She had suffered through the endless bouts he had with Georgina without feeling half as much as this simple act was causing her.

	Thinking about it only made it worse. One moment she hated her Mistress with a passion. The next she loved her, would accept any order willingly and wanted her tongue between her legs. She was ambivalent about Glen, but leaning more to the overwhelming desire to become his wife-slave. She realized only too well that she was transferring her anger at his treatment of her to Georgina, blaming her for her problems while she knew that she was being unfair.

	At last she heard the TV click off. Glen had apparently been able to meld his groans of contentment into the sounds from the screen. She felt him lean over her.

	"Go to sleep, and that’s an order."

	"Yes, Master." She kept her humiliation out of her voice.

	Although she had nearly dozed during the movie, she was wide awake, unable to control the thoughts that flooded her brain. Desperate, she tried a trick she had read about long ago.

	She visualized her toes, then willed them to sleep, concentrating until she no longer felt them. She visualized her toeless feet, willing them to sleep. They disappeared from her conscious mind. Then her ankles, her legs, her knees, her thighs. The emptiness lessened the pain being reported to her brain. She remembered nothing beyond that point as her mind, tired of the intense concentration, shut down and let her sleep.

	Even her breathing stopped. In a moment it resumed, the breathing of a body tired beyond belief, sleeping. Glen, alert at the first sign of a problem, listened to her even breathing, smiling in the dark, savoring her obedience.

	Morning came. Glen awoke shortly before 7. Amy slept on, unmoving. Glen quietly dressed and left her asleep as he went down for breakfast. Georgina was already there and the coffee smell made him hungry. He sketched the previous night’s activities, including Amy sleeping. Georgina smiled.

	"A slave is her own alarm clock. Perhaps another session in the dungeon, Master?"

	"Have you forgotten that I put you in total charge of her, including, according to you, complete whip rights?"

	"No, Master, I haven’t forgotten. I needed a little extra to impress her with the fact that whips are part of my total control of her."

	"That sounds suspiciously like an excuse. Be careful. Never say never."

	Georgina didn’t need it spelled out. She was dangerously close to Glen’s edge. If she slipped over it, she could be joining Amy in the dungeon, or even find Amy as her Mistress with full whip rights. She would have to draw deeply into her knowledge and experience to find the right blend that would satisfy her Master, and her slave. She had served a Mistress just once, a year of her life she would like to forget. She had learned much, endured much and barely avoided being broken into a mindless two-legged cunt.

	Glen got up and went into his office. Georgina picked up her crop and walked up the stairs to the bedroom. Amy was still sound asleep.

	The crop fell across both breasts, driving the cloth into them in a fiery line. Amy reared up, yelling in shock. She fell back, driving more fire into her back.

	"You’re an hour late for breakfast! In fact, you missed breakfast. Your bread and water will be served in the dungeon in 20 minutes. I’m going to make sure you don’t miss THAT appointment."

	The crop descended again. Amy yelled while she literally jumped out of bed. She dropped to the carpet and rolled to the bathroom, each roll threatening her bladder with splitting in two.

	Amy made it to the dungeon with a few seconds to spare. Georgina didn’t spare the horses and gave Amy more than enough encouragement to make haste, even trying her favorite expression, "Hurry, every chance you get."

	While Amy caught her breath, Georgina brought forth a pail and an even smaller brush than before. "You made a terrible mess around the stocks, so today you scrub the entire floor."

	She looked at Amy, daring her with her eyes to object, but Amy refused the bait. Georgina made it a little tougher.

	"There’s still some dust on the stocks. After you do the floor, you will clean the stocks and then do the floor again."

	That got Amy’s attention. She raised her head and looked at Georgina, hiding the anger and not letting it show in her eyes.

	"Your Master’s instructions were?"

	Amy sighed with resignation. "Hard work, Mistress."

	"Slave, if you have the faintest hope of becoming Master’s wife-slave you would do well to forget how to sigh and carry on and concentrate on doing more than you are asked to do and even volunteer for extra work and extra punishments. You could very easily be made to do this work with 10-pound steel balls locked to each leg."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"For example, isn’t that an overly large brush you have to wash the floor?"

	Amy got the point. "Please, Mistress, do you have a smaller brush I can use, one that will get in the cracks better? Perhaps an old, worn out toothbrush?"

	"That’s better. See that you keep that up. Now, get to work. You have until noon to get your chores done."

	Refreshed from a night’s sleep, Amy made a fast start, but the tiny brush made her life miserable. Her chains were always in the way. She daydreamed about the steel balls that her Mistress had threatened her with and promptly got aroused to the point where she was ready to take the brush to her clit. Twice she caught her hand moving between her legs and jerked it away, all too conscious of the fact that playing with her clit was what started this round of punishment.

	The odds were hopelessly against her finishing on time; she got the first floor scrubbing done, cleaned the last of the dust off the stocks and had a good start on the second floor washing when time ran out. Georgina had a simple solution. She waited until Amy finished the second scrubbing of the floor and then figured the overtime. "You took 95 minutes too long. Now you will spend 95 minutes in the stocks."

	Knowing what awaited her, Amy couldn’t help making a sour face, which she immediately regretted. To avoid one of Georgina’s matter-of-fact punitive punishments, she suggested helpfully, "Mistress I made a face about sitting in the stocks. I could be made to hold one of your steel balls in my lap as punishment."

	"Ah! An excellent idea. Why didn’t you think of that before?"

	The question was rhetorical so no answer was expected.

	Amy cooperated fully as she was locked into the massive wood beams. Georgina lifted her to remove the steel plate hiding the studded rollers, then sat her down. Amy carefully hid her reaction to the contact. Her Mistress disappeared for a few moments and came back holding a grapefruit-sized steel ball and a length of heavy chain. She positioned the ball on Amy’s mound, held in the pocket made by her upraised legs. She laid several links of slack on her legs below the ball and then ran the end behind her neck, the tag end banging against her nipple.

	Magnified by her awkward position, the ball seemed to weigh a ton and the chain even more.

	Georgina smiled at her captive and told her the bad news. "I have a special treat in store for you if you drop either the ball or the chain. I’d better find everything in exact position when I come back. Your time starts now."

	There were no clocks in the dungeon. Amy’s wristwatch was locked away, somewhere. She sat and considered her options.

	She decided almost immediately not to write a book titled "How I survived 95 minutes sitting on a studded roller." Otherwise her immediate future looked bleak.

	


Chapter 30 - My Kingdom for a Horse

	The ball stayed put, cradled against her outstretched legs. The loose chain didn’t. People who work with chains know that they have a mind of their own, like cats. You can only pull a chain. You can’t push it.

	The links lying on her legs slowly slid off, victims of imperceptible movements triggered by the studs she was sitting on. She had a good hour to think about the consequences, long enough to put her in a state of panic. She couldn’t stop thinking about the possible punishments that awaited her. "Special treat" dissolved into flashes of incredible pain from some unknown source.

	The only saving grace was the power of the pain to arouse her. As a child she had several times frightened herself into hysterics  and orgasms fantasizing about painful trials and tortures. She made the mistake of telling her mother the cause of her upset, setting off a string of doctor visits that did her no good. After that she learned to hide her feelings, first from her parents, then her scant few boyfriends and then Ralph.

	Her pain fantasies returned after Ralph was safely behind bars. His crude sadism made her disappear into her shell. Fear and abuse didn’t mix. She had suppressed her fantasies in order to cope with Ralph.

	When Glen came on the scene, oozing the powers of mastery, she turned over a new leaf. Despite her hurt, she blossomed in Glen’s arms, once more free to pursue her pain. Her youthful self-training was working here as well. She could hide nearly everything from Glen and much of her emotions from Georgina, although her Mistress was reading her more accurately all the time.

	She would much prefer to have Glen as her personal trainer, but she was flexible enough to go with the current arrangement. As long as they didn’t ask the question she couldn’t lie to answer, her deception was safe. Still, Amy knew that the question was coming. It wasn’t if, it was when. She knew too that when her deception was exposed she would be charged with another lie.

	She had already been thoroughly self-punished when her Mistress suddenly loomed before her. Amy reviewed everything she had done in the preceding minutes, trying to remember if she had broken any other rules. She needn’t have bothered because Mistress had eyes only for the errant chain.

	"Give you a simple task -- just sit there -- and you fuck it up!"

	"Yes, Mistress. I beg punishment."

	"You don’t have a suggestion?"

	"I do, Mistress, but every one would leave scars or other injury."

	"That’s an excuse. You just doubled your special treat."

	"Thank you, Mistress."

	"Ever ridden a horse?"

	"No, Mistress."

	"How about a wooden horse?"

	"No, Mistress. I’ve read about them." She tried to look around, but her neck was held firm.

	"As it happens, it’s right behind you."

	Georgina pulled the cover off, raising a cloud of dust that set her sneezing.

	"You’ll have work to do -- lots of it -- after you have your treat."

	Without warning a hood dropped over Amy’s head. She felt Georgina’s fingers tightening straps. There were no eye holes, so she was blind. Then she discovered she was deaf as well, and dumb came not far behind as a foam-filled gag stuffed her mouth and forced her cheeks into the classic ‘chipmunk’ pose so dearly loved by gag lovers -- those who installed gags, not the ones forced to experience the overstuffed feeling. Two well-placed straps flattened her cheeks, forcing the foam to find room in a mouth already over-booked. The gag was perilously close to the empty expanse of her throat, a fraction of an inch from the spot where her gag reflex lay waiting.

	Mistress unlocked the stocks, allowing a very stiff and sore slave the opportunity to put her feet back on the ground, although not without some help. She took the chain and ball and set them aside, rightly guessing that her pain glutton charge would be begging to wear it before very long.

	Amy had to be lifted off the rollers, and finally onto her feet. Mistress grunted with effort as she picked up a quite heavy, odd shaped bar, almost hidden among the wide leather straps. Without help she couldn’t handle it, so she made Amy lie on the floor and using both hands, laid the bar on her back. She hooked two long curved arms through Amy’s crotch, extending up onto her lower belly.

	The upper end of the bar looked vaguely like a lacrosse net. The main bar split into several curved ‘fingers’ that hugged the back of Amy’s head. A broad strap across her forehead jammed her skull tightly into the bar. A second strap lower down crossed her mouth, applying further pressure to her gag.

	Restrained at both ends, the bar gave new meaning to rigidity. If the bar had been merely straight it would have served its purpose well, but the designer perhaps had a fetish for bows. The bar bent in a graceful arc -- in, not out -- and Amy’s spine followed where it led. The immediate result for Amy was to find herself rocking on her pushed out stomach, but there was more.

	Her arms were crossed, laced with straps that held her hands high between her shoulder blades. More straps racked her elbows behind her, over the curved bar. Her prominent breasts took center stage, forced forward to take weight off her stomach. Straps seemed to fly around her body, tighter and tighter until breathing became a survival sport. Amy was hauled to her feet, exposing several slack straps which were pulled taut and the already taut ones were tightened another hole.

	Amy sagged under the weight of the bar, roughly a quarter of her own weight. Robbed of her critical senses, she could only feel. She quickly lost count of the straps. The hood was shrinking, she thought, crushing weight on her skull. Her spine was rebelling fruitlessly, demanding relief from the unnatural position.

	She could feel nothing below her hips. Nothing except her sore-as-a-boil ass. Not one strap even approached her scalded rump. Her legs were wearing her standard hobbles but that was all. She briefly wondered if her ‘treat’ would include a walk, but Mistress had mentioned ‘horse’ and then uncovered something. She assessed herself. Could she stand sitting on a sharp plank for... who knows how long? She answered her own question. "She whips me and I will ride into the sunset, whether I want to or not." Or as Georgina would say, "Isn’t force grand!"

	Being strap-welded to a hunk of metal was rapidly climbing to the top of Amy’s "Don’t want" list. She was already panting, titillating herself with passages she had read about the horse torture. For some odd reason she decided that Georgina had experienced this from the sitting end. Later she would find out that Georgina had in fact ridden many times, many long times, without a safe word. Lacking that knowledge at this moment she was unaware of the precautions being taken to ensure she didn’t get more than just sore on the three inches of super-tender flesh between hole 1 and hole 2.

	With everything drum tight, Mistress suggested she walk. The spirit was willing, but her legs didn’t work. Mistress swung the flogger. "We have ignition!" Amy walked, her leash directing her safely among the obstacles.

	Mistress took her by her racked shoulders and guided her into position. Amy felt one shackle open and drop away from her ankle. The flogger tapped, knee high. Amy’s legs opened like a barn door. She could feel the full weight on her back, dragging her down. There was a rumble and a narrow beam slid through her open legs and made contact with something behind her.

	A hoist clicked and hummed. Amy suddenly felt the beam rising between her legs. She raised herself on her toes. Ooops, she was supposed to always be on her toes. She bet herself that Mistress had spotted her goof and won the bet easily.

	The beam was satisfied for the moment. Flat footed, she could feel her flesh distort painfully on the edge of the beam. On her toes it still touched her a tad too intimately, but at least it was bearable. However, she knew that you can only stand so long on tiptoe without rest. Up and down. That’s how the horse got its name.

	The concept was simple. It was cheap to build, zilch to maintain and any woman that got volunteered to ride would gladly give any information desired by her torturer. There were so many accessories as well. The woman could have her arms tied behind her, hung above her or stretched in front of her. Her feet could be chained to the floor, chained spread wide with every ounce of weight on the beam or tied behind her, the soles begging to be whipped and whipped again.

	Counting the ways fanned her flames. She tried to remember other variations, but she kept coming back to her immediate session. Why had Mistress taken such care in binding her to that bar? She cast about for a purpose, but beyond tiring her much more rapidly she failed to see its secret intent.

	Mistress took her hand, closing the fingers around a small brass ball. She lifted a flap over one of Amy’s ears.

	"This will be your safe word. If you need to stop, drop the ball. I’ll stop this punishment, but I will have another one ready. If you understand, move one finger."

	Amy was tempted to really give her the finger, but this was not the time. One finger moved, then closed, clutching the brass ball in a death grip. The flap over her ear was snapped shut.

	Glen came into the dungeon and walked to the horse. He examined the setup and nodded with satisfaction. He looked at Amy, then raised an eyebrow. Mistress gave him the OK sign.

	She in turn raised an eyebrow. He nodded.

	At the end of the horse was a tall stand with an electric motor and a gear case. Attached to it was a wide pulley. Georgina hooked a long steel rod to a pivot on the pulley. She lifted it and positioned it behind Amy’s hood. An attachment near the top of the bar holding her head was closed on the end of the rod. Amy could feel the motion against her hood, but hadn’t a clue as to what they were doing.

	A tug on her ankles and she could no longer stand. She groaned into the gag as her legs were splayed wide. Human flesh was never meant to suffer like this, especially the one small area that now carried her entire weight and the bonus of heavy steel besides. It hurt unbearably on first contact. Then it got steadily worse. She could get no help from either her arms or her legs, carefully positioned to render her completely helpless. But this was only the preliminary.

	Both Master and Mistress checked everything again. Satisfied, Mistress picked up the switch box and tapped a button. The electric motor came to life and hummed. The pulley, geared down, started turning very slowly. The long rod pushed relentlessly against Amy’s head. Alone in her hood she thought Mistress was pushing her.

	She felt her body bending forward. The light bulb clicked on. All that steel was to turn her into a rigid parody of a human. She could feel the advancing beam as she tipped further forward, helpless to avoid its waiting edge. She felt her pussy lips squeezed, her mound rolling her flesh between the beam and bone. Her clit took the full brunt of the beam, sliding off a second before it would be crushed.

	The pushing stopped for a second. A year in Amy’s life. Then she felt a tug as the rod pulled her relentlessly back, past her clit, past her mound, pressing her flesh. It stopped again, the dead point on the pulley, then the relentless forward push again.

	By that time Amy had her predicament figured out and even had a good idea of what it looked like. Visualizing it turned her on. She grudgingly gave the inventor an A for effectiveness.

	Trying to adapt to the grinding pains that flashed through her lower body she discovered she was holding her breath every time the edge of the beam came near her clit, almost as if she expected it to change course and wreck her sanity.

	She wondered why her left hand hurt so much. During the change-direction pause she spent the second thinking about her hand until the beam ground her pulpy flesh, destroying all thinking in a roaring cascade of hurt. At the opposite end of the cycle she remembered the little brass ball, forgetting it again as the beam scraped against her rigid clit, making her scream with pain and passion into her gagged mouth.

	Two trips along the beam and she calmed enough to remember the ball again. Two more trips and she realized she was clutching the brass sphere so tightly that her fingers were seriously deformed. By then her torture had progressed to the point that she couldn’t remember what the ball was for, or why she was holding it in her hand so excruciatingly tight.

	By the time she did remember its purpose, it was almost too late. The horse was claiming her as another victim. She was shrieking with every breath, begging her gag to disappear so she could beg her Mistress to stop the cursed rocking back and forth on the beam that felt as if it had penetrated several inches into her body.

	In the pause, she asked herself, "What would happen if I drop the ball?" In the next pause, after a day long trip across the beam, her frazzled mind answered, "This will stop."

	"What... will stop?"

	"This."

	Still not associating the ball with her rocking, she slowly unclenched her fingers. The ball hit the stone floor with a thud. Amy couldn’t hear it hit. The palm of her hand still felt the ball hard in her flesh. Her fingers scrabbled, trying to pry the already gone ball from her palm.

	The rocking stopped.

	The chains holding her legs in a near split loosened and weak kneed she touched the floor again, still there after an eon of rocking. The beam slid away from between her legs, leaving a legacy of pain behind.

	Glen held the back brace while Georgina unfastened the straps. Once again Amy could breathe freely. She felt like she was breathing fire into her lungs, each intake searing her throat. She felt the strap across her mouth loosen, then the one over her forehead. The weight of the steel fell away from her body. She felt light enough to float. Neither one made a move to remove her gag or for that matter her hood.

	Amy discovered she had a pressing problem. Along with breathing fire, she was just plain hot, inches away from a multi-megaton Class 6 orgasm from all the pain. She rubbed her legs together, which hurt, and raised the pending climax to a Class 7.

	Georgina and Glen both saw what was happening and both could hear her ragged breathing. Exchanging knowing looks, Glen motioned to her to go ahead.

	She raised an ear flap on Amy’s hood, "Do you want to come?"

	The hooded head hesitated a fraction of a second, then nodded strenuously.

	"It will cost you."

	The head immediately nodded. Amy felt them lift her, realizing for the first time that her Master was on hand to watch her ride.

	They put her on a table and removed her cuffs, replacing them with the cuffs attached to the table. By this time her breathing was back to a normal ragged gasping for a girl ready to climax.

	She lay there, unsure what to expect, urging her tormentors to hurry in words lost in her gag.  So close!

	Georgina picked a quirt off the wall offering a parade of whips.

	She walked to the side of the table and without preamble swung.

	Amy reared off the table, body bowed into the exact curve of the steel she had worn for her ride. The quirt had struck exactly in the path left by the beam, a slight, reddish depression ending in each of her holes. Her Mistress didn’t hit hard. She didn’t need to. From long experience she struck almost gently, knowing it would still feel like a baseball bat slamming into Amy’s abused flesh.

	Amy almost suffocated, trying to breathe in and breathe out at the same time and trying to scream both in and out. Wave after wave swept over her, dwarfing any climax she could remember. Mistress took pity on her and removed the foam gag when she slowly slumped to the table.

	Forgetting her manners, Amy verbalized her feelings, "Oh... my... God! I’m split in two. I’m in two pieces. Please put me back together. You hit me and cut me in two. Please, Mistress, don’t hit me again. You cut me in two!"

	Mistress laughed with Glen and raised the flap.

	"You little fool. Nobody cut you in two. You’re in one piece and you don’t even have a scratch to show for it. You do remember nodding your head when I offered you an orgasm?"

	"Yes, Mistress. But, I never expected you to hit me down there."

	"You enjoyed the orgasm, didn’t you?"

	"God, Yesss, Mistress!"

	"Then shut up and enjoy it. If not, I could hit you in the same place and see just how many times I can make you come."

	"Yes, Mistress. I will be quiet."

	 

	


Chapter 31 - Discussion

	Glen and Georgina examined Amy closely. Then, making sure that her ear flaps were closed, they decided in low tones what to do next. Glen was shaking his head.  "I don’t think she can take much more. She wouldn’t get much benefit from what you’re planning for her."

	Georgina agreed, "I’d like to do it when she’s in better shape, so she can see how it will take the starch out of her. She has extras coming for not being on her toes."

	"Instead, why don’t we talk her down from this? We just might find out a few things while her defenses are down. Let’s put her in a chair and you can use your tongue to ‘sooth’ her and we’ll see what happens."

	Georgina wasn’t overly thrilled with lapping up stale sweat and girl juice, but orders are orders. They unlocked Amy’s bonds holding her on the table and stood her on the floor. Glen held her while Georgina got a wooden chair. Amy let out a howl of protest when her sore ass hit the wood, but Glen was adamant and Georgina had her tied on the hard chair in a few moments. They left her hood in place, raising the ear flaps and then they sat down facing her on a comfortable padded bench. Glen touched Georgina and pointed. She knelt before Amy’s spread legs and bowed her head, aiming her tongue directly at Amy’s clit.

	Amy was more than startled. The first swipe of tongue, on top of the just-concluded massive orgasm made her jerk like a puppet. Once more she was baffled by what was going on beyond the hood that blinded her. She didn’t want an orgasm right at this moment, preferring to bask in the afterglow of her best of show effort. Her Mistress’ tongue ignored her wishes and began propelling her up the slope at a rapid pace.

	Georgina was in the perfect position to spot the quickly approaching orgasm. She halted at exactly the right moment, drawing a whine of protest from Amy.

	Glen spoke up, "Slave, I’m going to ask you some questions. I want detailed answers in every case -- and no lies. If I am satisfied with what you tell us, I MAY  be generous and let you have another climax."

	"Yes, Master."

	Change of plans. She would welcome another orgasm, by order of her Master.

	"Good! I want you to tell us everything that you thought, and felt from the time your Mistress released you from the stocks until you just had your biggie."

	"Master, it was the strangest feeling. Mistress asked me if I had ridden a horse and I told her I hadn’t. Then she asked about the wooden horse, and all I had done was read about it. It was like we were discussing someone that wasn’t even in the room. I had flashbacks of the stories I’d read and at once I could feel myself getting aroused, my cunt was damp and I was panting like a dog in heat. She put me on the floor and laid that heavy iron on my back. I got hotter as she started strapping me to it, making my back bend in an impossible arc. I had absolutely no idea what she was doing, or why. Until that rod started pushing my rigid body back and forth I couldn’t figure it out. I thought all along that it was just extra weight to make it harder to sit on the beam."

	"You have no idea how the preparations scared me because I was blind, deaf and dumb. I couldn’t see what your were doing to me. I couldn’t hear unless you allowed it. And worse, I couldn’t tell you that I couldn’t stand the pain. I’d never had a hood on before, which made it bad, but the worst was that gag. I was scared the entire time that it would somehow go down my throat and asphyxiate me. It kept swelling and creeping toward my throat. The fear just made my arousal worse. The more afraid I got the closer I was to breaking the rule and climaxing without permission. It took all my energy to stave off coming, so when the plank was raised between my legs I didn’t have an ounce of courage. I raised onto my toes and realized that I hadn’t been on my toes, breaking that rule."

	"You had your ball in your hand that you could have dropped."

	"Yes, Mistress, but the pain was so bad I had trouble remembering anything. I forgot the ball completely. Then, when I remembered it, I couldn’t remember what it was for. There must be fingerprints etched into it, I was holding it so tight. When I did release it, it felt like it was stuck to my hand and I kept trying to pry it loose. I can still feel it in the palm of my hand."

	"I still don’t know how you rocked me back and forth. I know there was some kind of a rod that you attached at the top of the bar I was wearing, but it was just plain diabolical. The Devil himself must have invented that..."

	Georgina interrupted, "Calling your Master names is not going to help you."

	"I’m sorry, Mistress, Master, I got carried away. That thing makes you feel so utterly helpless and I was so afraid of what damage it might do to my cunt that I was screaming with fear the whole time."

	"With a little passion mixed in, of course."

	"Yes, Mistress, that too. I was rocking and I was getting hotter and hotter with every rock."

	"What would have happened to you if you had come while you were riding?"

	"Mistress, besides breaking a slave rule, a climax in the middle of that would have hurt so badly that I could easily have gone off my rocker."

	She continued, "Then you asked me if I wanted to come. I was so hot that I would have agreed to anything to get a climax."

	Amy groaned as Georgina’s tongue slurped from bottom to tip of her clit, dragging her back up the slope from her slight descent. Her voice faltered as she tried to talk and savor the tonguing at the same time. "I have no idea what you hit me with. It felt like a wooden club right down the groove that the beam made. It was the one spot on my body that would react quickly enough to give me an instant orgasm. I must have gone out of my head for awhile because I was sure that you had somehow split me in two."

	Georgina raised her head, leaving Amy’s clit soaked in saliva. She raised the question, "Would you be willing to go back on the horse to get your next orgasm?"

	Amy didn’t hesitate. "Mistress, if that’s what it takes, I’ll gladly go back on the horse. Anything less, you’ll have to drag me, kicking and screaming, to get me to ride."

	Georgina stuck her face close to Amy’s ear, "What if I order you to do it?"

	"That’s different, Mistress. I would do it whenever you order me to."

	Glen, who had silently listened to most of the conversation between the two slaves, spoke at last. "I think the slave has had enough for one day. She has a promised punishment for failing to reach the time limit on the horse, as well as a penalty for again failing to walk on her toes, so we will postpone the orgasm until tomorrow or beyond."

	Amy was glad her eyes were hidden in the hood, because she didn’t want either of them to see the disappointment in them. She was so near a whisper in her ear would set her off. She tried begging, "Master, if you will whip me once, I can come."

	Glen stared at her for several long seconds. He shook his head,

	"You heard my order. Your lack of an orgasm is not a topic for discussion. However, I’m sure your Mistress will be happy to add it to her list -- her punishment list."

	He snapped his fingers.

	"Oh, yes, I remember now. A certain slave totally neglected to thank her Master and Mistress for all the work they went to in building the horse and preparing her for her ride. Yes, and there also were some complaints about the very comfortable seat in the stocks and a non-verbal complaint about the very chair you are sitting in. Between those and some more cleaning in the dungeon, you are going to have a busy day tomorrow."

	Bedtime was a repeat of the previous night, as Georgina returned to her home and Glen was saddled with putting his slave through her evening toilet and bedding her. The sleep mask was waiting for her, as were the open shackles. The TV played another bondage tape and Glen’s hand got a workout. Twice Amy opened her mouth to make a cutting remark but both times discretion stopped her from what could easily have earned her a repeat session on the horse. She had a sinking feeling that her lengthy list of offenses might just earn her a ride anyway.

	Tired from her ride she didn’t get past putting her ankles to sleep before her brain went to sleep on its own.

	When Georgina returned the next morning, Glen had a short conversation with her, before sending her up after Amy.

	"Some time back we talked about you seducing the two maids.  Do you still think you can do it?

	"Yes, Master, both appear to me to be closet submissives."

	"That’s fine. I’ll give you a confidentiality contract for them to sign. There’s too much housework for Amy to handle and it ought to be interesting seeing the maids bossing her around.

	When Sarah and Jane arrived, Georgina was waiting for them, dressed in her housekeeper’s uniform. The two girls wore modest maid’s uniforms that were a bit drab. Glen was in his office, so she took them into the kitchen. She got right to the point, "Sarah, Jane, are you two happy, working for Mr. Glen?"

	"Yes."

	"Of course."

	"Mr. Glen is quite happy with your work, as I am, but he has some new work for you to do. It is highly confidential, something that must never leave this house -- not even a hint. Would you two be willing to take on the additional duties, of course with a substantial raise..."

	Jane was already nodding, but Sarah seemed to smell a rat.

	"Just what does this involve? Nothing in his bedroom, I hope."

	"Other than cleaning it, no. I’m sorry but he won’t allow me to tell you what this will involve until you have signed this confidentiality agreement."

	She held up the two documents. The two girls looked at the papers, looked at each other and back to the papers. Sarah shrugged, "As long as it isn’t illegal, I’m game."

	Jane chimed in with her OK.

	Georgina handed each girl the papers and a pen, pointing out where to sign. As one they glanced at the printed pages, but read only a sentence or two before signing their names. Georgina signed below their names and then took the papers to Glen’s office. She returned in a moment, smiling. "Mr. Glen has given me permission to tell you what you will be doing. First of all, what do you know about bondage and discipline?"

	"Isn’t that where the girl gets tied up and whipped until she agrees to give him a blow job?"

	"No, Jane, that’s the popular misconception. There is tying and cuffs and collars, but almost all of it is willing on the part of the girl."

	"But, I know some men have women as slaves, keep them in dungeons and mistreat them."

	"I am a slave. Do I look like I have been mistreated?"

	The simple statement shocked both girls. Speechless for a moment, Sarah finally asked, "You’re not a real slave, are you?"

	"Yes, I am. I gave myself willingly to Mr. Glen. I signed a contract giving him complete rights to me."

	"Willingly? He didn’t whip you to make you sign?"

	"No, I got down on my knees and asked to become his slave. He didn’t force me and he didn’t ask me. I asked him," she reiterated.

	"So, what are we supposed to do, crawl to his office and beg to join you as slaves? I won’t do THAT!"

	"Sarah, that’s not what’s going to happen. Actually, you may eventually kneel before me and ask to be my slave."

	"Hmpf. That’s stupid. How can a slave have a slave?"

	"I am already Mistress to a slave."

	Jane seemed to be more experienced. She cocked an eyebrow as she realized the direction the conversation was taking. She stated, "Then that makes you a dominatrix."

	"Yes, Jane. How did you know?"

	Jane flushed, her face turning red.

	"I... I read it in some magazines that my brother had."

	"Jane, are you a submissive? You know what the term means?"

	"Yes, M... Yes."

	"You almost addressed me as Mistress, didn’t you? That IS my title."

	"Yes, Mistress," she almost whispered.

	"Louder!"

	"YES, MISTRESS!"

	The near yell reached Glen’s ear through the monitor. He heard it and grinned.

	Sarah sat with her mouth open, eyebrows raised in disbelief. She realized that her deepest, darkest secret was about to be revealed. Georgina, watching her, read the signs. Sarah was even more submissive than Jane, hiding it behind bravado.

	"Sarah, you’re a submissive too. Aren’t you?"

	She flushed, matching Jane. "Yes, Mis... Mistress."

	"Again!"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"And you learned you were a submissive how?"

	"My... My ex-boyfriend. He tied me up." Her head went down, afraid to look at either Jane or Georgina. She had wanted to lie, to cover her secret, but this woman was reading her mind.

	She was even more convinced by the next question, "And you liked it and it got you hot. Hotter than you had ever been before?"

	Sarah looked at the floor, wanting desperately to hide under the table. This was a side of Georgina she had never seen before and it was arousing her just talking about it. Grudgingly she admitted, "Yes, Mistress."

	"Look at me when I talk to you!"

	Sarah lifted her head and stared helplessly into Georgina’s eyes. Her arousal -- and hunger -- was so plain that even Jane saw it.

	"You get hot just talking about it."

	Sarah’s head started to bow, but she caught it, her eyes locked on Georgina, speaking volumes. "Yessss, Mistress."

	"I’ll make you a bet. Before your work day is over, you will be on your knees asking to be my slave."

	Sarah gulped, wringing her hands in her lap. She could have only one answer. "Yes, Mistress."

	She looked at Jane. The stark hunger was in her eyes too. "And Jane will be kneeling beside you."

	The girl nodded unconsciously.  Georgina smiled to herself. "As you know, there are several rooms that you have been told are off limits. One is the Master’s bedroom. There are several rooms downstairs that you have never seen. Now that you are bound by your agreement to keep everything you hear or see here to yourself, I can show you the rooms. From our conversation you both should be smart enough to realize some of what has been hidden from you, and why it has been hidden. We don’t want you running from the house screaming to the neighbors. I can tell from your reaction to my questions that you will be comfortable with knowing what’s behind those locked doors."

	Both girls nodded their agreement. Satisfied for the moment, Georgina stood up.

	"Come. I want to show you something."

	


Chapter 32 - Will There be New Slaves?

	Georgina took the two maids up to Glen’s bedroom, where she pointed out the various restraint points. She turned down the covers on the bed, showing the cuffs on separate chains at the corners. Sarah had a question, "Two sets? Do you and your slave sleep in his bed? Chained?"

	"The girl is his slave, as I am. He ordered me to take charge of her, so she addresses me as Mistress. To answer your other question, yes, we are chained every night that we sleep in this bed."

	"What happens when... He...makes love to one of you?" she finished lamely.

	"In this house we don’t use euphemisms. Master requires that we use the street or gutter terms. He finds it pleasing to hear a woman using dirty language that humiliates her."

	"To your question, we lie there silently and watch the other slave being fucked; wishing it was our cunt or ass or mouth that was being used. Again it’s another form of humiliation. Being passed over by the Master is not pleasant. It keeps you on your toes, competing for the Master’s attentions."

	"Do you fight with your slave, or other slaves?"

	"Only at your peril. The punishments for fighting are severe and very painful. If Master catches you fighting he will break it up with a whip."

	Both girls shivered, learning the lesson well.

	Jane asked, "I thought you had a house where you lived?"

	"I do, but several days a week I remain here overnight. I’m committed to a 24/7 relationship, so I spend as much time here as I can. Many slaves have similar arrangements, only staying on weekends or special occasions."

	"Then it’s not like being in jail, or something."

	"My, no. With Master’s permission we can leave any time we want. Unless we are being punished for something we can go shopping, or to the movies or a restaurant."

	Sarah raised her eyebrows again. "That’s a lot different than I had imagined. I thought slaves wore chains day and night and never saw the sun."

	"That can happen, but usually it’s the slave’s choice. When you two girls are around, I don’t wear chains, but the moment you leave I wear wrist and ankle cuffs. That’s after I take my clothes off."

	"Everything?"

	"Except my collar. That only comes off at Master’s order. It’s his collar, on his slave, so it’s his to lock on my neck, or remove."

	Jane was about to explode. Both her thighs were wet almost to her knees. "Then I... We... would get... have to... wear a collar?"

	At Georgina’s nod, Jane climaxed, small but unmistakable.

	"You do that at your peril too. Master is in control of your orgasms at all times. You DO NOT come without his -- or my -- permission."

	She looked directly at Sarah who was on the verge of matching Jane’s climax. The warning look was enough.

	"One of the first things a slave learns is to control herself. Each Master has his own rules, but most follow what I have just said. You may be required to hold off for minutes, hours or even days. The only consolation is that when you finally do get the permission you’ve been begging for, you will have one of the best orgasms that you have ever experienced. The longer you wait, the better it will be. Every Master knows that and tries to give you the very best that he can."

	"Then, Masters look out for their slaves. Is that what you are telling us?"

	"Very much so. We slaves have nothing. Everything belongs to Master. But, we are very valuable property and Masters will go to great lengths to protect their property. There are all kinds of Masters, from one end of the scale to the other. My Master goes to the extent of punishing us if we suggest discipline that will damage our bodies in any way. The overall rule is nothing that will leave scars or harm internal organs."

	While the two maids digested her comments she watched them closely. Both were showing signs of anticipation, still hesitant but waiting for the moment that felt right.

	"Would we have to sleep in his bed, in chains?"

	"No, Jane, I told you. You have to WANT to sleep in his bed, BEG to sleep in his bed, then you will beg to have him fuck you. Nobody will force you into his bed, or my bed."

	As they talked, she led them down the stains and on down to the dungeon. She paused first at the storeroom door. "This may frighten you at first glance."

	The girls gasped when they saw the wall lined with whips, chains and straps.

	"This is just a storeroom. We don’t use every whip every day and some of them we never use, for one reason or another. A lot of this is just for show, to impress the slave with what might be her fate if she screws up."

	She showed them the bathroom and noted, "Master does not like to waste hot water, so slaves in this house take cold showers, cold enemas and cold douches. Even if you’ve been awake all night, there’s nothing like a cold shower to wake you up for the new day."

	"Why would we be up all night?"

	"Several reasons. Some punishments run all night, or 24 hours. They may be painful enough to keep you awake. Or, you may be assigned to guard duty, watching a fellow slave being punished in a manner that might turn life threatening. For example, we never leave a gag in overnight without someone watching. A sudden sinus attack or cold clogging the nose could be fatal. A slave in rope bondage needs a watchful eye on her to make sure circulation isn’t cut off or the rope isn’t choking her."

	Georgina smiled again to herself. Both girls were already talking like they were involved. "Why would WE..." She felt she had the two pegged. What she was about to do would confirm her assessment, or spoil all her efforts. She stopped in front of the dungeon door.

	"There are two things before you can enter this door. As slaves you would already be naked. You must take off your clothes before you can go in. Hang them on the hooks beside the door."

	She demonstrated, removing her blouse and skirt and hanging them on one of the hooks. She wore nothing underneath but her collar. Both girls hesitated, but egged on by her stripping, they began to undress. They hesitated again at their underwear, but with a nude Georgina standing there expectantly they had no choice. After all, they were all women together.

	Georgina went back to the storeroom and brought three sets of cuffs, one for herself. She showed the girls how to lock them on their wrists and ankles as she donned her own. Then she held up the key for them to see and hung it on a small hook near their clothes. Both girls were ready to climax on the spot and Georgina was not far behind.

	She took a different key from a hook and unlocked the dungeon door and stepped back. The two girls entered and stopped short, barely leaving room for Georgina to follow them.

	Their eyes were on the stocks. Both had seen pictures and knew at once what they were. They glanced at the rock, but didn’t devine its purpose without an explanation. They walked several steps to where they could see the horse standing, waiting for its next victim.

	A few steps more, as Georgina pushed them along and they got their first glimpse of Amy. She was facing away from them,  dragging her chains as she swept the floor with her tiny brush. She had heard the door open, but she had been ordered to catch up and ignore any visitors.

	Georgina walked around her and deliberately stepped on the brush.

	"Greet me properly."

	Amy crawled through the water and kissed her naked feet.

	"Thank you, Mistress for allowing me to greet you."

	"You have two visitors. Greet them with the respect due a Mistress!"

	A look of horror suffused Amy’s face. She swung around and saw the two girls standing there. They watched with growing fascination as Amy crawled to their feet, kissed each toe and thanked them for coming to visit her.

	Amy was at a loss as to what to do next, so she remained motionless. She had never seen the maids, so she had no idea who they were, or why they were standing, naked in the dungeon.

	"Why, Mistress, is she using such a small brush?"

	"It’s a story that I will tell you later. She volunteered to use a small brush to demonstrate her dedication to her slavery. She is about to ask me for an additional restraint to cause her work to be harder and more pleasing to her Master."

	She looked expectantly at Amy, who took the cue perfectly.

	"Mistress, I beg an additional restraint. My work is not hard enough to please my Mistress and Master."

	Without a word, Georgina walked to the stocks and picked up the ball and chain. Amy had seen it there, knew why it was there and knew she would be expected to ask for it whenever her Mistress came to check on her. The one for her other leg would no doubt be waiting tomorrow.  Georgina locked it on her ankle.

	"Crawl."

	Amy obediently crawled, dragging her nipples on the stone, the steel ball rolling in every direction, jerking on her ankle.  The swivel in the chain prevented any effort to keep the ball following behind her.

	Both Jane and Sarah were fighting for control, watching the spectacle. Both appeared to be slowly losing the battle. Georgina used them for a lesson for Amy.

	"As guest Mistresses you are granted permission to climax. Our slave is NOT permitted for some time to come. Watch them, Slave! Watch what you cannot have."

	Amy watched, red faced, as aroused as the two she was looking at, but forbidden to emulate them as they enjoyed even bigger orgasms than Jane had before.

	Once they had recovered, Georgina invited them to question Amy and the queries came rapid fire.

	"Did your Master make you do this?"

	"No, Mistress, I asked to do it."

	"He didn’t whip you?"

	"No Mistress, not once."

	"You volunteered to use a smaller brush to clean this huge room?"

	"Yes. Mistress. It is one way I can prove myself to my Master."

	"Why do you need to prove yourself in this degrading way?"

	"Because Master told me I was to be his wife-slave."

	"Told you? He didn’t ask you to be his wife?"

	"No, Mistress, a slave has no rights. A Master is all powerful. He told me I was to be his wife. As his slave I have no choice or say in the matter."

	"Would you leave if you had the chance?"

	"No, Mistress! Master has offered me several opportunities to leave. I have refused. I am a dedicated slave. I will not run from my duty to serve him as I have promised."

	"Do you regret becoming a slave?"

	"No, Mistress, definitely not! I love being a slave."

	"Would you like some help with your task?"

	Amy, thoroughly stunned, didn’t understand the offer. Jane looked down at her, waiting for the answer she hoped for.

	"Mistress, I don’t understand?"

	Georgina answered for her, "The Mistress would like to join you in your slavery."

	"I would like to help, too."

	Sarah looked to Georgina for approval. "The other Mistress is also a slave at heart. She wants to scrub floors with you."

	"If Mistress wishes, so be it."

	Jane leaned over and whispered in Sarah’s ear. Sarah nodded and both knelt and faced Georgina.

	" Mistress, I beg to be your slave."

	"Mistress, I beg to be your slave."

	Amy was flabbergasted. She looked rapidly at all three faces but she couldn’t find answers.

	Georgina grinned broadly.

	"I won my bet. I accept you as my slaves.  Amy accepts you as her Mistresses. I have brushes and buckets waiting for you.  Clean the covers and do the floor. Then report to me before you resume your regular work."

	"One thing more. As slaves, you no longer have the right to orgasm at will. You will beg permission from Master or from me."

	Georgina reported to Glen, who had watched some of the action on his monitor.

	"How did it go?

	"Piece of cake. Both of them were just what I expected, prime candidates for a slave collar."

	"What was the bet?"

	"I didn’t really bet, but I told Sarah  I’d bet that she and Jane would be kneeling in front of me begging to be slaves before their work day was over."

	"You must have been pretty confident."

	"Master, both those girls smelled like slaves the first time I saw them. Besides, you didn’t take that long to enslave me."

	"Well you were ripe for it too."

	"True, true. You’ve got me there."

	"Do I get one for my bed tonight?"

	"Actually, I said there wouldn’t be anything but cleaning your room. Nothing on the bed. You’ll have to put up with Amy or Old Faithful until one of them volunteers -- and I’ll bet an hour in the stocks that both of them will volunteer together."

	"Can we get five in my bed and still have room to sleep?"

	"We can draw straws to see who sleeps on the middle crack."

	"How in Hell am I going to keep four of you satisfied?"

	"Keep that at two for the moment. I think I’ll see how good they are with their tongues.  Sarah mentioned a boyfriend, but I suspect she’s bi. Jane will do anything with anyone we tell her."

	Georgina went back down to the dungeon, arriving just as the three girls were putting their equipment away. She took them with her on an inspection trip. The dungeon was spotless, the equipment covers were all clean and the stone floor sparkled.

	Georgina stopped near an exam table. She climbed up on it and lay back, with her legs in the stirrups. "Slave Jane, show me how good you are with your tongue."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Mistress went to heaven, was kissed by the angels and sent back for seconds.

	"Slave Sarah, what is your tongue like?"

	"Mistress, I’ve never done a woman."

	"You saw what Jane did. Do it yourself."

	"Yes, Mistress"

	Georgina didn’t quite make it to heaven, but it was plenty far enough. When she got her eyes open she was staring into Amy’s sad eyes.

	"Remember, you are being punished."

	Amy felt a tear slide down her cheek, scoring a direct hit on her stiff nipple. There would be no orgasm for her.

	


Chapter 33 - The Cangue

	The three slaves found Georgina when they had finished the dungeon. She took all three to Glen’s office after instructing Sarah and Jane how to greet him. They had already seen Amy perform her welcome for Georgina, but she wanted to make sure that both of them did it right the first time. She pointedly reminded them that a poor performance would reflect on her and that they would be suitably punished for putting her in a bad light with Master. The two maids and Amy knelt outside the door, knocked lightly and after a couple of minutes were ordered to enter.

	Glen knew they were coming and was standing in the middle of the floor, waiting for them. They knee-walked in and prostrated themselfs in an even line. Sarah, on the left, moved forward first and kissed Glen’s boots. "Slave Sarah presents herself to Master."

	She backed away, making room for Jane. "Slave Jane presents herself to Master."

	"Slave Amy presents herself for punishment, Master."

	Georgina stood behind them, approving their performance.

	"These are the new slaves?"

	He knew perfectly well who they were, having personally hired both girls several years before. But, ritual is ritual.

	"Yes, Master."

	"You have instructed them in their duties as slaves?"

	"No, Master, I have reserved that honor for you."

	"Are they virgins?" That was not in most ritual scripts, but Masters have substantial leeway in handling new slaves.

	"I doubt it, Master, but I have not asked, nor inspected."

	"Then, inspect them."

	"Kneel up, legs spread, wide."

	Faces red, the two new slaves positioned themselves. Both would have admitted their condition if given a chance, but Georgina surprised them.

	"Slave Amy, inspect each for a hymen."

	Glen handed her a rubber glove.

	Amy moved in front of them, sliding her fingers up into Jane’s slightly squirming body. Then she turned and put on a fresh glove. After probing Sarah, Amy resumed position between them and bowed her head before looking at Glen.

	"Your finding, slave?"

	"Master, both slaves have been well used. There is no trace of a hymen."

	"Do you have anything to say, slave Jane?"

	"Master, I beg your collar. I beg that you accept me as your slave."

	"Are you being forced or coerced into this desire? Is it of your own free will?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Slave Georgina, are you satisfied with her? Do you trust her?"

	"Master, she has worked here for several years. To my knowledge she has never lied to me, has always been trustworthy and is a willing and hard worker."

	"Have you tested her sexual experience?"

	"Yes, Master, she has an agile and educated tongue. I put her to the test today."

	Glen turned slightly and looked at the other maid. "Do you have anything to say, slave Sarah?"

	The questioning went word for word as it had for Jane. The only deviation was a slightly differently worded response, based on Sarah’s admission that she had never licked a woman before.

	Then Glen read the slave contract aloud, asked for questions and as the two remained silent, asked them to sign the contracts. He slid a low table over to them so they could remain kneeling while they signed. When they finished, he talked to them again,

	"As I read to you, everything you own, money, property, investments, jewelry, the clothes in your closets all belong to me. I will set up a trust, based on your net worth and an appropriate salary. If you leave, the money will be prorated for the length of time you serve me. The minimum is one year. Is that clear?"

	Both slaves responded positively.

	"As both of you probably know, I’m a real estate agent. If you have property, I will sell it for you and waive my commission. If you have any questions, address them to slave Georgina, who will be your Mistress and will see to your training. You two in turn will be Mistresses to Slave Amy. She will keep you at full speed trying to think up punishments enough to deter the many scrapes she gets into. Mistress Georgina will assist you in keeping Amy under control."

	"One special requirement, and one that Amy seems to delight in violating, is that I require all slaves to walk on their toes whenever they are in my house. Violating that rule is likely to get you your first punishment here."

	"As Mistress has already told you, my rule is that any punishment must never cause scars or other marks, or do damage to internal organs. As slaves, and as Mistresses you will be subject to frequent, painful chastisement, sometimes only because I happen to feel like punishing someone."

	"I also expect instant action when you are ordered to do something. I punish hesitation and I punish excuses. If you are late for an appointment, you are late and will be punished for it, regardless of the best of excuses, so don’t try my patience by telling me your alarm didn’t go off, or the snowdrifts were too deep. You do not question any order I give. There will be other rules, some of which you won’t find out about until you break them."

	"A slave exists for one purpose, to give satisfaction and gratification to her Master or Mistress. Putting your desires or needs ahead of those of your Master is never allowed. Also, a slave is a slave all day, every day, day and night. Before you leave you will provide Georgina with detailed instructions as to how to contact you. If you don’t have cell phones, I will provide them, but you must be ready to answer them 24 hours a day. You will make arrangements as quickly as possible to move out of your lodgings and into rooms I will provide. I will pay any moving costs or make arrangements to pick up your things and bring them here."

	"You have seen how we live. Anything that you have that doesn’t fit here should go to a thrift store for disposal, or into your garbage bin. You will no longer need a car, so sell the one you use to get to work. You both room together and use the one  car, so that will affect you equally. And, keep your maid’s uniforms for days when there are other people in the house."

	"Any questions?"

	"No. Master," they said in unison.

	"Do either of you want to back out and leave?"

	Both shook their heads.

	"I will offer you the chance to leave at any time, subject to the conditions I’ve mentioned and that are in your contracts. Very well... Georgina, take charge of them and get them settled in as quickly as possible. You will be completely responsible for their training and discipline. I expect positive results in two week’s time."

	Both slaves bowed and knee-walked to the door. Georgina followed them and conferred briefly with them. There wasn’t time to finish their work, so she told them to come in early in the morning and that there would be breakfast for them.

	Amy was left, forlorn and alone in the middle of the room. Glen walked back to his desk and studied some papers for a moment.

	"Do you think you can fool three Mistresses?"

	"Master?"

	"You’ve been hiding your emotions very well. You’ve had me fooled all along until I started watching some of the surveillance tapes. You’ve been hanging on the edge of a climax for hours at a time, but you rarely ask for permission to come -- except in a situation where you knew that asking was going to draw my attention and discipline. You’ve been caught playing with your clit -- and haven’t yet been punished for it -- and didn’t try to hide it, even though you know there are cameras everywhere in this house."

	"I am not going to ask you for an excuse, as I’d have to add another punishment to the list. Let’s just say you’re guilty and require that you report your arousal on a scale of 1 to10 every time it changes, either up or down. If you are angry you report it. If you are disappointed, you report it. If you hate someone, you report it. If there is nobody to report to, you evoke your safe word, which will bring somebody on th run."

	"You have to have your hands in front of you at times to do your work. From now on, whenever you are not working and your hands are cuffed in front, you will hold them above your head, in clear view of the cameras. You are never to put your hands below your belt, for any reason, unless we are there watching you. That means we or another slave wipes and washes you in the shower from the waist down."

	If we have to go to the next step, you are not going to like it. My friend, the welder, has plans for a chastity belt that contains 50 pounds of steel. You won’t get through that with a diamond saw. He’s the one, by the way, who made that back brace you wore. Now, have I made myself clear?"

	Amy was already raising her hands above her head as he finished speaking. "Yes, Master. I will obey."

	"Amy, this was almost a lie. That’s too close. Shape up or I’m going to reconsider making you my wife. I’m not going to warn you again."

	"Yes, Master. I will obey."

	She started to turn, then looked back at Glen. "Master, I love you. A 10."

	She turned and walked away, up on her toes, her hands well above her head. He watched her go, shaking his head slightly.

	Amy found Georgina, who looked at her rather startled.

	"What’s with the arms?"

	"Master’s orders. Any time my hands are in front and I’m not using them, I have to keep them over my head. I’m forbidden to touch myself anywhere below my belt, meaning someone has to wipe me, wash me and whatever."

	"Oh, shit! We’re going to have to have a personal maid for you --  and voila, I suddenly have two maids. Now, how did that happen?"

	"Yes, Mistress. Also, I have to report my emotions every time the level changes, especially arousal. If nobody’s around to report to I get the camera’s attention with my safe word."

	"Ummmn, I wondered how long it would be before Master caught on to the way you’ve been hiding your emotions. You must have been very close to getting your head chopped off for lying, again."

	"He promised me a 50 pound chastity belt if I screw up again. "

	"You certainly deserve it. Pulling the wool over a Master’s eyes is a one-way ticket to getting booted out of the harem."

	Three days later Jane and Sarah had moved, bag and baggage into the long unused servant’s quarters. Amy, complete with a pair of balls and chains, one on each ankle, now her standard work uniform, got the preliminary cleanup job. The rooms had been turned into storerooms, with all manner of stuff piled in random stacks. It took Amy most of one day with a hand cart to clear the two rooms so that she could start dusting and mopping.

	The second day, Jane and Sarah took over. Amy was due for one of the punishments she had earned. Georgina had her kneel, then blindfolded her. Amy felt something slide around her neck, then her hands were lowered and pressed into padded openings. Something slid into place and there was the ‘snick’ of a lock closing.

	Georgina removed the blindfold. Amy looked down, tried to move her hands. Urgently she cried, "Mistress! Nine! Nine! Nine! Arousal, nine!"

	Georgina grabbed her elbow and shoved her into the shower, full force cold. Several minutes later a very bedraggled and weak-kneed Amy emerged. She gave Mistress a pallid smile.

	"Mistress, four."

	"That’s better. Why the sudden spike?"

	"Mistress, it was a childhood fantasy. I saw an article on China in an old National Geographic. It showed two men wearing cangues. I stole the magazine and hid it in my bedroom. For almost a year I would use that picture to bring myself off. I would dream that it was me in one of those heavy iron strapped boards, unable to feed myself, helpless to prevent being raped... Mistress seven! I’m not going to be able to stop it... eight! unless I stop talking about it... nine, Mistress!"

	Georgina literally threw her back in the shower, keeping her there until Amy held up four fingers.

	"You must have told Glen about it?"

	"Yes, Mistress. He was fucking me and asked me about my fantasies. I started to tell him about it and just exploded, just from talking about it. Five, Mistress!"

	"This is not going to work. I can’t stand here all day listening to you count like a rocket launching. We’ll save this for a session when we want to see how many orgasms you can have without passing out."

	"Seven, Mistress!

	"Georgina unlocked the padlock, and slid the bar out of the way, releasing Amy’s wrists and neck.

	"Eight, Mistress!"

	Georgina put her blindfold back on.

	"Three, Mistress."

	Georgina nodded to herself, learning a bit more about what made Amy tick. She would have to investigate her visual stimulation some more.

	With three Mistresses to please, Amy found she had her hands full. Jane and Sarah quickly settled in and were able to spend more time with her. Georgina supervised, but the two new Mistresses suddenly seemed to have a wealth of knowledge of bondage and were able to suggest a variety of refinements on the basic punishments that were meted out to Amy.

	Just as Glen had predicted, the first punishments for the two new girls were for failing to keep on their toes. After a lecture from Glen on the point of staying mentally on their toes and the direct connection between the mental and physical act, they were put on the merry-go-round for an hour and then had to wear the tack strips on their heels for the rest of the day.

	The emphasis on toe walking alerted both young Mistresses to the frequent slips that Amy made, so for a time all three were wearing tack strips and walking very gingerly, after Georgina caught all three of them flat footed at the same time.

	Glen found a buyer for Georgina’s house, with an immediate closing, so she was also able to move in. The four slaves made short work of cleaning the suite that a long line of housekeepers had occupied. Her car went to a used car lot and she signed the final papers turning her assets over to Glen to put in her trust fund. She smiled when she had signed the final paper, then knelt and kissed Glen’s shoes. "Master, I am now truly your slave. I have nothing, own nothing. I am owned and I am proud of my collar."

	"I in turn am proud to own you as a slave. I respect you for your dedication, loyalty and trust. You are my right hand."

	The next day, with Georgina looking on, Glen went through the same final paperwork for the two new girls. Once he dismissed them, he sighed and looked down at his kneeling Chief Mistress.

	"How in the world am I going to handle four slaves?"

	"Master, we’ve talked of this before. There will be some confusion until we all find our proper places, but you have already laid the groundwork that will make all this possible.

	"One thing that worries me. Are Sarah and Jane going to turn Amy into a lesbian?"

	Georgina laughed. "I doubt it. They may teach her to be bi --  but she’d never go all the way to being a lesbian. I haven’t had a chance to report to you that the cangue you made was a failure. She got so hot, even after a couple of cold showers, that I had to take it off. Just talking about it would run her arousal from a four to a nine in a few seconds. I told her we would save it for a session where we’d see how many orgasms she could have without collapsing. That almost did it to her."

	


Chapter 34 - The Wooden Box

	Things did in fact settle down at the "House of Slaves" as Glen wryly titled it. Amy survived a string of punishments that would have sent most women screaming to the exit. Jane and Sarah displayed a natural talent for the job of Mistress and Georgina once again found herself scrambling to keep ahead of them and keep their lessons up to date.

	Glen was already Lord of the Manor, so for him there wasn’t much change. He saw less of the individual slaves and a little more of Georgina. There was some difference in the bedroom. Neither of the two new girls had yet showed any special interest in joining Glen and Georgina on the big bed. They had been told several times that they could volunteer, but would not be forced in any way. However, they seemed to prefer whatever was going on behind closed doors in the slave quarters.

	Amy, on her best behavior had graduated from the hooded nightgown to a teeny weeny bikini of the same material. She was surprised one night to find Glen looming over her, not to reach Georgina, but to slam his rock hard prick into her weeping channel. Two thrusts and she was abjectly begging permission to come, granted barely in time before a bed rocker that left both of them exhausted. Georgina watched the action, smiling to herself, wishing her hands were free to play between her own legs. All was right with the world again.

	That would change, with the arrival of a delivery truck, which disgorged a large wooden box, a cube slightly more than three feet on a side. There were large "THIS SIDE UP" stickers all the way around it. Georgina and the two new girls were working on another project, so Glen and Amy got the job of moving it from the garage to the main floor.

	They walked around the box, inspecting it. At first glance there seemed no way to get into it. No screws or nails were to be seen. Glen peered closely and discovered a joint a few inches from the top. He followed it all the way around the box and decided it was a lid. There was no hasp, or hinge.

	They walked around the box again. Amy noticed there was a slight bulge behind one of the stickers. She pulled it away, revealing a button with "Push me" printed on it. She showed it to Glen and he pushed the button. For a second everything was silent, until a muffled shriek came from somewhere deep inside the box. About then Amy had found some cleverly concealed air holes behind some of the other stickers. She pulled the stickers off and found one that had another little sign under it: "Keep pushing."

	Glen pushed. There was another shriek. He pushed again. Again. Again. Each time something, or somebody reacted loudly to the pushbutton. Glen realized that there must be some kind of electric locking mechanism that was holding the top on the box, but he had yet to figure out the direct connection to the noises. But, as he experimented with holding the button for several seconds at a time, the volume increased as well. He had a growing suspicion that he knew who was inside the box.

	He held the button down for almost 10 seconds. There was a scream and a loud click. The top moved slightly. Glen leaned over and pulled the top free and set it to one side.

	The open top revealed a wood shelf a foot below the rim. Sticking up through a hole in the shelf was a human head, tightly strapped in a punishment helmet. Every strap was locked, but the tiny key was hanging on a hook on the inside wall of the box. It took several minutes to release all the locks and remove the helmet. All that was left was a ring gag. He removed the gag and tapped the head. "You are?"

	"I’m Selene, the Judge’s wife."

	Amy had wandered away from the box, but when she heard the voice she turned. She heard "Judge’s wife" and screamed at the top of her lungs, "I’ll KILL the bitch!"

	With a clash of chains she headed for the box. Glen grabbed for her and stepped on her hobble chain, stopping her as she tried to reach into the box. He looped a chain from a nearby post through her cuffs and locked her in place. She continued to threaten and yell.

	Glen slapped her sharply.

	"Now, shut up! I don’t want another sound out of you!"

	Amy opened her mouth, and shut it again, silent.

	He bent over the box. Selena moved her head.

	"I deserved that, after what I did to her. I’m sorry, Master that I injured your slave."

	"We’ll talk about it later. Right now I’m interested in getting you out of this box."

	"Master, I have been taught exactly what to say to you. I have had to repeat it at the point of a prod until I can recite it letter perfect."

	"How do I get you out of this box?"

	"Master, there is a second pushbutton under my finger. They demonstrated what it will do to me, then put in fresh batteries. It will open this shelf, but I will not willingly press it, unless you order me to."

	"Press it, and that’s an order."

	"How long, Master?

	"20 seconds."

	"Master, if I do that I will have an orgasm and have to go back in my cage. I can’t take more than eleven seconds."

	"All right, ten seconds."

	Amy piped up, "Give the bitch five minutes!"

	"I said, be quiet!"

	"Yes, Master." Sarcasm dripped from the words.

	"I’ll deal with you later."

	"Master, I ask for mercy for her. One of the conditions of my being here is that I get punished twice for every punishment she receives, or, I receive her punishment."

	Amy grinned, elated.

	"That means that I can tell Master to go fuck himself, and you get the whip!"

	Glen picked a crop off the post. "I wouldn’t try that if I were you. I haven’t officially accepted this package and until I do you can get your ass whipped to a pulp for a lot less than what you just said."

	"Promises, promises."

	Whap!

	"Ouch! Master, I’ll be good!"

	"I’m not going to repeat an order. You know better than to push me."

	"Yes, Master."  The model of decorum.

	"Selena, press the button for ten seconds."

	Somewhere inside the box her finger pressed. She groaned the entire time. The groan ended. Nothing had moved.

	"Why didn’t the shelf open?"

	"Master, the electronic latches won’t open until the batteries are dead. It takes sixty seconds to drain the batteries."

	"So you get five more jolts before it will release you?"

	"Master, I am ordered to tell you that you have three options. You can order me to hold the button down until the batteries are dead, which means I will go back into my cage for a permanent stay. You can order me to give myself five more ten-second bursts or you can make me do one or two-second bursts as a lengthy torture. I am being punished in front of your slave to humiliate me. Later I will tell you other humiliations that are in store for me. What is your order, Master?"

	"Give yourself ten-second bursts."

	Glen could see no easier way out of this situation. He had no intention of sending Selena back until he found out what this was all about.

	Selena’s ten-second bursts were accurate to a fraction of a second. She had obviously been trained to tell time without a stopwatch.

	At the end of the sixth burst, there was another click and the shelf came apart in two pieces, Glen lifted the one behind her head out first, then pulled the other one out from under her chin. Selena was barely conscious, worn out by the electrical shocks.

	Glen grasped her under her arms, to lift her out of the box. She stirred, and protested, "No. No! Master, there’s more, under me."

	Glen peered into the box, but could only see vague outlines. He found a flashlight and shone it into the box. Now he could see a heavy spring hooked into the iron belt that nearly disappeared across her belly. The other end was hooked to an eye bolt under heavy tension. With an effort, Glen unhooked it.

	"Any more?"

	"My hobble, Master."

	Glen looked again. The hobble chain was anchored to heavy clips on her nipples, then pulled around a rod that pulled her feet tight against two sharp edged planks. He unclipped her nipples, unleashing a gasp of pain, allowing her to move her feet, but he had to help.

	He lifted. She came free with another groan that told of great suffering. He shone the light again, revealing the serrated edge she had been straddling. Glen exclaimed to himself, "No wonder she was hurting."

	He lifted her in his arms and laid her on an exam table. He saw something peeping between her legs, so he moved them, only to discover that she was stuffed with two monster dildos, their batteries long dead. After he pulled them out he examined her again. There was an even row of indentations in her flesh, speaking of agony. It was obvious that the Judge had not let her go gently into the night. He applied some soothing salve before questioning her. "How long have you been in this?"

	"What time is it, Master?"

	"10 a.m."

	"About 24 hours, Master. This is Thursday?"

	"Yes."

	He gave her a sip of water, ignoring the fuming Amy. "Are you ready to tell me what this is all about?"

	"Yes, Master. I will repeat what I have been told to tell you. There is a copy in the bottom of the box. If I stumble or miss a word, I am to be whipped."

	She watched Glen as he reached down and pulled up the large envelope. He opened it and then looked at Selena, as she continued, "The Judge has sentenced me to an indefinite stay here. The word is spreading that you are adept at training slaves. He has ordered that I be trained until you are satisfied with my ability to please him. He will pay you for my care and training for a figure to be determined when it is finished. When I am through here he will put me on the street as a prostitute to repay him for my training expenses."

	"I am to be assigned as Amy’s slave and my slave name is to be ‘Whore," to remind me constantly of my future calling. I am not to answer to any other name. I am to service any slave or Master, or anyone else Master decides. If he wishes to benefit from my stay I may be put on the street at any time. I have been checked and found free of any contagious disease or STD and appointments have been made for monthly checkups."

	‘I am to accept any punishment for my Mistress, or suffer a double punishment. At any time, for any serious offense, Master may order me back to my cage."

	Amy couldn’t stand staying silent. She blew her stack, "Today is Friday. There, I lied. Send her to her cage and may she rot in it!"

	"Amy!"

	She subsided, grumbling, "Yes, Master."

	"Go ahead, whore."

	Selena flushed, thoroughly humiliated. She would not easily get used to being degraded like that. She feared what Amy would do with it when she got the chance.

	"My chains must be twice as heavy as those worn by my Mistress. I am to be kept at a minimum in a small cell, or a cage, suitably restrained so I cannot pleasure myself. I am not allowed to sleep on a bed, or mattress. I am to sleep on the stone floor, without a pillow or blanket. For serious violations I may be returned to the box, to be released only at the pleasure of the Master. For the purpose of my training, having an orgasm without Master’s permission shall be grounds for returning me to my cage and cancelling my training."

	An only slightly mollified Amy asked, "Whore, did you write this?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Whore, perhaps you designed this box?"

	Whore hung her head. She whispered, "Yes, Mistress."

	"Louder, whore! I can’t hear you."

	"YES, MISTRESS!"

	"All by yourself, without any help," she said, sarcastically.

	"Mistress, they let the telephone attached to my clit ring for four days and nights on a holiday weekend. When I stopped shaking they invited me to design the box. I designed it with you in mind or I would have gone crazy. I’m sorry. I blamed you for my problems until they told me that you had nothing to do with it."

	"You’re damn right I didn’t! You are going to pay and pay for that mistake!"

	"As Mistress wishes. I deserve punishment."

	"And you’ll get it, whore. In spades!"

	‘Amy, that’s enough!"

	"Yes, Master."

	Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. But she had another question, "What happened to those two twerps that helped you kidnap me?"

	Glen looked at her, surprised. She wasn’t supposed to remember that. Perhaps the shock of seeing the Judge’s wife again had opened her memory.

	"Mistress, they are both behind bars. They were arrested in the next state for stealing a car. When they get through there, they come back here on kidnaping charges-- without bail, so they’ll be inside for many years to come."

	"What did they do to YOU to punish you for harming me?"

	"Mistress they did many things, all of them painful. Their favorite was to roll my cage end over end all the way to the other side of the building and back. I was able to avoid any serious injury by hanging on to the straps, but then they made me lock my hands and feet behind my back with short chains. That way I got the full benefit of the studs."

	"They kept me in a hog tie most of the time. They put the cage up on blocks so they could get underneath me with a propane torch and heat the studs I was lying on."

	"They filled a big tub with water and dropped my cage into it. The only way I could breath was by sticking my nose up through the straps. They’d put clothespins on my nose, or tickled it with a feather. They made me beg and beg to be allowed to breathe. Then they put some kind of weight on it, pushing my nose down into the water. They blew pepper up my nose and made me sneeze repeatedly, sucking in water."

	"They had the most fun teaching me how the acid I used was supposed to be used. They made me beg to have them mix up all different strengths and apply it to my ass. I had to tell within five percent or I got zapped. Lately I got good enough so they made it within one percent. They’d always end the sessions with a tiny drop of full strength, which I had to beg for, ‘to show myself what I did wrong."

	"Sounds like life in the cage wasn’t pleasant."

	"No, Master. They made it very unpleasant. However, the things they promised to do to me when I return to my cage far outshine anything they’ve done to me so far."

	"When you return? Not ‘If you return."

	"Master, ‘when’ is the key word. They told me my chances of

	successfully being trained without Mistress sending me back are zero minus. Frankly I didn’t expect to last this long. Mistresses’  remark about killing me tells me what I face here."

	


Chapter 35 - How it All Began

	"As it happens, your Mistress is not running the show. I am, and I will decide whether you go or stay without any guff from Amy. She was the lowest slave in this house, so now you are. If you work hard enough you could be at the top of the heap before you leave."

	"I’ll say this. You have a silver tongue -- and I don’t mean just sex. You describe things so vividly that I may want to use your talent as part of your training."

	"Right now, I’m going to show you your cell. I’ll be back after you, or someone will bring you your meal. We serve only bread and water in the dungeon and showers are strictly cold."

	Glen went back and released Amy. He knelt her down in an empty room and read her the riot act. "That was downright disgraceful. She apologized immediately and you played the snooty bitch to the hilt! You are going to have the cell next to hers until you promise me that you will stop this ‘I’ll kill her’ shit and learn to get along with her. She’s already been punished severely for what she did. You’re going to have to accept that and treat her as an equal or you are going to spend two or three days in that box while she sleeps in your spot on my bed. Is that understood?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Good. You just earned two more demerits for standing flat footed and not having your hands in the air."

	He grabbed her leash and led her down the hall to the cell.

	"Now, before you go in your cell, you will apologize to whore."

	"I’m sorry, whore, for making such a fuss about you. Please accept my apologies."

	Whore smiled weakly. "Apologies accepted."

	Amy ducked her head and entered the next cell The door slammed behind her and locked. Whore looked somewhat stunned, but said nothing.

	Later, they would get better acquainted when they discovered that both had to pull on the cable bringing their food trays to their cells or neither one could eat.

	Glen watched the cells carefully on the monitor. He was determined to break Amy of this anger toward whore, whom he pitied. He felt for Amy too, but she’d stepped over the line today. His fertile brain began working on a special scheme for the two.

	First, he called the Judge. "I’m not really anxious to charge you for keeping your slave because I’ll get some work out of her, but I do have something in mind that you could do for me."

	"Marry you to your slave, I suppose."

	"Yes, Judge, it would make me happy if you would do me that favor."

	"I guess I owe you a couple, so I’ll take it under advisement. Do a good job with my slave-wife and we’ll consider it done."

	"Are you really going to put her on the street?"

	"No, of course not, but don’t you dare tell her that. She needed a threat or two to agree to take your training. You’ve already earned quite a reputation, according to Dr. Steve."

	"I assumed he was behind that recommendation."

	"Yes, he thinks very highly of you, and your slave."

	"Well, I appreciate his kindness. I’ll talk to you later. Thanks, Judge."

	By mid-afternoon Glen had rigged some pulleys and ropes along with some leather harness. He went and released whore from her cell, ignoring Amy. They were gone for some time and Amy was working herself into a tither, wondering what Glen was up to. She wouldn’t have put it past him to grab a quickie with whore and her anger centered on that possibility. She was

	puzzled when Glen returned without the girl. Still without a word he opened her cell and leashed her, leading her behind him to a nearly empty basement room. All that was there was an empty bed, but hanging over the foot was whore, harnessed and roped.

	Amy was quickly secured, with legs spread and wires attached to her nipples. Glen then moved whore forward, so that her face was inches from the spread pussy that would be her target.

	"OK, this is how this is going to work. Whore is going to tell you her life story, which I suspect is going to be highly erotic. Amy gets to interrupt the story every five minutes by pulling whore’s tongue into position where she can lick instead of talk. Amy will get ten seconds of licking. If that isn’t enough, whore keeps on talking for another five minutes. Only Amy is allowed to come. Get the idea?"

	Both heads nodded. Amy stared at the ceiling resigned to killing time until she could pull that tongue into her snatch. She briefly thought of ways to humiliate whore, but she realized the unkindest cut would be to come all over her face, while whore was denied relief.

	"Mistress, where would you like me to start?" asked whore.

	"Oh, your first bondage experience."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	-0-

	"That would have been when I was 19 and in my first year in college. I met a young man named Cecill at a church picnic, who seemed nice enough. He invited me to a movie and then afterward I went to his apartment for drinks. He didn’t make a pass at me, which I appreciated, still thinking of him as a good Christian. We had several dates and then he brought up bondage. I was apprehensive, but I still trusted him and allowed him to tie me up, more out of curiosity than anything else."

	"I was wearing a light blouse and a mini-skirt. He wanted me to take them off, but I refused, so he went ahead and tied my hands with my wrists crossed up between my shoulder blades and ropes above and below my breasts. Then he tied a hobble on my ankles, with a foot between them, so I could only take short steps."

	"My complaints and then demands that he release me were ignored. He put a leather collar around my neck and buckled it tight. He threw one of his jackets over my shoulders and attached a dog leash to my collar. I should have run from him long before this, but he had been so nice to me that I was embarrassed to start an argument. The bondage gave me an odd thrill that I had never experienced before dulling my sense of danger until it was too late."

	"He pulled me to his car with the leash. I still wasn’t protesting very hard, concentrating on walking with my short hobble. He drove to a large convention hall. A big black man in a fancy doorman’s uniform was standing on the steps.  Cecill got out, came around to my door, opened it and pulled me out with the leash. He threw the jacket back into the seat and handed the leash to the doorman. Cecill drove off, leaving me helpless. The doorman was eying me from top to bottom, with a big grin on his face."

	"Cecill walked back toward us, apparently after parking the car.

	He tipped the doorman, said ‘later’ to him and yanked me after him as he ran up the steps. He led me to the basement and ordered me to remove my skirt. I refused, and again demanded to be taken home. He just laughed in my face and since my hands were still tied, there was nothing I could do."

	"He changed completely, from the nice young man I thought he was. He jerked my skirt down around my ankles, then pulled it and my shoes and stockings off. Then he tore my blouse in two, rippedd the arms, leaving me in my bra and panties. He pulled out a big knife and sliced my bra straps and jerked it off my body. My panties went the same way. I was crying by this time but he just kept laughing at me."

	"Someone came to the door and I tried to hide my nude body. He said something to Cecill that I didn’t hear. I was jerked out into the room and then out the door, following him up the stairs. My bare feet felt so strange on the cement floor."

	"We stopped in front of a door. A young man was guarding it, He made us stand and wait. All the time we waited he was staring at my tits and my pussy. I saw him lick his lips a couple of times. I was crying, so Cecill slapped me, hard, on the face. He told me to stop crying or he would do something worse to me. By now I was really scared of him, so I quit sobbing."

	-0-

	About then Amy decided she wanted to try out whore’s tongue. She was nowhere near an orgasm but she wanted to revel in her power over her one and only slave. Whore dutifully stopped talking and started licking,. Amy recognized her expertise at first lick. This was going to be fun!

	Amy didn’t come, as expected, but she enjoyed the experience thoroughly. Reluctantly she let go of the rope, letting it slide through her fingers. Whore picked up where she left off.

	-0-

	"Finally someone inside came to the door and whispered something to the guard. He opened the door and motioned us in. I didn’t know what to expect, certainly not a room full of chairs with both men and women sitting there, watching us make our grand entrance. I was shaking with fear until I got a dirty look from Cecill. I clenched my fists and somehow stopped shaking."

	"He led me, roughly jerking my leash, to the far end of the front row. Someone handed him a crop and he used it to direct me to kneel in front of the man seated at the end. His pants were open and his big cock was sticking straight up, the first time I had ever seen a man’s cock."

	"He made me take it in my mouth and suck on it, then pushed my head forward until it was stuck in my throat. I gagged and choked but all I got for my pains was a slash with the crop. He came in my mouth and I was ordered to swallow it. Cecill showed me a cane and promised to use it if I didn’t swallow every drop. Then I had to clean him off before he pushed it back into his pants."

	"The woman next to him was shy. She made me crawl under her skirt. She didn’t have panties on so her hairy bush was right there under my nose. I’d at least seen my older sister’s pussy and of course my own, so I was on more familiar ground, but being forced to go down on both men and women was really turning me on. By the third or fourth couple I was really getting into it and had to stop to have an orgasm. Everybody cheered and whistled and I got red as a beet. Cecill was hurrying me along with the crop, anxious to get it over with. He obviously felt it was beneath him to walk me on a leash from cock to cunt and back."

	"When I finished the last man in the back row, Cecill dragged me up onto the stage at the front of the room. There was a metal  framework set up at the middle of the stage. There were tables against each leg. He had me place one foot on the table, then picked up my other leg and made me do a split. He cut the ropes holding my hands and arms but before I could do anything he had new ropes around my wrists. He climbed a ladder and tied them taut to the frame."

	"Then he rolled one of the tables into the center, took his pants off and laid on his back under me, with his prick touching my pussy. He reached down with one hand and guided it into me, while with the other he used the crop, ordering me in a low voice to ‘bounce.’ I had to pull myself up with the ropes on my wrists and what little I could do with my leg muscles until I actually was bouncing up and down on his cock, taking my hymen at the same time. He got ready to come and at the last second pulled out of me and spurted a fountain of come into the air. That got a big hand from the audience, who whistled and yelled while he let me down."

	"He bowed to the audience and ordered me under his breath to bow and smile. Somehow I obeyed even though I wanted to sink into the stage and hide. Then he dragged me back to the basement, using the crop at every step."

	"He had a surprise waiting for me downstairs. He led me into a little room which had a wide shelf with a railing at the back. He reached under the shelf and pulled out a wooden box. He opened it and showed me the foam lining with a depression of a head, about half the size of a human head. He forced my head into it and jammed it shut. I am grossly claustrophobic and I started screaming in fright as soon as he started to close the box.

	He dragged me and the locked box onto the shelf and fixed it so I couldn’t move it and handcuffed my wrists to the rail so I had to stand, bent over at right angles."

	"I felt him -- or someone -- press a cock against my pussy. As soon as the head was in he rammed it all the way, clear to my cervix. He pounded me until I felt like he was squeezing the rest of my body into that tight box around my head.  I kept on screaming but it was useless. My noise died in the foam inches from my lips, never escaping the box. The foam felt like it was squeezing my head into Jello. I was hyperventilating and hysterical and thought sure I was having a heart attack."

	"Whoever was raping me pulled out, but was immediately replaced by another cock. It was smaller, but still hurt when he hit bottom with it. Then another cock and another cock. I spent the night counting cocks until I fainted and lost count."

	"I woke the first time to somebody fucking my ass. There were a whole string of ass fuckers before they finally went back to my pussy. I woke to the feel of a female tongue licking my pussy and sucking all the come out of me. I found out later that they made her lick up all the come on the floor as well. I could have killed the bitch because she was rasping on flesh so tender I couldn’t stand even the lightest touch. She knew that, but she kept right on torturing me with her tongue."

	"Toward morning I experience my first Black cock. I didn’t know it at the time. All I knew was that it felt like somebody rammed a piece of three inch pipe into me all the way to my tonsils. It was the doorman, getting his tip for the night."

	"Finally I heard a key in the lock and the box opened, to my great relief. My vocal cords were as sore as a boil from my screaming. I heard somebody in the room with Cecill, reaming him out for leaving me alone in the room helpless to protect myself. ‘

	"Cecill took it out on me. As soon as the guy left, he laced me as fast as he could swing that damn crop. I was screaming where everybody could hear it, so he jammed a gag in my mouth and kept right on beating me."

	-0-

	Amy interrupted, demanding more tongue. She had built up a long slow rise toward what she hoped would be a blockbuster.

	Whore obliged her, but it wasn’t quite enough, leaving Amy teetering on the very brink when time ran out.

	-0-

	Whore continued, "Then he dragged me out of the basement, choking me with my leash, pushing me roughly into the car. I tried to get out, so he locked my handcuffs behind my back and dragged my seatbelt into place. He took off, driving like a madman until he reached his apartment where he stopped with a squeal of brakes. He pulled me out so hard I fell on the pavement, skinning my knee. He just laughed and laughed, tugging my leash to get me back on my feet and following him into his apartment. He pulled me into a room I hadn’t seen. One glance and I knew it was his dungeon. I screamed into the gag but there was nobody but him on that floor."

	"He pushed me to the floor and made me lie there while he rummaged in a drawer. He turned around with a piece of piano wire in his outstretched hands. I thought he was going to strangle me with it, but he was planning instead to hurt me. The wire went around my waist and through my crotch. With a pair of pliers he twisted the ends tightly together, drawing the wire into my flesh. He got two more pieces and wired my ankles to my thighs. He ran a rope up to my wrists and hauled it into the air with a hoist. He had tied the rope so that most of my weight was on the wire, which already was cutting me in two."

	While I hung he slid a piece of angle iron under my knees. Then he pulled the gag out of my mouth, pulling the wire at the same time. I screamed at him, "Let me down!"

	He laughed at me.

	"Beg nicely and I might let you down.’ I slobbered all over myself getting my mouth so I could beg, and beg, and beg some more. At last he seemed to relent.  ‘I’ll let you down if you beg for five lashes."

	I didn’t hesitate a second.  "Please, give me five lashes and let me down."

	"He whipped me, making me scream with every blow. Then he just stood there, watching me. I waited. Nothing happened. I said, "Let me down. You promised to let me down."

	"Oh, I didn’t promise. I said I MIGHT let you down. Besides, you didn’t say please."

	"Please, sir, let me down. Please," I said.  

	"Alright, I’ll let you down."

	He lowered the hoist until my weight was on my folded knees, resting on the angle iron. The pain was insufferable. Added to it, the wire hadn’t slacked a bit and was slicing me in two.

	"Please sir, lift me up," I begged

	"Make up your mind, you dumb bitch. First you want to be let down, now you want to be raised up again. Which is it, down or up?"

	"Please sir, lift me up."

	"I can’t be changing direction every time you won’t make up your mind. Beg very nicely for 10 lashes and I’ll lift you up."

	"Please sir, give me ten lashes and please lift me up."

	"Hard lashes."

	"Please sir, give me ten hard lashes and please lift me up."

	"Well, if I must..."

	He hit me ten times and I screamed ten times. I screamed again when he lifted me, slicing the piano wire even deeper in my flesh. As I stopped to breathe I heard a commotion, voices. Cecill said something, but I had to scream again, it hurt so bad. I heard a fist hit something.. Then I blacked out.

	"I woke up in a room where all I could see was white. For a moment I thought it was a hospital, but it didn’t have that hospital smell. I tried to move. My back didn’t like the idea a bit. I moved my arms. Sore, but they worked. I addressed my legs. Nobody home. I lifted the sheet and looked down. From the waist down I was strapped to a frame. My mind accepted it, but refused to function to explain just why I was here. Wherever here was."

	"A woman was sleeping in a chair at the foot of the bed. She woke when the sheet fluttered back down onto me. She jumped up, stood beside the bed, feeling my pulse. Without a word she walked out of the room and spoke to someone."

	"Call Dr. Steve and tell him she’s awake."

	A male voice answered, "Yes, ma’am! That’s good news."

	The woman came back and smiled down at me. "Dr. Steve will be here in a few minutes. He’ll be able to explain the whole thing in detail."

	I raised an eyebrow, looking straight at her, since my vocal cords didn’t work.

	"I’m sorry, I’m Nadine, president of this Sorority."

	"Water" I croaked.

	In seconds ice water with a straw was at my lips. I sipped. She took the glass away. I looked pained. She shook a finger at me.

	"Slowly."

	I nodded. "That hurt. Everything but my legs. I saw them. They’re still there."

	A white coated figure strode into the room. Tall handsome Doctor. Just what I needed.

	 

	


Chapter 36 - The Sorority House

	Amy was moving, writhing on the bed, tugging at her chains. She had to concentrate hard to remember to pull whore into her pussy to get that wonderful tongue to satisfy her itch. Whore was a bit reluctant to stop her story just when she was on a roll, but she followed instruction from the rope to the letter.

	Amy thought she was ready, but it was not to be this time. She cursed under her breath and let the rope slip, listening as the story continued to unfold. "Dr. Steve came to my bedside and smiled, a 300 watt flood that warmed my whole body. I couldn’t help glancing at his hands. No ring."

	"He introduced himself, simply as Dr. Steve. I would find out later that he was married and always just used his first name. His full signature was as illegible as any other doctor’s."

	"I imagine you’d like to know how you wound up here," he said to me. I nodded, not sure of my voice.

	"You ran afoul of a real nut case. Cecill would have killed you in a few minutes more if we hadn’t gotten a tip from the landlord for his apartment building. I damn near broke my hand on his jaw. I’ve seen some sadists in my work, but he takes the cake."

	I raised my eyebrows in a question.

	"You don’t need to worry about him. He’s in a padded cell in a locked ward at the State Hospital. I’ve already done the paperwork for a permanent commitment. We don’t want to prosecute him because it might bring out confidential information about this fraternity-sorority that could cause some serious problems. I’ll explain that later." He raised his voice,

	"Tucker, could you come in a moment?"

	As we waited, Dr. Steve explained, "The fraternity has posted guards on your room in case Cecill had an accomplice."

	A young man walked in the door. Dr. Steve introduced him as the president of the fraternity. "Ma’am, I’m sure glad to see you awake. The officers and members are just sick about what happened to you. We will do our best to make up for it, so I hope you will accept my apologies."

	At that point I didn’t know what to do, so I nodded. The thought of a lawsuit crossed my mind, but there would be time for all that.

	"You’ve met Nadine, the president of the sorority. She has nursing experience and volunteered to take care of you." At that moment Nadine was coming toward me with more water.

	Dr. Steve continued, "There are some gaps we need to fill in, but we’ve managed to get most of the facts. We know that Cecill had you tied and was dragging you around on a leash. You accidentally got yourself right in the middle of the annual bondage competition that the fraternity and sorority hold for their members. Cecill was competing as a pledge, trying to win a membership. Everybody we talked to thought you were a hooker he had hired to act the part of an unwilling slave."

	Tucker added his comment, "Ma’am, Until we found you being tortured we had no idea you were his prisoner. He put on an act that fooled us all. We didn’t suspect anything until we found you with your head in that box in the basement, with nobody around to keep an eye on you. He went around to the frat members and told them there was free pussy in the basement. One of his friends brought his girl down and made her eat you out. She balked, said she could see you were sore, but he made her do you anyway and then lick the floor clean too. We threatened to press charges and kicked him out of the fraternity this morning."

	By this time, Amy was panting and ready to climb the walls. The story whore was telling was a mixed blessing. Amy was being aroused by the story, but each time that whore talked, her arousal dipped below the level where she could fling herself over the top. The conflicting arousal was driving Amy batty. She pulled on the rope, hoping desperately for her elusive climax. This time she found it, going rigid as whore’s tongue worked its magic. Whore had to wait to breathe, her face dripping with Amy’s lubrication, the ultimate humiliation.

	Glen enjoyed the action vicariously on the monitor. Whore’s story was being taped. Glen felt that it was too good to let it slip away. He was especially interested in the reference to Dr. Steve, whose unexpected appearance piqued his curiosity. A few of the pieces were beginning to fit together, so he was just as anxious as Amy to hear more of the story.

	He could tell that both were tired from their experience, so he sent Jane down to put them back in their cells. Amy promptly flopped down on her cot. Whore eyed the bed enviously and laid down carefully on the floor. Amy smirked at her but said nothing. Revenge is best cold.

	As the two were being prepared for their next session, Glen was on hand to supervise. Amy asked permission to speak. "Master, whore is doing a good job with her tongue. However, I can feel she’s not giving it 100 percent. Perhaps if you tied my rope to her nose ring, she’d have more incentive?"

	If they had taken a vote, it probably would have been 2 to 1, with Amy on the losing end, but bondage doesn’t go by democratic rules. Amy’s suggestion was well thought out and appropriate for a slave under punishment. With a few mental reservations, Glen switched the rope to whore’s nose ring. Her eyes said she hated it, but she remained silent. She was also smarting over Amy’s (false) claim that she wasn’t putting 100 percent into her tongue. Idly she wondered how Amy would react to having her clit bitten, hard. She briefly enjoyed a mental picture of her teeth grinding on the tender flesh. With everything ready, the recorder on, she resumed her story.

	Dr. Steve went on to explain that the fraternity and the sorority had close ties (chuckling at this deliberate pun) and both were heavily into the bondage scene. The basement of the Sorority house had a row of cells and a plentiful supp;y of equipment which the girls could use to act out their bondage fantasies.

	He admitted that he had been a member of the fraternity before going on to medical school, which explained why and how he was involved.

	I managed to croak, "What did he do to me?"

	Dr. Steve put on his best bedside manner, "You’ve got cuts and bruises on your upper body, but the most damage was between your legs. I had to do some extensive embroidery work on your perineum, but with a week or 10 days of bed rest you should be ready to take on the world again. Your knees look bad, but they should be fine in a couple of days. I thought at first he had hit you across the knees with that piece of angle iron, but then I realized it was from kneeling on it."

	"That bastard," I said huskily, "They should hang him by his nuts."

	"That’s the weird part," said Dr. Steve. "He apparently never had sex with you or any of the other girls he went with."

	"Let me change that," I said. "They should wrap his nuts with piano wire and hang him from them."

	Dr. Steve laughed. "I don’t think I’d want to meet you in a dark alley."

	I kept the banter going. "You, I’d kiss. Him, I’d give the knee."

	Dr. Steve smiled, but I could tell my humor wasn’t that funny to him. I wanted to clear up one puzzle. "Dr. Steve, This was my first experience with bondage. Why did I have an orgasm right in the middle of a room full of people?"

	"Because, you, like many people, are aroused by bondage situations. Being forced to go down on men and women in public is highly erotic. I’m not at all surprised that you climaxed. Nadine has little trouble in keeping her roster of members full."

	Amy demanded attention. Her jerk on whore’s nose ring was unkind, but not as punitive as it could have been. Whore tried to get it over with as quickly as possible, but Amy wasn’t as ready as she thought she was.

	As long as I had an attentive audience I was determined to find out why I was having such strange feelings. "Dr. Steve, I felt strange as soon as he first tied me up. Am I a sadist too?  Like him?"

	"No, I’d need some more information, but you strike me as a masochist. You enjoy pain – up to a point. For instance, do you like being spanked by a boyfriend?"

	I could feel my face getting red. "I... I’ve only been spanked once."

	"Then you’ve been mssing out on another erotic experience. Most people outside the scene don’t realize that pain, in small to moderate doses, can be a real turnon. Like anything else, an overdose can do permanent harm, or even kill you."

	He became the professional again. "Right now, you’ve had enough talking and enough company. Nadine will keep a close eye on you, so let her know if you need anything."

	He and Tucker walked out. Nadine came to the bed for another sip of water, She stared into my eyes, looking for something. I was tired, so I didn’t try to talk. She continued to stare, then dropped her eyes from mine.

	I drifted off to sleep almost immediately. Nadine kept her vigil from the chair at the foot of the bed. I slept for several hours. When I woke I felt refreshed, I called to her, "Nadine, get me a glass of water, please."

	She jumped as if she had been shot and dashed to get a fresh glass as the ice had melted in the glass on my bedside table. She gave me the strangest look when she offered me the glass. I took it and watched her over the rim of the glass as I sipped through the straw. Her gaze continued to lock with mine, but she seemed unable to hold for more than a few seconds, dropping to the bed, then with a visible effort raising to meet mine again.

	Finally, I’d had enough. "Nadine, look at me."

	She dragged her eyes up and looked directly at me. "Is there something wrong with my face? Am I disfigured?"

	"No! No! It’s just..."

	"She couldn’t finish the sentence. I could see emotion welling up in her eyes, but for the life of me I couldn’t tell what it was."

	"Just, what?"

	She tried to keep her eyes on mine, but she lost control. They went swirling down to her hands, which I suddenly realized she was wringing fitfully. "Just..."

	"Nadine," I snapped, surprised at my sudden anger. "You’re being childish! Answer me!"

	She winced as if I had struck her.

	"I’m sorry..."

	"Sorry, what?"

	She went rigid, her eyes snapped up and back down, seeing my anger. She whispered, "I’m sorry, Mistress."

	I looked at her in utter disbelief.

	"Say that again, louder."

	"I’m sorry, Mistress,"

	I thought to myself, This only happens in books.  I’d read a couple, enough to know that this doesn’t come to pass in a couple of hours. I took the bull by the horns. "Kneel and explain yourself."

	She was down before I finished the sentence. I looked at her and raised my eyebrow. "Mistress, I am under your spell. I have been Mistress to hundreds of girls here, but you are the first to turn the tables on me. From the moment they brought you in, unconscious, I knew I had found the Mistress I didn’t know I even wanted."

	I looked at her, doing my best to hide my disbelief and surprise. She shifted her knees slightly and continued, "Just now, when you ordered me to get a glass of water, I nearly came as I jumped from my chair. I will do anything for you, and you can do anything to me that you wish. I am yours to enslave at your pleasure."

	More out of curiosity than anything else I decided to go along with her and see what came of it. As an absolute greenhorn I had very little to go on, but since she was so experienced, I decided she would teach me. I asked her, very frankly, "If I forbid you to have any orgasms without my express permission, is that within my powers as your Mistress?"

	"Oh, yes, Mistress. You can tell me to do, or not do anything you choose. It is up to me to obey your orders implicitly."

	"How do I punish you?"

	"There are whips in the dresser drawer, from mild to strenuous. The next drawer has handcuffs, leg irons, belts, chains, collars..."

	"What do you hate the most, of those restraints?"

	"Mistress, I’ve never worn them. I put them on the girls. I locked them and unlocked them, but I never wore them."

	"Not even in your private fantasies?"

	She reddened. "Just... Nipple clamps." 

	"Let me see them."

	She had them hidden. She brought them out, holding her hands before her, as if laden with precious jewels...

	"Put them on."

	"Yes. Mistress."

	It was Amy’s turn for some licking. She panted and writhed, to no avail. The story continued, "She stood beside the bed, clamped, the chain hanging nearly to her belly button. From somewhere a term came into my head."

	"Are you a pain slut?"

	Her answer was hesitant, her face red again, "Yes, Mistress."

	"Then tighten them. An extra quarter turn for hesitating."

	Her eyes flickered to my face and down again. I could see that she was ready to come. She groaned each time she twisted the screw that tightened the clamp."

	When she finished, I made her kneel beside the bed again. I played with the chain, tugging at the clamps. I made her beg to be allowed to tighten them another quarter turn.

	"Put your blouse back on. No bra."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	I was rapidly learning to like being a Mistress. Now, if my lower half wasn’t off limits...

	"Supper came on a tray, brought by my instant slave. It was a disappointment. Everything was liquid. Milk, broth, tea. How did she know I liked tea? Especially Earl Grey tea. The guard at the door was replaced by another member of the fraternity, also full of apologies. Nadine informed him that we would be keeping the door locked. She knew I was going to dominate her through the evening. I wondered how she would react to marching through the house dressed in nothing but cuffs and irons.

	When I finished she started to pick up my tray, but I stopped her, "I think my slave should do the dishes in handcuffs."

	She scurried to the drawer and returned with a pair of hinged cuffs. I’d seen pictures, but never felt the cold implacable steel in my hands. Nadine handed me the key and pointed out that I should install then with the keyhole up, making it impossible for the wearer to reach the keyhole, even if she had a key.

	There still was no communication from below my belly button

	but my nipples were making up for it. If I had touched the steel against one of them I’m sure I would have climaxed. I closed them on her wrists, making her look me in the eye. She stiffened a little more with each click, the pain suddenly appearing when they reached tight. I raised an eyebrow, my new standard signal.

	She whispered, "Tighter, please, Mistress." Without prompting she repeated it for both wrists until the steel was literally buried in her skin. I would call it screaming tight. If I were wearing them, I would have started screaming several clicks back.

	She held them up for my approval. The steel caught the light and winked at me. I nodded, then caught her arm as she turned, "Drop anything, even a spoon and it will be your hide."

	She knew that dropping everything was a distinct possibility. Hinged cuffs are designed to immobilize, not allow work to be performed. She balanced the tray carefully and headed for the tiny kitchen. With a sinking feeling she realized she would have  to tell me about Red, the trained whip girl, before, not after she had earned punishment.

	The unaccustomed cuffs would almost have excused a miscue, but Nadine kept everything on the counter, even a scrap of paper that threatened to blow off. She put everything away, mopped the floor and then returned to kneel, holding a small bowl of mints toward me. I took one and put the bowl on the nightstand. I reached out and took her hands in mine, caressing the cuffs with my fingers. I made her look at me. "How," I asked, "am I doing as a Mistress?"

	Nadine smiled, gripping my hands. "Mistress, with you in charge I’m going to have to wear a pad 24/7. My pussy is sloshing."

	I chuckled. "I never knew I had that effect on people."

	"Mistress, you have it on ME. That’s what’s important. I can’t believe that you can come in here, unconscious, flat on your back, belted helpless to a frame and dominate me from the first moment. I’m the meanest bitch that ever came down the pike, but one look and you turn me into a narcissus."

	"Yes, but look where I was yesterday. Tied up with my hands up behind my ears, a collar on my neck and a hobble on my ankles, blowing every cock and sucking every cunt in the place. How can you see me as your Mistress?"

	"Mistress, what YOU do has no bearing on our relationship. It’s what you do to ME that counts. You could be the cheapest whore in town, but you would still be my Mistress, the one person I look up to."

	Amy was starting to come even as whore’s tongue approached. It did turn a single into a multi, to Amy’s great enjoyment and whore’s frustration.

	


Chapter 37 - The Domme Gets Dommed

	Whore could have cheerfully choked Amy, had her hands not been lost somewhere behind her back. Amy was convulsing on the bed and never once slacked her grip on the rope that led to her nose ring, forcing her to vicariously feel every jerk and shudder that Amy was experiencing. When she finally did let the rope slacken, Whore was nearly as out of breath as Amy. 

	Glen decided that Amy was getting too much benefit from the arrangement and changed her licking sessions to every 15 minutes instead, with penalties if she came during the story. She tried to pass the penalties off to whore, but Glen would have none of it.

	The next day whore picked up her narrative and continued, "Nadine was acting like a lovesick cow. The only encouragement I was getting was from her and I still had some reservations as to my qualifications as a Mistress. I decided I was going to have to practice on her first, learn my job and then try to take on some other submissive."

	I asked Nadine, "Do you enjoy pain? Enjoy giving your subs pain?"

	She hesitated much too long, even for two questions.

	I didn’t let her answer. "That delay is going to cost you!" I almost yelled at her.

	She gulped, looked down and back up to look in my eyes. "I get off on pain," she whispered.

	This was one habit of hers I determined to break. "Say that again, in a normal tone of voice! You whisper to me again and you will be shouting some very personal information from the street corner."

	Her eyes widened and her mouth shot open. She tried for a second to stare me down, but she knew it was hopeless.

	"Mistress, I get off on pain. My own, and watching others in pain. I have two whip girls, Red and Shelby. They carry out my orders and do the punishments."

	"So you’re a wimp when it comes to discipline?"

	She hung her head. She almost whispered again, but caught herself. "Yes, Mistress."

	"Do you have a jewelry box?" I didn’t know one woman who didn’t have such a box. She searched my face, totally confused, then went and got the box off her dresser. She brought it to me, knelt and offered the open box.

	I found exactly what I wanted and picked out six earrings, the screw type.

	She watched me like a mouse cornered by a snake. I opened my hand and showed her the six. She had seen them when I picked them up. On my palm they took on a much different meaning. She was having trouble breathing, literally panting with lust. She and I, the neophyte, shared separate visions of the pain resting on my hand.

	"Get me a nail file and pliers," I ordered.

	She had a new file on the palm of one hand, a pair of needlenose pliers on the other. I picked up the pliers and admired them, ideas for their use already flooding my brain.

	With the pliers I detached the pad from the screw on each of the six. She never blinked, her thinking already one jump ahead of what I was doing. The soft metal fell away as I filed, until there was a needle point on each screw.

	I blew the filings on the floor, right where she would kneel when she got closer to the bed. She closed her eyes for a moment, steeling herself, then opened them looking for any sign of compassion in my eyes. She found nothing to give her any  courage.

	I moved my hand inches from her eyes. "Do you know what these are for?"

	"I was disrespectful to my Mistress. I whispered an answer to her question. I beg punishment."

	I picked two of the earrings out of my palm, one at a time, examining each one closely to make sure the point was sharp, then handed them to Nadine.

	"Alcohol." She opened the medicine cabinet in the bathroom and took a small bottle out. I called out, "You’d better pee while you have the chance." She started to close the door, but I was able to stop her with a look. "Slaves don’t have privacy," I reminded her.

	She found a small glass bowl and poured some of the alcohol into it, dropped the rings in and washed her hands. Then she offered the earrings to me. I stopped her with confirmation of her rising fear.

	"You know where they go. Start with one."

	She laid the other on the bed and inched forward. I could tell from her face that she had found the sharp filings with her knees. She made no effort to avoid them.

	She rested her firm breast on the bed, inches from my nose. With both hands she placed the earring around her nipple, the tough flesh tenting around the sharp point. She pulled her cuffed hands out of the way, below the bed, allowing me to see.

	"Put the other one on." I watched her hands. Her fingers never trembled. "I want you to tighten them, one at a time, a quarter turn and stop. I will tell you which one. Do it slowly."

	She turned one screw and stopped. She turned the other screw. I pointed again and she turned it a second time. A third time. I had her back off a quarter turn. A random pattern on the first screw, turned clear out at the end, only to screw it down tight again. Neither point had penetrated the skin but the sharp points hurt anyway.

	She was frustrated, wanting to get it over with in a hurry. I used that desire against her, delaying and delaying until she had spent nearly an hour screwing the points in and back out again. Several times she moved her mouth, but I refused her permission to speak.

	Finally with both points squashing the nipple against the guard, I ordered her to turn one in without stopping. She jerked as the point penetrated. I stopped her, with the point buried in her nipple. She moaned with pain. I looked daggers at her and she was silent. I made her penetrate with the other screw. She stifled a moan, pleading with her eyes for mercy. I taunted her, "How often do you give your girls relief when you are punishing them? Do you stop the whip?"

	"No, Mistress. I am cruel to them."

	"You mean your whip girls are cruel."

	She made a face. "Yes, Mistress."

	"I want you to turn the one in your left nipple very slowly until you meet resistance. No noise."

	 She did it, although her face spoke volumes of hurt.

	"Back it out, a quarter turn, slowly."

	"Right nipple, very slowly until you meet resistance. No noise."

	She must have split a nerve, as she emitted a small shriek.

	"Your punishment just doubled."

	I removed her handcuffs.

	"Put on a bra, blouse and skirt. No panties, shoes or stockings.

	I want you to wear the smallest size bra you have, to remind you with every step that you richly deserve to be in pain."

	Mute, she held her breasts toward me.

	"Didn’t I remind you that you are being punished?" I put her cuffs back on and double locked them, putting the key under my pillow.

	"Get Red and Shelby up here," I ordered.

	She jumped up, then stopped, holding her cuffed wrists out to me, expecting release.

	"You’re being punished. Wear them. Let your girls wonder what’s going on."

	In a few minutes I heard the clink of chains and Nadine and two girls came into the room. Red was shackled and wearing handcuffs in front of her and carrying a whip. Both wore puzzled expressions which deepened the moment they saw me. There was no problem telling which one was Red, as both were nude. Both were very angry, and after glancing at me they concentrated on Nadine, ignoring me completely. This fit my emerging plan beautifully.

	"Shelby, why aren’t you wearing chains? You’re supposed to be, when you are in the house."

	She got her mouth in gear before her brain and snapped, "I don’t have to wear chains. I’m the whip girl." She looked to Nadine, who had settled into her chair. Nadine pointedly ignored her. She was my problem, but Nadine showed every sign of being aroused.

	"That could change in a matter of seconds. You will go back downstairs, put on the heaviest set of chains you can find and crawl on your hands and knees back up the stairs and report to me."

	Shelby looked at me like I was crazy, but a second glance at Nadine showed that she had no support. She gave Nadine a dirty look and stood her ground. I nodded to Red, holding up finger and thumb an inch apart.

	Even with her wrists chained she was an artiste with the whip. The snapper at the tip cracked an inch behind Shelby’s head. She jumped as if shot, gave Red and Nadine another dirty look and slammed out the door. I could hear the guard giving her the whistle. Wait until she came crawling back!

	I centered on Red, intent on seeing how much hell I could raise in Nadine’s name. "Which is your favorite tit?"

	"Mistress?"

	"There are penalties if I have to repeat myself."

	"My left one, Mistress."

	She was sure I was crazy out of my head.

	"Play with the nipple. I want your fingers working that nipple constantly unless you have something else that needs doing. You don’t like your right tit?"

	"No, Mistress." Reluctant.

	"I want your right nipple flat. See that it stays that way."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	She was industriously fingering her left nipple, following orders. I glanced at Nadine. I could tell she had just had an orgasm. I questioned her with my eyebrows. She held up one finger and blushed to her waistline. I shook my head slowly, letting her know that she was facing more punishment. I knew the tight bra must be killing her, but I could find no sympathy for her, even though she had been caring for me so wonderfully.

	There was a loud whistle from the guard and a clank of chains and Shelby was back. Amazingly she had obeyed and was wearing a set of chains about one size below an anchor chain for an aircraft carrier. She crawled into the room and knelt beside the bed. I would have ordered her to stop in the middle of the room, but I had plans for her. There was some sort of connection between Nadine and Shelby that wasn’t healthy. Nadine was hiding something, beside the earrings pressed into her breasts by the tight bra she was wearing.

	"Red, don’t I see your bad nipple sticking up?"

	Red looked down her front and appeared startled that the nipple she was ignoring was rock hard. She continued to play with the other nipple as she responded to the question, "Yes, Mistress."

	I looked at Shelby. She was staring in disbelief, then looking first at me, then at Nadine. Nadine was hiding her hand between her legs.

	"Shelby, do you think you can hit Red’s right breast without damaging the nipple?"

	"Of course."

	"Of course, what?"

	She looked at Nadine. Nadine ignored her.

	"Shelby, I’m giving the orders. You respond to me as you did to your Mistress."

	"But I never called..."

	"Her Mistress?" I finished.

	"Shelby, you and I have some issues to clear up. First, there is the matter of Red’s bad nipple. I want a mark half an inch from that nipple. Now!"

	"Yes... Mistress."

	I would remember that deliberate delay.

	"Whap!"

	The mark across her breast appeared as if by magic, too fast for the eye to follow. Red growled like a dog, fighting the pain. She straightened up. The nipple was rigid, ignorant of the pain so close by.

	"Across the nipple. Half strength."

	"Whap!"

	The whip struck the nipple at almost full strength. Red certainly knew it, I knew it was too strong and so did Shelby and Nadine.

	The nipple went flat, tried to rise, gave it up as a bad job and disappeared into the surrounding flesh. Through it all Red had continued to fondle, rub and twist the other nipple.

	"See, it just takes a little incentive to get the job done." I turned to Shelby. "You and I need to talk. Disrespect to your Mistress, Disrespect to me, failure to follow orders. The list goes on."

	"Red, quit playing with yourself and get your whip." She quickly picked it up and stood, waiting for orders. She looked odd with one white breast and one red.

	"Nadine, your jewelry box please."

	She had it there in seconds, the strangest look on her face as she presented the open box. I had seen a coin. I picked it up and handed it to Red.

	"Squat Shelby against the wall, holding the coin against the wall with her nose. Here’s a pen. Draw a line on the wall under her nose."

	When she was positioned, I described what was about to happen to her. "Shelby, I’m going to ask you some questions. If I don’t get an answer or I think you are lying, Red is going to demonstrate her skill in slicing between your legs and putting the tip of her whip right where it will hurt the most. If you drop the coin you get two extras. If your nose drops below the line you get two more extras. If your ex-mistress has another orgasm, you get a dozen."

	"First question. Why weren’t you in the proper chains when you reported?"

	"My Mistress doesn’t require me to wear chains. I’m the whip girl!"

	"Shelby, I’m not at all satisfied with that answer. You are leaving things out. I want details! Red, if you please."

	The whip rolled a loop between Shelby’s legs. Red jerked at the last second and the tip raked her slit from end to end, snapping on her clit. Shelby held position, more from shock, letting go of a short scream.

	"Still the first question. Why weren’t you wearing chains?"

	"Go take a flying fuck, MISTRESS!"

	Red looked over to me. I held up three fingers and rotated my hand rapidly.

	"Whap! Whap! Whap!"

	It was like turning up the volume control on a radio. The short first scream became a long loud wail by the third stroke.

	Red looked at me and pointed with the whip to Shelby’s nose.

	"Nadine."

	She looked. The line under Shelby’s nose had disappeared. Red used her whip to push the nose back above the line. She almost lost the coin. She jammed her nose in harder to compensate.

	"Second question: Would you like to tell me what to do again?"

	"No, Mistress!"

	Good. She had gotten my message.

	"First question: Why weren’t you wearing chains?"

	"Mistress and I had an agreement. She would run things. I would be whip girl. Part of the agreement was that I didn’t have to wear chains because they interfered with my work."

	"That would have been a lie would it not? You seem to have had no trouble whipping Red’s bad nipple and she’s been doing a bang up job on your cunt while in chains. A lie?"

	"Whap!"

	 "Yes, Mistress."

	"Third question. "Are you blackmailing your ex-Mistress?"

	Silence.

	I nodded to Red, holding my balled fist and rotating it rapidly.

	The snap of the whip was like a series of firecrackers going off.

	Shelby stood it for five, then broke. "Yes! Stop! Yes, I was blackmailing her. Please stop, Mistress!"

	Her coin was on the floor and her nose down where even I could see it was below the line. I gave Red the sign for four. Red used the whip to push her nose up, then jammed the coin between her nose and the wall.

	"Fourth Question: Where did you hide the pictures?"

	"They’re in the lining of the trunk in my cell."

	"Nadine."

	She was on the move already. In a couple of minutes she returned, empty handed. I alerted Red, but she stopped her.

	"I found the photos and the negatives.  They have been destroyed. Her power over me is ended, Mistress."

	Interesting. I would have to find the proper torture to wring from her the truth about those photos. As it turned out, I never did get the chance.

	


Chapter 38 - Stirring up Trouble

	Whore was interrupted at that point by Amy who decided to have an orgasm and not wait. Glen entered the picture, announcing that talk was over as there was work that needed to be done. Amy was quickly punished, her protests ignored. Glen was rationing her punishments to avoid having to distract whore from her story.

	The next day, Amy announced she was having her period, so Georgina was drafted, certainly not against her will because she had seen ample evidence that whore had the best double-threat tongue in the country. Once Georgina was properly restrained whore began to spin her story:

	"Other than a couple of passing references to Nadine as ‘ex’ Mistress, neither of us had said anything about our relationship. The two whip girls cordially hated each other and the orders I had given had undoubtedly made that worse. I knew both were dying to find out how someone confined in bed could suddenly take over the top spot in their inner circle. Red had gone with the flow, making no fuss about changing Mistresses. Shelby was another story. She had followed orders to a point, before rebelling. Without her blackmail material she was an unknown quantity, but I intended to deal with that.

	She was still squatting, with her nose to the wall. Red had again pushed the coin between nose and wall.

	"I believe punishment was interrupted. Shelby, you have two for dropping the coin and two for breaking position, Red."

	Red threw four perfect strikes. Even without the pained screams I knew that Shelby wouldn’t be able to touch her sore clit for a week. She was sobbing when Red finished.

	I gave her a few moments to calm down, Red remaining at the ready.

	"Shelby, come here and kneel beside my bed."

	She got up on her knees, painfully, gave Red a guarded look of hatred and positioned herself at my bedside.

	"Shelby, you just lost your job as whip girl. You are fired. If you so much as touch the handle of a whip before you leave here, you will regret it for a long, long time. You are to remain chained for at least one week. You will report to Red every morning for a daily flogging and such other punishment as SHE deems appropriate. You will volunteer whenever she needs a practice dummy. You’ve ruled the roost for far too long so now you will see how your victims feel. If you have to come upstairs for any reason, you will crawl. Do I make myself clear?"

	Very subdued, she responded, "Yes, Mistress."

	"Red, keep her locked up except when she has classes. You heard my orders. You enforce them as you see fit. I’m sure you have some scores to settle. You have full whip rights over her."

	"Bitch, crawl!" Red issued her first order, punctuating it with a crack of her whip. I smiled to myself. Shelby was in for a rough time. I would find out that there were quite a few girls in the basement cells that had scores to settle with Shelby and with Nadine.

	I looked down at Nadine. She was huddled in her chair gently protecting her inflamed nipples.

	"Come here!" I ordered.

	She rushed to my bedside and kneeled, close.

	"Am I still doing OK as a Mistress?"

	She shivered and nodded emphatically.

	"God, I thought I was tough on the girls. You made me realize just how much of a wimp I am."

	"Let me see your nipples."

	Carefully she released her bra, wincing as it slid open across her punctured flesh. She laid it on the bed, cupped her breasts with her hands and offered them to me. For the very first time I felt a faint stirring below my belt, painful but there.

	"Where are you going to sleep?"

	"I have a cot in the closet."

	I nodded and she hurried to get it and set it up a couple of feet from my bed.

	"Do you have some antiseptic cream?"

	"Back to the bathroom." She handed me the tube. I handed it back.

	"Unscrew both. Put a liberal dab on the point and screw them back in. You are being punished for that unauthorized orgasm. Put your bra back on. You will sleep on your stomach tonight. Not a peep out of you."

	"Mistress, I’m sorry I disobeyed your order. Thank you for punishing me."

	"You did have just one climax?"

	"Mistress, if you hadn’t stopped me I’d be a messy puddle on the rug. The way you dominated Shelby and Red was a classic. I wanted so badly to have one of them between my legs....."

	"At the moment you’re more likely to get Red’s whip up your twat than a tongue. You’ve turned on something in me that I didn’t know was there. I find myself getting off on hurting people."

	"Mistress, you know you can hurt me any time, in any way that pleases you."

	I reached over and flicked one of her nipples. "I think you have enough pain - for the time being at least."

	Her eyes lit up at the prospect. I could see her imagining what I might do next to her. Unconsciously she reached up and grasped the screws, grinding them a fraction of a turn into her own nipples.

	"Stop that! I will tell you when you may punish yourself. Until I do, your hands stay away! We need to talk. I need to know everything about you and the girls and this house. Sit on the cot."

	She quickly filled me in on the background of the sorority and the closely-tied fraternity. A little I already knew, but I wasn’t really prepared for the information she gave me.

	"The men used the sorority as a source for girlfriends who enjoyed bondage. The fraternity recruited men who were bondage fans. As I already knew, the sorority recruited members who were into bondage, so there was a near-perfect match between the two groups. In both houses there were small groups of gays and lesbians who were also into bondage."

	"The fraternity house didn’t have a basement, while the sorority house did, so the dungeon wound up in the girl’s basement, along with a number of cells that were essentially private rooms.  This allowed the men who wanted it, to keep their girlfriends locked up, or in bondage, or ‘enjoying’ the larger equipment like the stocks and the rack."

	"Where does that handsome Doctor fit in?" I asked.

	"Dr. Steve? He’s an alumnus. There are lawyers, and a lot of other professional people who were in the fraternity, even a Judge. Dr. Steve handles all the medical problems and the Judge and a couple of the lawyers keep us out of court. "

	 That was the first mention of the man who would later enslave me and make me his wife-slave.

	Dr. Steve came in the next morning and examined me. While Nadine was changing the bandages, he checked the rest of me. He noticed that I looked tired.

	"Do you want something to make you sleep?"

	I declined, afraid he would ask questions that would expose what we had been doing. I was certain that he could tell that Nadine was in pain, but he was concentrating on me.

	I finished the breakfast tray that Nadine had brought and laid back on the pillow. I was aroused and it was hiding my exhaustion. The pillow invited sleep and I dreamt until mid-afternoon. I woke with the anxious face of Nadine hovering over me.

	"Are you all right, Mistress?"

	I teased her,  "Why, yes. Other than a six inch deep cut between my legs, umpteen stitches and some cuts and bruises I’m in perfect health."

	"Dr. Steve said to let you sleep as much as possible."

	"Good for him. I feel quite a bit better."

	Actually I did. I was starting to get feeling back in my legs and arousal had become a distinct possibility rather than an abstract theory. Not that I could do anything about it.

	I had visitors.

	President Tucker and Sam the vice president and a delegation of fraternity members came into th room, with Nadine bringing up the rear. They expressed their apologies and condolences, along with get well wishes, but they saved the best part for last.

	"The fraternity and the sorority have joined together to provide you with an all expense scholarship so that you can continue your education. You have been unanimously elected as a full fledged member of the sorority."

	Everyone shook my hand, Nadine kissed my cheek and the delegation left. She remained kneeling. I looked over at her,

	"Does that mean I don’t have to go through the initiation?"

	"No, Mistress, of course not. Everyone felt you had more than earned your membership with what Cecill put you through."

	"So, now I’m putting you through the same thing."

	"No, Mistress, it’s not the same. You’re already a legitimate Mistress. Cecill was never more than a wannabe."

	"You know you can tell me to stop any time."

	"Mistress, one thing I haven’t taught you. The sub always has a safe word that she can use if things are getting too rough. My safe word is Melody. If I get desperate enough to use it you need to stop at once and find out what the problem is. If I’m gagged I’ll hold up two fingers on either hand."

	I laughed.

	"It better be two fingers and not one. You give me the finger and Red’s going to wear out her arm."

	 She smiled, "I’ve already learned not to cross you, Mistress."

	A short time later I realized that I was starved when some delicious aromas preceded my dinner tray into the room. I swept it clean in minutes, looking around for more. Nadine shook her finger at me. "You’ll get fat, lying on your lazy butt and swilling down food."

	I debated calling her on the comment, but I figured she had enough on her plate without adding a joking remark to it. I was still feeling my way and to be honest wasn’t quite sure how to handle it. I didn’t want her side of our conversations limited to Yes or No, Mistress, but I didn’t want her flouting my authority with impunity. I realized too that I was taking my impatience out on her. She couldn’t speed my recovery so I needed to put my impatience on the one person responsible, me.

	I already had her evening planned. It started with her kneeling beside my bed, playing our earring game. By the time I had worked her fingers to a frazzle, she was ready to chew nails.

	Exactly the state of mind I wanted. I issued her orders. "You are to go down stairs, get Red and start at the end of the row. Get whomever is in the cell out and have Red work her over. Put her back in and restrain her as tightly as you can. Do that all the way down the line, skipping Shelby. Do her last and give her double what Red has been handing out. Go back up the  line and give anyone that is making the slightest noise a repeat dose."

	"Mistress, they will lynch me if I do that!" She wrung her hands.

	"Not if they’re tied down. Make them hurt and make them certain that it’s you that’s hurting them. Shelby will lose her mind trying to figure you out."

	"Do I have to wear my chains?"

	"Not this time. You can even stay dressed, over your bra."

	"They’ll KILL me," she muttered as she went out the door.

	I yelled after her, "I heard that!"

	I watched the TV for the two hours she was gone. When she came back into the room she looked exhausted. I taunted her:

	"A pleasant evening?"

	She flopped on her knees beside the bed before answering.

	"Mistress I’ve always been a bitch to the girls but tonight I outdid every bitchy stunt I’ve ever pulled. Some of the dominance you exude must have rubbed off on me. If they hadn’t been in restraints or behind locked doors I would have had a riot on my hands. That bunch of ladies is mad, mad, MAD!"

	"Good! Tell me all the gory details, from start to finish."

	-0-

	About here Georgina was floating, listening to whore’s story and pacing her arousal. Now it was time for tongue. She pulled gently on the rope, then a little more firmly to get whore moved into position. Glen watched on the monitor as she came, groaning with pleasure. When she released the rope, whore was ready to go again.

	-0-

	First we walked from one end to the other, with Red swinging her whip to get everyone’s attention as I locked each cell door. Several of them were standing at the bars watching, trying to figure out what we were up to. Cindy was in the first cell. She was lying on her bunk and didn’t want to come out. Red reached through the bars with her whip and snapped her right on the ass cheek. She bounced off the bunk and out the cell door. I made her stand at attention while Red wrapped her whip about three times around her thighs. She hit her twice and I walked her back into the cell, cuffing her as I went. I padlocked a chain from her ankle to the wall and locked the cell door on the way out.

	By this time everybody was up and looking. The ones in the next cells could see what Red did to Cindy and they were already noisy, demanding to know what was going on.

	Norma was in the second cell. She was yelling the loudest, so I shut her up fast. Red got her whip through the bars and drew a line down her thigh. I opened the door and she limped out, not making a sound. Red matched the now-red line on her other thigh and I locked her collar to a ring in the floor with a short chain.

	The third cell was a little larger than the others and it is occupied by a pair of twins, Jane and Joan. They had been doing a 69 when I first came by but now they were rattling the bars, demanding to be let out. Red caught Jane’s hand with the whip and slammed it into the bars. Then he backhanded Joan’s arm and they came out as meek as lambs. Not that they weren’t giving me looks that could have killed at 10 paces. Red wrapped his whip around Jane and I took her back into the cell and cuffed her hands under the bunk, so she was lying on it hugging it. Red spun Joan into my arms and I cuffed her to the bars on her side of the cell. No more 69 for them!

	Betty, in number 4 was basketball player big - a couple of inches over six feet. She made a swing at me when I opened the door, but Red caught her wrist with her whip and almost snapped it. She came out, ducking to avoid another lash and holding her wrist like it was broken. Red snapped her a couple of times between the shoulder blades and I locked her ankles in a spreader bar, through the cell bars. She started to fuss and Red just tapped her once on the soles of her feet and she shut up.

	In cell 5, Robin was calling me every dirty name in the book. I jumped on her back and forced her to the ground. I held her feet and made her repeat every name and Red gave her a lash across her soles for each one. When she was done, I cuffed her to the bars so she has to stand all night on her sore feet.

	Kimberly in 6 was a stunning red head, matching Red but a shade better looking. She was yelling at the top of her lungs, adding to the din, but I couldn’t make out any words. I pulled her out and Red turned her ass cheeks as red as her hair. I tossed her on her bunk and hog-tied her with two sets of cuffs.

	Pamela was in 7, right next to Shelby. I don’t know if Shelby had been egging her on, but she was repeating the names that Robin called me. She’s standing up right now, but she won’t be able to walk right for several days.

	I just looked at Shelby as we went by her cell. She wasn’t saying anything, but she was giving both of us the death stare.

	In the ninth cell Donna was on the other side of Shelby and she was bad mouthing both of us. Red didn’t take kindly to her verbal abuse and went after her before I even got the cell door open. Red made that whip sing and a very chastized Donna crawled back into her cell and let me chain her on her knees, with her feet sticking out of the cell.

	The number 10 cell looked empty, but when I got close I could see Jana hiding under the bunk. I opened the door and Red slithered the whip across the floor like a snake, catching her in her hiding place. The second one curled around her ankle and she dragged her out where I could get at her. I cuffed her arms around the base of the toilet, giving Red a clear shot at her ass.

	The last cell was empty, because it was Red’s cell, so we walked back to number 8. Shelby gave us the finger as we approached. I opened the door and rushed her, getting a hammerlock that I pressed until she submitted. Then I made her hold the finger up in the air and Red whipped it. She was able to make about four wraps on the finger with each stroke and the four wraps hurt like four separate whip strokes. I stuck her hand out the door and lashed her elbow to the door so she couldn’t pull it back in. I ordered her to keep the finger up and if it curled in the slightest I would bring Red back and do all her fingers and thumbs."

	Red and I went back down the line, using every available target for another stroke or two. When we got back to Shelby, Red wrapped the finger again and I watched her, daring her to curl it.

	Red went back to her cell. I left her door unlocked and told her to feel free to discipline any of the girls that raised too much Hell. As I walked up the stairs it sounded like hornet’s nest under attack.

	"Good work. You will sleep on your stomach again tonight ......... but without your bra. You’ve earned it."

	"Mistress, may I ask a question?"

	I nodded.

	"Mistress, why are you deliberately riling the girls up? You can’t control them from your bed, so I’m stuck with a potential riot on my hands."

	"I don’t recall leaving this bed, but I got every girl down there disciplined. I have you, and Red to control them. What more do I need?"

	"Mistress, it doesn’t make sense."

	"It does to me. Wait and see what happens."

	I let things simmer the next day. Red reported that the mood in the dungeon was dangerous. Threats were being made. I smiled to myself. My plan was working.

	After dinner I called Nadine to my bed and announced a session of earring play. I started out normally, driving her up the wall with repeated irregular in and out patterns. Finally I had her remove them. She placed them in my palm. I caught her other hand and laid them in her palm. She looked at me, expecting the worst. I crossed her up.

	"Do you love your Mistress?"

	"Of course I love you, Mistress."

	"You will do anything I ask, anything I tell you to do."

	She didn’t have the foggiest notion where I was going with this, but she agreed.

	"Then, you are to show your love by following this order: Play the game with my nipples."

	"I will NOT! Absolutely NOT! Never! You’re in no condition to suffer like that! You are NUTS!"

	"Pack your bags. You are leaving."

	"Mistress, NO! That’s cruel. You will tear me apart if I cause you the slightest pain."

	"Pack your bags. You are leaving."

	"All right, I’ll stay. I’ll do it. But I still think you are nuts!

	I love you, but you’re nutty as a fruitcake!"

	


Chapter 39 - Turning the Table

	I leaned back, satisfied I had won that battle of wills. I wasn’t at all sure that I would win the next battle, or win the battle and lose the war. I was determined to show her that I could take anything she could dish out, blithely ignoring the fact that I had capitulated so abjectly to Cecill. I also didn’t know how she would react if I gave her back her power over me. I was young, foolish and ignorant. I would learn, the hard way.

	We played the game, only this time I was the frustrated one. She made me beg repeatedly for permission to move the screws in and out of my nipples. She was still wearing hers, as a badge of honor, showing me with her eyes how much she hurt. I could even feel her hurt through her fingers as they caressed my swollen and very sore nipples. Their hurt and hers combined in a bitter arousal that could go nowhere as long as I was strapped to this frame.

	We had agreed to a two hour time limit. At least, I agreed to it. I realized as the time approached that she had never really agreed to a limit. My bravado was slowly replaced with fear. She had every advantage as I was helpless to move. I could also feel the change. First her fingers had been hesitant, reluctant to hurt me. Now I could feel the cruelty as she slowly unsheathed her claws and dominated me.

	She stopped exactly at two hours. Her fingers unscrewed the earrings and she gently applied ointment, working it into the punctures in my nipples. As she finished she burst into tears, laying her head on my bed.

	"I’m sorry, so sorry, Mistress, that I hurt you. Punish me for my cruelty to you."

	"You did exactly as I instructed you. However you did refuse an order, for which you are about to be punished."

	"Anything, Mistress. I should never have agreed to your request. Punish me for refusing your order!" 

	It took me a second to figure that out, but I was once more in charge.

	"Undress. Get Red up here, with her favorite whip."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	She hurried from the room, convincing herself that she was about to be whipped to the bone.

	When the two returned I instructed Red, pointing to Nadine, "This slave is to be punished. Put a collar, leash, leg irons and wrist cuffs in front on her. Take her to the basement and parade her in front of the cells. Unlock all of the cells except Shelby’s. They can do anything they wish with her for two hours. Anything, as long as she can make it up the stairs under her own power. If Shelby tries to interfere or offer advice, gag her."

	Red led her away, tugging on her leash. Silently she glanced at me as they went out the door. There were a myriad of emotions showing in her eyes, too many to decipher in a glance.

	A few minutes into the third hour she crawled into the room, collapsing when she reached my bed. She was wet, her hair hanging in damp masses. She had been whipped, evidenced by the total lack of normal looking skin. There were welts in a number of places, one exactly bisecting the earring still in her left nipple.

	I was impatient to hear what happened.

	"Kneel up. Report."

	"Mistress, my punishment began as soon as we left the room. Red whipped me several times for being too slow in my chains. My hobble was so short I had to turn and back down the steps, offering her a target she used to alert the girls to my arrival. She made me walk down the row first, calling every girl a dirty name. Then she made me crawl back, kissing the feet of every girl. They were yelling at me, calling me cunt and whore and every name they could think of. They yelled what they were going to do to me if the got the chance."

	"Red gave them the chance and unlocked all the cells and then told them your instructions. Two of the girls grabbed me and they started kicking and punching me. Red kept them from doing any worse."

	"They set up a gauntlet, lining up on both sides and arming themselves with some of Red’s whips. They made me run it 10 times in my chains. Then they discovered the earrings, Several of them held me down and screwed them tight, forcing the point through the other side of my nipples."

	"They forced me to lick every girl to orgasm. They made fun of my technique and did everything they could to humiliate me."

	"I spent a long time in the water tank. They locked a ball and chain to my wrist and made me tread water holding the ball up in the air. They found a leash with a clamp and attached it to my septum. Any time water got on the ball they would jerk my head into the water and hold it there until I had emptied my lungs of air. Then they hauled me out, whipped me and sent me crawling back to you."

	"Was the punishment severe enough for refusing an order?"

	"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for punishing me."

	"What would you do if I ordered you to spend 24 hours torturing me?"

	She didn’t hesitate. I was sure that she had thought of revenge while the girls were working her over.

	"I would obey your order, Mistress, but you would regret it. You are too young and too inexperienced to pull a stunt like that."

	That made me mad. I didn’t like hearing things that deep down in my heart I knew were true. I was about to make a near fatal mistake that would alter my life.

	"Baloney! I can take anything you can dish out."

	"Mistress, I beg of you. Don’t do this. Be satisfied for now with the ring game. Don’t go overboard on pain. I can hurt you in ways you’ve never imagined. Have you endured pain that makes you faint dead away?"

	"I can stand it." My bravado was strained.

	"Do you realize that if I split a nerve in your nipple you would come off that bed in an instant?"

	That was a picture I didn’t want to visualize but I was young, and foolish.

	"Nonsense! I order you to torture me for 24 hours. If I use my safe word, I’ll leave, as soon as I can get off this bed. If I last the full time, you become my collared slave."

	"So I lose, either way," she said, bitterly.

	That annoyed me, but there was nothing I could say. She was right.

	I gave her specific instructions:

	"For 24 hours you may do anything you wish to my upper body that won’t leave permanent scars or damage. You are to ignore anything I say to you after the time starts, except for my safe word, which is raspberry. I promise that I will not seek revenge or punish you in any way for whatever you do to me. I am not to be blindfolded so that I can see everything you do. I am not to be told the time at any point during the 24 hours. You may bring the girls in to watch, or participate, as you see fit. You will tell them that I am being punished for an unnamed offense."

	As she said before, I was nutty as a fruitcake. I instantly regretted opening my big mouth.

	"The time starts now." She glanced at the clock, moving it so I couldn’t see it.

	It was like watching one of those old horror movies where the man changed into a wolf. Nadine changed before my eyes from a loving slave to a cruel imperious Mistress. A few seconds later the pain struck as she cranked the screws right through my nipples and into the pads. From that point on I was in continuous pain.

	I quickly learned that in my youthful ignorance I had grossly underestimated and misjudged Nadine. She was a consummate artiste with pain. Her ‘brag’ about knowing numerous ways to inflict pain was accurate to the letter. She quickly introduced me to pain that nearly ended my travail before it even got started.

	The medicine cabinet in the bathroom disgorged a large bottle of a brown liquid. There was no label on the bottle, but my torturer delighted in describing its effects.

	"This concoction was put together by one of Dr. Steve’s friends. Most medicines relieve pain. This magnifies pain. Just let me demonstrate for you."

	"Nadine didn’t smoke, but from somewhere she produced a cigarette and lit it. She blew a smoke ring which made a bee line for my right nipple. When it hit the nipple, which she had anointed with a dab of the liquid, it felt like I had been punched in the breast by a heavyweight boxer. I grunted, gasped for breath and my eyes opened even wider. I told myself this was the dumbest, worst idea I’d had in my young life. Stupid!"

	I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to realize that she could work me over after dousing me with the stuff and literally kill me without leaving a mark.

	She tapped the nipple, very gently with her fingertip. I tried my best to crawl down through the mattress, once I got my breath.

	"Hold your hand out."

	She grasped it, turning the palm up. She placed an earring in the palm.

	"I am going to hit your hand with this wooden ruler. The earring will fly up in the air. You catch it." The ‘or else’ hung like a cloud."

	The ruler was 18 inches long and more than two inches wide, thick as well. A potent discipline tool. It struck my hand.

	I shrieked.

	The earring flew up in the air. I clenched my fingers from the pain, barely opening my hand in time to catch the earring. It bounced before I could grasp it and almost fell to the floor.

	The ruler pressed my nipple. I grunted and tried to crawl away.

	"The slightest sound and you get two."

	I wanted to tell her how much it hurt and beg her to stop, but she wouldn’t allow me to speak. Later, she made me beg, repeatedly, to be struck again.

	At that moment, Dr. Steve walked in. He nodded to Nadine and smiled down at me. The smile froze when he saw the adornments on my nipples. He turned on Nadine:

	"Playing games again! You leave her alone. She’s been through some major trauma and I don’t want you making it harder for her to recover!"

	He bent down and started to remove the earrings. I grunted when he touched the left nipple and he spotted the stain and the bottle of pain enhancer.

	"I’ll take that! You had no business using it on her!"

	Nadine was red as a beet, mostly anger. She couldn’t tell Dr. Steve that it was my idea without opening a Pandora’s box of problems. She took the tongue lashing without responding. I gave her credit for that. I would have exploded in the same situation.

	Dr. Steve busied himself putting ointment on my nipples. I kept my hand clenched so he didn’t see the bruise on the palm.

	I didn’t want to get Nadine into any more trouble.

	He checked my lower half and had Nadine change the bandages. He seemed gratified that feeling was returning and assured me that with a few more days in bed I would be fine. He turned to leave, but stopped and warned Nadine again, "No more games."

	I didn’t know what to expect after he left. Nadine thought it over and finally came to my bed.

	"I’m going to postpone the rest, but I’m going to add some things to pay you back for getting my ass chewed... I won’t tell you until I’m ready to start. In the meantime I’ll revert to being your slave."

	I couldn’t resist. "Then, why aren’t you kneeling?"

	She too couldn’t resist. As she knelt she muttered, "You are a little bitch, aren’t you."

	Young and foolish, but a bitch. I’d been called worse.

	-0-

	Georgina interrupted at this point, pulling whore into position and welcoming her warm tongue. She already felt that this was much more than Amy deserved, so she intended to correct the problem. Georgina climaxed but made no move to be released so whore continued:

	Nadine waited until I was released from the frame and the stitches were taken out before she called my bluff. Dr. Steve was away for several days. They had gotten me out of bed and on my feet, but I was weak as a kitten. Nadine walked with me several times a day, first with a walker, then a cane, then I was free. I walked the length of the house several times a day, rapidly getting my strength back.

	After dinner Nadine left, without explanation. A few minutes later I heard a commotion out in the hall. Talking and chains rattling. Nadine came back in. Standing in the doorway she announced, "The time starts again."

	I had no idea how much time we had used, or how much remained, giving my torture a much more realistic feeling.

	She came in, lifted the sheet at the foot of the bed and clamped my ankles into shackles at the corners of the bed. She tied a rope across the bed at my waist. Then she went to the door and motioned. There was a clank of chains and a coffle of nude girls marched in lockstep into the room. Red brought up the rear, whip at the ready. The line was chained, collar to collar and each girl had her hands cuffed behind her. Red lined them up around three sides of the bed.

	Nadine spoke up, "This slave is being punished. She committed an offense which is none of your concern. You are here to witness her punishment and take heed of your own obedience to orders."

	She looked directly at me and added, "She is forbidden to speak or to make any noise, other than to beg for additional punishment. Asking for mercy will add to her woes. The rope across her waist is as far as I am allowed to go because she is recovering from surgery. Her breasts and hands are available for punishment."

	My heart sank. The hidden message for me was bleak. No mercy. I must beg to be hurt more seriously. If I don’t beg, or not abjectly enough, she would find her own ways to hurt me.

	Dr. Steve had tossed the earrings in the wastebasket when he removed them. Nadine had rescued them and sterilized them

	again. She began my torment by handing me the earrings and ordering, "Put them on. Start a new hole."

	She touched her own breast in passing, reminding me that she was still wearing hers, still under that tight bra, still hurting her. I must start at the beginning. Once I had penetrated the skin, she asked for two volunteers. Nobody moved. She pointed to the two on the end of the chain, "Red, separate them, remove their cuffs  and give them two lashes each. They have just volunteered."

	The two girls had the luxury of protesting their punishment with loud screams, a release I was denied. As soon as they were assigned to play the earring game I was very much ready to scream as their amateur movements found every nerve withing a foot of my nipples. They managed to hurt me at least twice as much as when either I or Nadine had screwed them in or out. Nadine gave me a withering warning look that I didn’t dare ignore.

	Nadine wanted to play Bounce the Hand. I didn’t want anything to do with it, but I was helpless to stop it. Red released the girl on the other end of the coffle and she was given whip rights over me. From somewhere Nadine produced another wood ruler that matched the one she was holding. Nadine explained the rules, some of it a new warning to me. I was to get a blow with the ruler on my palm. I must then catch the earring that was bounced up by the blow. If I missed, I would get two strokes before trying to catch it. Nadine was ordering me to miss in a message only I understood.

	 The new addition of a girl spanking my right hand was going to be trouble enough. I’m left handed and I couldn’t catch a barn door with that right hand. Given that the girl would probably hit me twice as hard, to curry favor with Nadine, I decided I needn’t worry about following orders. I’d be dropping enough on my own.

	My premonition was highly accurate. I got four out of five with my left hand but dropped all five with the right. My right hand was puffed up like a croissant from the extras, all inflicted with undue strength. Nadine would glare at me after every stroke, telling me without words how much she would like to hurt me. My euphoria had long since worn off and I was just plain scared. My time sense was never good and what little I had deserted me. I had no inkling whether I faced another hour or 20 more hours.

	All the time I spent getting my hands beaten to a pulp the two ‘volunteers’ had been busy wearing the threads off the screws that were buried deep in my nipples. After one especially hurtful penetration my hand moved of its own volition toward my left nipple. There was a loud ‘crack’ and I felt a searing pain across my knuckles. Nadine had been waiting for just such a slip and her ruler had been turned on edge. I couldn’t help groaning with the sudden pain. That cost me, big time.

	Nadine rolled in a stand used for patients to grab to roll over in bed, or to assist them to sit up. This one had been through Satan’s torture laboratory and had been converted to Nadine’s diabolical specifications. The hand grip now sported a pair of pulleys with thin strings hanging through them. Each string had a small hook on the end which the girls hooked through my earrings. From behind her back Nadine brought out two weights, which went on the hooks on the other ends, hanging several inches above my stomach.

	Just the weights hurt. Nadine, the consummate sadist made sure I was watching, then lifted one of the weights as high as it would go. She held it there for several seconds, knowing I was holding my breath. When I had to breath, she dropped it. I choked on a scream as it hit bottom, jerking my nipple. I felt a tear start down my cheek. I expected momentarily to be told to stop crying. She dropped the other weight. My body came up off the bed in a futile attempt to stem the pain.

	She looked at me, triumphantly, then nodded her head slightly. Like a lamb led to slaughter I obeyed.

	"Mistress, I beg of you, if I miss catching any more, add the weights to my punishment, please."

	"Are they heavy enough, slave?"

	This was my cue to beg for additional weight. She had them waiting.

	"Would you like a demonstration, slave?"

	How could I refuse? I begged, abjectly.

	I was sure my nipples were being pulled out by the roots. She never dropped both weights at once, dragging it out, the anticipation causing spasms in my stomach.

	We did two more bounces. I caught one with my left, none with my right. My hands were numb. My nipples were not, and suffered accordingly.

	Nadine laughed, the most cruel sound I’d heard. She held the clock in front of my bleary eyes.

	"We went over, by five minutes. What fun!"

	She ordered Red to escort the girls back to their cells. After hooking up the three he cracked his whip and the coffle lock stepped back to the basement.

	Nadine knelt beside my bed. She had an inkling she was in trouble. "You said you wouldn’t seek revenge on me."

	"Slave, 24 hours and five minutes is not 24 hours. That extra five minutes you weren’t entitled to is why I’m going to punish you."

	Nadine bowed her head, knowing I was right. That extra five minutes could have caused problems.

	"Slave, you will sleep on your stomach tonight. You will hang the full weights on each nipple and let them hang over the sides of your cot. In the morning you will present yourself and I will lift and drop the weights to show you what it feels like. To give you an option, you can wake me any time during the night to have them removed. It will cost you two drops - of both."

	


Chapter 40 - Slave Nadine

	In the middle of the night I felt her hand touching my breast. I turned on the light and found her kneeling, offering me the weights with her other hand. She continued to touch my breast.

	"Slave, did I give you permission to touch me?"

	She flushed and jerked her hand away. "No Mistress. I beg punishment. You offered to remove the weights."

	"I told you two drops. It is now three. Would you like to try for four?"

	Head down, she shook it. "No, Mistress."

	To this day I still don’t know if she was trying to prove to me that she could take whatever I dished out, or whether she really couldn’t take the pain of the weights. At the time I treated her roughly for showing off. I made her get the stand with the pulleys and roll it under her bed. Then she had to hook up the weights and in the end drop them, her eyes locked on mine. She earned one extra drop when one of the weights tangled in the cord.

	I made a point of letting her see me remove the earrings in my nipples, silently telling her she was forbidden to touch nipples or earrings. I put them under my pillow and made her turn over to spend the rest of the night sleeping on hers.

	Dr. Steve came in shortly after I had my breakfast. My hands were so sore I could barely stand holding a spoon or fork. Trust the Doctor to spot it almost immediately. He whirled and lashed out at Nadine. "I told you - NO games! Go see Red and ask for a dozen lashes. Hard!"

	Meekly she acknowledged the order and hurried out the door.

	Dr. Steve read me off too.

	"You’re just as responsible as she is. If you weren’t my patient you’d be lined up right behind her, waiting on Red. I’ve been hearing stories about you two. You’re going to kill each other if you keep up this thirst to dominate. Both of you can take a lot of pain. Too much for your own good. Quit trying to prove what you already know."

	There was only one answer I could give him. "Yes, Master."

	I looked at Dr. Steve with ‘new eyes,’ as they say. He obviously knew more about what went on inside this house than he was letting on. I certainly didn’t want to jeopardize the scholarship they had promised, but the lure of dominating a true top was overpowering. I already had some sketchy ideas about taking her leadership post away from her. As I said before, I was young and foolish. You might even say I was drunk with power.

	Just to make it worse, Nadine came back without her bra and her two headlights were on high beam, putting a halo around the two earrings she still wore. Dr. Steve went ballistic.

	"Son of a bitch! "You’ve been wearing those things all the time. There’s only one reason - she made you put them on and has been torturing you with them for how long? She’s only been here three weeks."

	He looked daggers at me. "You were out like a light the first day so I’d guess it was about the third night."

	I didn’t dare say anything, knowing it would set off another outburst.

	He took two quick steps and grabbed both rings. Nadine automatically backed up, yelping when her nipples tautened in his grip. Grimly he unscrewed them. "Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! You dumb cunts could both have contracted tetanus from this!"

	Nadine was just plain scared. I had no idea what sort of a hold he had over her, but she had worry written all over her face. The Doctor swearing and using vulgar language was a bad sign.

	He rummaged in his bag and came up with a tube of a very powerful antiseptic. He paused for a question, "Have you two stupes had your tetanus shots, up to date?"

	 We looked at each other and nodded.

	"You let her do this to you, so by God you are going to wear them." He slathered the cream on them and viciously screwed them back in place. Nadine was meek as a kitten.

	So was I for that matter. When he turned to me he had his hand out. I gingerly reached under my pillow and brought out the two I had been hiding. He gave them a dose of the medicine and screwed them through one of the holes in my nipples.

	"One wrong move by either of you and Red is going to trim your asses proper. You will wear these rings - and no bras - until you agree to have regular rings or bars inserted permanently. Personally, I think both of you would benefit from having bars and shackles installed so that anybody can control you with a finger."

	Nadine took that as an order and barely kept her face from turning sour. I wasn’t quite sure what he meant, but I would soon learn that the miniature shackles were just as effective as the full sized ones in controlling my movement.

	As soon as Dr. Steve was safely gone, we fell into each other’s arms. Nadine apologized over and over for causing trouble and I apologized right back, blaming myself for not warning her. We declared a truce as far as physical pain was concerned. As Dr. Steve had said, "Quit trying to prove what you already know."

	Nadine filled me in on the little shackles, including interpreting his ‘hint’ as a direct order to both of us. She had one of the shackles in her drawer so she brought it out and showed it to me. I wanted to install in right away, but Nadine shook her head.

	"Wait a couple of days until he has calmed down. Then we’ll ask him for permission to have the permanent ones installed. He will do it and it will hurt so get used to the idea. He of course was right about control. They can hook anything from fish line to anchor chain on there and make you do cartwheels. I’ve seen one of the sisters, who was a lesbian, satisfy a room full of men, just because she was helplessly tit shackled."

	Her advice was good. Dr. Steve did calm down and seemed quite pleased when we both asked to have our tits shackled. It did hurt, but he was as gentle as possible. Most of the hurt came later as it took several weeks for the healing process. For the first two weeks we were just wearing the bar, as it had to be moved back and forth to spread the ointment. Dr. Steve installed the shackle, then screwed the bolt into place and used a soldering gun to lock the threads. The hot metal was bad, but the heat didn’t last long.

	By this time the frame was long forgotten. Nadine was invited into my bed and allowed - after asking permission - to touch and feel wherever she pleased. Believe me, she was an expert at touching and feeling, and her tongue wasn’t half bad either. We got some exercise in bed, but Dr. Steve prescribed long walks.

	Rather than be alone I of course invited Nadine to come with me. At first she wanted to lag a pace behind me, proper respect from a slave. However, never caring for rules or tradition, I made her walk beside me.

	We made bets with each other as to whether any men we met would spot our ‘jewelry.’ I had dictated sheer, semi-see-through blouses for our walks, so anyone within ten paces could see that we had decorations on our nipples. Nadine was getting completely aroused by our display and in heavy traffic she would soon beg for permission to climax. I would give her the choice of stopping the next guy we saw and letting him watch her orgasm from three feet away, or waiting until we got home. She was up to two at home on one walk when a really handsome guy came around the corner, almost bumping into her.

	She turned five shades of pink as I spoke to him, "Wait a moment. She’s about to have an orgasm. Would you hold her hand while she comes?"

	He made a deep exaggerated bow, grasped her hand and kissed it, all the while staring at her nipples as if he expected them to explode. It was Nadine that exploded, draining herself so that the guy had to grab her to keep her from falling. I stood by and watched, barely suppressing a wolfish grin.

	The man left, after seating Nadine on a handy bench. She immediately began to threaten me with one punishment after another she wanted to inflict. I finally had to remind her just who the slave was. I pointed out that I could have ordered her to suck him off or go behind the bushes and get laid. She calmed down at that and by the time we got back to the house she was laughing and being her old self.

	That night as we lay cuddled in bed, she spoke into the darkness, "Mistress, you wouldn’t really have made me suck his cock." It was half a question, half a statement.

	"Yes, I would. You are my slave. I can make you do anything I please, or that pleases me."

	"Please, make me do it, soon, Mistress."

	"If it happens to please me at the moment, I’ll consider your plea."

	"Please, Mistress, make me lick your pussy."

	"That pleases me. As they say, Make it so."

	She made it so much fun I came, three times. She slept all night in my bed.

	My big chance was coming nearer. I had found out that the two groups held a joint meeting each year, with entertainment. Their idea of course was bondage entertainment. I consulted with Red and then announced to Nadine that I had plans for her. She would be a big part of the entertainment, but I only told her a small part of what I had planned for her.

	She understood that she was to present Red as the whip champion and then have her demonstrate by snapping a cigarette out of her mouth, one from each ear and then have Red undress her with the whip.

	I wanted her nude for the next part. She would have no difficulty with that, especially if it were at my order.

	Dr. Steve might just as well have moved in with us. He dismissed the guard from the Fraternity, satisfied that Cecill didn’t have any accomplices. He made us leave the apartment and the bedroom door unlocked and used it to walk in unannounced. He made us stand inspection whenever he showed up, with the room lit up like a lighthouse.

	The minutest bump or bruise or scratch required a detailed explanation. After checking the outside he would do a cavity search on both of us. Other than that he didn’t touch either of us. I had a sneaking suspicion that he had been boffing Nadine, but neither one gave the slightest indication.

	He of course had caught the two of us in bed together the second time he showed up. He didn’t say a word about it until he had completed his rigorous inspection. Then he made us get back in bed and looped our tit shackles together, leaving us face to face for the night.

	Another night he found a fresh bruise on my arm. I honestly didn’t remember how I did it, but it was nothing that Nadine had done. No explanation was accepted. He dug my earrings out of his bag and made us start new holes in our nipples, above the shackles. He wouldn’t let us finish the hole until the next night. I got a taste of what Nadine had gone through when I first sharpened the little bastards. Talk about ‘making a point!

	He’d caught on to the part the bra played, and both of us had to wear our tightest bras while he was punishing us. Then he made us lie on our stomachs on the bed for the night, with our hands cuffed behind us. He came in before rounds and released us, without a word.

	Red and Nadine practiced their routine. I was glad it was Nadine being the target that Red would undress, even though she never missed. I watched and talked to Red when it wouldn’t distract her aim. Turned out she had grown up on a cattle ranch in Utah and her boyfriend had introduced her to the whip, first on the receiving end and then turning the tables when she discovered he was romancing another girl. She practiced and bided her time until she caught him in the act and proceeded to whip both of them. She got what amounted to a whip scholarship through the Sorority, based on her ability to hand out discipline.

	I also found out that there was a long-standing animosity between Red and Shelby, dating back to an unspecified incident that she flatly refused to discuss. When I pressed the matter she told me to ask Dr. Steve. So I asked some questions about the Doctor, but Red either didn’t want to talk about him, or didn’t know the answers to my curiosity. She seemed particularly satisfied that Shelby was under ‘cell arrest’ and subject to Red’s whip. She admitted that there had been a dustup when Shelby was demoted, but Red had the whip so it ended before it began.

	My subjugation of Nadine was getting deeper by the day. Other than our walks I literally didn’t have to lift a finger. An icy drink appeared immediately when I licked my lips and allowed that they were getting dry. The bed was made, food was cooked and served and every creature comfort I could imagine was mine as soon as I voiced a want or a need.

	I set impossible tasks for her, punishing her with light slaps or pinches that didn’t leave a mark, carefully pointing out that much more potent punishments for such lapses would be her lot. The threats aroused her to the point of losing all control. She hadn’t and wouldn’t be allowed to have an orgasm, so it required dire threats to stop her. The problem was she was aroused even more by my whispered and detailed descriptions of what I would do to her.

	I made her buy a thick notebook. Whenever she earned a black mark she had to stop whatever she was doing and write it down in her book. She had to write a very detailed description of her infraction, the time and date. She then had to read to me what was written and I would announce the number of marks, adding extras if I had to correct her account. She then had to read it again and repeat the number of marks. By the time she finished her thighs were wet to her knees.

	In the evening, before I would allow her into my bed she had to kneel and read from her ‘Sin Book.’ If it was a common problem, she had to go back and find the previous incidents and read those as well. After each repetition she had to apologize, tell me what she had done or would do to rectify the problem and then beg for punishment.

	After listening to her recitation of her faults I would adjust the marks. If she for example didn’t clean the kitchen to my satisfaction, she got an increased number of marks every time this happened again, one mark the first time, two the next and so forth. For a serious problem, such as coming without permission, the number of marks doubled each time.

	Within a couple of weeks she had amassed the first hundred marks. She had to report the overall total each night, along with the daily total. She did everything but stand on her head trying to get me to tell her what punishments were represented by the marks. She never mentioned it, apparently not wanting to give me any ‘ideas,’ but it was obvious she was trying to assign a specific number of whip strokes for each mark. I let her imagination run riot and her subjugation got deeper and deeper. Not unexpectedly she worked harder at correcting her faults.

	Of course that didn’t stop me from assigning black marks. She was as likely to get one for a facial expression I didn’t care for as for missing a hair when she shaved her pussy. For that inspection, she had to sit on my chest, with her pussy inches from my tongue, where I could see every wayward hair. She wanted my tongue but the mere thought of the number of black marks I would give her for even asking made her shudder whenever she got too near. I knew, the way things were going, that eventually she would willingly beg to accept a black mark for each stroke of my tongue.

	I delighted in verbally torturing her, whispering in her ear, describing the bondage she would beg for, telling her how much and how long it would hurt. Then I would make her describe her sensations as she pictured the machines I had described, telling me where and how it hurt, what she dreaded that I would do to her when I had her helpless, or in chains on my bed. She would beg repeatedly to be allowed to climax. I would suggest that I ‘might’ let her come if she would tell me how to hurt her without making her come.

	Before I would finish she was thrashing and twisting on the bed, begging, crying, arms and legs constantly moving, offering me anything if I would just permit one small orgasm. All I had to say was "Would you...  and she was off to the races."

	It cost her two black marks and three orgasms - for me - but she seemed to think it was worth it. I wondered if she would have second thoughts when she found out what was going to happen to her.

	In the cold grey dawn I gave her the bad news, first making her kneel and kiss my feet.

	"You are my slave?"

	"Yes, Mistress, your total and obedient slave."

	I could not resist, not in a million years. "How many black marks do you have, slave?"

	"102, Mistress."

	"That’s your idea of ‘total and obedient slave?"

	She hung her head, afraid to arouse the savage beast just under my control.

	"No, Mistress, I am indeed a poor slave."

	"Do I need you to read your entire Sin Book to further remind you?"

	"No, Mistress, I am well aware of my faults, and I strive every day to correct them."

	"Do you still think of yourself as a Mistress?"

	"No, Mistress, not since the day you came to me."

	"Then you will have no objection if I have you appoint me as your successor as President of the sorority and then you resign."

	Without the slightest hesitation she nodded, "Yes, Mistress. As your slave I will do whatever pleases you. I would be honored to have my Mistress as President."

	"Slave, this is not going to be as easy as it sounds."

	She knelt silently as I explained to her just how it was going to come down.

	 

	


Chapter 41 -- The Best Laid Plans

	It was easy. Much too easy. Being something of a worrywart, I worried. Nadine was too strong willed to be a slave. She certainly was not the type to give up her power and position so willingly. I had expected at least hesitation when I broached my plan for her. Really I had expected outright refusal and I was primed to make her life utterly miserable if I had to force her to surrender her title.

	All along I had accepted her devotion to me as something of a schoolgirl crush, even though she was in her mid-20s. I’d never had a girlfriend so deeply involved and none of my boyfriends had wanted more from me than to spread my legs and show proper respect for the size of their tool. I worried that her whole attitude was nothing more than pity for my horrible experience with Cecill.

	-0-

	At this point, Georgina, who had been simmering for long minutes finally reached the boiling point and smoothly pulled whore into position to lick instead of talk. She enjoyed her orgasm thoroughly, just as much as she had been enjoying the erotic tale that whore was telling her, and the microphone that was recording it for posterity. She didn’t know that Amy was standing on tiptoe in front of a monitor, cuffed hands above her head, watching and listening as "her" tongue savaged Georgina’s pussy. When Georgina’s last spasm faded, whore picked up where she had left off.

	-0-

	Having Dr. Steve underfoot at every turn didn’t help matters at all. I worried about just how much he knew of our trysts, and especially what his reaction would be when I deposed Nadine as President. I desperately wanted - and needed - him on my side but his reaction to our pain games and our bedroom antics left me wondering just where he would stand.

	I tried flirting with him, but I might as well have tried to turn on a brick wall. He just simply ignored me. I couldn’t just write him off as he had saved me at the last moment from Cecill and then had given me excellent medical care. I was still extremely tender between my legs, but the pain was slowly going away. Nadine’s tongue massaging it regularly played a major role in my recovery.

	When the big day came, both my slave and I were having a case of nerves. I made her lick me, but that only seemed to make it worse for me, and Nadine’s arousal made her a basket case. When we were ready to dress, I handed her a key and a tampon.

	"What’s that for?" she asked.

	"Silly, the key goes in first."

	Comprehension lit her face and then she frowned. "What is the key for?"

	"After you resign, you will leave the stage. The auditorium will be locked so you will need it to get out. This may get ugly so you had better be prepared to run for the door."

	"In chains? How can I run?"

	"I’ll make sure your legs are free." I didn’t promise her hands, which I envisioned as cuffed behind her.

	"Mistress, what are you going to do to me - with me?"

	I stared her down. "Whatever pleases me."

	She squirmed, avoiding an orgasm by inches. She began to pant, unable to talk coherently. I slapped her face, gently. It was enough to break the spell.

	"What are you going to tell your audience your reason for resigning?"

	She looked at me for a long moment.

	"The truth. That my life as a Mistress was a lie, that I was a slave pretending to be a Mistress."

	I knew, and she probably did too, that such an admission would set her world ablaze and the audience would be demanding blood. She could be in mortal danger if the girls in the cells got hold of her. For that matter, the men in the Fraternity wouldn’t take kindly to having her scam exposed. She knew what she was getting into, probably better than I did, just how the brothers and sisters would treat her. I expected to have my hands full controlling things after she dropped that bombshell.

	I revealed a further problem that she would face.

	"I expect absolute obedience to everything I tell you or signal you to do. However, whenever I say, ‘The ex-president’ you will resist my orders, refuse to do anything you are told to do and beg the audience for support, claiming I tricked you. You will continue to rebel until I say the phrase again. Is that absolutely clear, slave?"

	She looked at me, totally horrified.

	"Mistress, they will kill me on the spot. Red will flay me alive. You have no idea what you are asking me to do!"

	"I know exactly what I am demanding. Utter, absolute, perfect obedience, the obedience expected from every slave."

	She shook her head. "Mistress, I cannot obey such an order. It would be suicide!"

	"You will obey or Red and I will take turns whipping you until you agree."

	"Mistress, you are making me do something I know in my heart is wrong..."

	"You WILL do it. It’s my order, or you can pack your bags and leave, right now!"

	I was triumphant. She was showing telltale signs of giving in.

	"Mistress, you are crazy, absolutely nuts to demand this of me."

	"What happened to ‘your total and obedient slave’?"

	Even that didn’t phase her. "I AM your total and obedient slave, but this is crazy!"

	"Slave, it’s an order. Do it, or pack!"

	Grumbling, she finally nodded her head.

	"When this is over, you can expect some of the most horrendous punishments I can devise to teach you not to refuse an order. I’m sure Dr. Steve will back me up."

	When I mentioned his name I saw a flicker of fear in her eyes. Her disobedience crumbled. I’d pushed the right button. I had serious doubts that he would agree to any serious punishiment for her, but the threat worked.

	I was tempted to dress in leather, but what little common sense I had dictated a simple blouse and skirt, certainly not the see-through blouse I’d been walking in. Nadine had her breakaway dress with the velcro tabs with matching bra and panties. Both of us wore ankle boots with four inch heels. I examined her carefully to ensure that her clothes would come off as planned. They were ready and Red and her whip were ready as well.

	The three of us walked to center stage as the curtains pulled back. We bowed, and I stepped to the microphone on the podium. I looked out over the audience. Virtually every member of the Fraternity and the Sorority were seated in front of me, along with several older guests, certainly alumni of one or the other. In the front row the officers alternated seats between the two organizations. The business meeting, which Nadine had co-chaired with Tucker had gone smoothly, with no hint of the fireworks to come. It was mostly routine business that needed only a voice vote to pass.

	Now Tucker was seated at my extreme right. The seat next to him was empty, reserved for Nadine. Sam, the Vice President was in the next seat and the seat to his right was empty, reserved for the Vice President of the Sorority. That would have been Shelby’s spot, but since she had been fired as whip girl, her office had gone with the whip. Shelby was nowhere to be seen so I assumed she was locked safely in her cell.

	To add a touch of formality to the proceedings I addressed the group, "Officers of the Fraternity and Sorority, members, Masters and Mistresses and honored guests, I welcome you. Today I have scheduled a demonstration of a topic that is close to our hearts and our minds. The Sorority’s whip girl is the most talented whip wielder that I have seen. Red is going to show you some other uses other than just whaling away at your partner. Incidentally, she learned her trade teaching her boyfriend not to play the field."

	I paused for the laughter.

	"First, President Nadine is going to put a cigarette between her lips. Her upper lips. We wouldn’t want something important damaged."

	I got more laughter as I was joking about their favorite topic. The humor was crude, but they were enjoying it.

	Nadine placed the cigarette and unconsciously pushed her head forward, as if to protect her body from the whip. Red would have none of it. She reversed the whip and used the handle to push Nadine’s head back. Then in a surprise move, she made Nadine kiss and lick the whip, to general laughter. Nadine flushed, a pale shade of pink. I grinned to myself. Nadine was already being humiliated and I hadn’t even started on her. Red either knew, or suspected what was going on and was acting upon it.

	Red uncoiled her whip, the biggest, ugliest, longest whip in her set. She first rolled a loop the length of the whip, the tip snapping into the air like a snake striking. She raised it into the air, cracking it loudly first behind, then in front of Nadine, who jumped slightly at each crack. Then Red took aim and snapped the whip toward her, neatly cutting the cigarette in two, half an inch from her protruding lips. The audience roard their approval and gave her some loud applause.

	Then Red handed her a playing card, the Ace of Spades. She held it up, Red’s whip again directing her, turning it slightly until it was facing the audience. Again the cracks behind and before her. Then a loud ‘splat’ and the card was torn from her hand. She stooped and picked it up and held it for the audience to see. Almost all of the spade had been torn from the card by the whip, leaving the outline.

	The next to closing part of her act came all too soon. Nadine stuck a cigarette in each ear and then folded her hands behind her. Red made the two practice swings then snapped the whip twice in rapid succession. The first severed cigarette hadn’t reach the floor when the other one was cut off. Red and Nadine stepped forward and bowed, to thunderous applause.

	When the room had quieted, Red had moved in front of Nadine, kneeling to avoid blocking anyone’s view.

	"Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t know whether you have seen our Sorority President in the buff, but you are about to. The literature is replete with stories of the hero tearing the victim’s clothes from her body, even whipping them off. We’re not going to do anything that drastic... There were a couple of good natured boos... but we are going to disrobe her with the whip. All Red has to do is hit the spots where her clothes are held together and they will fall off. This is delicate work so I ask your absolute silence until she is finished and then you can applaud to your heart’s content."

	Standing, a bull whip is not that easy to master. Kneeling makes it several times as hard. Red had no problem hitting the spots, beginning with the tabs on her shoulders. The first one opened to the whip, a flap of cloth falling onto her breast. When she hit the second one the dress folded forward at her hips. A snap at each hip and the dress went to the floor. Nadine turned her back to the audience. The whip opened her bra and she shrugged it from her shoulders as she turned back, displaying her breasts with the miniature shackles behind her nipples.

	She raised her hands above her head. The whip snapped, snapped again and again, each time closer to her until the tip tore the fastening over her left hip. Her panties fell part way exposing part of her smooth shaven pussy. The whip went to her other side, snapping closer and closer until it severed her panties from her hips, falling between her legs. The two bowed and the audience went wild.

	She looked at me. I gave a slight nod. Her big show was about to start. As the applause died down she stepped to the podium.

	After her formal greeting she smiled and turned a full circle.

	"See, not a scratch. I hope you enjoyed our demonstration. Give Red a big hand."

	The applause thundered again, with the usual whistles.

	"Now if we can re-convene the business meeting for a few moments, I have a couple of announcements to make."

	"First, you probably have noted that we do not have a Vice President. As most of you know, Shelby was fired as a whip girl and lost her seat as a result. With the approval of the Sorority Board, I have appointed Selene as Vice President."

	She pointed to me and I raised my hand as the applause began again.

	"The second announcement is one I wish I didn’t have to make. I am resigning as President of the Sorority and according to our Constitution and By-Laws, the Vice President becomes the President, serving until the next election of officers."

	The audience sat, stunned. At first there was no applause, then a scattering before the rest of them joined in. Nadine stood, waiting for my applause to end.

	"I want you to know why I am resigning. I have been living a lie. My life as a Mistress is a lie. I am a slave pretending to be a Mistress. Our Sorority cannot be ruled by a slave. "

	"Cane her!" came from the back of the room, followed by a chorus of agreement.

	"Gentlemen and ladies, our ex-president has seen fit to renounce her duties. What is your wish?"

	Before I could finish, Nadine had taken her cue from my calling her the ex-president, and exploded violently, "This is a sham! She tricked me!"

	She ran off the stage and knelt before President Tucker.

	"Please help me. She has stolen my power! "

	Tucker looked down at her, spat in her face and shoved her onto the floor with his foot.

	"Slut!" was all he needed to say.

	Red was right behind her, a short flogger replacing the bull whip. She peppered her with blows, forcing her back onto the stage, making her kneel at my side. She fought Red as best she could, but Red was out of range.

	"Tucker was on his feet. Half turning he addressed me and the audience at the same time. "This slut needs some obedience lessons. Service the hall!"

	A loud cheer went up at that, drowning Nadine’s protests. In the general confusion I suddenly spotted Dr. Steve making his way to the stage, with a heavy bundle under his arm.

	He mounted the stage and motioned two of the Fraternity brothers to join him. When he unwrapped his bundle, I couldn’t fathom its use, but the three men knew exactly. One held the violently struggling Nadine while the other two locked a studded collar around her neck. Attached at the back was a long rod with manacles near the end. Nadine’s arms were pulled back and the cuffs were closed and locked on her wrists. A studded leather strap fixed her elbows against even more studs on the rod. Nadine’s struggles were getting weaker, but her mouth was calling everyone names, including me.

	The purpose of the equipment became vividly apparent as soon as Nadine was tightly fastened to it. One of the brothers grabbed the handle at the end and pulled up sharply on it. Nadine fought it for a second, screaming with pain and hatred, then jerked herself up on her knees in response to the strong leverage of the long rod.

	An adjustable rod was mounted at right angles, with the semi-pointed end rammed into her spine. By turning the handle her arms were forced upward behind her back and the rod dug deeper into her spine.

	They wanted to make her knee walk off the stage but decided it might spoil their fun. The brothers lifted her bodily and dumped her on the floor rather ungently. Red’s whip and the rod handle directed her between Tucker’s spread legs. His pants were down and his cock was waiting. Nadine fought the collar, choking and hurt by the dull studs, finally giving in and taking Tucker in her mouth. She continued to fight, bound by her oath to obey. She remembered asking me to make her suck a cock and remembered my answer even as he spurted into her mouth. "When it pleases me."

	Now she had a whole room full of cocks and pussies to satisfy.

	I remained behind the podium until they began to force her toward Sam. I announced, "Well, it looks like our ex-President is providing some unexpected entertainment."

	She got the message and gradually stopped fighting the collar. By the time she finished Sam she was complying with every command. The brothers took no chances and kept her in the device until she had serviced everyone in the room, except me.

	There was one complaint, from a brother who had more than his share to drink. After Nadine sucked him off he was shouting ‘teeth’ at the top of his lungs, but several other brothers squelched him.

	Several of the brothers wanted more than a blow job. I warned them that Nadine had her period, but one was adamant. He spotted the tampon string and jerked it out. There was a clang as the hidden key hit the floor. There was no blood, so all eyes turned to me.

	Dr. Steve was at my side in an instant. "Just shut up!" he muttered to me and grabbed the microphone.

	"There are some unexplained events here. The show is over. I will see that what you have just seen is thoroughly investigated and the guilty party or parties punished."

	The curtains were drawn and Dr. Steve and Red herded Nadine and me through the stage door and into a small room. Nadine was still strapped in the collar and rod, but neither of them made any move to release her. Red walked over to her and shoved a gag in her mouth. A few second later I was handcuffed, gagged and had a hobble between my ankles.

	Dr. Steve sat me down and detailed my plan from beginning to end. He even knew details that I had skipped over. Finished, he growled, "You’re coming with me."

	Nadine and I looked at each other, helplessly. It was the last time I ever saw her.

	


Chapter 42 -- Jealous Rage

	While whore was relating her adventures and Georgina was getting her jollies, there was other activity in Glen’s mansion.

	The two maids had been allowed to listen to whore, but under what might be termed ‘exceptional’ circumstances. After listening to a few minutes of the first tape the pair was, to put it mildly, horny. The very obvious - and only - relief available was in Glen’s bed. If the truth be told, the two maids had been looking for some time for an excuse to submit fully to Glen.

	The pair stripped off their uniforms, fixed each other with ankle cuffs and hobbles, and hinged wrist cuffs. Then they paraded into Glen’s office after knocking, and knelt at his feet. Glen, interrupted in listening to whore, looked down impassively.

	Jane spoke for both of them, "Master, we wish to be given a place in your bed."

	Glen hid his annoyance well. This should have been handled by Georgina, but she was tied up - literally - with whore. "Do you submit to me, totally and without question?"

	"Yes, Master," they chorused.

	"Do you recognize, and agree to the fact that your bodies will be available to me or anyone I designate, at all times, for any purpose?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"You will be subject to a new rule. As you are now slaves, you will be expected to be lubricated and ready whenever you are in my bed, day or night. As before, you report to Georgina for work assignments and any punishments you have earned. You will work in the nude and in restraints, except when I have visitors or clients. Clear?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	Minutes later the pair were spreadeagled on their backs on the big bed, stretched nearly taut by their chains. They were blindfolded and equipped with medium speed vibrators that quickly sent their horniness to a new and higher level. From the speakers came the sound of whore’s voice, talking about being whipped.

	Amy soon found out about the new bedfellows. She was pissed, with good reason, seeing the two maids as two more potential Mistresses, to add to her woes. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, next to Glen, while he explained to her that she would have her place beside him, and between him and the two maids, but his words sounded lame to her. Anger boiled as she looked at the two helpless girls writhing on the bed, trying to attract Glen’s attention.

	Her anger boiled over. She stood up. Glen glanced up at her face and saw the warning signs. His muscles tensed.

	Amy took a step, away from the bed, toward the door. She lifted her other foot to move it forward. She was looking at the door. Escape was her one and only thought. A thought she instantly regretted.

	Glen pounced, his foot flying out and stamping on Amy’s hobble chain. Her momentum carried her forward, landing on the carpet with a heavy thud and jangle of her chains. Winded, she gasped for air.

	Glen landed on top of her, knocking her wind out again. In seconds he had her fully restrained and on her knees, his whip singing in her ears. The two blindfolded maids could only listen and guess what was going on.

	She climbed down the stairs awkwardly. Grim, Glen said nothing, letting his whip talk for him.

	Amy began to sob, scared out of her mind. The last thing she wanted was to lose Glen and now a second of thoughtless reaction was going to do just that.

	Glen was having similar thoughts, but he was still too angry to be completely rational and subjective. He didn’t want to lose her but to his way of thinking she had changed from that nude sacrificial offering of herself that first night. An important part of the matter was her seeming love of pain. She was at her best when she was suffering overwhelming physical or mental agony.

	This raised the immediate question as to whether this episode had been staged for her own benefit, to get a dose of the pain she sought. He intended to find out, while at the same time trying to figure out punishments that would punish, rather than merely feed her masochism. He realized, in between whip strokes, that with the advent of whore on the scene, he hadn’t been paying as much attention to Amy as he should have.

	As he slowly calmed, he realized that Amy needed a shadow who would be on her case day and night, giving her as much pain as she could soak up, along with constantly testing her limits with new and unique punishments. One thing he had learned was that Amy reacted the most to the unexpected, being forced to do things which had no foreseeable or predictable outcome.

	As Glen mulled the problem over in his mind he realized that the answer was right there. Besides Amy he now had four more slaves. Georgina and Jane and Sarah were busy with the day-to-day operation of the house. That left the Judge’s wife as the most logical choice to bird-dog Amy. The only problem with that was that whore was apparently on loan for some unknown length of time and the judge might want her back at a moment’s notice.

	He called the judge, on a fishing expedition. The conversation at first centered on her incarceration in the box. Glen was suitably appreciative of the various bondage methods used. He described her role as a talking book. The Judge chuckled that she could talk day into night. Finally, Glen asked the question, "How long may I keep her?"

	"As long as you want. I have a new clerk who is heavily into bondage, which you needn’t tell my wife, so I’m happy to have her where she can give you some enjoyment."

	"Thanks Judge. She is very enjoyable, and will fit very well into my plans."

	With that settled, Glen confirmed his decision to put whore in charge of Amy and at the same time decided on a fitting punishment for her. He shoved her into the cell, locked a chain to her collar and left her on the floor.

	Georgina was having her... She had lost count of the orgasms long since. Glen released her, then released whore, who promptly knelt at his feet. Georgina groaned and struggled to sit up.

	"That’s one powerful tongue you have - and one hellova story you’ve been telling."

	Whore flushed and thanked her Mistress for her praise. When he had their attention he announced, "Amy just tried to escape."

	Georgina reacted with a "What?" but whore remained mum. Glen explained the circumstances and added, "She’s turned into a pain slut. I’ve decided she needs a personal Mistress who can keep her coping with as much pain as she can take and a little bit more. Selene, I think this is a job for you. You’ve already told us some of your adventures as a dominant and from what I’ve heard, you can keep her hurting 24 hours a day. Are you willing to take the job on? You may speak freely, or as we say in this house, ‘open time.’"

	"Master, Mistress, I would be honored to be her special Mistress. But, she hates me, with good reason. I almost permanently disfigured her with that acid. She delights in calling me ‘whore’ and says it just to humiliate me."

	"Just one more reason to punish her, severely. You’ve heard the expression, ‘Make her eat her words.’ You have the opportunity. She and all of us will address you as Mistress Selene. She’s going to spend the next three days in your box, to get her in the right frame of mind, and then you will take over. Your watchword is ‘cruel and unusual.’ She is never to know what to expect, or what happens to her next. She is to fear you, fear your whip and above all fear your mind as you keep her occupied."

	Georgina nodded her approval. Amy had been a real bother for her and she was glad to see Glen taking such a firm stand. She certainly had her hands full with the two maids.

	Glen and Selene went to the cell. The found Amy lying on the floor.

	Selene’s whip snapped like a dry branch breaking. Amy screamed and grabbed for her sore hip.

	"On your knees!" Selene ordered.

	Slowly she complied, staring daggers at Selene.

	"Meet your new Mistress, Mistress Selene."

	"Whore!" snapped Amy.

	" That is M - I - S - T - R - E - S - S   S - E - L - E - N - E

	N - O - T  W - H - O - R - E!"

	Each letter had been punctuated by the snap of her whip. Amy was sobbing loudly, her body splotchy with the marks where the whip had hit home. It hurt, but she could shrug it off. She’d had worse. But, worse than the whipping was the sure knowledge that Selene had suddenly been elevated from punished slave to Mistress. The humiliation would take time to cope with and her sinking feeling confirmed that this was a woman to be feared for more than just her whip.

	"I’m sorry, Mistress Selene." It was flat, barely showing the proper respect.

	Selene’s whip curled across Amy’s thigh.

	"Did I give you permission to speak, slave?"

	Amy had a quandry. Should she shake her head, or respond with a "No, Mistress."

	She did both. Both were wrong and were promptly punished.

	Selene taught her what the future would hold. "You answer any direct question, and only a direct question. First, you ask permission to speak before saying another word. Let’s try that again. Did I give you permission to speak?"

	Amy flushed, humiliation blossoming on her face.

	"Please, Mistress Selene, may I have permission to speak?"

	"Yes, but make it short."

	"No, Mistress Selene, I did not have permission to speak."

	Whap!

	"I said, short."

	Selene left it at that. Amy had learned her lesson, knowing full well that her new Mistress could have continued finding fault indefinitely. She was learning the hard way that she would be allowed little or no conversation with her Mistress or anyone else for that matter.

	Selene unlocked the chain to her collar at the wall ring, letting the chain fall with a clatter. Amy had to drag it behind her as they guided her into the room where Selene’s delivery box waited, the cover open and beckoning.

	Amy hung back when she saw the box, knowing at once what was about to happen. She was punished for dragging her feet and then the two of them lifted her into the box. Selene, all too familiar with the bondage involved, reached in and began attaching the hooks and chains. Glen handed her fresh batteries and then helped close the inner lid around Amy’s neck. He debated putting a punishment helmet on her but decided against it. He felt the close confinement would affect her more if she could see some of it. Amy would have preferred being sightless in a helmet, but she had no voice in what was being done to her.

	Amy had already forgotten some of the nastier attributes of the box, but they were there to remind her and she wasn’t even settled in before they began to work on her. In particular the ridged board edge that nestled between her ass cheeks, which was carrying her entire weight, caught her immediate attention. Selene had never commented on it, but it was undoubtedly the worst part of the box, with waiting for the shocks when the box was opened coming in a close second.

	She tried desperately to remember how long Selene had been in the box, trying to assess or guess the length of her stay. All time sense went out the window in the blackness, leaving her unsure if minutes or hours had gone by.

	She was surprised by a feature that Glen had added. Speakers in the box were connected to the main house stereo system and periodic ‘open microphone’ sessions with Glen and Selene or Glen and Georgina or Glen and the maids were sent down to keep her up to date on his sexual adventures. She was able to recognize the sounds of Selene’s voice and every time she heard it she cursed her, vowing revenge. She denied to herself that what Selene was doing to her was revenge, but she had no answer as to how to topple her from power and regain what little status she had.

	She endured and survived a full 72 hours, not a minute less, in the box, which she cursed as often as she cursed Selene. One made her think of the other, so she had spent much of her time in fruitless swearing. ‘Bitch’ was about as nice as it got.

	The shocks, all full length, took most of th starch out of her before the box opened and she was released. She was allowed to speak only to thank them both for punishing her. Then she had to kiss their feet as a sign of her full submission, returning to silence, which Amy considered to be severe punishment in itself.

	Amy had soiled the box so her first task was to clean up her mess. Selene was right there, bossing Amy in what could only be described as micro-managing. She was being deliberately finicky, trying to get Amy to blow up and earn more severe punishment. Selene compared it to dominating Nadine, but there Nadine had been in love with her, while Amy hated her guts. Selene had been through enough to shrug off Amy’s hatred, ignoring it except when she used it to play against her and keep her in deep trouble.

	Glen had another long conversation with the Judge. The topic of course was Selene. He explained what had happened, beginning with the earlier problems he had with her, the escape attempt and turning whore back into Selene and putting her in charge of Amy’s discipline. He also told him he’d put Selene’s shipping box to good use.

	The Judge laughed when he had heard the full story. "I guess you won’t be as anxious to marry her after this incident."

	"Judge, with all due respect, I still want to marry her. She has her faults, like anyone else - like Selene for example - but I still love her and once we’ve gotten her straightened out I have every intention of marrying her. That’s the one thing that could pull her out of this mess."

	"Want to send her back here for a week or two? The Jailer can smooth her rough edges."

	"I’m sure he can, but from her reaction to the first session, I’ll take my chances here at home."

	"Well, he’s available, any time you need him. He’s mentioned Amy several times, suggesting some new things he’d like to try on her."

	"I’ll be sure and tell her. Warn her, I guess would be a better term. Just the threat of going back has a remarkable effect on her. She still isn’t quite sure that it wasn’t just a bad dream."

	As the conversation wound down he asked about how to handle Selene.

	"You had ordered some pretty strenuous discipline for her. Given that she’s now a Mistress do you want to continue things like the two for one punishments?"

	The Judge apologized, "I’m sorry, I merely meant those as guidelines. I got carried away, still angry at some stunt she pulled. She’s in your house. You handle her as you see fit. She’s experienced just about everything in the book, so she should be able to train Amy out of some or all of her bad habits. She does need to be kept in line though."

	"Thanks, Judge. I’ll keep her hopping."

	Glen grinned as he hung up. He was sure the Judge knew that he was screwing his wife, but the topic hadn’t come up and he read the Judge’s message as a tacit ‘go ahead’ with anything he cared to do with her. For right now she had been starring in the live feed to Amy’s box and now to wherever she would be consigned by her sadistic Mistress.

	He pondered the term for a moment. There was no question that Selene was a sadist. She had shown signs of it in everything she had done to Amy and to the characters in the stories of her earlier life. Nobody had called him a sadist, at least not recently, but reviewing recent events he would agree that the term fit him as well. Georgina was somewhat less sadistic, but she had the ability to switch roles at a moment’s notice. He suspected that as they learned more about Selene they would find her able to do that too.

	


Chapter 43 -- Amy Is Punished

	Amy was about to embark on the most painful period of her life. It began with taunting from her new Mistress, intent on following Glen’s orders to the letter. Amy, used to enduring set punishments, was at a loss as to how to cope with Selene. She had already experienced Selene’s highly educated whip. She remembered only too well the descriptions of Red, who certainly had trained her.

	"Quite a comedown for Littie Miss Princess, isn’t it slave?"

	"May I have permission to speak, Mistress?"

	"Keep it short!"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Amy was back to the boiling point. The simple little exchange, already repeated a dozen times and certain to be repeated hundreds of times in the future, was getting under her skin in a way the cruelest whipping couldn’t reach her. Selene had sensed her rage the very first time and fully intended to keep Amy at the boiling point with it.

	Selene was much more confident of her position, though still realizing that she could be demoted in a second, but Amy seemed to be intentionally screwing up and Selene could tell that Glen was at the end of his rope with her. Her sadistic bent thrilled to Glen’s ‘cruel and unusual’ designation for Amy’s discipline. Idly, she wondered what either Amy or Glen would think of the next part of the story of her life. She shuddered, thinking of the past. Right now she needed to instill that same fear in Amy. She could tell from her eyes that she was already scared. Selene wanted her shivering with fear whenever she heard her footsteps or her voice.

	"Your Master wants you punished, severely. Since you suffer from claustrophobia, I have just the thing that will make your stay in the box seem like a vacation at a health resort. I’ll bet you will never guess, or imagine what I have in mind."

	Amy stared at her, masking the fury and the fear in her eyes. She knew that Selene was extremely claustrophobic, giving her the experience that she would use to make Amy’s life miserable.  The threat alone was almost too much for Amy to handle. She remembered when she had been locked in the trunk of Glen’s car.  What would she do in something tighter and more constricting? That triggered her memory of the foam lined head box that Selene had so vividly described. Amy had to blank her mind and stop visualizing, realizing that she was beginning to pant, losing control of her breathing.

	Selene caught the subtle change and smiled to herself as her plan was beginning to work.

	She outfitted Amy with transport chains , reefed short so she was forced to walk in a crouch as she brought her up to the bedroom. Glen was waiting, slowly rubbing his hand up and down his cock, showing her what she was being denied. Selene took her place beside Glen, making Amy curl up on the foot of the bed. Georgina had gone home, but the two maids were chained to the other half of the bed.

	Amy discovered that her job would be to prepare whichever girl Glen wanted, make sure Glen’s cock was completely aroused and then guide it with her fingers into the appropriate hole. Selene was the first, and she made sure that Amy kept her head inches from the action. Amy tried closing her eyes, but was promptly punished. After Glen spurted his load, Amy was designated as the cleanup crew, but she was forbidden to swallow Glen’s seed. Instead she had to transfer it to Jane and Sarah’s willing mouths.

	Much later, Selene took an exhausted and bedraggled Amy back to the basement. Before leaving the bedroom she had been humiliated by being made to kiss and lick each ass hole. Selene had made her continue licking until she had an orgasm.

	In one of the rooms Amy hadn’t seen, Glen had had an oubilette built under the floor. Selene decided to blindfold Amy before dropping her into the hole, knowing that it would intensify the confinement.

	First, Selene bolted a steel yoke around Amy‘s neck and wrists. This was a key part of the bondage. Selene looped a rope under Amy’s armpits and used a crane with a winch to drop her into the hole.

	The projecting ends of the yoke fitted into two slots just below the floor. The hole was small enough so that even with her legs bent Amy’s feet were resting on a metal grill in the bottom. The sides of the hole were shaped like a barrel, narrow at the top and bottom and wide in the middle, so it was impossible to get purchase with a knee.

	Selene used the crane to lift the cover, which weighed more than a hundred pounds. She eased it into the tapered hole where it stopped, with the bottom resting on Amy’s head. The pressure was very slight, but time - and Amy’s imagination - would magnify it to a ton, slowly crushing her head.

	The final, cruelest touch - if one could ignore what came before - came to life with the flick of a switch. A computer fed random electrical charges into the separate rods of the grill, shocking her through her feet and her dangling chains which hung down to the grill.

	A hidden microphone brought the screams and pleas for mercy out of the hole and into speakers in the room above. A meter showed whenever an electrical charge was entering her body. Selene grinned, savoring the torture that Amy was going through, already planning how she would make Amy pay for speaking without permission. As she closed the door, the computer shut off, allowing a few all too short moments for Amy to recuperate and prepare for the next round of shocks. The heavy lid was already compressing her head in her imagination. The yoke was tight under her chin but her fears of crushing or choking were unfounded. Amy was too overwhelmed by her fear to realize that she was helping to punish herself.

	She had choices, but the implications scared her even more. She could fold up her legs, but gravity and the heavy shackles on her ankles allowed only a few moments of respite from the electricity, while at the same time her full weight fell on her arms and neck. Her arms were nearly useless as she was unable to grip anything and her weight dragged her wrists painfully into the edges of the yoke.

	All thoughts of revenge or curses for Selene were lost in the mind-boggling fix she found herself in. Her claustrophobia had kicked in before the lid went on and now seemed to be getting worse with every passing minute. Her screams echoed dully in the tiny cramped chamber and her begging went unheeded, but not unnoted. Somewhere in her mind she realized she would be

	punished for begging, but at this point she didn’t care.

	In the morning, a very chastened and repentant Amy was dragged up out of the hole. Released from the crane she flopped on her belly on the floor and crawled to Selene and kissed her boots frantically. Selene’s smile was cruel. "Slave, did I give you permission to touch me, to ruin my boots with your foul mouth?

	"Please, Mistress, may I have permission to speak?"

	"Keep it short."

	"No, Mistress."

	"What would you suggest as an appropriate penalty?"

	Amy’s eyes were staring into Selene’s. She got the unspoken message. Fear washed over her in huge waves.

	"Please, Mistress, may I have permission to speak?"

	"Keep it short."

	"Please, Mistress, put me back in the hole."

	Selene laughed, a witches cackle. Amy was already close to the breaking point. Glen was watching on the monitor, nodding in agreement. She held her crop where Amy could see it.

	"I said, ‘short!’ You wasted two words."

	Whap! Whap!

	Amy accepted the two strokes, her mind blank.

	"Correct it!"

	Amy went into her hated ritual, ending with "Back in the hole."

	Selene grunted, reluctantly satisfied for the moment. She moved toward the crane, then turned back.

	"Later," she promised. Amy’s fear enveloped her like a black cloud.

	Selene stripped her chains and ordered Amy into the shower, setting the timer for 10 minutes. When Amy was finished, her teeth chattering, Selene had a new rig for her. It was an adjustable rod which locked onto her collar at the top and had a pair of manacles at the bottom. Once her wrists were locked in, Selene extended the rod, pulling Amy’s wrists down sharply and at the same time pushing the collar up the back of her neck. It prevented Amy from using her hands and with the collar jammed up under her jaw she was unable to either bend her  back or turn her head. Selene put Amy on her knees and led her upstairs with the leash and her crop.

	She found Glen in his office and directed Amy to crawl to him on her belly and kiss his feet. She showed every sign of doing it willingly, in marked contrast to some previous efforts on Selene’s feet. Selene wasn’t counting the slathering Amy had volunteered coming out of the hole as she made a mental note to correct Amy the next time.

	Selene jerked sharply on Amy’s leash. "Would you like to tell your Master how much you enjoyed sleeping in the oubliette last night?"

	"Please, Mistress, may I speak?"

	"Stick to the facts!"

	"Master, I didn’t sleep at all. The shocks and the pressure and my claustrophobia made it very uncomfortable."

	Glen stared down at her, his face impassive. He could tell from her tone that she considered herself well punished.

	"I make that as three complaints, don’t you agree, Mistress?"

	"Master I would have made it four - Sleep, shock, pressure and claustrophobia."

	"Four it is then. Do you lack the ability to punish her for complaining?"

	It was a leading question and also a pretended  insult to Selene, intended to ensure that Amy suffered.

	"Master, when I am finished with her she - and you - will consider her well punished."

	She gave a vicious jerk to Amy’s leash.

	"It’s time to pay homage to your Master’s cock. You are forbidden to swallow."

	She looked at Glen, who pointed back to her.

	"Slave, when your Master comes, you will kiss me and give me all of his seed, which is too good for the likes of you."

	Glen sat down in his chair after opening and dropping his pants and shorts. He was already hard, so Amy had only to bring him to a climax. She filled her mouth, then turned and kissed Selene, pushing the milky liquid into her mouth. Selene locked eyes with Amy and made a point of first swallowing, with obvious enjoyment and then opening her mouth wide to show both Amy and Glen that she had swallowed his entire load. Amy was seething with anger and humiliation but she did her best to hide it from both of them.

	Actually her efforts were fruitless because both knew from experience that the girl was humiliated and both would have been surprised if she had not been angry with them.

	"I’ve had better blow jobs," Glen said, being deliberately insulting to Amy. Mistress, why don’t you see if she is any better at muff diving."

	He got up and offered Selene his chair. She sat and spread her legs, snapping Amy’s leash to draw her close.

	"I want to enjoy this while I think of something to do to you to improve your cock sucking ability. You may pass off your Master’s complaint, but I take it seriously, as your behavior and lack of training reflect on me. Get your fucking tongue into my pussy and be quick about it!"

	Seconds later, she slapped Amy across the breasts with the handle of the leash.

	"Idiot! ‘Be quick’ doesn’t mean hurrying ME! It means you get your sorry ass working right now! You lick, slow and gentle until I tell you different!  SLOW! Damn it!"

	Selene continued to berate Amy, criticizing every move she made, maddening her with constant speed up or slow down commands. Amy was about ready to bite, something that the more experienced Selene could spot. She slashed the leash across her breasts again and jerked her face out from between her legs.

	"You bite me, bitch and you will spend the rest of your life mourning your teeth, which I will personally remove, without anesthetic! I’m sure your Master has a pair of pliers in his desk that I can use."

	She was right, as Glen quickly handed her a pair of Vice Grips.

	"These will work fine. Perhaps I should break each tooth off at the gum line and leave the nerves exposed."

	That was more than enough for Amy. She jammed her mouth forward, tongue slithering frantically from clit to slit, willing to do almost anything to protect her perfect teeth from harm.

	Selene continued the verbal abuse up to the point where she had her orgasm. After chewing out Amy for stopping, rather than helping her climax to last longer, Selene asked Glen if the other slaves were nearby. He told her that Georgina, Jane and Sarah were all at the far end of the house, cleaning windows. Selene smiled.

	"Good! It will give me a chance to give this stupid cunt some crawling lessons. She’s slower than cold molasses on the stairs."

	"Perhaps you need a bigger crop?"

	Selene raised it, looked hard at it and without warning slashed Amy on the hip. She yelped, but Selene frowned.

	"You’re right. Master. I need a bigger one. She’s already too used to this one. She should have screamed, as hard as I swung."

	Glen reached in a drawer and handed her a much larger one, with a half inch wide tip. Selene swung it close to Amy’s ear, making her flinch. She swung again, catching the crease between hip and belly. Despite a strenuous effort to suppress it, to embarrass Selene, she screamed.

	Selene and her collared captive were no more than 10 feet from the door to Glen’s office when she tried the crop again, on a different part of Amy’s anatomy. She was rewarded with another involuntary scream. Amy tried to bite her tongue but that only made her tongue sore, to add to her woes.

	Selene led Amy down the stairs, across the basement and up the stairs at the other end. If she had been compassionate she could have simply walked through on the main floor, but her purpose was to keep Amy hurting and two flights of stairs had offered unlimited opportunities to test the effectiveness of her new crop. From the receiving end Amy would have certified it as a lethal weapon, but she had absolutely no say in the matter.

	They found the three slaves taking a break, seated around a table. Selene dragged Amy alongside the table and announced,

	"I brought my portable pussy licker along, thinking you girls would enjoy a little recreation. I have to apologize in advance, as her performance so far has been piss poor. She did a barely passable job of sucking Master’s cock and I had to ride her every minute when she was doing me. You’re welcome to her, for as long as you want, but don’t expect any first class effort out of her. I brought a new whip that Master gave me, which seems to get her attention, so you’re welcome to use that to get some real action out of her. I’ll loan you my whip rights for awhile."

	Jane and Sarah didn’t know what to do or how to go about accepting her offer. They knew almost nothing about Amy and they were not especially happy to be indulging in pussy punting with an audience. They looked to Georgina for advice and assistance.

	Georgina knew the two inexperienced girls would have problems with the situation, but she felt it would be good training for the girls. They had already experienced being fucked and licked while chained to Glen’s bed, so she felt - in contrast to their feelings - that this would be a good chance to enjoy themselves and learn something at the same time.

	All three women were nude, since this was not a day when they had to wear uniforms. This meant they merely had to spread their legs to participate. Georgina set the example, accepting Amy’s leash from Selene and drawing her into her shaved pussy. Selene handed her the crop and she tapped on Amy’s back, to warn her that she was armed and expected Amy’s best tongue work.

	As could be expected, Amy was not enjoying things one bit. The worst was the abuse from Selene. She was being put down and insulted at every turn. Even worse, to her mind, was the cold hard fact that the abuse, mental and physical, was turning her on. In her few spare moments she was compiling ways to kill Selene, along with a list of the tortures she intended to use.

	More fodder for her arousal.

	When Georgina was satisfied she handed the leash to Jane.

	"You know what to do," she smiled.

	Taking it as an order from a superior, she towed Amy into position, accepted the crop and tapped the exact same warning on Amy’s back. The remarkable thing was that when Jane climaxed, she blushed clear down to her hips.

	Seeing all this, Sarah was hesitant. Georgina got up and whispered something in her ear. She flushed, but accepted the leash and crop and gently pulled Amy into her open legs. Georgina retrieved the crop and warned Amy the third time.

	"Seconds, anyone?" Selene asked as the ‘party’ ended.

	There was a chorus of good natured refusal, as there was work to be done. Amy gave a sigh of relief. Selene heard it and disciplined her for it. The new crop was being thoroughly broken in.

	


Chapter 44 -- The Big Question

	Selene had no more than taken Amy upstairs than she reversed course and made her go back down. She led Amy into the room where the open oubliette waited. Amy’s reluctance to even enter the room was duly noted and duly corrected, bringing yet another bellow from Amy’s lips. Selene made Amy lie on her back next to the hole in the floor.

	Still smarting from the whip, Amy was convinced that she was about to go back into the hole and began to mentally prepare herself for the claustrophobia that would ensue. The mere thought of feeling the monstrous lid pressing down on her skull, pressing her into the choking collar and then the electrical shocks was more than she could handle. Her breathing turned to gusty shallow sucking sounds, much to Selene’s amusement.

	Selene moved the heavy steel yoke into position under Amy’s neck, then lifted the other half into position over her neck and wrists and bolted it tight. Each twist of the wrench seemed to change Amy’s breathing sounds - the sounds of torture.

	"Kneel!"

	Selene’s whip was already enforcing the order, even before it penetrated Amy’s befogged brain. She opened her mouth to beg for mercy, interrupted by a repeat of the order. The whip sang as she rolled onto her side, trying helplessly for leverage to lift the massive weight into the air. The metal clanked as it lifted and then dropped to the floor.  Amy curled her body, half protecting her breasts, then found the desperate strength to lift the yoke and gain balance on her knees.

	Selene forced her charge to knee walk to the edge of the hole. The whip handle pressed her head forward, jamming her neck into the front of her two collars, making her look into the darkness below. Amy shivered, the violence shaking her body like a dog shedding water.

	Selene tugged sharply on her leash.

	"Later!"

	Amy saw her cruel smile, remembering the scene in the jail sub-basement. She had pictured Selene as a mad woman. Now she realized that she was not mad - just the most sadistic person she had ever met. She felt Selene could have given her ex-husband lessons in brutality. Particularly her ability to use her sadism as a mental weapon against her victim. Amy found herself once more in a dilemma. She had nearly wet herself preparing to go in the hole, only to have it postponed again. Slave Fear overwhelmed her as she followed her leash back up the accursed stairs, wondering what new torture awaited at the top of the steps.

	The stairs alone had become a fitting punishment for an errant slave. With the weight of the yoke threatening her balance at every step, hands helpless to save her from a fall, she raised her knee up to each new tread expecting disaster.

	She was paraded into Glen’s office and made to squirm on her stomach to his feet to kiss his boots. Locked in the yoke she couldn’t crawl. Selene backed her away, out of reach of his boots and her whip handle forced Amy’s nose into the carpet.

	She held Amy there while she conversed with Glen.

	"Master, your slave has licked every slave pussy in this house and given you a blow job. Neither you, nor any of the slaves considered her talents as any more than barely adequate."

	"As a penalty for her poor performance she has been taking training in knee walking, especially on the stairs. She is a slow learner, so I have encouraged her to learn at a more rapid pace by installing her in the yoke, the one she will wear when she goes back into the hole."

	"Master, before I take her to the other slaves, would you like her to give you another blow job, to see if she has improved amy?"

	"No. Have her practice on a dildo in front of a camera first."

	"Yes, Master. An excellent suggestion."

	Selene found Georgina in her room. She made Amy wriggle and squirm to her feet, to kiss her toes, while Selene explained what was going on. She invited Georgina to enjoy Amy’s tongue while she went and prepared a dildo. She repeated what she had told Glen.

	Georgina had to help Amy lift her head off the floor. She sat in her large chair and pulled Amy to her, letting the yoke rest on her upper thighs. Amy went to work with a will, hoping against hope that Georgina would intercede for her and perhaps prevent another night in the oubliette

	When Selene returned, Georgina was just recovering from her orgasm. The yoke seemed to be an incentive, because Georgina had noted a distinct improvement. Still it was only a five, so there was ample room for more improvement.

	Georgina spread several layers of paper towels on the floor under Amy’s head. Selene bent down and showed Amy the dildo. It had been painted with a brownish liquid from top to bottom.

	"Slave, you have one hour to clean every speck of paint off this dildo."

	She placed it in one of Amy’s outstretched hands, barely close enough to hold the dildo before her mouth.

	Amy licked tentatively at the brown, trying to gauge how much pressure to put on her tongue. Suddenly she spat like a drenched cat, her face screwed up in a mask.

	"Lick!" The command was enforced by the whip.

	Amy licked. She was forced every few seconds to spit the drool from her mouth.

	Georgina looked at Selene, silently questioning her.

	Selene smiled, gloating. "It’s a foul tasting liquid, used to break kids from biting their nails. Amy used this once in her self bondage and Glen brought the bottle here in case he needed it. I believe her remark to Glen was that she’d  rather eat shit than taste it again."

	"Slave! Don’t even THINK of puking. You’ll clean it right back up with your tongue if you do."

	Amy wasn’t just thinking about heaving. Bile was rising in her throat and mixing with the residue of the brewn paint, making it taste even worse. She could only barely control her gagging as waves of nausea roiled her stomach.

	She finished the odious task with seconds to spare.Selene rewarded her with the wettest paper towel, which Amy had to chew and swallow. Amy agreed with her earlier taste comparison, even as she fought to keep from hurling the contents of her stomach.

	Selene was giggling with glee.

	"Looks like we’ve found something that Little Miss Princess doesn’t like. I’m going to get Master to order a case of this stuff and then make her drink every bottle."

	Amy turned green at the thought. Her stomach turned over.

	Jane and Sarah were in their rooms and both expressed an interest in having their clits licked, but only if they were frst painted. Selene was happy to oblige, showing Amy the bottle, then she had to watch as the clits were encouraged to come out of hiding to be painted. Amy was made to wait until the liquid dried. While she waited she was ordered to lick her lips in anticipation.

	Sarah was first and garnered two big orgasms from the sucking and licking. Jane made it to three, thanks to a larger clit that took longer to clean.

	Amy was too tired to eat supper, so Selene took her to the room and positioned her with her head hanging over the edge of the hole. She shackled one ankle to a floor ring, ensuring her captive would not wander away. As they finished supper, Selene invited all of them to come down and watch as Amy was placed back into the hole.

	Amy was startled by the slaves and Glen crowding around her, One by one the slaves knelt across from Amy and looked down into the oubliette as Selene held a flashlight. Impassive, theiir faces revealed almost nothing, but every head shook slightly as they took in where Amy had spent one night and now was about to face a second night of pure terror.

	Glen considered it as an excellent object lesson and a warning for his slaves. Screw up and they could be lying on the stones, waiting to be lowered into this worm hole, just as Amy was.

	Glen set the example. His face was firm, showing no sign of mercy. Georgina followed his lead, and so did Selene. The two maids kept their faces blank, unsure just what to do, but certain they didn’t want to follow Amy into that hole. Amy looked from face to face, ending with Glen. She saw no sign of mercy, no reason to expect anything other than that a plea for mercy would only add pain to her lot.

	Glen lifted Amy by the ring on her collar. Selene slid the rope under her and adjusted it through her armpits. Hooking the loop to the crane, the motor pulled her upright, then off the floor. Selene moved the arm until Amy was over the hole, then dropped her until her breasts were at floor level. Selene let her hang, silently daring her to break silence..

	The crane motor started again. Amy whimpered as the yoke dropped into its slot, Automatically she reached down with her feet, searching for a support. This time she didn’t have the short chains. She could stand on the grill rods, but her hobble chains were across two or three rods, markedly increasing her chances of being shocked every time.

	The massive lid settled into its tapered hole, touching Amy’s head. Jane and Sarah gasped in unison as they realized what they were seeing. Both made solemn vows to themselves never to wind up in Amy’s predicament. Glen and Selene’s object lesson already had two converts. Amy, the chief target, was still enduring.

	As a final touch, Selene went to the tool cabinet and returned with a sledge hammer. She didn’t swing it, just allowed it to drop on the lid, knowing that the jar of each blow, however light, would impact directly on Amy’s skull. She would feel the vibration and noise, but no damage would be done, even as the lid slid a small fraction of an inch deeper. To Amy, deafened by the hlows, it felt as if another ton weight had been dropped on her head.

	The first of the night’s shocks coursed through her feet. The audience listened to her screams coming from the speakers.

	After a leisurely breakfast the next morning, Selene returned to the room and lifted the lid, exposing Amy’s head. Her hair was soaked and matted and as she was pulled up Selene could see that she was drenched with sweat on her entire body. The oubliette was cool, so there was only one reason for her appearance. Selene smiled. The fear, Slave Fear that she wanted to instill in Amy, was working.

	When the crane dropped her to the floor next to the hole, Amy wanted to crawl or wiggle her way to Selene’s feet to kiss them as a sign of submission, but for the moment she was too weak to move. Selene took that as a gross breach of slave rules and a personal insult, administering the same discipline as she had the morning before for kissing her feet without permission. Amy was well aware of the many excuses a Mistress could use to exact more punishment. She knew, but there was nothing she could do about it but endure.

	Selene had her orders from Glen. Amy found out what was going to happen to her only as it happened. She knee walked as her leash beckoned with cruel jerks. When they passed the foot of the stairs without climbing them, the Fear clamped on her gut again. Something new was going to happen to her. She had no way of preparing for the unknown.

	She was led into the dungeon. Was she destined for the stocks? Selene slowed, as if to guide her into the wooden structure, then caught Amy by surprise with a savage jerk on her leash, pulling her toward a huge object still hidden under its cover. Amy racked her brain, trying to remember what it was, or whether she had seen it before. She passed a familiar landmark, the big stone with its sandpaper surface where she had suffered so long ago. She wondered if she would wish for a day on the stone rather than what Selene had in store for her. She began to pant. Selene smiled and jerked the leash again.

	Selene pulled the cover off and painstakingly folded it up, stalling to keep Amy’s anxiety at a fever pitch. All Amy could see was what looked like a long low table, but there were attachments at both ends and in the middle that she couldn’t identify.

	Selene put the folded cover aside and returned to Amy. Using her wrench she unbolted both of Amu’s wrists, leaving the yoke still fastened around her neck.

	"Hold the ends and get up on here. I don’t want you breaking your neck - yet!"

	As soon as Amy stood up she recognized the Rack for what it was. Torn out of the pages of the Inquisition, it looked old enough to have been used centuries ago. There were evident signs of wear and dark, ugly stains that bore witness to unspeakable torture. As she felt the leather straps binding her hands and feet she wondered how many female bodies had proceeded her to lie on this uncomfortable ‘bed.’

	As her gaze swept over its length and breadth, she noted the studded roller that would in moments dig into the small of her back. She focused on that, missing the import of attachments that could slice flesh or break bones. From her reading she knew the principal purpose of this diabolical machine - to stretch her body beyond endurance and then hold the tension as other acts were performed upon it.

	As the leather creaked and stretched slightly under increasing tension, Glen appeared beside the Rack. A second or two later, Georgina was at her other side. Jane and Sarah took their places toward the foot. They stared down at her silently as the rachet clicked like a thunderclap, each sound indicating another fraction of an inch tighter. Amy panted, louder and louder, finding it difficult to breathe against the taut constraints of her body.

	Amy could feel her joints loosen. Her hips felt like they would come out of their sockets at the next click. Her shoulders simply hurt, muscles and tendons near the breaking point. Amy uttered a cry of pain and closed her eyes. When she opened them, she was alone. She fainted.

	When she awoke a gag was being forced into her mouth. She resisted, determined to beg mercy, at whatever cost, but a gag would deny her even the chance to beg. The hand left her mouth and landed hard on her tight stomach. The blow hurt from her ankles to her wrists. She stopped resisting the gag. It was shoved fully into her mouth and the straps pulled harshly tight against her neck.

	Silently the watchers resumed their place. Amy wondered how long she had been unconscious, although she looked at it as sleep, refusing to accept that her painful position was responsible. She tried to raise her head, but the movement was denied by the unforgiving steel bolted around her neck. She felt her body stretch as the Rack took up the slack and a bit more, the rachet click like a message of doom.

	Selene looked down at her, the only face that expressed emotion Hers showed pleasure and naked cruelty.

	"Comfortable?" She jeered.

	Amy remained motionless, staring into the green eyes that reminded her of a cat preparing to pounce. She cried out as Selene’s hand slapped her breast, the blow magnified by the rigid bondage.

	"You answer EVERY question! Get it, slut?"

	Reluctantly she shook her head, answering the first question. Selene backhanded her other breast.

	"Get it, Slut?" she repeated.

	Amy nodded. Lesson. Never - just as in baseball - get behind on the count.

	"You tried to run away, escape?"

	Amy stared at her. Slowly she nodded, the upper collar pressing on her throat.

	"You had help? Jane? Sarah, Georgina?"

	Amy shook her head in answer to each question.

	"It won’t make any difference, but you planned this in advance?

	A shake of the imprisoned head.

	"A spur of the moment act of defiance to your Master?"

	Trapped, Amy could only nod.

	"You were jealous of me?"

	Amy nodded, perhaps with a little more emphasis.

	"You thought I was stealing your place in your Master’s bed?"

	Amy’s eyes flared as she nodded, certain that Selene was reading her mind.

	"Do you still think that is true?"

	Amy hesitated, then shook her head.

	"So you aren’t sure?"

	Again reluctant, Amy nodded.

	"Perhaps you are still plotting to escape?"

	For the first time Amy displayed some animation, violently shaking her head.

	"You haven’t thought of escape since you were caught?"

	Amy was trapped again. Escape, no matter how quickly thought and rejected came to the mind of every slave, while, or after being punished, no matter how dedicated they were to their Master or Mistress. To say ‘No’ would be an outright lie that the watchers  would recognize instantly. She nodded her head, sentencing herself to more agony.

	"You are aware that escape, whether attempted or successful makes you worthless in the eyes of your Master - just like lying to your Master?"

	Tears brimmed in her eyes as she nodded, as if compounding her guilt.

	Glen spoke for the first time. "Enough. You all have seen her admissions of guilt. Leave her to contemplate her fate."

	In seconds all the watchers were gone. Amy sobbed, tears rolling down her cheeks. Her first and only thought, ‘She is going to kill me, slowly, while Glen watches.’

	


Chapter 45 -- The Oubliette Claims a Victim

	Every muscle and sinew in Amy’s body ached. Even her skin felt stretched and sore. The pain messages to her brain were overwhelming. It had reached the point, several eons ago, where she wondered if she was already dying, unable to believe that life could go on with such pain.

	She was young, healthy and her pain tolerance, as Glen often remarked, was off scale. Glen wasn’t at all sure that Amy was really in pain and not just ignoring it as a fact of slave life. Still, Selene was quite convincing when she assured Glen that Amy was close to cracking. As she pointed out, Amy was now under a two-pronged attack from the Rack and the Oubliette. Both were new to Amy, so their potency was increased markedly. Both were picking up where Amy’s pain tolerance left off and carrying her into uncharted territory.

	Amy opened her eyes after a bout with the pain. Jane was looking down at her. She felt Jane’s hands working on her gag, loosening the straps until she could pull it out of her mouth.

	"Thank you." Amy croaked. Jane’s face changed to worry and she held a finger to her lips. She brought a glass of water with a straw and held it, putting the straw in Amy’s mouth. She sucked gratefully on the straw, draining the glass.

	"More?"

	Amy shook her head.

	Jane busied herself at the head end of the Rack. The pawl clicked and was pushed out of the way. Amy felt her bonds slacken and suddenly she motioned frantically with her hands, certain that Jane was breaking the rules by releasing the tension on her body.

	Jane leaned over and smiled, kissing Amy on the cheek. Amy tried to question her with her eyes, but Jane was still new to reading emotions or questions.

	"Do you want more water?"

	Amy shook her head, eyes pleading.

	"Do you need to piss?"

	Amy shook her head again, looking worried. Jane caught it this time.

	"Don’t worry. They sent me down to release you. When you can walk, I’ll help you."

	Amy gave a sigh of relief. She had been certain both of them were in deep trouble. Still, she wondered, "Why Jane?"

	Once her ankles were released, Amy swung her legs over the side of the Rack. Jane held her as Amy’s legs trembled under her weight. Jane walked her back and forth several times and Amy seemed to gather strength with each turn. At last she stood upright, unassisted. Jane picked up her leash and attached it to her collar.

	"Kneel."

	The order was given with authority, despite it being the first order Jane had issued in her life.

	Startled at the unexpected command, Amy hesitated. Where had Jane suddenly gotten the whip? Wherever, it stung and Amy dropped to her knees. She now had a new Mistress to contend with, to learn to deal with. One thing for certain, she already knew which end of the whip to use.

	Jane led her out of the dungeon and stopped in the hall. She pulled on Amy’s leash and started down the hall, pausing again when she came to a door. She knocked and in a moment Selene opened the door. Amy could see the lid of the oubliette behind her and screamed, "Nooooooo!"

	Selene nodded to Jane. Her whip whistled, landing across the upturned arches of her feet. Amy screeched, an animal sound.

	"Nooo! Not that again. Please, mercy, Mistress! Agggh!"

	Jane’s whip was a blur, finally getting through to the sobbing slave.

	"You were NOT given permission to speak, You spoke to Jane when she removed your gag, against orders. You spoke to ME! Screamed at ME! You’ll suffer for it. You go in the hole NOW, not waiting for tonight!"

	Amy felt betrayed. Jane had played good cop - bad cop with her, only to fall into the hands of worst cop.  She shivered as Slave Fear took over her brain, robbing her of all ability to think coherently. Passive, she let Selene lock her wrists in the yoke, loop the rope through her arms and up to the crane. She struggled weakly as she was lifted from the floor and dropped into the hole. The metal yoke clashed with the holders at each end. The lid slammed down on her head.

	Amy could feel the bars beneath her feat, touch the lid with her fingertips, feel the lid on her head, the only contacts with reality. As her sobs quieted, she heard water moving. At first she though it was a flushing system for her wastes.

	Suddenly she felt it splash on her feet. Seconds later water was up to her ankles. There was a long pause and in seconds the water was lapping at her kneecaps. She yelled, "Help!"

	There was no sound, except the moving water. It crept very slowly up her thighs as she continued to yell for help.

	Again there was a sudden rush of water into the chamber and Amy felt her breasts floating, little waves breaking on her sensitive nipples.

	Her nipples went under and the water crept at slow speed up her chest, lapping at her lower collar.

	Her cries for help were rising in pitch right with the rising water. She was screaming as she felt it under her chin. The collars jammed her neck so she couldn’t move her head, couldn’t tilt it back to raise her mouth even an inch above the rising water.

	A hairs breadth at a time it moved up the slope under her chin. Amy abandoned all hope, positive that Selene had somehow convinced Glen that she should be killed.

	The water splashed against her lower lip. She screamed again, gargling, with water pouring into her mouth. Desperate for life she closed her mouth, breathing through her nose. The moment came when she sucked water into her nose along with air. Hope died, and she fainted.

	The chamber emptied in seconds through the large drain. The cover was already lifting and Glen didn’t wait for the crane, reaching down and pulling Amy out of the hole in one swift motion. He put his ear to her face and felt her shallow breath.

	"That was close," he remarked to Selene. He was not being critical. A gauge had shown them the exact water level and the sensitive microphone had actually picked up the water movement into her nose.

	In the bathroom next door Selene found a vial of smelling salts. She uncorked it and waved it under Amy’s nose. She coughed, expelling a few drops of water, sneezed, and then opened her eyes. She looked, eyes widening, first at Glen, then Selene, then back at Glen.

	Glen looked at Selene, who nodded slightly. He looked down at Amy.

	"Open time. You wanted to say something?"

	"Master, Mistress, how... What happened to me? You were drowning me, I remember the water rising. I screamed for help but you didn’t hear me - or didn’t want to hear me. I knew Mistress Selene was going to kill me slowly, She was going to do it with water, slowly as the water rose in that hole. Why am I still alive?"

	Selene bent down and kissed Amy’s cheek.

	"You were being punished for attempting to escape. That is a serious offense by a slave. That called for serious punishment, not death. You are much too valuable as a slave to be killed. I had to resort to extreme measures to overcome your high pain tolerance, a punishment that you would remember the next time the thought of escape crosses you mind. Rest assured, your Master was watching you - and watching me - to ensure that nothing happened to you, that you were safe. If I had harmed you in any way, he would have known and I’d have replaced you in the hole. Right now you need to thank your Master for your punishment."

	Amy, still wet, slid across the tile floor to Glen, kissing his boots. Head down she started, "Master, thank you... "

	"Look me in the eye, slave."

	"Master, thank you for punishing me. It was cruel and terrible to endure, appropriate for my many faults. I beg forgiveness, or such further discipline that you deem necessary to correct my conduct as your slave. I have kissed your feet as a symbol of my gratitude for your patience and guidance as I strive to be a better slave. What may I do for my Master to give you pleasure?"

	"Continue to strive to be a better slave. No slave is perfect.

	Some are better slaves than you, other slaves are poorer. Be the best that you are capable of."

	"Thank you Master."

	She swung her body to face Selene. She slid forward and kissed her bare toes. Looking up, she spoke again, "Thank you Mistress for being cruel to be kind. Thank you for my punishment, which was well deserved. I beg forgiveness for my faults, or such further discipline as you deem necessary to make me a better slave. I fear you, as I fear my Master, knowing that your cruelty knows no bounds. I tremble at your footstep, cringe at your laugh. I fully expected revenge, for my ill treatment of you as a slave even lower than I. Now you are my Mistress and I hurry to answer your every whim. Please, Mistress, have mercy and help me make myself a better slave."

	Selene bent down, smiled and kissed her again. "You will learn, slave."

	She took Amy to the cell. Before locking the door she told Amy,

	"You did well. Keep it up."

	"Thank you, Mistress."

	Later she sat in Glen’s office. She waited for him to bring up Amy.

	Shortly he commented, "She’s changed. I could see it in her eyes."

	"Yes, Master, but she’s always going to be something of a rebel.  Would you like me to continue the heavy punishments?"

	"I doubt if that will be necessary. She fears the Rack and she is scared shitless of the oubliette. The threat alone should be enough to keep her in line. A daily dose of milder stuff should keep her satisfied, but if she asks for more, don’t be afraid to lay it on. I need to know whenever you use any equipment in the dungeon or the hole. Otherwise, you have free rein and full whip rights."

	"Master, what’s going to happen when you take her as a wife?  WilI I find myself on the wrong end of the whip again?

	"Not if you stay out of trouble. Do your job, keep your cruelty in check unless it’s needed and you will keep your job."

	"Thank you, Master. I have and will enjoy keeping her in line."

	The chair was still warm when Georgina came in. "Master, do you have time to talk?

	"Of course, Open time. First, I want to explain something. I took Amy away from you because she needs a sadist to control her. It is nothing against you, but I wanted to bring this to a head quickly. I want to marry her very shortly, before the Judge forgets that he owes me a favor. Your methods would work over time."

	He hastened to add, "This is NOT an apology."

	"Master, as a slave I do not expect  - or deserve - an explanation, or as I told you before, an apology. I’m glad that Selene made such rapid progress with her. She has definitely changed and I see the old Amy, the Amy you had before she went in the cage."

	"It’s remarkable, I never expected this much of a change in so short a time. Selene deserves a lot of credit for pulling it off. Now, one questions, do you think she is ready for marriage?"

	"As your slave, my correct answer is: ‘Whenever you decide, Master.’ As the oldest living slave, I’d say ‘Whenever you decide.’"

	"Spoken like a true slave. Well, Selene has her pretty much under her thumb, so in my judgement it’s high time. I’ll call the Judge in the morning. Oh, by the way, what did you want to talk about?"

	Georgina broke into a smile. "We just did talk about it. Thank you, Master."

	The conversation with the Judge did not go well at all. Bluntly, the Judge told Glen, "Forget it."

	"Your Honor, I recall doing a favor for you and getting a promise that you would preside."

	"I said, ‘Forget it."

	"Thank you, your Honor."

	Glen left a message for Dr. Steve to call him. His first question to the Doctor was, "What’s up with the Judge?"

	"He is totally pissed. Got another marriage breakup over the scene and the ‘abused’ wife is suing for umpteen million dollars. Everything but Restraint of Trade."

	"Guess I picked the wrong day to call him."

	"Yes. Lie low for a couple of days and I’ll talk to him. I’ve got enough favors to call in to get it done."

	"Thanks Doc. I owe you one."

	It wound up taking a full week, but when Dr. Steve called, he had good news. "You’re good to go. Call the Judge and make the arrangements."

	"What did you do, offer your first born son?"

	"Hardly. You just have to know the right route to get to him."

	"Thanks for your help. Any time I can return the favor, be sure and call."

	Glen hung up and dialed the Judge. "Your Honor, I’d be pleased if you would do the honors for my wedding."

	"You can flatter all you want. I’m still in principle dead set against it."

	"But, you will do it, your Honor?"

	"Yessssss, but one peep out of the slave bride and the show is cancelled."

	"Thank you very much, your Honor."

	"Oh, one more thing, you are to deliver the blushing bride, in her cage, 24 hours before the wedding."

	Glen listened to the requirement and almost, almost turned it down. He’d seen just enough of the Jailer to know that Amy would go through Hell again if she fell into his hands. He wasn’t even certain that Amy would flatly refuse, slave or no slave. Right there he was on the verge of grossly underestimating her.

	"I’ll do it. Anything you ask, Master."

	Selene had brought her up from the cell, decked out in travel chains. She had knelt before him, listening to him describe the problems involved in taking her as his wife-slave. When he quoted the Judge’s demand for her appearance at the jail in her cage, her response had been immediate.

	When he finished informing her about the plans for the wedding, he instructed Selene. "Take her up to the bedroom. There are fixtures on the wall across from the foot of the bed. Mount her there for tonight. ‘

	Fifteen minutes passed and Amy became Amy the wall fixture. Her wrists were pulled up above her head by cuffs attached to the wall. A waist belt anchored her back and ankle cuffs spread her legs to small platforms that just fitted her feet.

	The exciting part for Amy was the super-king-sized dildo that was mounted on a projection which forced its entire length into her pussy. She watched as Selene laid the remote control on Glen’s night table.

	"Gag Rule. All night."

	So much for talking.

	 

	


Chapter 46 -- Selene Talks Some More

	The next morning at breakfast, Glen told Selene he wanted to see her in his office. When she knocked, he motioned her to a chair. He got right to the point, "You haven’t finished the story of your life. Now that Amy is pretty much back on track, I’d like to finish taping it."

	"Master, I would be happy to give you that pleasure."

	"We had you in some pretty uncomfortable bondage. Was that an incentive?"

	"Yes, Master, it brought back a flood of memories. It did make it somewhat difficult to concentrate at times, but if you wish I will accept it again gladly."

	"Does it help to have an audience, or does the fact that it’s being recorded turn you on?"

	"Master, both affect me. Seeing the arousal helps to turn me on."

	"You’re in charge of Amy. Would you like to have her as a captive audience?"

	"Very much! I need to keep a close eye on her and as I describe things that happened to me I can spot her reaction, to help me find some new methods to use on her."

	A few minutes later the two slaves eyed each other. Selene was strapped into her chair with broad Nylon straps welding her to the back and seat. Her legs were spread, ankles tied upward to the back rungs of the chair. A microphone stand behind her chair supported the long arm that passed beside her head, holding the microphone in front of her face.

	Amy was kneeling between her legs, her face inches from the baby-smooth pussy that was the center of her interest at the moment. She was locked into double strength transport chains and a chain ran from her punishment helmet up and back to a ring high on the wall behind her. Neither one could move more than a finger.

	Selene picked up the story where she had left of as if she had stopped minutes - rather than days - before.

	Dr. Steve had both of us in a room. It was the last time I saw Nadine. She looked terribly frightened, watching Dr. Steve very carefully.

	He said to me, "You’re coming with me." Before I could protest I was hobbled and handcuffed and he had a chain leash attached to my collar. I followed meekly out to his car. He popped the trunk and motioned me to climb in. I had to sit on the sharp edge of the metal and swing my legs in. Annoyed with my slow progress, he grabbed me by the shoulders and shoved me into the trunk, slamming me into the spare tire.

	He drove for a few minutes, then the sound changed as we drove into a garage. I could hear the big door closing. Then he opened the trunk and I was startled to see that he had a key in his hand. He unlocked my cuffs and hobble and even gave me a hand as I got out. He picked up my leash and had me follow him through a huge basement and upstairs. He pushed open a door and pulled me inside. Then he spoke to me for the first time since we left the Sorority House, "This is your room. Stay here, until I call you."

	Dumbfounded, I stood in the middle of the room, unable to decide what to do next. Dr. Steve walked out and closed the door without saying anything more. I shook my head, breaking the lethargy that had enveloped me since my scheme fell apart. I began to search the room. After 10 minutes I gave up and stood again in the middle of the room. I had not found a single hook, eyelet, chain, lock or any other sign of bondage. I had checked the bed - even under the pillow - and there was nothing attached to the corners.

	I sat down on the bed and for the first time considered my options. At the moment things looked bleak, as bleak as anything I could remember. Despite the fact that I was free of any restraints, except my collar, and there were none in my room, I still felt I was  Dr. Steve’s prisoner. Instinctively I knew that I would never see the Sorority House, or any of the sisters, ever again.

	As for Dr. Steve, I had no qualms if he wanted to make me his slave. I began to think seriously that he had this in mind for me. It’s not every day that a really handsome man picks you to be his love slave. As I thought about it I became more and more convinced that in the next few hours I would be wearing a new collar and kissing the feet of my new Master.

	There are various grades of being wrong, ranging from an accidental mistake to being totally off track. They hadn’t invented a scale to measure how wrong I was about Dr. Steve, as I would soon find out.

	Dr. Steve knocked on my door promptly at six. I opened it for him and he walked directly to a door I had assumed was the closet, but the door was locked. He had the key, and opened it, revealing a walk-in closet of immense dimensions, lined with

	clothes on both sides.

	He waved a hand at the closet. "Pick something you like. Dinner is at seven."

	The trouble with being a woman in a situation like that is that you can’t decide. Every time you pick out your dream outfit, another, better one beckons. I spent 45 minutes making a choice, then hurriedly dressed and fixed my makeup in the fully equipped bathroom. I’d never seen a medicine cabinet that big.

	I’d wavered between a floor length dress and a simple skirt and blouse, at last settling on the skirt. Somehow I was not surprised that there wasn’t a bra to be had, nor a single pair of panties. My recent history of nudity made a ‘no problem’ out of what otherwise might have been a ‘big deal.’ The mirror told me that  I looked pretty sharp, nipples at attention.

	Dinner was superb, served by a butler who seemed to melt into the background when he wasn’t serving. We talked about the weather and kept bypassing the key topic. Finally, I confronted him, "What’s going to happen to Nadine?"

	He glared at me for an instant, then his face calmed. "You two would have killed each other within six months. That’s the last thing the Sorority needs. She is in a safe place. Red is the new president. I’m sure she will be able to maintain discipline around the House."

	"Safe place?"

	Right now she is residing in Cell number 11. There are some serious questions that she needs to answer, which do not involve you. She is going to remain there for at least several weeks. Whatever happens, you won’t see her again, so get used to it."

	"What happens to me, now?"

	I gave him an opening you could drive a truck through. Being a man, he ignored it.

	"I have a job for you that I think you can handle. I’ll tell you about it in the morning."

	I desperately wanted to ask him why I was suddenly free of any restraints, but by his manner I could tell that he was through explaining things for the night. We watched TV for almost two hours before both of us were bored.

	We stood up. I waited expectantly for him to snap his leash on my collar and lead me to his bedroom. He half smiled at me, reading my mind. "Good Night."

	He turned and walked away. I stood, looking after him, rejected and dejected. I went back to my room, undressed, took my shower and climbed into bed, ignoring a row of nightgowns to sleep in my accustomed nudity. I checked the drawer in the night stand for at least the fourth time. There wasn’t a sign of a restraint.

	I slept hard. I had a recurring dream of walking into a room where women were being subjected to horrendous tortures. I would wake up, panting, only to fall instantly back to sleep to dream the same dream.

	I woke at dawn, burying my face in the pillow as I remembered the previous day’s events. The nagging question popped up at once - why was I down to my last collar? What was Dr. Steve planning for me? Furthermore, why wasn’t I in his bed, chained and gagged, accepting the nasty things he was doing to my body?

	That got my hormones jumping and in a few moments my fingers were between my legs, imagined as HIS fingers. I climaxed almost immediately. The man was potent medicine!

	I had seen his wedding ring, third finger, left hand, but where was his wife? I’d given him every ‘Go’ sign short of kneeling before him and begging him to bed me. No dice. He was being true, or he was ignoring me for some other, unexplained reason. Plus the fact that he stood right there and read me like a book. I didn’t think I was being that obvious.

	I dressed for breakfast in the same skirt and a fresh blouse. I had no idea what my work uniform would be, but if needed I could always go back to the room and change. About the only thing lacking in that closet - other than bras and panties - was a space suit.

	We made small talk, equal to equal, although I couldn’t help feeling out of place. I would have been much more comfortable kneeling at his side, accepting morsels from his fingers, rather than sitting in a chair, fully clothed.

	We finished, an unhurried meal. Dr. Steve walked behind me and I felt his fingers on my collar. There was a click and it fell away. I rubbed my neck, where it had rested. He put the collar on a small table. He looked over at me and smiled. I asked,

	"Why, Master?"

	"Because your new duties require that you be unfettered. You no doubt noticed that there isn’t a single restraint in your room. If you do your job properly, there won’t be any need for locks and chains."

	"Master, what if I like - and want - the chains?"

	He chuckled. "That can be arranged. First, let me show you your job. Then we’ll see if you still want to be chained up."

	He led me to the basement. I was completely puzzled as to what he was up to. Finally we reached an unmarked door. He turned to me and explained, "In this room is a prisoner. She will explain her crime and her punishment. Your job will be as her jailer. You will administer the strictest possible discipline using any tool you wish. You may do anything to her, short of blinding or maiming her. Any questions?"

	I had a hundred questions, but most of them would be answered once I was inside the door. I shook my head.

	"Good luck!" he said, bitterly.

	He gave me the key and walked off.

	Not knowing what to expect, I unlocked the door, opened it, and walked in.

	"You fucking slut!"

	I stood stock still, totally baffled. In front of me a nude woman lay, arms and legs spread, eyes staring at the ceiling. I asked her name.

	"Go fuck yourself!"

	I looked at the rest of the room. The wall nearest the door was covered with whips and floggers. After her greeting I was sorely tempted to flail away at her and teach her some manners, but first I wanted more information.

	"How long have you been here?"

	"Go jump in the fucking lake!"

	"Why are you here?

	"Go stick your head up your fucking ass!"

	Something was radically wrong. I could see the dozens of whip marks on her front, so I assumed that her back was equally as marked. The one reason that stuck in my mind was that she had been whip trained to insult everyone who came near her. My desire to whip her was a perfect example of someone’s intent for her.

	"I am your jailer. Your new jailer if I guess correctly. You either stop doing what your previous jailer made you do or I will whip your ass to tatters. That means you do not use ‘fuck’ in every sentence. Clear?"

	"Yes... Mistress."

	"That’s better. Now, what is your name?

	"Mistress, my name is Penelope, P E N E L O P E. That is eight letters, so I am to receive eight strokes of the whip. They used to call me Penny, but then I have to ask for double strokes for each letter."

	"Penny, I’m not going to whip you until we are better acquainted."

	"You MUST whip me. If you don’t they will triple the number."

	"Who are they?’

	"I don’t know. I am forbidden to know. I am a slave, so I don’t know anything."

	"Penny, please look at me while we talk."

	"Mistress, it is forbidden. I must watch the screen for my instructions. If I miss any instruction I will be severely beaten."

	What do they instruct you to do?"

	"They control access to the bathroom. I am allowed two three-minute and one five-minute trips a day. I have 30 seconds to reach the door. If I miss the instruction I have to wait until the next one occurs."

	"What happens if you don’t get back in time?"

	"There is a very loud Klaxon horn. It beeps for one hour. I want to put my fingers in my ears, but it is forbidden."

	 

	"What else do you see on the screen?"

	"There are numbers that I must memorize. They quiz me. Sometimes they wake me in the night. I must answer instantly."

	I was beginning to get very scared. The brutal cruelty the woman was describing was getting to me. She was calmly describing punishments that would have sent me into screaming hysterics. That I was going to be - already was - involved, was almost more than I could take. I think if Dr. Steve had been there I would have resigned on the spot and told him to find another jailer.

	"They show movies. I have to count - everything. The number of characters, the number of words in each sentence of dialog. The number of men, the number of women. The number of cars that are seen."

	"That’s ghastly! How can you stand it?"

	"Mistress, I told them to make me do this."

	"My God! Why?"

	"Mistress, I committed an unspeakable crime. If you whip me long enough and hard enough, I will describe what I did and why I am being punished. They tortured me until I begged them to do this to me."

	"You mean all of this is your idea?

	"Yes, Mistress. They hurt me and hurt me until I volunteered the things I hated most."

	I looked around and again at Penny’s spreadeagled body. Something wasn’t quite right.

	"You are lying, but not on the floor?"

	"Yes, Mistress. It was my idea. I am lying on wooden blocks. I have to be very careful when I lie down. If I knock over a block they substitute one with a pointed tip and I have to lie on that for 24 hours. I have a permanent one under my spine so that I do not slouch."

	"You haven’t moved since I came in. Is that part of your punishment too?"

	"I am not permitted to move, for any reason. I have had 23 jailers, counting you. All of them spent hours teaching me not to move, not even my fingers or toes. They whipped me until I moved in pain, then they whipped me again for moving. I am only allowed to blink once every 15 minutes... I keep count of the number of blinks."

	"Why have you had so many jailers?"

	"I have been in this room for nine years, seven months, 23 days, 10 hours and 43 minutes. Most were fired for not being brutal enough to me. Mistress, you have not given me your welcoming whipping. It’s tradition with a new jailer."

	"Have all your jailers been women?"

	"There have been 20 women and three men. Two of the men were gay, the other was impotent. The women are much nastier jailers. I have been superbly trained as a pussy licker. The women liked to hear me scream as I licked."

	I selected a whip and swung at her.

	"One. Thank you Mistress, may I have 22 more, harder."

	"Who are you, and why are you a prisoner here?"

	"I am Dr. Steve’s wife."

	


Chapter 47 -- Penny’s Tail/Tale

	"You’re WHAT?"

	"I am Dr. Steve’s wife. We have been married nine years, seven months, 30 days, 14 hours and 26 minutes."

	"I didn’t need to know calculus to figure that out."

	"You had a short honeymoon!"

	"Mistress, the honeymoon lasted four days, two hours and six minutes."

	"Let me guess. Your honeymoon was scheduled for two weeks?"

	"Three weeks, Mistress."

	"Why did it end so suddenly?"

	Penny was silent for several seconds. "You have been kind to me. Your kindness will turn to anger when you hear my story."

	"Try me. I’m not your average jailer."

	Penny continued to stare at the screen directly above her. "After I tell you I have to beg you to beat me. There is a rubber hose hanging on the wall, when the time comes."

	"Just tell me the story. I’ll worry about your punishment when the time comes."

	"Dr. Steve and I were married by the Judge and a second time by the minister of my church. We flew to a small island near Cuba for our honeymoon. We went to a party the third night and I was offered some drugs. I had never used drugs and I didn’t know how to handle it. The next morning I was still high and I walked out of the hotel into the garden. One of the workmen walked toward me and I had an overpowering urge to have him fuck me. I bent over and he was doing me dog fashion when Dr. Steve came out of the door behind me, catching us in the act."

	"He booted the gardener in the ass, knocking me to the ground. He grabbed my arm and dragged me back into the hotel and into our room. When I stood up he slapped my face, knocking me across the corner of the bed and onto the floor between the bed and the wall. I lay there, absolutely motionless, not daring to move. I knew he was in a murderous rage and I thought the slightest movement on my part would set him off. I fully expected him to kill me. As I began to sober up from the drugs, I realized what I had done. I waited as long as I dared and then tried to apologize. He roared at me to shut up and stomped back and forth across the room. I was certain the man I loved so much was going to drag me out of my hiding place and throttle me to death."

	"I heard him open the door and walk out of the room. I didn’t dare move for fear he would come right back and find me in a different position. He was gone for 24 hours. I don’t know where he went, or what he did. He was silent, never came near me and for all I know, never even looked at me. He laid on the bed, silent for a long time. Then I could hear him snoring. I never moved."

	"Later that day two big men came into the room. They put me on a stretcher, strapping me down. I was flown back here and taken into this room, which has been my jail ever since. I have never been out of here and Dr. Steve never comes to my cell. All my punishments are handled by the jailers he hires."

	"The first was a woman twice my age, a professional dominatrix. She was an expert with the whip and she used it to teach me her name, spelling each letter with a whip stroke. She was the first one to teach me to count. The second day she asked me how many whip strokes I’d had the previous day. I guessed and guessed wrong. She repeated every stroke and then gave me the number I had guessed. From then on I had to keep a daily, weekly and monthly running count. For the slightest mistake she would repeat the strokes from the previous day, making me count aloud and ask that each one be harder. Every jailer since has followed her lead and harder is a standard."

	"Dr. Steve got a copy of the security camera tape showing me fucking the gardener. I have seen the tape every night here on my screen. On the anniversary it plays continuously, stopping only for the beatings. I have seen it 36, 278 times."

	"I know it by heart, whipped into me. The first time they showed it to me, they asked afterward what I had counted. I hadn’t counted anything. I have never made that mistake a second time."

	"Whenever I tell my story I have to repeat each statistic. I took 18 steps into the garden. The gardener took six steps to reach me. He made 14 strokes into my cunt before my husband kicked him. He dragged me across three rose bushes on the way back to our room. Now, when they show the film, I have to count aloud."

	"Do you still love your Master?"

	"Yes, oh yes, Mistress. I have never stopped loving him. It was my fault and I deserve the punishments I have them give me. He has instructed the jailers never to bring messages to him, so I have no way of confessing my sins and asking forgiveness."

	"Would you feel better if he were administering your discipline, rather than hired jailers?"

	"Mistress, you have no idea how much I would love it if he would whip me and beat me rather than these jailers. No offense to you, Mistress. You are different than the others. I would be happy to die at his hands, knowing that I finally have atoned for cuckolding him on our honeymoon."

	I saw tears forming at the corner of her eyes and reached down and wiped them away.

	"Mistress, you must punish me. I am not allowed to cry."

	"You may cry as you wish, while I am here."

	I wasn’t at all sure that I could get away with lightening her load. I suspected there were cameras trained on her but I strongly felt that Dr. Steve hadn’t looked at her for the entire nine years. I gambled on it, hoping to reach Penny behind the wall she had built around her.

	"If I took a message to Dr. Steve, what would it be?"

	The tears really started to flow. She whispered, "I love you!"

	"I won’t guarantee it, but I’ll try."

	"Thank you, Mistress."

	It was lunch time. Dr. Steve had given me a wristwatch, the first I’d had since Cecill. As the butler served the meal I settled in, trying to figure out how to broach the subject without setting off a tirade. I waited until we both were finished. "You haven’t asked about your wife."

	A black cloud crossed his face. He stared at me until I felt as if knives were slicing my stomach from inside. When he could trust himself to speak, he threatened, "You could join her in an instant."

	I made a face, knowing I was treading on very thin ice. I barged ahead. My only thought was at least I’d have someone to talk to.

	"Dr. Steve, your wife adores you and loves you. Despite almost ten years of continuous torture she is ready to die at your hands to atone for what she did to you. Did you know she was high on drugs?"

	His eyes widened, then his face turned grim as he slowly shook his head.

	"She sent you a message."

	He laid his head on his hands for a moment, then raised up, glaring at me. "I told..."

	"No, you didn’t. You told her other jailers but you didn’t tell me!"

	I gathered my strength. This would tell the story. "Three words. Not a confession - she’s done that, to everyone but you. Not an apology - again to everyone else. You never gave her a chance. She had three words. "I.. Love... You."

	I stopped, fully expecting to be kissing iron in moments, breathing my last free breath.

	He sat there, looking at something he couldn’t see. He had lost the angry cloud and his eyes had a softness I’d never seen before. I nudged him again.

	"Dr, Steve, she wants you to whip her, wants you to beat her, wants you to torture her in any way you chose. If it is from your hand, she’ll go through fire and water to please you. She has suffered at the hands of your hired torturers for far too long."

	Suddenly an idea came to me, "Dr. Steve, did this whole mess start because you were afraid to bring up bondage in your marriage?"

	He just looked at me, admitting it without moving.

	"What she’s been going through I’d class as pretty damn advanced bondage. If you had introduced her to bondage, she probably wouldn’t have gone to that party and wouldn’t have done any drugs. She wouldn’t have left your side, even without a collar and leash."

	He sat there, staring at me, although now I felt he wasn’t seeing me. After a long silence he muttered, "She’ll leave me if I let her free."

	"She should, after the way you’ve treated her. I can guarantee that she will never leave you and will serve you with her dying breath. She is madly, totally in love with you. I envy her, not her hardships, but her marriage to you."

	"You have no idea how close you are to never seeing daylight again. You are meddling in affairs that you have no business in."

	"Doctor, what’s the term, ‘Physician, heal thyself.’ It applies to you. You’ve shut your wife away from civilization for nearly a decade. You owe her just as much of an apology as she owes you. You need to mark her file Paid, in full!"

	For the first time there was a helpless look on his face. I was deep in unfamiliar territory so I barged ahead. "I’m going down there now. You can go with me and stand behind me while I talk to her. I want you to hear her, hear how much she loves you and how lost she is without you."

	With great reluctance he nodded his head. I got up and let him follow me to her cell. I had thought of it first as simply a room, but after seeing the sinister interior I could only think of it as a cell or even a dungeon.

	I unlocked the door. She was in the exact same position. An empty plate lay beside her. She greeted me as Mistress, failing to see her husband lurking in the shadows behind me.

	"What did you have for lunch?"

	"Mistress, I gave them the recipe. It is stale bread soaked with hot sauce. The cook and the butler both spit on it before it is delivered. I am not allowed water, to ensure I feel the full effect of the peppers."

	I reached over her and turned off the screen. She reacted violently. "Mistress! You can’t do that! They will beat my feet until I have to crawl to the toilet. I can’t crawl fast enough to make it in time. You’ve got to turn it back on!"

	"Penny, it’s over. Your stay in this room is ended. I turned the screen off because you will never have to worry about it again."

	I patted her head and kissed her cheek. "I delivered your message."

	For the first time she moved her eyes away from the empty screen. "What did he say? Did you tell him I love him, that I would die for him? Did you tell him how sorry I am, how I want him to punish me for what I did to him?"

	"I told him all that, and more. He threatened to put me down here with you."

	A look of terror crossed her face.

	"He wouldn’t..."

	"He would. He has very strong feelings about you. I was able to convince him that it was more important that you be freed. He is afraid if he lets you loose, that you will leave him."

	"No. No! He mustn’t feel that. I am his. His slave if he wants me. I love him! I would never leave him. Never!"

	I stepped to one side and turned. "Do you want her?"

	"Yes!"

	"Master!" she cried. Tears welled, blinding her. She moved her hand, rubbing her eyes open, finally to see the man she had married. He knelt beside her, holding her hand in his. Neither spoke a word, but their eyes spoke volumes. A decade seemed to evaporate in a moment. I took the key from its hook and handed it to Dr. Steve. He unlocked her wrist. Her hand went to his face, caressing it, the first touch after so long a time. He hurried, unlocking chains that had never been unlocked during her entire stay in that dungeon. He reached at last for her collar, but recognized it as his own and left it in place. With one hand he lifted her to her feet. Two of the wood blocks stuck to her skin and then fell off as she rose.

	Penny immediately went to her knees, ignoring the empty chains she was kneeling on. She grasped his hand and kissed it, then bent down and kissed his shoes. She looked into his eyes and repeated her message, "Master, I love you!"

	He smiled down at her, encouraging her to speak again.

	"Master, I have committed an unpardonable offense against you. I beg your punishment, stringent and cruel, to show me the error of my ways."

	He nodded. At the moment if she had asked for the moon, he would have figured out a way to give it to her. I envied her even more at that moment. Punishment with love is a whole different category from discipline with hate.

	I followed them at a discrete distance as they headed for the stairs. He had a tight grip on her hand and she was walking so close that they bumped with each step. I was forgotten. He had his bride back.

	Breakfast was late the next morning. When Dr. Steve and Penny finally appeared, he looked blissfully tired. She winked at me and spun her nude body to show me the fresh stripes that seemed numberless. Her face revealed that well fucked look. After breakfast, he sent Penny on an errand and sat down with me. "I owe you a big debt of gratitude. You accomplished what I refused to ask you to do. I realized as I heard her that I had done her a serious wrong. It might never have been corrected if you hadn’t taken the initiative to bring her back to my attention."

	"She is ten years behind on everything. You’re going to stay here for several weeks to bring her up to date and teach her what’s going on in the world. From that point we’ll see what we do with you."

	"So I’m a prisoner here until you decide my fate?"

	"The chains are still there, down in the basement. I owe you a favor, but that won’t stop me from locking a lot of iron on you if you forget your place."

	"Yes, Master."

	Oh, how I wish he’d start a harem.

	A night in Master’s bed had worked wonders with Penny. The dull tone in her voice and the dull look in her eyes were gone. She literally sparkled. She and I hit it off perfectly. She was all over me, thanking me for releasing her from her partially self-imposed bondage. I pointed out that she was jumping from the frying pan into the fire, pointing to some of the more prominent welts that she bore like a badge of love. Her answer spoke volumes, "But, Master did those, himself."

	I couldn’t help shaking my head. Ten years of that kind of love, down the drain.

	I found I had a ringside seat for the ensuing weeks. The two lovers did their best to erase a decade of separation in one night. Or two nights. Or three nights. Penny would make a bee line to me, to show off her latest nicks and scratches and welt after welt. I couldn’t help commenting, "But, this is far worse than anything you suffered in your cell."

	"But, Master did these himself."

	How the Hell do you fight logic like that? I fought fire with fire and taught her a few tricks I’d long since learned.

	


Chapter 48 -- Marry Me, Marry Me

	Penny was insatiable!  At least she was with me, so my natural assumption was that she was wearing Dr. Steve down as well. After a week of new found love he was beginning to look distinctly haggard.

	One point I should make very clear. I didn’t touch Penny and I refused to allow her to touch me. I was not about to sour my tenuous relationship with Dr. Steve.

	Penny was going solely on her experience in the dungeon. Her jailers had demanded her tongue so she thought I was no different on that score. I had my work cut out for me, trying to convince her that right now was not the time to be jumping me.

	The driving force was the gratitude she felt for reuniting her with Dr. Steve. I was convinced that she would gladly have endured 23 hours a day in the dungeon, in exchange for one hour with her husband. She was in absolute awe of him and once I pointed out to her that taking me on as a lover would strain her relationship with her husband, she stopped making advances from one moment to the next.

	Her main problem was that she wanted to give me something, do something for me, to repay my kindness to her. But, she was a slave, even if she had never formally been collared, so she had nothing to give but her thanks. I spent several days, concentrating on teaching her the long forgotten morals of a marriage. It was no easy task. They had beaten the opposite message into her very soul, so I couldn’t accomplish any more overnight miracles.

	We spent hours talking. One by one I tackled the points of the  brainwashing she had endured. I made her state each and every message that they had drummed into her. I took on some pretty scary stuff as several of her jailers had been out and out sadists looking for blood. As I untangled the knots in her mind I repeatedly warned her never to bring up what had happened to her with Dr. Steve. It would only set him off again. I was sure that he knew almost nothing of what went on in that cell over the years. I was sure that, especially now, he would kill anyone who had harmed her.

	On the fourth morning after her release, she came out of the bedroom wearing the most beautiful set of chains that I had ever seen. Penny was absolutely radiant, giving off a glow that lit the room. She hadn’t taken her eyes off of her handsome husband for more than a few seconds since the moment they were reunited. My talks with her were limited by her anxiety to get back to him.

	Now she was back in chains, and obviously loving every moment of her new captivity. These links were a far cry from the ugly chunks of iron that had imprisoned her for a decade.

	She had a brand new collar. Gold, mirror finish, delicately engraved. A collar for a princess, or even a queen. Handmade, tiny polished links looped to her wrists, back to an ornate golden belt and looped again to her ankles. The cuffs at wrist and ankle, and the belt all matched the collar. She was helplessly chained  but could do almost everything as easily as without them.

	She ran to me, kissed me, and excitedly twirled and spun, showing me every part of the set. She knelt before me and lifted her hair from her neck to show me her collar. When I admired it she broke into a broad grin, even as tears started to gather in the corners of her eyes. I dabbed with a tissue and hugged her as Dr. Steve watched, beaming.

	"Mistress, this was my wedding gift.  I had to wait 10 years to get it, but it is worth the wait."

	She looked back at her husband and threw him a kiss. I could tell that much as he savored the moment he was beating himself up thinking of all the wasted years. If he had the courage to ask her...

	Once she had shown me everything, Dr. Steve came forward and snapped her leash on the collar. I looked at the collar and then at him.

	"She is now my wife-slave. I collared her last night."

	I bowed my head to him, acknowledging his authority and reached down and hugged Penny. "Congratulations!" I whispered in her ear. She smiled as broadly as he did. She gripped my hand.

	"Teach me my slavery, Mistress."

	I nodded, and wiped away a tear or two of my own.

	At breakfast I watched a supposedly ignorant slave learn her place. Penny, accustomed to learning at the end of a whip, learned even faster without it. She knelt at his side, silent, not part of the conversation I had with Dr. Steve. We discussed her as if she wasn’t even there. I watched her accept a bite of toast, licking and kissing the fingers that fed her. I decided she needed to keep that as part of her training.

	Dr. Steve informed me that I was to train his new slave while bringing her into the world again. I agreed, pointing out that she already knew some of the things she would need to know, citing her feeding from his hand. He grinned, sheepish, and nodded.

	"I managed to teach her a couple of things. She trains well under the whip."

	"With you holding it, she has plenty of incentive. I’m going to have problems figuring how to punish her when she screws up."

	"Don’t worry about discipline. She will report to me each night, recite her failings and I will award the appropriate chastisement. You’re not going to cheat me out of a chance to redden her ass."

	He grinned for my benefit and reached down and tweaked one of her permanently stiff nipples. She did her best to act as if she hadn’t heard - and hadn’t felt her Master’s hand, but she still made a swift glance at his face. She exuded sex all the time. My envy of Dr. Steve continued to grow. This slave I knew had to be a firecracker in bed. He grinned at me, reading my mind again and again. I swear he was daring me to make a pass at her.

	I’ve been known to take a lot of dares, but this one was way out of my league. I had already seen my fate and it was something to avoid at all costs.

	With breakfast finished and the last crumb licked from his hand, Dr. Steve picked up her leash and invited me to come along. He informed us that he had one more present for Penny.

	When we reached the basement, I thought we were headed for Penny’s cell. I think she thought the same thing as her leash threatened several times to pull taut. There were a series of doors along the main hall, none of t hem marked. Dr. Steve brought out a key and unlocked one of the doors. He handed me her leash and stepped back so she could walk through the door. I followed, letting her lead.

	She gasped. I gasped. Dr. Steve grinned with pleasure.

	Penny and I were standing in the doorway of the largest, best equipped, most complete torture chamber in the country, probably in the world. It made every Banana Republic interrogation room look like a MacDonalds’ toy park.

	Penny went to her knees and I went with her. I’m like every slave. Show me a torture chamber and I’m convinced that I’m about to become an object lesson for someone. Here, I’m supposed to be Penny’s Mistress, but it’s damn hard to maintain your authority when you are faced with a thousand ways to hurt you.

	Dr. Steve let her look. That she was doing. I could swear she was back in her counting mode. Where she gained the knowledge I didn’t know then. Later I learned she had been deep in the scene before she met Dr. Steve. She too had made the mistake of not telling her future husband of her interests. Right now she was identifying machines I’d never heard of, at a glance.

	Dr. Steve was leaning against a table by the door, watching Penny very carefully, pride of ownership clear on his face.

	After scanning the room, Penny turned to her husband. "You made this, put this together, for me?"

	He could only nod.

	She jumped up, jerking her leash from my slack hand. She ran to kneel before him, kissing his shoes. "Thank you, Master! When can we start?"

	"We should start right now, punishing you for escaping from your Mistress and punishing her for allowing you to escape."

	"Master, punish me. It was all my fault. Please do not punish my Mistress."

	"You would accept your punishment and hers as well?"

	"Of course, Master."

	"I will deal with you two later. You are free to wander about and you may try out any equipment but you are not to be left alone in here."

	Dr. Steve had to leave for work. For the next two hours I was treated to a guided tour of what amounted to a museum of torture instruments. As we moved about Penny told me that he had built and equipped this room as a surprise gift to be presented to her when they returned from their honeymoon. It sat idle for the years that she spent in a room a few doors down the hall.

	When he collared her, he had told her he had another surprise, but didn’t tell her what it was, only that it had been waiting for her.

	She complimented me on my advice, telling me that he couldn’t stand talking about the past. I continued to convince her that she should forget the past as rapidly as possible and concentrate on the future. I pointed out that she had a very rare husband, one who had the time and money to put together something like this for a single person - her. I reminded her that he could have had a thousand girls in this room and she would have had no way of knowing it.

	I even confessed my crush on her husband and my disappointment when he didn’t take me to his bedroom when he brought me here.

	"He’s been loyal to you even as he imprisoned you. I think he knew what he was doing to you was wrong and was trying hard to find an escape. I came along and unlocked the door, leaving his male ego intact and letting him still have you."

	"Mistress, you have been loyal too. You went to bat for me, knowing that he very likely would retaliate. I know you took some awful chances to get my message to him. "

	"I wanted to please you with my tongue, but you knew that it would hurt him if I did. I’m sorry I put you in that position. I will confess it to him and accept my punishment."

	I wasn’t too happy with her doing that, knowing that some of the punishment would very likely slop over onto me. However, she had such a hold on him already that she probably could get me off with a warning.

	As the weeks went by, Penny spent more and more time with Dr. Steve, whenever he was available. The two spent much of their time in the new torture chamber. I was never invited, but I did get to see the marks and an occasional comment from Penny that led me to believe that he had worked out much of his frustration and pain and was healing right along with her.

	The day came that I had feared. Dr. Steve called me into the living room. Penny knelt in her delicate chains at his feet. I knew before he opened his mouth that I’d reached the end.

	"Selene, you’ve completed your job here. Penny is mine once more and you have taught her well. You’ve taught me a few things too. Both of us owe you a debt of gratitude. I told you some time ago that I would decide your future. That has now come to pass."

	He stopped and picked up a paper.

	"The Judge is looking for a new slave, perhaps even a wife. You would be just what he is looking for. He has seen videos of you in action and is fully satisfied.  Do you object?"

	It was my once chance for freedom. All I had to do was refuse and I would be a free woman again. If I had known what the future held, I would have run from the room.

	-0-

	Amy certainly didn’t want her to run from the room. She wanted her to move forward a couple of inches so she could reach the pussy that loomed before her face. Selene could do nothing about it. She was part of the chair and the chair was bolted to the floor. The only hope for either of them was any slack in the chain that linked Amy’s head to the wall behind her.

	Amy tried. Sitting, blind, listening to one erotic scene after another, Amy was trembling with her arousal. Her only outlet was to lick Selene and draw energy from her climax to have her own orgasm. She bent forward, feeling the weight of the chain. Farther, the chain tightening. Farther, the links taut. She probled with her tongue, finding only empty air. Had not Selene shaved so faithfully Amy’s furled tongue would have touched some of the hair, so close.

	Both wound up frustrated, unfulfilled. Selene swallowed, wished for a glass of water, and continued.

	-0-

	I agreed. I wanted badly to stay here as a Mistress, but I didn’t get that choice. Now I would go back to slavery, taking orders, rather than giving them.

	Penny got to do his dirty work. She dragged the chains from a closet. I helped her remove my clothes. She knelt at my feet and fettered my ankles with a two inch hobble chain. My hands were cuffed behind me, locked to a chain belt that looped through my legs. The last thing I saw was her pained face as she dropped the gag-equipped hood over my head. I could feel her small hands tightening the straps. I would have much preferred that he bind me to end this passage, but I could almost feel Penny’s love as she followed orders .

	I was placed on a hand cart and wheeled to the basement garage, bouncing down the steps and through the long hall. I knew I was passing both the old and the new torture chambers and though I felt a pang, I decided it was just as well. My next slip might have wound up as an indefinite stay in a room I had hated on sight.

	I was dumped into the trunk of Dr. Steve’s car, lifted in bodily. I got re-acquainted with the spare tire during the trip which lasted at least half an hour. At last I heard the sound of a big door opening and then the car backed through it. When it stopped, the truck lid popped open. Two people lifted me out of the trunk and up onto a hand cart, sitting on a loading dock. Somebody laughed, sounding like a chicken cackling.

	"Ol Judge, he’s agonna like this un!" Then the cackle again.

	The cart bounced over the rough floor and a door sill. Then it moved down a long hall with a smooth floor.  I felt it being moved about, getting through a doorway. It came to a halt. Nothing happened for long minutes. I was gagged, so there was nothing I could do about it. I had to lie there, hoping against hope that I would be released soon. I was already regretting agreeing to becoming a slave again and I hadn’t even met my new Master.

	Rough hands grabbed me. Free feel. My tits, my ass, between my legs. Just north of gentle. Hands that could hurt in an instant. I lay, passive.  Helpless to prevent the violation of my body parts, I endured, feeling my arousal flicker and fan to life.

	More cackling. "Ol Judge, he likes ta lambaste you cunts first thang. Me, I likes to have a welcum drink. You drink and I make yer welcum."

	My gag was ripped from my mouth. A second later an oversize cock replaced it.

	"Suck, bitch!"

	I sucked, rewarded with a mouth full of tasty snack. I swallowed. Most men would slap you silly if you failed to swallow. I was taking no chances.

	The hands shoved me, lifted me. I felt bars at my back. When I moved my head I discovered steel on both sides, denying me the ability to turn my head. A fist in my stomach forced me back hard agaist the bars. There was a clang of metal against metal and my nose was pressed by a bar I could not see. I was still close hobbled, but as my weight shifted to my feet I realized I was in a standing cage, barely big enough to contain me. As I straightened up more bars above my head stopped me. I had to crouch over slightly. It would hurt in minutes, be unbearable after a few hours.

	The man cackled again. He seemed to be alone in the room. I wondered what had happened to the other person.

	"Slut, meet Ol Betsy!"

	Ol Betsy was no lady. She bit me like a demented weasel. Betsy was a whip. The bastard who named her was probably the cackling monster that now wielded it, missing the bars and tearing chunks out of my hide. It hurt. I screamed. Cackle didn’t like that. Ol Betsy punished me with even worse pain. I choked back a fresh scream. Ol Betsy tried harder. I lost, and screamed again. This went on until I was hoarse. Then it stopped.

	The hood was pulled from my head. Standing directly in front of me was a man who introduced himself as the Judge. Standing back was a second hulking man, holding a whip. Ol Betsy, no doubt.

	"Dr. Steve speaks highly of you. I need a slave and you fill the bill. If you work out, you will be married to me in one week.

	The Jailer will have charge of you and teach you the ropes here. I see you’ve already met Ol Betsy. Keep your nose clean or you’ll get a lot better example of her prowess."

	He turned to the Jailer. "Make sure she’s on the pill. I don’t want any little bondage rats running around underfoot. Keep her blindfolded."

	So much for a warm greeting from my future husband.

	


Chapter 49 -- Rings

	Amy was high in the clouds, surfing from cloud to cloud, lost in the word picture Selene was weaving. A word, a single word caught her attention. Selene repeated it. Amy was sure.

	There was only one Jailer. He of the hard hands, the cackle, the drawl. He of the whip. "Ol Betsy." Confirmation. She and Selene had both met the Jailer and his whip. She had learned from the whip to beg, to placate the man who held her life in his hands. She remembered things she seemed to have forgotten. The raw cruelty. The ears that heard her quietest movement. The atrocities he committed on her in her tiny cage. The humiliation. Above all, the humiliation.

	Although Amy knew some of the story, from events while she was in the Jailer’s ‘care,’ she didn’t know what happened in between. She suddenly had many questions, but she didn’t want to interrupt.

	It was not to be. Georgina interrupted. She unstrapped Selene and released Amy from the wall. She whispered in Selene’s ear. She nodded and tugged on Amy’s leash. Down the stairs. Into a room with an examination table. Selene helped Amy onto the table and buckled her in place. A tall, beautiful brunet walked in, carrying a small case. She moved a small table close and then sat on a chair and rolled it between Amy’s legs. She examined the cut lip, which had healed nicely, stitches long gone. She pulled gently on the ring, watching Amy’s face. It remained bland as Amy endured.

	Selene was watching too. She spread her legs and displayed her own rings to use as a pattern. She ordered,

	"No anesthetic. She is a pain slut. She’ll probably come three or four times. She’ll be punished if she does.

	Amy already sported two rings, one near the bottom of her slit on the right, one at the top just below her hooded clit. The girl had no trouble matching them. She opened a sterile needle package and then swabbed the entire area with antiseptic.  Without warning the needle sank into the base of her clit  and through, to be gripped by forceps and pulled through, seating a follower in the flesh. The ring end was pressed into the follower and pushed through. Pliers closed the ring. The girl worked with practiced speed. Amy had winced at the first jab of the needle, then remained still as the ring was installed. She fed on the pain, careful to avoid overstimulation that would cause her to lose control.

	Both of the rings in her labia had been put in punch holes. As the technician examined them she discovered that each hole was lined with a grommet.. With a little digging in her case she matched them and dumped the grommets and the rings into a bowl of antiseptic. She proceeded to spoil Amy’s plan for self control. First she marked the spots with a marking pen. Then she pulled a foil packaged sterile punch from her case.

	She punched four holes on the right, and four on the left. Amy climaxed on each of the last three punches. The girl used a styptic pencil to cauterize the holes, stopping the bleeding.

	A second punch closed and locked the grommets in the holes. After that it was routine, as the rings were placed and tightened. Bleary eyed, Amy looked in the mirror that Selene held for her, seeing the two rows of rings for the very first time.

	Then came the nipple shackles. The girl squeezed a breast and then forced a much larger needle through, well behind the nipple. She pushed the shackle bolt through, pushing the needle out ahead of it. She applied an antiseptic and covered the nipple area with a large bandage.

	There was one more ring to place. Selene moved to her head and closed a plate-jawed vise which held her head rigid. Amy could guess where the ring was going but she knew protest was futile. She braced herself for the pain that would come.

	The special punch popped as it cut through flesh and cartilage up in her septum. Amy yelped, the pain beyond her control. The technician installed a large stainless steel grommet in her septum. When it healed, Amy could be ringed at will and managed with a little finger. Along with the shackles on her nipples and the rings in her labia she could be rendered helpless in seconds.

	She had two weeks to heal before the wedding.

	As the big day came nearer, Amy became increasingly nervous, worried sick that she would commit some grave error that would cancel or even postpone the wedding. She worried about her new rings, but the holes healed perfectly, without problems. After a week she could stand pressure on them and demonstrated by hooking weights on each ring under Selene’s watchful eye. The nose grommet healed well, but Amy couldn’t even take the weight of the ring without creating a flood as her eyes teared. Selene debated making her wear the ring but decided it could wait until after the wedding.

	Since this was not your typical wedding, there were no plans for a wedding dress, or for that matter, bridesmaids dresses. There also were no plans for a reception, a bachelor party, shower or  honeymoon. There was the matter of guests and witnesses. Glen invited Dr. Steve while he visited Amy to check on her rings.

	He told Glen that there were several members of the courthouse staff who were into bondage who would like to be invited and who could also serve as witnesses. Amy was very unslavelike in rejecting the suggestion of inviting the Jailer. She suspected he would be there anyway, with or without an invitation. However, Selene overruled her, pointing out that if he didn’t get an invitation he might very well sabotage the whole afair. Amy gave in grudgingly, earning herself an hour on the wooden horse.

	While she was riding, Selene stopped by to remind her that the Jailer would have complete control of her - and her cage - for 24 hours before the wedding. Amy almost lost her lunch thinking about what he had done to her before. At the moment he loomed as more of a threat to her stability than the cage. She hated the cage, but she really hated the Jailer.

	Selene was ready to continue her story, but she begged Glen for some changes in the bondage that she and Amy had to endure.

	Glen agreed, and Amy’s head chain was removed, allowing her to reach Selene’s pussy with her tongue.

	-0-

	"That night they put me, cage and all into the Judge’s pickup, then threw a plastic tarp over it. The cage was bad enough upright but it really was a bitch lying down. All my weight was on a couple of the bars and they really dug into me, especially on the last mile or two of gravel road to the Judge’s house. The only consolation was that I was out of the Jailer’s hands, at least for a few hours. I had already learned to fear him and that fear grew every time I had to deal with him."

	"When we rolled into the Judge’s garage, there was a welcoming committee waiting, I thought for one horrible second that the man was the Jailer, but when I got a good look I decided it wasn’t him. The woman with him was flat ugly, one of the ugliest women I’ve ever seen. Unfortunately she had a temper to match and I got a full dose of it. She was a sadist of the first water, and hated women with a passion, I guess because every woman was more beautiful than she was."

	"Both of them had heavy crops and the second they got my cage on a cart they started in, whipping me through the bars. Well, I enjoy a little pain from time to time, but this was rediculous. They gave every indication that they were going to whip me all night and all day the next day."

	"I didn’t even get the courtesy of the Judge’s bed. Instead they hauled me into a room in the basement with a four poster bed with a plastic mattress and bare sheets. There were enough chains hanging on the posts to restrain an army. They dumped me out of the cage and then whipped me until I crawled onto the bed, beating on me until I stretched my arms and legs, inviting them to chain me down."

	"That asshole of a woman used one of the chains to beat me while the man used come-alongs on my ankle chains, tightening me up until I thought I was on a rack. Then he picks up a chain and wallops me a dozen times on my taut belly. By this time I was screaming and in comes the judge. He’s got a whip twice the size of the ones the other have and that SOB knew how to use it. First thing he does is get between my toes, full strength. Then he does my hands."

	"Once he’s got me screaming regularly he motions to the guy, who tightens me up to the breaking point. Judge climbs on. Guy whips my toes, ugly whips my fingers. Judge fucks me. I scream and bellow. He pulls out, shoots all over my tits. Ugly cleans my tits with her whip. I pass out."

	"I alternated between passed out and whipped raw. Ol Judge....Damn! Now he’s got me doing it! The Judge gets his boner back late in the evening and decides I need my ass reamed. I don’t want it and tell him so. Big mistake. All three whip me until I beg pitifully for them to fuck my ass. He does, but with the handle of his whip. I have to suck him and the whip."

	"They finally left me alone, but still taut as a drumhead.

	I hurt, but I sleep anyway, having one nightmare after another. Mostly the Jailer and the judge, both inside my cage with me and screwing me front and back."

	"When I woke in the morning the Judge was sweet as pie. Unhooked me, helped me to the bathroom, helped me shower and shave my pussy. Then he picks up his whip and directs me straight back into the cage. Back in the pickup, under the tarp and back to jail."

	"This goes on for a week, with variations. All of them bad, or worse than the original. I look like Miss Bruise 2005. I can’t sleep more than a few minutes. Then I have my nightmare and wake up screaming."

	"In the meantime the Jailer is making life Hell on wheels, He’s pissed because he only gets blow jobs, so he takes it out on me. He lies to the Judge, tells him I’m acting up, calling him names. Judge tells him to go ahead and wear out Betsy on my ass.

	Then he has him cart me into a vacant cell. Judge shows up with a Justice of the Peace and two men from the courthouse. The JP mumbles something and tells the Judge,"

	"You’re married."

	"The judge waves him on. Next thing I know I’m lying across a table with the JP’s cock buried in my pussy. He shoots his load and then the two witnesses get their turn. The Judge doesn’t want sloppy fourths, so he buries himself to the hilt in my mouth. My choking and gagging is ignored and he face fucks me until he shoots down my throat. Last, he calls the Jailer in and that SOB does the exact same thing, half killing me."

	"That night it was right back to the house, like nothing happened. The three of them wrecked me again and the same the next night and the next."

	"I was getting totally pissed, but I was too weak to do more than verbally protest. The first time the jailer used a rubber hose on my feet until I begged to go back to the Judge’s house. The second time he beat my feet and made me walk on them for an hour before I got a chance to crawl to him and beg to go again."

	"I told the Judge, to his face, that I wanted a divorce and release. That was the worst mistake of my life. Even worse than the Sorority business."

	"He blew his stack. Took it as a personal insult and a professional insult. He had the jailer work me over all day and hired two more goons to work on me at night. I lasted three days because they overdid everything. The judge called in an EMT that he had a hold on and had her nurse me back to health. I had everything wrong but broken bones. She no more than got me back to sub-normal than she started humping me, making me suck her pussy. She’d deep massage wherever I had bruises, which was everywhere, and rile them up until I was dizzy with pain. Then she’d straddle me and pinch my nipples until I’d do her."

	"Somehow I got the attention of the two goons when the Judge was off somewhere. I offered them $200 each to help me escape. They settled for $500. They almost pulled it off, but the one driving was going too fast and a cop pulled us over. I tried to pull rank by telling him I was the Judge’s wife, which was the wrong thing to do as the Judge had passed the word to be on the lookout for me."

	"He delivered me right to the jail. The Jailer was waiting for me. He handed the cop an envelope. "From the Judge." The cop nodded. "Thanks." That was all that was said."

	"The workover I got was expected, and exceeded my expectations. I was certain several ribs were cracked and probably other broken bones. I had a split lip and a black eye. Bunged up as I was they still hauled me out to the house. The two goons were there, as if nothing had happened. A lot happened after I arrived, with five of them working on me. The other lip was split and the other eye was black. It didn’t bother the Judge one bit. He screwed me as violently as he could and then the others had a crack at me.

	"I called the Judge a ‘motherfucker’ which didn’t appeal to him and resulted in my being put in a much smaller cage where I was constantly bent over as I knelt. My back was screaming. He stopped taking me out to the house and started abusing me right there , whenever he wasn’t busy. The two goons got a message to me and showed up a couple of nights later and got me out of the cage. A cop spotted me at a road block and I went back to the jail."

	"This must have been about the time that Amy was there, because I remember them welding my cage so I couldn’t escape again, and that was something Amy said the Jailer mentioned.

	It was about then that they started telling me that Amy was suggesting all the things they were doing to me - the telephone and the fish line and the other stuff - the acid.

	"They had me barking up the wrong tree entirely. I must have forgotten the treatment at the Judge’s house or something, because they got all my rage centered on Amy. I was certain she was out to get me, and they played right along, hinting that Amy was now the Judge’s whore and that I was being replaced. It was crazy, because just a few days before I told the Judge I wanted out. I was going out of my mind from all the mistreatment. I was starting to have memory lapses - couldn’t remember what day it was or even why I was in a cage."

	"I’d probably still be there if they hadn’t gotten bored with hurting me. I managed to sneak a message to the goons and they brought bolt cutters and cut me out of the cage. That was when I kidnapped Amy and used the full strength acid on her nipple. I was certain she was lying. The Jailer had kept repeating that she was a liar and I believed him."

	"By then I was out of options. The two goons managed to take a semi head on, just over the state line, killing them both. The Judge found out about it and taunted me with it, swearing he was going to keep me in my little cage for the rest of my life, with no hope of rescue.

	"I admit, I gave up. I was hopeless. I wound up with a severe case of depression. Dr. Steve came in and treated me, but he could tell I didn’t want to become better. He managed to convince the Judge that I needed to be switched off somewhere else. He mentioned Master Glen and the Judge decided that would be a good place for me."

	"They spent weeks building a shipping box. They cut my cage  open and made me get in and out of the box a hundred times a day. They began beating me again, forcing me to invent attachments for the box. I came up with the serrated wooden triangle I had to sit on. I spent all day on it, then they turned me over and examined me, touching every bit of skin down there.They got all excited when I suggested the electric lock with the shocker. They built two or three models and tried them on me, testing to find the maximum shock they could give me. They wore out dozens of batteries testing to get the results they wanted."

	"Those two bastards delighted in getting me all primed and ready to go, only to cancel at the last second on some flimsy excuse. That of course meant that I had to endure the entire opening operation with all the shocks each time they aborted."

	"Before they shipped me they took me out to the house again. They beat me and then all the men raped me. The woman made me lick her to a half dozen orgasms, right while the men were fucking me. Then they brought me back to the jail and beat me again and this time the Judge let the jailer screw me. He was the  last. Then they stuck me in the box with fresh batteries and locked it up. They let it set a full day before they shipped it to Master Glen."

	-0-

	Amy was listening to every word, aghast at the cruel treatment that Selene had survived. She had thought her own punishment level was unique, but the things that had happened to Selene were far more serious that those that Amy had suffered. She had never had a black eye, and other than a few minor cuts and scrapes and a bruise or two, she had never reached the same level. Her grudging admiration for Selene spurted upward as she began to more fully realize the tortures she had gone through. She leaned forward, deciding to let her tongue speak for her.

	Selene was lost in thought, remembering her treatment at the hands of the Judge and the Jailer. She was startled when she felt a delicate tongue lapping along her labia. Her eyes snapped open and she looked down to see Amy’s head - unbidden - exploring between her legs. She moaned, letting Amy know she was being enjoyed. Her hands caressed her breasts, rubbing the nipples before sliding down her body to rest gently on Amy’s head. She knew she didn’t need to apply pressure. Amy was doing this voluntarily. Her silent hands signaled Amy to continue. Selene sighed, feeling the rapidly rising arousal that would trigger a climax in a few moments.

	Amy felt the hands and smiled to herself. She wanted to do this, wanted to show Selene that she had no hard feelings, bore her no ill will. She felt a rapport with Selene she hadn’t felt before. The memories of the Oubliette and the Rack faded before the onslaught of caring.

	


Chapter 50 -- Wedding Bells

	Amy was working up a serious case of nerves. It was far different than the usual pre-marriage jitters that so many brides go through. For Amy it was a race to the finish line in hopes of beating some unfortunate event that would cancel Glen’s plan for her. It didn’t help matters that the other slaves were keeping their distance from her, seeming to move farther and farther away as the days passed.

	Ironically she was the closest to her once and former enemy - Selene. Part of that was due to the requirements put on Selene by Glen, who wanted Amy under strict control and rigid discipline. A growing part was the realization that they had much in common. Selene was careful not to show the slightest favoritism to Amy, in fact ensuring that she got at least a bit more than the other slaves of the discipline Selene meted out.

	Amy tried to tell herself that it would all change, once she was officially Glen’s wife-slave. Even that caused some doubts as she had picked up hints that married life for a slave might not be that much better. She also was picking up on the hints that the wedding itself would be anything but a normal wedding. She had nobody to ask - that she dared ask and much of her time was spent under gag rule, giving her few if any chances to ask questions.

	She had tried once to question Georgina, but that was a dead end. Georgina had never been to a slave wedding or known a slave who married her Master, so she covered her lack of knowledge by telling Amy to talk to Glen about it. Amy had reached the point where she feared Glen above all else, with Selene still a distant second, to her mind ruling out any questions.

	When the morning came of the wedding eve, Amy was not ready. She trembled from the moment she was taken down from her perch on the bedroom wall where she had spent a sleepless night. Selene rapped her sharply with her crop to get her attention, then attached the rest of her chains and sent her down the steps to the kitchen.

	She ate in silence. She might as well be eating sawdust for all the taste she seemed to have lost. None of the other slaves spoke to her. Glen ignored her, talking to Georgina and Selene about details of the house management. Amy felt nauseous, goaded by the fact that she would be face to face with the Jailer in an hour or two. She could already taste his cock in her mouth, swallowing as if he had already shot off in her throat.

	Resolutely she fought each of the emotions she was feeling. She had one, and only one goal, to marry Glen. Everything else she would have to endure, survive, to reach her quest. She resisted the urge to run from the room, hide her head under a pillow, or run naked and chained out the door into the street. She mouthed the word. Spelled it to herself, repeated it silently.

	 "NO!"

	If she said it aloud it would set off a chain of events with an unknown conclusion, other than that she would no longer be in line to marry Glen. The other possible outcomes were too horrible for her to even consider. She knew instinctively that if she spoiled things at this late stage, her punishments would know no limits, far worse than what she recently had undergone.

	She had to balance all that against the known quantity - the Jailer. He would have her, helpless in her locked cage, for 24 hours. She now remembered every blow, every humiliation she had received. She remembered his warning, that if she returned he had untold terrors waiting for her ‘indefinite’ stay. He was a tool for the Judge, the hands that did his dirty work. He was also a roadblock between the two, a roadblock to any wedding, that traced directly to the Judge.

	Breakfast was over. Not one word had been spoken to her. Nobody had even looked at her. It was as if she were dead and only her invisible ghost was sitting, eating tasteless food.

	Selene picked up her leash and gave it a vicious jerk which brought Amy out of her lethargy. Selene used the leash and her crop to direct Amy down the stairs to the basement. Selene unlocked the door. The room was empty except for the cage, on the floor, in its exact center. The cage door was open. Amy was expected.

	Selene opened a cupboard, returning to Amy with a handful of steel. In seconds it was in place around her loins, locked. She was to have her first experience with a chastity belt. She wondered if it would serve as a warning to the Jailer, or as a challenge to the Judge. All that was lacking was a "Beat Me" sign to go with the belt.

	The last thing Amy saw before the blindfold dropped over her face were Selene’s eyes. They were dead, emotionless, their only message - "Just doing my job."

	The effect of the silent treatment by the other slaves had its effect on Amy. She more and more felt she was going to her execution for some heinous crime. Even prisoners marched from Death Row to the gas chamber or the needle got a parting greeting from their fellow prisoners.

	Her nemesis, Slave Fear, was suddenly working overtime, polluting her mind with fear of the unknown. She knew from her own experience, plus what she had learned from Selene’s narrative that the Judge had unlimited power and influence and the ability to maim or even kill those who stood in his way. The Fear put doubt in her mind. Was Glen sending her to her death, the final solution to the problems she had given him?

	She fought the Fear, knowing that she must win or Glen would forever be beyond her grasp. She knew she must invent a game, one as painful as possible for her, that she could use to placate the Jailer. Keeping him occupied making life miserable for her was better than leaving him to plot with the Judge.

	She wondered if Glen knew about the beatings and rapes Selene suffered at the Judge’s house, whether he had been listening as she described them, or later listened to the tape. For all she knew that could be her destination, with the Jailer’s tender mercies merely a pit stop on the road to that house of horrors. The only thing she was certain of was that she was their plaything for 24 hours.

	Her cage demanded attention. It had been months since she last was in its confines, but remembered studs beckoned. Flesh that had been pocked with evidence of each stud seemed to flow into exact position. The remembered hurt became the present hurt. She had hated the cage as a symbol of her big lie. She still hated that part of it, as well as the pain, but she now hated the cage as a symbol of her captivity in the hands of the Jailer and the Judge, a captivity that she was returning to of her own free will. She made a wry face beneath the blindfold. This locked cage was free will?

	Familiar, long forgotten sounds and movement as her cage was lifted and rolled out of the room on a handcart. The door at the end of the hall opened. How long had it been since she came through that door, the first time? The cage slid onto the floor of the pickup box. The sound of a tarp thrown over it. She would ride in style befitting her status. A slave, being transported to the torture chamber, perhaps even her execution. Amy sobbed, once.

	The streets seemed especially bumpy, giving the caged slave a rough ride. She jammed herself into the bars to keep from bouncing on the studs. The deepest potholes jarred the breath from her lungs, torture in itself.

	The truck stopped, backed up. She heard the big garage door open . The truck stopped. The end gate dropped onto the loading dock with a clang. She heard the tarp removed. Her blindfold denied any light. A cart rolled into the bed, She and her cage were lifted. She heard the dreaded cackle. The sound of doom.

	Neither man spoke. Amy heard the pickup start up and drive away as she was wheeled down the hall. The cart stopped. She and the cage were lifted bodily onto the table. The leering voice already was at her ear. "You know the drill, slut. Open your food hole, good ‘n wide."

	Obediently she worked her head into position with her mouth between the bars. She opened as he pressed against her lips, driving in a single stroke to the back of her throat. She gagged at the long forgotten practice and Betsy came out of the black to remonstrate with her silly gag reflex.

	Once he had flooded her mouth and she had carefully swallowed so he could see the movement of her neck, he seemed to be taking stock of her.

	"Shitdamm, they got yer ass locked in one of them chastittytitty belts. Ol Judge, he gonna split a seam when he sees that. You ain’t got a key, I ‘spose?"

	"No, Sir. Please hit me for talking to you."

	Whap!

	"You gets to tell ‘im. I’m gonna be six miles away when he blows."

	Amy’s heart sank. Here not fifteen minutes and already in serious trouble. 23 hours and 45 minutes to go.

	The voice disappeared. Amy guessed he was reporting to the Judge. Soon she heard footsteps. The Judge’s voice was curt, cold, unfriendly. "You still want to marry... What the shit is that! Who the Hell told you to wear a chastity belt?"

	"Sir, they put it on me at the last minute, just before they locked me in the cage. I didn’t have a chance to ask why."

	"Son of a... That puts a big kink in the party I’d planned, with you as the special guest. I don’t know who did this, but I’m sure as shit going to find out."

	"Anyway, you still want to marry that Glen?"

	"Yes, sir, I very much want to marry my Master."

	"I won’t stop you, because I gave my word, but I’m not going to make it easy for you. You both are making a really big mistake."

	Amy didn’t know how to respond, falling back on a, "Thank you, your Honor."

	Not in the least mollified, the Judge walked away. 23 hours to go.

	The Jailer snuck up on her, causing her to emit a startled squeal when he touched her.

	"Well, cunt, ya got the Judge to turn meaner than a bear with a sore paw. He chewed my ass proper, like I was to blame for that belt. I’m ‘sposed to cut that off of you so Ol Judge kin have his partee."

	Amy remained silent, fearing to react to the tirade.

	She heard him open a drawer, move tools about and then he reached into the cage  and started work on the belt. She was treated to an uninterrupted string of curses as he tried one tool after another without the slightest success. The belt was made specifically to resist anything short of a welding torch. Working on her inside the cramped cage didn’t make it any easier. 22 hours to go.

	Fortunately for Amy some legal matters that required the Judge’s full attention well into the night kept him from having the special party he’d planned for her. It was a close call, as the Judge had already picked up the phone to demand the key from Glen when the first lawyer walked in.

	The Jailer gloated as he reported the situation to Amy. "Ol Judge, he’s got a case hangin fire till late tonight, so he’s called off your partee. Thet means that you ‘n I can have our own celebration. Long as that food hole is workin, I’m in hog heaven. Now, here’s the rules. You provide the entertainment. I supply the food and drink - ‘specially the drink."

	He cackled at his own joke.

	"Now! Gimme an idee for a game we can play to get the partee off to a good start."

	"Please, Sir, If you put nipple clips on me - the kind that tighten when you pull on them - with the chain wrapped around a bar, you can whip me until I pull them loose. Please, Sir, hit me for talking to you."

	"God! You edicated sluts do have the best cock stiffener idees of anybody."

	Jailer was as bad as Glen to take a simple idea and embellish it.

	He moved Amy’s body and arms and legs until she was jammed in a corner with only an inch or so of room to back away from the bar where he tied the clip chain. He reached into the cage and rolled her nipples between thumb and finger, squeezing their hardness flat. He allowed the clips to snap shut on the nipple ends, drawing a yelp from Amy. Then he opened them one at a time and moved them down the nipple, right against the miniature shackles. He let them snap close again, and then pulled hard on the chains, automatically tightening the clamps.

	"Lean back," he ordered.

	Betsy began talking to her. She leaned back tightening the clamps. Betsy was whistling. She shrieked and leaned back harder. The clamps tightened more. Betsy was beating a tattoo on the upper slopes of her breasts. Amy realized quickly that if she had any hope of pulling free that she would have to do it one clamp at a time, doubling the pain.

	She twisted her body and pulled. The clamp on her right nipple tightened, She pulled, finally jerking. The clamp held fast, tighter. Betsy was becoming angry. Amy jerked, driving her shoulder into the bar. The clamp moved, reshaping her nipple. Amy gritted her teeth and jerked harder, her shoulder sore from hitting the bar. The clamp moved, almost to the tip. Amy realized she was drenched in sweat. A drop fell from her chin, right on the tip of the nipple. Lubrication. She jerked and the clamp came free. Her nipple was a pillar of fire. The shackle bolt felt like a white hot poker rammed through her breast.

	One down, and one to go. Now she knew how much it would hurt. She winced as she jerked, causing fruitless pain. Gritting her teeth she positioned her other shoulder and reared against the chain, throwing as much of her upper body into the movement. She screamed as the clamp tightened, sure it had cut her nipple in two. Tears blinded her as she tried to see the result.

	The clamp had moved, but it was still a mile from the tip. Amy shook her head, hoping to drip some sweat on the nipple. She cleared her eyes in time to see a large drop barely miss and flatten on her breast. She shook her head again and more sweat dripped. A smaller drop washed over the nipple. It would have to do. Amy grunted and heaved her body against the clamp. It tightened and slipped at the same time. To Amy it felt as if the skin was being peeled from the tender bud. The clamp hung, holding a tiny fold of flesh. She threw her shoulder back. The clamp tightened, then slipped loose, dropping to the floor of the cage. Betsy snapped at her breast a final time, annoyed that her duties were over for the moment.

	Amy wanted to scream the walls down. Her nipples were defiantly stiff, but they hurt, big time. Amy could not believe she had been able to pull free, despite the agonizing evidence that her nips continued to send to her brain.

	She got no praise from the Jailer. He treated it as just another day at the office. That she was wounded, hurt, didn’t concern him. The Judge had told him to hurt her, so he followed orders. That was his job. She had suggested the game, but if she didn’t want that kind of pain, well that was her problem. That she was being forced to dictate her own torture was again not his concern. That was the way to run a jail.

	He went to the cupboard and brought back a hand crank telephone. The leather case was old, probably surplus, left over from World War II. He showed it to her, making sure she knew what it was. The attached wires ended in alligator clips. He closed the clips on her nipples, then tightened thrm by squeezing them between his thumb and finger. Amy cried out in agony. He cackled. "At’s just the beginnen. Wait until I give the crank a twirl. You’ll come right out through them bars."

	Suiting action to words, he grasped the handle and turned it. The current shot into Amy’s nipples, jolt on top of jolt. She screamed. The Jailer beamed. Amy broke. "Please, Sir. Take them off. Please Sir. Hit me for talking to you."

	"Why, we ain’t even started good. None of yur friends have called to wish you a happy weddin. I thinks we shud take this here phone book and give you a ring for each name. Time we get to Z you’ll be a teeny wet blob on the bottom of yur cage."

	Whap!

	"First name is AAA Bakery. We cud use a dozen do-nuts for the partee."

	Amy screamed. The Jailer almost came in his pants. He went through four more names, four more screams from Amy. Hopelessly she stared at the floor of her cage, wishing she had run, wishing she had said ‘No.’

	Dr. Steve walked in. She didn’t realize it for a moment until the Jailer greeted him. "Hi, Doc. How’s it hanging?

	"Not too well. Why are you using that magneto on her?"

	"‘Cause Ol Judge, he says to hurt her. He don’t want her marrying that guy."

	"Then stop it. She’s still recovering from surgery. Why do you think she’s wearing a chastity belt?"

	"Cause she wants to screw the Judge over, so he can’t have his partee."

	"Think again. I just told you. She had surgery."

	"Unh. Kain’t stop ‘til Ol Judge sez to."

	"I’ll handle him. You leave her alone until I get back."

	"OK, Doc. It’s yer funeral."

	 

	


Chapter 51 -- Finally, The Wedding

	Dr. Steve disappeared down the hall. Blindfolded, Amy heard his footsteps receding.

	The jailer was fuming, grumbling aloud. "Fuckin smartass. Spoilt my fun, he did. Damn shrink anyway! God, if I got him in one of the cells..."

	Amy kept silent, her thoughts whirling. Dr. Steve must have some power over the Judge or he wouldn’t try to save her. Even the Jailer deferred to him. The threat was mere bravado, or at least she hoped it was.

	Dr. Steve came back a half hour later. The Jailer had been pacing the floor, alternately cursing and threatening the Doctor under his breath. As soon as he heard the footsteps he quieted.

	The Doctor’s face was grim when he came into the room. He told the Jailer, "You are to leave her strictly alone. No whipping, no other punishment, no torture. That’s the Judge’s order. Understand?"

	"Yeah, if he wants it thet way. Ain’t what he told me ter do."

	"You can work that out with him. Amy, I’ll see you at the wedding." With that he left.

	The Jailer waited until Dr. Steve was out of earshot before letting off a string of curses. Despite his anger he obeyed orders. He reached in and gently opened the alligator clips and put the field telephone away.

	Amy was stunned. She had twice in a matter of minutes avoided an evening of rape at the Judge’s house and an evening with the magneto that certainly would have forced her to ask that the wedding be canceled. If Dr. Steve could hold the two of them off until the wedding she might make it. She was seriously considering him for the job of guardian angel.

	The Jailer went off somewhere. Amy took advantage of his absence to extricate herself from the corner she had been jammed into. She moved as much as she could in the cage, getting cramped muscles back in order. When the Jailer came back he seemed to be in a somewhat better mood, but before he got into his bed he warned her again, "You so much as breath loud and your ass is mine in the morning."        18 hours to go.

	Dr. Steve called Glen, "Amy is all right, but your wedding is pretty precarious. The Judge was set with a rape party at his house tonight but had to cancel when some legal matters came up. He had ordered the Jailer to torture her instead and when I walked in he was using an old field telephone on her. He would have had her begging to cancel the wedding with that thing. The magneto puts out a pretty powerful jolt."

	"How did you get him to stop?"

	"The Judge was pissed because you put her in a chastity belt. It spoiled the party he had planned, so it served its purpose. I told both of them that she’d just had surgery, which was the reason for the belt, and that she wasn’t to be hurt. I got the Judge to tell the Jailer to stop. He wasn’t at all happy about it."

	"Thanks very much for letting me know. I appreciate your interceding for her. I owe you another."

	"I’d suggest that both you and I show up at least an hour before the wedding to make sure there isn’t any last-minute problem. After the wedding I’m going to need to talk to you."

	"Right after the wedding, or later?"

	"I’d like to do it as soon as possible. You aren’t going on a honeymoon?"

	Glen laughed. "Far from it. Amy is in for some serious new training. Selene has been a godsend."

	"Good. I’ll see you before the wedding." 16 hours to go.

	Morning. The Jailer seemed to be his usual jovial self. Amy had managed not to wake him, but she was convinced that he was the world’s lightest sleeper. Amy got her bread and water without the usual contribution from the Jailer.     

	8 hours until the wedding.

	She spent the day swapping ends in her cage, kissing each bar as she went by. It reminded her of the previous visit. The bars didn’t taste a bit better.

	1 Hour before the wedding.

	Dr. Steve and Glen arrived at the same time. They walked in together just as the Jailer was wheeling her cage toward the courtroom. He nodded a greeting and continued on his way. The two men followed. Glen noted the blindfold was still in place and a gag now hid the lower part of Amy’s face. A bailiff stood by the door and showed them to their seats, while Amy was wheeled into a holding room.

	Amy had heard the two men talking and recognized both voices. She wanted to talk to both of them but she heard them being diverted away from her. She couldn’t talk anyway with the peculiar gag she was wearing. Her hands were locked behind her so she was unable to explore it.

	As she heard more voices, she suddenly realized she was nude under her chains. Were all those people going to see her naked?

	Someone in the room cleared his throat. Amy turned toward the noise, frustrated by her blindfold.

	"You still want to go through with this?"

	It was the Judge. She nodded her head vehemently.

	"I have a present for you, that I’ll open right now. It’s a suppository that we call ‘Blue Lightning." It’s a dose intended for a horse, but we use it regularly on the prisoners. It is guaranteed to empty your bowels in fifteen minutes. You are going to have to contend with that during the ceremony. If you shit yourself or make one peep, the wedding is off!"

	"If you last that long, you will have one word to say during the ceremony. I will ask you a question, which you will answer, "Yes" if you want to go through with the wedding or "No" if you want to stop it. The Jailer will open your gag and close it again. The one word will be all you will be permitted to say. If you try to say more you will be turned over to the jailer for an indefinite stay. Is that understood?"

	Amy nodded her head just as vigorously. She heard a door close. The Judge was gone.

	She was ready to push the panic button. She could feel her intestines twisting from the powerful laxative. She had no idea how much longer until the ceremony or how long the ceremony would last. This was what she had feared, last minute interference with the wedding. With the Blue Lightning churning in her gut her chances of getting married were already in the negative zone.

	She heard a door open. The Judge coming back? The muted cackle told her it was the Jailer.

	"All set to go? Nah" He answered his own question.

	"Got a leetle present for yer. We calls ‘em Blue Lightning. The local Vet, he sells ‘em to use on the prisoners. Course it’s a dose for a horse, but we ain’t had a slut die on us, yet. You gets it right up your ass and in 15 minutes yer gonna dump a load right plum in front of Ol Judge and he’s gonna sentence yer to an indefinite stay in my ‘fun house.’

	She shook her head, violently, yelling into her gag, trying to tell him she already had one inside her. He ignored her, assuming she was protesting his insertion. She felt his fingers, coarse, pushing the little pill up inside her. She felt the urge to fart, controlling it with a mighty effort. Not while the Jailer was right there!

	She felt something pushing. It slipped through her ring, the portal opened and closed on the narrow base. A butt plug.

	"Makes it worse to hold it," the Jailer whispered in her ear and cackled.

	My God! What was she going to do? She’d never last through the ceremony with one! Let alone two! Gagged, she had no choice. There were no eye signals for "I’ve got two pills up my ass and I can’t hold it!"  Now there was an additional threat. If she lost control, she’d be charged with Contempt of Court and stay in the cage forever. She had one, and only one, choice. Tough it out.

	The music started on the speaker. "Here comes the bride." Her cage started moving. The door to the courtroom opened. Her entrance was greeted with applause. Amy turned red, and then remembered to breathe. Her gut growled at her,

	Naked, chained, blindfolded and gagged, locked in a tiny cage, she was about to enjoy her own wedding. Enjoy? Ha! She forgot to mention the butt plug and pills.

	She was wheeled into the room and put beside Glen. The Judge made his entrance as everyone rose. It had all the trappings of a court case, not a wedding.

	"Ladies and Gentlemen, we are here today to formalize the relationship of Master Glen and his slave, registered as Amy.

	At the onset I would like to make it clear that I am steadfast against according the honor of a dual title, slave, and wife."

	"There are many practical reasons for my reluctance, not the least being the numenius legal problems associated with such a union. As but one instance, what becomes the child of a slave-wife, or wife-slave, whichever you chose? Is the child by birth a slave, or free? If there is a separation or a divorce, unnecessary light would be shed on the practice of voluntary slavery, bringing discredit to many fine people, such as those in this room today."

	"In many of the legal cases that I am aware of questions have arisen that no court of law has ever decided. This puts the burden on the few of us who are familiar with this lifestyle."

	The Judge droned on and on, citing minor legal points and a brief history of several cases, which turned into lengthy legalistic terminologies. Amy was growing more impatient by the second. Her stomach was growling continuously, so loud that Glen looked down at her several times. The twin lightning bolts were thrashing about in her colon, demanding prompt attention and "Which way to the exit?"

	Finally, after watching Amy like a hawk for any sign of impending disaster for several minutes, he ran out of cases and began the ceremony. It consisted entirely of rambling questions:

	"Master Glen, is this your slave, duly registered as Amy?"

	"Master Glen, is she wearing your collar, and was she formally collared?"

	"Master Glen, is she satisfactory in her duties to you, her Master?"

	To each question he answered, "Yes, Your Honor."

	"Master Glen, have you owned this slave for more than one year?"

	"Yes, Your Honor."

	The questioning went on and on. He gave his birth date, her birth date, results of blood tests, parents names, scars, marks or tattoos. Glen remained calm, but the Judge, who continued to watch Amy, seemed to be getting nervous. Amy was ready to crawl through the bars of her cage. She was beginning to feel the pressure building on the butt plug. She needed relief right now.

	After a good 20 minutes of questioning the Judge turned toward Amy’s cage. The jailer came up behind her and tore open the velcro fastening holding her gag. "Just one word!" he whispered in her ear.

	"Slave, was the information your Master gave correct?

	Amy licked her dry lips. "Yes," she croaked. The gag was back in her mouth instantly.

	"Then by the powers given me by the State. I give you, Master Glen, this slave as your lawfully wedded wife." Automatically he rapped his gavel, then hurried through the door into his chamber. Before it closed he could be heard, swearing.

	The 20 or so guests crowded around Glen, ignoring Amy. Once the well wishers went back to their jobs, Glen grabbed the hand cart and started wheeling Amy’s cage. The elevator took days to come back up. Amy fidgeted and moved about the cage. Glen was concerned that it would tip off the cart, so he told her to sit still. As soon as they were in the elevator she clashed her chains to draw his attention and mewed into her gag. He ignored her for a moment or two, then reached down and opened the gag.

	" Please, Master, get me to a toilet. They gave me a double dose of laxative and put in a butt plug. If I don’t get to the can I’m going to shoot it clear across the room. The elevator door opened and there was a rest room right around the corner. Glen hurriedly unlocked the cage and pulled Amy out. He went with her into the lady’s room to make sure she could handle it. She did need help as her chains wouldn’t let her reach the plug. He eased it out, feeling the pressure. Amy held for a second, as Glen jerked the plug out of the way, then she filled the bowl with explosive force.

	By the time she was empty she looked haggard and drawn. Glen had to assist her on wobbly feet as she came out under her own power.

	Dr. Steve was at the door, a worried look on his face. "What happened?:"

	"They gave her a double dose of laxative."

	Amy interrupted. "Master, they gave me two Blue Lightning suppositories. The Judge came in first and stuck one in me. Then the Jailer came in and did the same thing. Gagged, I couldn’t tell the Jailer that I already had one. If he hadn’t put a butt plug in me, I would have shit all over the courtroom floor.

	"You said, ‘Blue Lightning?’ Dr. Steve asked.

	Amy nodded.

	"Those are horse pills!"

	"That’s what they said. A local vet sells them, to use on the prisoners. They both said they were guaranteed to work in 15 minutes."

	"You survivcd two of them for almost an hour. I thought he’d never quit."

	"I was determined to get married. They said if I lost it in the courtroom I would be charged with contempt of court and held in the jail indefinitely. I had a double incentive."

	Dr, Steve shook his head angrily, "This is exactly what I wanted to talk to you about. Both of them are going too far."

	Glen nodded. "Were you aware that Selene was taken to the Judge’s house and beaten with whips and rubber hoses and repeatedly raped?"

	Dr. Steve shook his head. "No, Did she tell you?"

	I’ve been taping her life story - quite a bit about you - but this was after you sent her to the Judge to become his slave."

	"Damn! I should have kept her. She did wonders with Penny."

	"So I heard, but that’s off topic. What do we do about these two?"

	"I’ve got a couple of ideas. I’ll work on them and get back to you."

	"I’ll be glad to support anything you have in mind. They’ve got to be stopped!"

	Glen put Amy in the cab and shoved the cage into the box. By rights she should have gone back in the cage, but Glen took pity on her and let her ride in front. She had been through enough.

	As they drove, he asked, "Dr. Steve said the Jailer was torturing you with a field telephone?"

	"Yes, Master. He put alligator clips on my nipples and then turned the crank. He started out with a ring for every name in the phone book. I was already begging for him to stop when Dr. Steve walked in. He made the Judge stop him and both of them lied and said they wouldn’t do any more to me."

	Glen glanced over and spotted her engorged nipples.

	" Did the alligator clips do that, to your nipples?"

	"No, Master. It’s my fault. He had me give him a game to play, like he did before. I told him to tie a nipple clamp chain to the bar of my cage and then make me pull the clamps off my nipples.  They were the kind that tighten the more you pull, so I had to jerk them off."

	He reached over and touched one. Amy tried to crawl into the seat back. "Sorry, Master, they still hurt."

	The truck rolled into the garage. Glen unloaded the cage. Amy was standing, waiting. Glen reached in his pocket and pulled out her leash. "Kneel."

	He attached it to her collar. "Crawl. Find your Mistress and bring her to me." He wound the leash around her neck.

	He sat down in the dungeon and waited.

	Amy found Selene at the top of the stairs, waiting.

	"Mistress, our Master wishes you to come to him."

	"What if I refuse?"

	"I will return to our Master, tell him I have failed and I will be beaten and whipped."

	"Good answer. Take me to your Master. First, hand me your leash. Do not forget this."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Amy and Selene knelt before Master Glen.

	"Mistress Selene, put this slave in the cell. No bedding or blanket. Bread and water three times a day. She is to spend her days alternating on the rack or the stocks. Her nipples are extremely sore. Keep them that way. This is her wedding night, so I would suggest screwed on nipple clamps after a moderate whipping.."

	


Chapter 52 -- The Fix

	Amy was in a bind. Selene had accepted Glen’s order but, taking a leaf from his notebook, she had embellished his order a bit. Amy was in the cell, lying on the stone floor, without a pillow or blanket, as ordered. She was also stretched taut by chains from her wrists and ankles to the nearest walls. Selene had left the blindfold in place and left the opened gag hanging in place.

	Amy made no objection, but she was stunned by Glen’s order. If she had not heard it with her own ears - if Selene or one of the other slaves had repeated it - she would not have believed it. How could Glen treat her so badly? Especially on her wedding day!

	She pondered the exchange at the head of the stairs with her Mistress. It made no sense until she realized that her request had nearly come across as an order. Selene could easily have misinterpreted it, by mistake, or intentionally. Selene’s response was undoubtedly a test. If she had said, "That’s an order," Selene would have jumped down her throat. And the way the other slaves distanced themselves from her. There was a message there, too. She saw very clearly that her status as Glen’s wife-slave was going to be a serious problem for her. It wasn’t a promotion in the slave ranks, it was actually a demotion. She was at the bottom of the slave heap and would have to work her way up. Her marriage was an impediment, rather than a stepping stone, because the other slaves were already treating her as something lower than a slave.

	She also realized that it was her own fault. She hadn’t fully listened to the discussion of slave marriage and she had ignored advice. Much as she hated the Judge and the Jailer, she could see their advice had been sound. But even as she blamed herself,  she missed the key point that she had no choice. Glen made the decision and she was required to follow it. The only other option was "Out the door, down the road." She’d had that chance and regretted not taking it. It was no longer an option. She had to endure. In a secret part of her mind she enjoyed the rank humiliation she was suffering.

	Amy’s nights were endless. Amy’s days were endless, stretched on the rack or sitting cramped in the stocks. Her blindfold and gag were replaced with a skin-tight punishment helmet, laced and padlocked. The only interruption in her days was the sudden pressure of a pussy against her nose. She learned to identify each of the four other slaves by their taste. They made her hold up the number of fingers to match their number as a further humiliation.

	A treadmill joined the rotation. Amy walked endlessly. For variety weighted belts were strapped on her ankles. A slave with a crop was assigned to keeping her pace up. Life in the house went on around her, but she was aware only of the tests of her will and strength. Secretly, she enjoyed.

	On the first day of the fourth week, a whip woke her - her standard alarm clock. She went through the normal morning routine - cold shower, cold enema, cold douche.

	From out of the blackness came Selene’s voice, cold. "Your honeymoon is over. Back to work."

	Amy suppressed a sob. A marriage, never consummated. A honeymoon spent alone in a torture chamber. Her true status struck her like a blow.

	She spent the day washing windows, punished for every streak left behind. Her married life had begun. Wife-slave. She even thought it with a sarcastic tone. The name she had sought so long was now a tool to humiliate her. She wondered why she wasn’t breaking down. Her secret place winked.

	Glen, Georgina and Selene were watching the evening news on TV. When the local news came on the camera switched to the courthouse. A reporter holding a microphone began to talk,

	"Reports of a Federal investigation of a sex scandal and a major case of human rights violations has hit the courthouse. Judge James Folk has resigned in the face of charges of rape and other violent assaults. His attorney has denied some of the charges but only had a ‘no comment’ on the others. The resignation of the Judge has also led to a shakeup in the jail. Several bailiffs have resigned and the Chief Jailer has been arrested on similar charges. He is expected to face a Federal Judge tomorrow."

	"The investigation is being conducted by the FBI. They were called in after our sources revealed that some of the local law enforcement agencies might be involved in the scandal. Rumors of bribery brought the Federal agency into the investigation."

	Glen felt a thrill course through him. He credited one person with triggering this retribution - Dr. Steve. He glanced over at Selene. She was weeping silently. She saw him looking at her and apologized. "I’m sorry,  Master. I never thought they’d catch those bastards. I’m crying with relief and happiness."

	"Put Amy in the cage. Don’t let on that anything has happened. Let her think she’s going back to the Jailer. Leave her overnight."

	The change in Amy’s routine went like clockwork. She had already been chained in the cell. She looked startled when Selene walked in, her eyes puffy from crying. Her face was grim.

	She unlocked the chains, freeing Amy. She rose to her knees, awaiting orders, frightened by this sudden change in her routine. Slave Fear had waited in the background. Now it grasped her mind with tentacles of fright.

	She handed Selene the handle of her leash. Her Mistress tightened it and jerked, leading Amy out of the cell, into the hall. Amy could see down the hall to one door that was open. A pang made her shiver involuntarily. The door was unmarked but certainly it was... She didn’t dare think beyond that point.

	Not the Oubliette. That was the next room. THE CAGE! She screamed in fear. "Nooooo, Mistress! I beg of you, not the CAGE!!!"

	Her only response was a savage jerk on her leash that toppled her to the floor. Selene’s crop brought her back to her knees. The leash jerked again, even harder. Amy barely kept from falling again. Selene aimed her head into the open door and placing a booted foot on her raised ass, pushed her into the cage until her head was jammed in the further corner.

	"Please, Mistress, don’t send me back to the Jailer. Have mercy, beg my Master for mercy. That man will kill me and laugh while he does it." She burst into sobs.

	Selene remained silent. She locked the cage door and walked out of the room, Amy’s pleas for mercy following her. She could still hear her even after the door closed. She went back to Glen and reported the entire event.

	"Master, is she going to survive what you are doing to her?" She worded it as a question, rather than a criticism of his action.

	"She’ll survive. In the morning I’ll tell her what has happened. I want you and the other slaves there to watch. I want all of you to visit her before you go to bed. Go in, walk around the cage once and leave, without saying anything."

	Amy spent the night worrying. She was completely lost as to the meaning of the footsteps she could hear walking around her cage. Still blindfolded she could not identify them by their walk, even though she tried. Was Glen showing her off? Was he going to sell her? She couldn’t think of any other significant reason for all the traffic through the room. Humiliation? Of course, but that couldn’t be the main reason. She braced against the expected moment when the cart would be wheeled in and her cage would be started on the trip to the jail. A one-way trip was all she could think about.

	Her morning began when the door opened. She heard several footsteps as people entered the room. Her first though was that they were going to carry her cage to the truck. She searched with her ears. She heard a chain rattle. The room had become quiet, except for Amy’s staccato breathing.

	A key turned in the cage lock. The door swing open. Amy reached into the blackness, offering her leash. It was taken. The leash jerked and she crawled out of the cage. Georgina put her foot on the leash and dragged it under, pulling Amy’s face to the floor. Her lips grazed a boot. She pursed her lips and kissed it, tongue swirling. The boot withdrew. A second touched her lips. She kissed and licked again. The second boot withdrew. The leash tightened. She kissed and licked the floor where the boots had stood. It had to be her Master.

	"Kneel." It was Georgina’s voice.

	She knelt up, ears alert.

	The helmet was removed. She opened her eyes, blinking even though the room was half dark. Looming above her was Glen.

	"Master!" she blurted.

	"Kiss your cage."

	Obediently she swivelled on her knees, letting the leash guide her movement. She bent and kissed the steel bar nearest her. The leash turned her back to her Master.

	"You are now my wife-slave. This means that every slave, as well as all free women and men outrank you. You will take orders from now on from anyone, not just from a select few. You will be trained to obey with submissiveness, willingness and without the slightest hesitation, no matter how or why the order is given." He paused for a moment. "I have a wedding present for you."

	He stepped to one side. Behind him knelt Selene, in heavy chains.

	Amy’s heart leaped. She would have her own slave!

	Her elation lasted a heartbeat. Selene rose, the chains falling from her, Like magic a crop appeared in her hand. She smiled at Amy, savoring the look of horror on her face. She had been tricked!

	"Selene will be your worst nightmare. She has full authority over you, even more authority than these other slaves. You take orders from everyone; especially Selene. If you presume to give orders, they will not be obeyed and you will suffer accordingly."

	"Speaking of nightmares, your worst one is over. The Judge has resigned, facing charges of rape. The Jailer has already been arrested and faces the same charges. You will not be going back to the Jail. However, the cage will remain available for your training. My gag rule remains in effect. You will speak only when asked a question. If you wish to speak to me, you do so at the risk of a thorough whipping if I deem your topic unworthy of my time. You will be informed when - or if - I wish to consummate my marriage."

	Glen turned and walked out. Selene accepted her leash from Georgina and walked Amy back into the cage. She grasped the bars, watching the other slaves walk out, unhampered. Selene pointedly didn’t lock the cage, knowing Amy wouldn’t dare open the door, but would fret and worry until she returned.

	Amy, as if ordered, fretted and worried, ignoring the secret place in her brain that basked in the pleasure of her bondage.

	Glen called Dr. Steve. After a short wait he came on the line.

	"How did you do that?"

	Dr. Steve chuckled. "A friend is a former member of the Fraternity. I gave him one piece of evidence, which he used to find a lot more that I wasn’t even aware of. Neither of them will ever see the outside of a jail in their lifetimes. As soon as the Grand Jury convenes there will be several more indictments."

	"Pretty much what you did to Cecill."

	Dr. Steve acknowledged it. He started to ask how Glen knew, then realized that Selene had either told him or mentioned it when she was talking her life story.

	"Is any of this going to slop over onto us? Anything I need to do?"

	"I don’t think so. The investigators have been told not to go into some areas, so unless something unfortunate happens we should be in the clear. Besides, even if they come in, the slaves are all voluntary, which is more than you can say for the Judge and Jailer."

	"How are you going to keep the two from blowing the whistle on us?"

	"They are only going to be charged with a few of the crimes. If they try to drag us in they will be warned of additional charges that will pretty much guarantee a conviction."

	"You were pretty close friends with the Judge?"

	"Up until the night before the wedding. We had a falling out and I had to threaten him to get him to back off."

	Glen wondered what the threat consisted of, but decided to wait until they could talk face to face.

	"Looks like I’ve got another permanent slave. Selene."

	"Damn, I wish I’d never picked her for the Judge. That’s going to bother me for a long time. Does she want to testify against him?"

	"I haven’t asked her, but I’m pretty sure she would jump at the  chance."

	"Does she want to stay with you?"

	"Again, I haven’t asked her. I think she will, but I’ll give her the opportunity to leave if she wishes. We should be able to find a job for her and a place to live if we need to."

	"There’s also the problem that she’s married to the Judge."

	"I’ll have a lawyer contact you. She will get an uncontested divorce, or an annulment, especially if she threatens to testify."

	"I’ll keep in touch. In the meantime there are a lot of women who will be very grateful to you. I know two right here."

	"How is Amy?"

	"Doing well. She has yet to get over her disappointment when she realized that marriage to a Master is a lot worse than slavery. I put her in the cage last night, then told her about the Jailer and the Judge this morning. She’s enjoying the cage right now."

	"Unorthodox, but it seems to work."

	"She’s progressed quite well. There are more and more signs of my original Amy."

	Glen called Selene into his office. He explained that he had just talked to Dr. Steve and several questions had come up. "Would you be willing to testify against the Jailer and the Judge?"

	"The Jailer, yes. In a minute. I can’t testify against the Judge as he’s my husband."

	"Dr. Steve is getting you a lawyer. He says it will be either an annulment or an uncontested divorce. After that you should be able to testify."

	"That SOB will try to drag Dr. Steve and you, Master, into this."

	Glen explained the strategy that Dr. Steve had outlined. Selene nodded, understanding how it would work.

	"Next question. What happens after you are legally separated from him?  Do you want to stay here, or walk away, a free woman?"

	"What choice do I have? I’m pennyless."  She had a trace of bitterness in her voice.

	"I suspect you will get a large settlement from the Judge by threatening a civil suit. You’ve got enough on him to wipe him out."

	She brightened at that, then her face showed concern. "Really, I’d rather stay here. You are my ideal of a Master. I have a wife-slave to take my frustrations out on, making it a pretty tempting job. Either way, whatever happens, I’m staying as your slave, if you’ll have me."

	"I have a brand new collar, with your name on it."

	Selene positively beamed. "May I see it, Master?"

	"Unh uh! Not until the collaring ceremony."

	She pretended to pout until Glen warned her with his eyes. She gave him an impish grin.

	"You know, the cell is empty at the moment. If a certain unruly slave were to be chained in there and a certain Amy was sent in with certain instructions and a whip,  it is pretty certain that

	the unruly slave would be hurting, certainly."

	Selene got the message. "Certainly, Master."

	She headed for the basement. Amy needed her full attention.  Selene idly wondered what sort of rigorous training she could give Amy as she participated in her collaring. She was certain it would come with time.

	


Chapter 53 -- The Verdict

	Amy was bubbling over with questions. She knew she wouldn’t get any answers, but she hoped Selene might reveal something. Above all she was dying to know why the Judge and Jailer were in trouble. She knew that, just like before, slaves were often deliberately left in the dark. She didn’t want to put herself in the position of asking and being told in so many words, "It’s none of your damn business," and then be punished for her temerity.

	She could understand why the Jailer would let his big mouth and small brain get him in hot water, but the Judge had seemed so sure of himself, so confident in everything he did. Both were sadistic, but she already had her own personal sadist keeping Amy under her strict thumb.

	Amy continued to warm toward Selene, despite her cruelty. One of several reasons was the warm glow that her secret brain exuded when Selene was at her worst. Selene seemed to know exactly how to find and push Amy’s buttons. She was rarely allowed to know whether her punishments were dictated by her cruel Master, or by her even crueler Mistress. Being present when Master laid out her punishment had been a mind-blowing experience. She had skidded right to the razor edge of an orgasm as she listened, barely keeping it both under control and hidden from her sharp eyed Master and Mistress.

	Selene smiled and patted Amy on the head, caressing her cheek with the back of her hand, giving every sign that Amy was her favorite. Minutes later, Amy was trotting on the treadmill as Selene whipped her up to speed without mercy. Selene was a firm believer in the carrot and the stick.

	Glen read both of the city newspapers and switched channels to catch as many different versions of the courthouse scandel as he could, but he wound up with less information and a lot more noise. The information Dr. Steve had given him and that first TV report had told him more than he could find anywhere else. The follow up stories were mostly a rehash of the first day and as usual, the anchors were babbling, repeating the same inane statements over and over.

	Once the Grand Jury met, things picked up. The first announcement came that both the Judge and the Jailer had been indicted on a grocery list of multiple charges. Two of the bailiffs were arrested the next day as was the Judge’s clerk. Glen was expecting a knock on the door at any moment, but it never came. He also hadn’t heard anything from Dr. Steve. He wasn’t sure whether that was a good or bad sign.

	The hot news the next day was that several witnesses had come forward and were willing to testify. Glen briefed the women, reminding them to tell the truth, insist they were there voluntarily and refer any questions beyond that to him. He did not plan to show any of the paperwork unless he was issued a search warrant. He kept his faith in Dr. Steve’s ability to pull strings and tried to keep from worrying.

	The following day, the two men and the others indicted by the Grand Jury all pled guilty to the charges. The bailiffs and clerk had agreed to testify, expecting lighter sentences. The guilty pleas meant the case was over for all intents and purposes.

	The sentencing was about as expected. The Jailer got 20 years to life. The Judge got 40 years, without parole. Glen raised his fist and shouted with glee when the sentences were announced.

	The press never got wind of the divorce or the civil suit against the Judge. It was all settled out of court and Selene received the divorce and a  high six-figure check even after the lawyers took a hefty chunk.

	Selene made short work of it. She took the check and knelt before Glen. "Master, I know it looks like I’m buying my collar, but since I can’t own anything as a slave, this is yours."

	"The money will go in a trust fund. If you leave, the money will be there waiting for you. A nice retirement guarantee. Oh, I planned to hold your collaring ceremony tomorrow after lunch."

	"Thank you, Master. I’m looking forward to it."

	Glen called Dr. Steve to invite him. "I’ll make it. Besides, I’ve got a proposition for you."

	The collaring went without a hitch. Glen and Dr. Steve sat on what they jokingly called the ‘thrones.’ All of the slaves wore their light serving chains.

	Selene was escorted by the two maids. She was fully dressed in a smart outfit, crisp white blouse and a tan skirt and high heels. The collar she had worn was gone and there were no restraints of any kind. She stood before Glen, eyes locked with his.

	Georgina advanced and knelt beside Selene. "Master, your slaves have brought a free woman to stand before you, unfettered, of her own free will."

	Glen looked up at her, face impassive. "Why do you come here, a free woman, to stand before me in a house where all the women are slaves and kneel at my feet?"

	"Sir, I come to beg your collar, beg to be your slave and beg to join my sisters in total slavery."

	"What experience do you bring with this request?

	"Sir, I bring a decade of servitude, under harsh conditions that you know of. I have tasted the whip, laid helpless in chains."

	"Are you here of your own free will? Before witnesses, has anyone coerced you, forced you to beg my collar?"

	"No, Sir. I am a free woman. I make my own decisions. I am here voluntarily."

	"Strip her."

	She was nude in moments. Four pairs of hands undressed her.

	"Kneel!"

	Selene dropped to her knees. With one hand she pulled her hair out of the way. Georgina raised the ornate collar to her lips to be kissed, then fitted it carefully around her neck. The click of the lock was loud in the silent room. Georgina fitted her chains, locking them at wrist and ankle.

	Selene dropped to her belly and crawled forward to kiss first Glen’s shoes, then those of his guest, Dr. Steve. She placed herself again before Glen, reached for his foot and placed it on her neck. "Master, I am your slave, for life."

	"Slaves, welcome your sister slave."

	Silently the other four slaves lined up. Georgina was first, She swung the crop. Selene’s cry was muffled, her mouth kissing the floor. She handed the crop to Sarah. Sarah handed it to Jane and last to Amy. She eyed the welted rump pushed high in the air. She was strongly tempted to flail away, hitting her as many times as she could before they overpowered her. She knew better. Her stroke was no harder, no softer than the three that preceded it.

	Glen spoke again, his foot still on Selene’s neck. "You are now my slave. You have no rights, no privileges. You will answer to the whip at my whim. You do have certain talents. Accordingly you are appointed as a Mistress assigned to wife-slave Amy. You may keep Selene as your slave name."

	"Thank you, Master. You are generous to a slave."

	"I expect you to keep earning it."

	"Yes, Master." She recognized the veiled threat.

	Sarah was the last to leave, serving the two men’s drinks.

	Dr. Steve was visibly impressed. "Quite the ceremony," he commented as the slaves left.

	"You can thank Georgina. She scripted the show. She’s been through it a couple of times."

	"I’m intrigued by your comment on the phone. You have a proposition?"

	"Yes. As you know, Selene spent quite a bit of time with my wife."

	Glen nodded.

	"She put her through what amounted to basic training and brought her up to speed. Penny thinks the world of her and would like to have her back."

	"Oh No!" was Glen’s instant reaction, shaking his head firmly.

	"Hear me out. She suggested that Selene could bring Amy with her and train both of them at the same time. It would give both of them experience in competition that would be invaluable. You aren’t going to miss her that much and you can come out and visit at any time. I’ll bet you aren’t banging her anyway. Not with the bevy of slaves you’ve got."

	Glen’s face reddened as he sheepishly admitted that the Doctor was right.

	"That’s the proper way to treat a wife-slave. They have to know they’re not that important. Just don’t make my mistake and treat her like that for that long."

	Glen was reluctantly coming around to agreeing, He could simply order Selene to do the job, but he decided it would work better if he asked for her opinion. He called her on the intercom and she arrived, breathless, and knelt before him.

	"Dr. Steve would like to have you set up a training program at his house, to train Penny and Amy. He thinks they could both use some competitive training."

	He didn’t tell her that it was Penny’s idea. Selene considered it for a second, "Masters, it sounds like an excellent idea. Penny is an excellent student. Amy is competitive, but she hasn’t had a chance to show it fully. If it is Master’s wish I will be happy to do it."

	"Prepare Amy for the trip. You both will be riding in the trunk. You have 15 minutes."

	"Thank you, Master." She rushed off.

	Georgina had been enlisted to speed things up. The transport chains appeared and were locked in place. Hobbled and leashed, Georgina and the two slaves appeared and knelt before the two men well before the time was up.

	"Take them to the Doctor’s car. He will be down in a minute."

	Dr. Steve handed her the car keys.

	Georgina had to help them into the trunk. Selene pulled rank and Amy got the spare tire for a bedfellow. The floor mat prickled on their bare skin. The ride was bumpy but uneventful.

	When they reached the house, Dr. Steve picked the slaves up one at a time and heaved them out of the trunk and onto the loading dock. He vaulted up onto the dock and released their hobbles, leaving the rest of their bonds. He took the leashes they handed him and headed down the hall. It of course was all new to Amy, but the hall brought back unpleasant memories for Selene. The door to Penny’s dungeon was closed, probably locked. Selene wondered if Penny had gone back there, or closed the door on that part of her life.

	When they reached the main dungeon, Dr. Steve opened the door. A nude female was strapped tightly to a framework resting on a table. Her head was hidden in a wooden box, but both slaves guessed it was Penny. Her legs were opened like a book, with her big toes tied and laced to the frame.

	Between her legs a massive dildo attached to a long crank was sliding slowly in and out of her, dripping lubrication. Her nipples were rigid in screw clamps and a third clamp surrounded her clit in a metallic squeeze. Both girls rubbed their legs together without realizing it, recognizing the pain Penny had to be suffering.

	"She spilled some coffee at breakfast. This was her idea," he remarked by way of explanation. Amy was somewhat mystified, having heard the details of her lengthy imprisonment, that she would not just allow, but ask for this kind of treatment, especially for such a minor offense. She hadn’t been told why she was there and seeing Penny like this didn’t explain a thing.

	Amy glanced around the room, her reaction much the same as Penny’s the first time Glen had led her into the torture chamber. She was amazed, not only that there was so much equipment designed to inflict pain, but also that it had been assembled with one person in mind - Penny.

	For Selene it was deja vu all over again. She remembered most of the machines, recognizing that some, such as the mechanical fucking machine that was ‘entertaining’ Penny were new additions. She vaguely remembered showing Penny a Web site where the machines were demonstrated. She didn’t recall any special interest, but here was one of the machines - a very expensive model - going just fast enough to keep her aroused without letting her climax.

	Knowing Dr. Steve, she imagined that Penny had been warned of worse than dire consequences if she went over the top without permission. That kind of deliberate frustration made its mark with Amy who had lost track of the last time she had been allowed an orgasm.

	Dr. Steve worked the controls, speeding the dildo. Penny’s ass started bouncing and weaving on the frame. She tugged her wrists against the ropes, raising her hands. Two fingers stood up and crossed. She was ready to come. Either stop or she would break the rules. Lost in her blackness inside the box she didn’t see Dr. Steve’s nod as he twisted the control to maximum. Penny shook the table with her release, Even over the hum of the machine they could hear her moans of satisfaction. Both the watching slaves could feel their own arousal.

	Dr. Steve mercifully stopped the machine. A second, third, fourth and fifth orgasm induced by it would double in intensity with each new climax. Yelling ‘Stop" doesn’t work well with a machine. He lifted the box, revealing a sweat-soaked face and hair, the flush still visible as it faded slowly. Penny blinked against the light, then smiled when she saw Selene. She looked curiously at Amy.  Dr. Steve made the introductions. "Amy is a wife-slave. She was taken by Master Glen. She is going to train with you."

	He laughed. "Actually, she probably will be training against you. I’m planning some competitive training to see which of you is the better slave."

	Penny smiled at the thought, then smiled directly at Amy. "I’m sorry I can’t give you a welcome hug. I hope you will enjoy it here."

	"I’m sure I will."

	It was Selene’s turn to laugh. "Neither one of you are going to enjoy this. I intend to make better slaves out of both of you, at whatever cost. This is not going to be a hen party for you two."

	"Just to make it interesting, I’m going to bet Amy’s Master a steak dinner that Penny is the better slave. The winning slave gets to eat, the loser gets to serve. Georgina will be the judge."

	Selene couldn’t resist. "She isn’t going to put me in a cage is she?"

	It took Dr. Steve a second to get the joke. He turned it. "She might, if you screw up this training job."

	Selene wisely refrained from further comment. She helped Dr. Steve release Penny from the frame. Despite being limited to one orgasm, she looked well used.

	They spent the rest of the afternoon touring the basement. The door to Penny’s cell was in fact locked. Dr. Steve made short work of his comments on it. "This is past history. I’m leaving it as it is in the unlikely event that Penny screws up so badly she needs a refresher course."

	Penny spoke up. "Master. I swore to you that you will never need this room again for me."

	"I believe you, but never say never."

	Penny took over when they went back to ‘her’ room, describing each machine in detail, along with a running commentary on exactly what it felt like to be punished by it and her reactions to it. It was soon obvious that she had several favorites, including the machine that had been working on her when they walked in.

	There were also some that she obviously disliked. Especially the boxes against the rear wall. There were several varieties. At one end of the row were black steel boxes with radiant heaters mounted on all four sides. Next were several boxes of varying size with holes only for the head. These could be turned, so the prisoner could be hung head down. A variety of boxes had no holes, obviously intended to hold the entire body. At the other end of the row were cages, from tiny to ones large enough to cage a lion. Some were shaped for a kneeling person, others for someone sitting with legs outstretched and upright cages where the person would have to stand. Penny swept the row with her hand.

	"I don’t like the cages."

	Amy muttered to herself, "Amen to that!"

	


Chapter 54 -- School Days

	Selene smiled to herself as she listened to Penny baring her soul in describing the implements of torture in the room. At almost every turn she gave Selene some new idea to use in their training. She was more than frank. Her description of life in the hot box was typical. Expletives barely covered it and drew a reproving remark from Dr. Steve.

	"Very unladylike. Put your nipple clamps back on. Tight."

	"Yes, Master."

	She continued the tour as if nothing had happened, ignoring the nasty bite of the sharp toothed clamps. When she was finished, Dr. Steve led them up stairs for refreshments. All the girls were thirsty so the ice water went over well.

	Dr. Steve assigned Amy to Selene’s old room. She could share her bed, he directed, but her sleeping quarters were to be a cage in the corner.

	He indicated he wanted to talk to Selene, so she put Amy in the cage and locked it. When she came out, Penny was gone, probably to their bedroom. They were free to talk.

	"I want you to be as harsh with Penny as necessary. I was going to say that you should treat her as a wife-slave, but Amy is one too, so treat them equally. I have no reservations as to how strenuously you punish her, except that she is not to go back in the dungeon. I reserve that right, although I don’t expect to ever have to use it."

	"I would like to see your training be focused on getting the two of them to compete with each other for everything, from food to whip strokes. I will be watching and I will also tape your sessions. If I’m not happy with your school, you will be punished just as severely as you are punishing them. You can use any of the equipment you wish. If you think of something that isn’t there, let me know and I’ll get it."

	"Master, if it isn’t there, I don’t think it has been invented. Um, that row of cages is new, isn’t it? They sort of stick out, out of place."

	"Yes, they’re new. Penny begged for them, so I had them installed. You may have noticed that she isn’t exactly in love with them."

	Selene smiled. "Grass is always greener..."

	"Something like that."

	Dinner was enjoyed by all. Dr. Steve and Selene sat and ate. Penny and Amy knelt at their respective sides and were fed and watered as needed. After watching TV for awhile, Selene excused herself and went to her room to work on plans for the school. The news caught Amy by surprise and many of her questions were answered as the case was reviewed. The anchor noted that both men had pled guilty because of the overwhelming amount of evidence against them. As he put it, "Dozens of women were anxious to testify." Even some video tape, apparently from a forgotten surveillance camera had surfaced showing the two of them torturing a woman. Selene had heard a little and came out to watch the rest. She looked at Amy, who was beaming. She smiled and went back to her work.

	Amy came into the room, her chains clattering. "Bedtime, Mistress."

	Selene looked up, weary. "It will be a tough first day tomorrow. I’m too pooped for any games, so get in your cage and I’ll lock you in. Besides I don’t want people thinking you’re the teacher’s pet."

	"Ha! I can show the welts that prove that wrong."

	"Careful, wife-slave. I’m still your Mistress."

	"Bathroom first, Mistress?"

	"Of course."

	At breakfast Selene watched the two slaves being fed. Penny had a definite edge, even giving points for the sensuous licking of her fingers that Amy was doing.

	Finished, Selene whipped out her notebook and announced,

	"Penny five points for good manners in eating breakfast, four points for Amy. Sensuous finger licking noted."

	Both looked startled for a moment, just realizing that she was watching them and that the competition had already started. The close score would give them a push to try harder. Dr. Steve didn’t comment but Selene could see he was pleased.

	She set up the torture chamber as a school room. A table and a chair were all that were needed, The students would kneel. Selene happened onto a couple of pillows, which gave her an idea. She tossed one to Penny. "You are leading, so you get a pillow to kneel on. You keep it only as long as your daily point score is larger than Amy’s.

	"Your first test will be pain. You will be placed in painful bondage. The first to say ‘mercy’ loses a point and the other wins a point."

	Selene made them lie on the floor. Using rope, she folded their legs and tied ankles to thighs. Then she turned them over and tied their wrists across each other. She got a 4x8 sheet of thick plywood and clamped it between two posts. Setting her stopwatch, she lifted Amy up until her bound arms dropped behind the plywood. Seconds later she had Penny in the same position. Their problem was that the sharp edges of the wood were digging into their armpits, which were at the same time supporting their entire weight.

	Selene stood in front of them, watching them and watching the watch. Penny was the first to move, twisting her body in a vain attempt to relieve the stabbing pains in her armpits. Amy moved, with as much futility. She finally screwed up her face and pleaded, "Mercy." Five minutes flat.

	Penny lasted a full minute more. She knew that her time had started a few seconds after Amy, so she wanted to make sure that she beat her time. She was panting when the word tumbled from her lips.

	Selene lifted them both off the plywood and let them lie on the floor to recover. Their view of a sheet of plywood had changed radically in just six minutes. She made a point of telling them that if they were being punished they would not have been able to stop by using a safe word. That of course led into a lengthy discourse on safe words and how to, or how not to use them.

	Selene didn’t release their legs as she wanted them bound for the next test. She did release their wrists so she could have them crawl on hands and folded knees to one end of the hall.

	"OK. This is a test of speed and endurance. As slaves you may be called on at any moment to entertain. A race is often the result. One Master is likely to bet another master that his slave is faster or quicker, and you are expected to win both the race and the bet. Lose, and Master will very likely give you dancing lessons with his nastiest whip. Your mantra is ‘A slave never dares to lose.’ Say it until you say it in your sleep."

	Obediently both repeated the mantra aloud, and repeated it silently, waiting for the race.

	"You will run on hands and knees, to the far wall, touch it, turn and run back. The winner is the one who first kisses my feet. You will start at the crack of my whip."

	The whip sounded like a starter’s pistol, with the same effect. The two slaves lunged forward, unaccustomed to rapid movement on their knees. At the far end they were neck and neck and turned into each other in a tangle of legs and arms. Amy extricated herself first and had a long lead as she sped to Selene and kissed her feet, panting hard. When Penny had kissed them too, she asked her: "I am a slave that just lost a race. What can I expect from my Master?"

	"To be whipped soundly, Mistress."

	"Would you like to experience such a punishment? After all, you just lost the race."

	She knew Selene had given her no choice. "Please punish me, Mistress, for losing the race."

	Selene made her whip sing. She noted for their benefit, "I am only a Mistress. A Master is much stronger. Be thankful I am only a Mistress."

	Penny endured each blow, finding herself repeating "A slave never dares to lose." She repeated it again, aloud at Selene’s demand, then repeated it after each stroke of the whip. She knew that when she explained her welts to Dr. Steve he would add to them and would not be gentle. She repeated her mantra with new meaning.

	The training class went through the morning with the two students swapping points. First Penny, then Amy had the pillow to kneel on. When Amy won she could barely conceal her triumph. Penny was more modest but still took pride of ownership when the pillow was hers to use.

	Both students were fast learners. By noon Selene had nearly exhausted the topics she had expected would fill the day. She raced them again, this time whipping Amy as the loser. Amy turned around and won the lunch competition after Penny failed to lick up a crumb until she was reminded.

	After lunch she asked Dr. Steve if he would have time to talk to them. He promised to come down at mid afternoon.

	Having watched much of the morning, he was aware of the topics, so he either avoided them, or added new comments, adding to what she had taught them.

	He was especially adamant about winning races, confirming everything Selene had said. "As a Master, I would whip my slave much harder than a Mistress could. Would you like a demonstration?"

	What could they say? Selene handed him the whip. He cracked it in the air once, then twice more, crossing two already welted asses. Both students yelped, clutching their cheeks.

	"Was that harder?"

	"Yes, Master," they said, together.

	Two weeks into the training the two slaves were nearly at each other’s throats. Neither could hold a lead for more than an hour or two. Both preferred kneeling to sitting on semi-permanent welts. Dr. Steve walked in on the class, a worried look on his face. "There is a serious problem at the Sorority. I’m going to have to leave. I’d prefer that Penny be upstairs to handle visitors, so suspend classes at least until I get back."

	Selene and Amy relaxed and Amy finally got a chance to use her tongue where it would do her Mistress the most good. Penny saw the telltale signs and teased them, sure enough calling Amy ‘teacher’s pet.’

	Selene came to Amy’s defense. "Penny, you know very well that I have been very fair. Neither of you have any significant advantage."

	Penny swallowed. "I’m sorry, Mistress. I was just teasing."

	"This is another important lesson. A slave cannot safely tease another slave. Amy is a perfect example. She is a wife-slave, as you are, Penny. She was once my Mistress. I cannot safely tease her because tomorrow she could be my Mistress again. Like Dr. Steve says, ‘Never say never.’ Anything you say can come back and bite you."

	They watched TV and went to bed. Selene put Amy in her cage, despite her expectant look. She was concerned about Dr. Steve being worried about the Sorority. She drifted off to sleep and never did hear him come in.

	The next morning he looked even more worried. After breakfast he made up his mind and took all of them with him to the basement. He opened the door to another room Selene had  never been in. It was empty, except for an odd looking examination table which had leather straps hanging down every few inches all the way around, Selene looked around, curious, expecting something more. Dr Steve pointed up to the ceiling and directed them to step back. A second later there was a loud clang as a large iron grate fell to the floor. They peered up into the hole and could barely see a pair of feet.

	He touched a control and with a whine the feet came down out of the hole, followed by a tightly strapped body with legs folded up against her chest. It was a woman, obvious from the breasts tight against the knees. The head was enveloped in a skin-tight leather punishment helmet. Dr. Steve dropped her to the floor and ran the cable back up into the hole. They lifted her onto the table and began unstrapping her, first anchoring her ankles at the foot of the table. As each strap was released Dr. Steve tightened one from the table. He unzipped the helmet and pulled it off, revealing eyepads still covering her eyes. He attached a clamp at the head of the table holding a "U" shaped receptacle for her head A bar held by thumbscrews crossed her neck.

	With all the straps tight he pulled off the eyepads. She closed her eyes tightly, as Selene gasped.

	"I thought you’d recognize her," said the Doctor.

	"What’s going on?" Selene asked.

	Dr. Steve motioned and they all trouped outside and shut the door.

	"Shelby is mixed up in some kind of drug deal. I need to get the information from her before the cops descend on the Sorority. This is going to be a rush job. Any suggestions?"

	Selene asked: "What about the thumbscrews I saw yesterday?"

	"Good idea! Penny, get them please."

	She came back in a few moments carrying two heavy attachments for the table. On each one there was the outline of a hand, with a screw that could be tightened down on the fingernail or thumbnail.

	Selene started unstrapping her right arm as Dr. Steve worked on the left. She got one too many straps undone, and Shelby swung at her. The blow didn’t hurt, but she lost her balance and fell backward. Penny caught her on the way down, partially breaking her fall.

	The angle was bad and the other 98 percent of her was strapped tight, so it took very little strength to re-fasten the arm with fingers extended into the screws. Selene jerked the wrist strap tight and jerked it again, just to remind Shelby who was boss.

	Once both hands were hooked down, they began using the screws, Before long Shelby was crying and screaming, but she refused to answer any questions. The interrogation went on for some time, but got nowhere. Penny, who had been watching the action closely finally got up and walked out of the room. She came back with a small battery operated hand drill and a small toolbox.

	"May I try, Mistress?" she asked Selene.

	"Go to it. This better really hurt."

	Penny set the toolbox on the table next to Shelby. She opened it and selected a small abrasive drum with an end the size of a pencil eraser. She chucked it into the drill and turned it on for as second to make sure it worked. Then she unscrewed the thumb screw completely and laid it aside. She turned the drill on again and pressed the end of the drum into the thumbnail. Shelby pulled helplessly at her bound wrist.

	Finished with the drill she replaced the screw and tightened it down, When it touched the bottom of the hole Shelby stiffened suddenly. Penny cranked it hard, a quarter turn. Shelby tried to levitate off the table. Penny cranked it again. Shelby screamed, a gut wrenching sound.

	"Tell me about the drugs! You’ll get a quarter turn until you answer. Then we’ll go to work on the other nails."

	One more quarter turn, hard and fast, broke her. She began babbling names, dates, amounts of drugs, buyers, sellers. Selene listened intently. She heard what she was afraid of. Nadine’s name. There were fraternity brothers. Details. Who split the profits. Nadine’s name again. Selene wanted to puke right in Shelby’s face. She admitted she had been able to keep the business running while locked in her basement cell, supplying drugs to both the Sorority and the Fraternity.

	Dr. Steve looked absolutely sick. He turned and walked from the room, straight to a telephone. When he was through, five of the Sorority girls were packing their bags, along with three of the frat brothers, including Sam, the vice president. Nadine would be arrested along with the others, as soon as they left the campus.

	Dr. Steve walked back into the room, determined to get more information. First, he asked Penny, "Where did you learn that trick?"

	Penny smiled, embarrassed by the attention. "I did that to myself by accident in a craft class when I was in school. I couldn’t put any pressure on it until the entire nail grew out."

	"Good job..."

	He was interrupted. Five men suddenly appeared behind him. They had guns, machine pistols to be exact.

	"Everyone, stay put, right where you are. She’s going with us."

	Shelby saw their faces and started screaming. A fist to the jaw silenced her. Two of the men picked up the table like a feather and walked out. The other three walked backward, making sure nobody left the room.

	Dr. Steve whispered, calming the frightened women. Once he heard the door slam at the end of the hall he relaxed a bit.

	"Who were they?" Selene asked, anxiously.

	"No idea, but I suspect they were enforcers for some drug king. She must have screwed them over on a drug deal to want her this bad. They’ve got her, but they’re not going to find what they are looking for. They found Shelby’s stash while I was on the phone with them."

	Two days later a delivery truck unloaded a brand new table with all the attachments. There was no return address.

	The drug arrests got a paragraph on a back page and the TV stations didn’t even use it.

	


Chapter 55 -- Advanced Training

	After the abduction, Dr. Steve hired two of the frat brothers as bodyguards. He knew very well that they would be outmatched if the drug enforcers showed up again, but they would help calm the girls’ jittery nerves and he had a second use in mind. He briefed Selene. She grinned as he explained how it would work.

	"Thank you, Master. That will help their training a great deal."

	He added one thought. "The hierarchy will take a bit of explaining. You will be the Mistress and the two men will report to you. They in turn will be Masters, but only over Penny and Amy and you have the full authority to countermand any order they give. They need to understand that, so I will make it very clear to them."

	The next day, the two men showed up. Tom and Terry were identical twins. Selene was pleased, because it would make her work easier if she didn’t have to make allowances for differences between the two men for what she and Dr. Steve had in mind.

	When they walked in they were momentarily distracted by the vast array of equipment, but they quickly focused on the two nude slaves kneeling in front of Selene’s desk. She indicated the slaves. "On the left, Penny. On the right, Amy. Slaves, kiss the feet of your Masters."

	Both turned as one and crawled to the men’s feet, kissing them lavishly, certain they were being tested. They were. As soon as they were back kneeling at her desk she scored them. "Tie in foot kissing. No change in points."

	Tom and Terry looked at Selene, questioning. She explained,

	"This is an advanced training class. They are graded on every possible competition. They were just graded on their ability to follow orders and on their adeptness in kissing a Master’s feet, a standard greeting. Because of the competition you both got an above average kissing. If I was not satisfied, they would be sent back to do an even better job, and then beg punishment for their poor performance the first time. The typical punishment is a whipping, the number of lashes determined by the Master."

	Selene dropped her little bombshell. "When was the last time you two shot your loads?"

	Both looked slightly embarassed. They looked at each other and then Tom spoke for both, "Last night."

	"With girls?"

	Both nodded.

	"In bondage?"

	"Yes."

	"I’d prefer, Yes, Mistress."

	They both repeated it.

	"Slaves, you will address these men, as you do all men, as Master. Because this is a training class, these Masters report to me as I am in full charge. Normally a Mistress would not be in charge of Masters. Pay attention when you greet us to ensure you are recognizing our status. To greet someone of lower rank before one of higher rank is an insult, with appropriate penalties."

	"Tom, you and Terry have two slaves. You decide you want blow jobs. How would you prepare your slaves?"

	The pair eyed the kneeling slaves.

	"Stand," ordered Terry.

	"Face us," added Tom.

	The two slaves stood up and turned to face the brothers. Both had only foot-long hobbles and wrist cuffs joined by a few links of chain in front. Selene handed them the keys and the two men quickly moved the slave’s wrists behind them and re-locked them. Selene added commentary. "Some Masters prefer their slave to be helpless in her bonds, as you are now. Others prefer that you use your hands to stroke and massage to heighten the arousal. As has just happened to you, they have indicated they want you fettered. At all times you must remember that you answer for a poor performance to the whip. Some Masters may whip you anyway, as another means of arousal."

	The brothers found seats on the nearby rack.

	"Crawl," they ordered as one.

	The two slaves went to their bellies and crawled to the feet of their Masters. Tom addressed Penny. "Beg permission to kneel up."

	"Master, please, may I rise to my knees to service you?"

	Selene noted, "Depending on the Master’s choice, you might simply have been ordered, ‘Service me.’ The Master may already have given you a standing order you obey every time by crawling to him and begging permission first to rise, then to open his clothes and then to take it in your mouth."

	Both Amy and Penny went through the entire scene, begging permission at each stage. Amy started sucking. She was stopped first by Tom, then by Selena. "Did I give you an order to start sucking?"

	"No, Master."

	Selene noted,  "Unless the Master gives you a different order, you get his permission first to kiss his cock head. THEN you ask to be allowed to suck. He may make you repeatedly kiss it before taking it fully in your mouth, as but one penalty for getting overanxious."

	That was exactly what Tom was doing. Amy was forced to kiss and lick only the head, her eyes on the large staff that connected head to body. Penny had already received permission to suck, but Terry stopped her, to keep her even with Amy.

	Selene continued the lesson. "Alright, let’s assume that the two slaves have followed their Master’s instructions to the letter and they have permission to begin sucking. To make this an interesting contest, the winning slave will be the one whose Master is the last to come. It is the slave’s responsibility to know ALL the rules and know what is required to win. Remember your mantra, ‘A slave never dares to lose’."

	After that buildup it didn’t take long to decide the contest. Tom was already aroused by Amy’s slip and despite his best efforts to hold it he failed and filled Amy’s mouth. She locked her lips around his shaft and kept from leaking any. Penny was not so lucky. Terry was the last to come, but he spurted so hard that Penny couldn’t handle it and several drops leaked onto her chin.

	Selene declared Penny the winner, but she wasn’t to enjoy her triumph. Tom gave Amy five strokes of the whip and then handed it to Terry who gave Penny five for leaking. Both slaves were lectured severely as Selene repeated the points she wanted them to engrave on their memories. The two slaves got only bread and water from a dog dish for lunch, to drive the point home.

	The afternoon class session got a painful start. Selene had consulted with Tom and Terry and they had suggested a joint session on the horse. The two slaves were made to stand back to back, with their hands in the air. The men used several lengths of rope to attach them firmly to each other. Then they lifted the two into position over the wooden beam. Amy’s ankles were tied up to the beam behind her, while Penny’s legs were pulled wide by chains to her ankle cuffs. Their arms were pulled up high behind them, connecting them over a pulley above their heads.

	The position the two slaves found themselves in was unbelievably painful. Both were resting directly on the rounded edge of the beam, with no way to move to relieve their pain. They found at once that the slightest movement hurt both of them. Selene added to their woes. "Consider this as both a lesson in what you may face as a slave, and as a further punishment for your sloppy performance this morning. Since it is punishment, you will not have a safe word, so you will have to endure."

	She also added another layer to their punishment, filling their mouths with pump gags, so they were unable to talk to each other. Both noticed that she had not set a time limit on their ride. Both immediately began to worry.

	The sentence was one hour. To the two slaves it was endless.  Once released they dropped to the floor and thanked Selene for their discipline. To their surprise it continued.

	Tom and Terry brought over two low stools. Each had a triangular piece of wood across the seat. The slaves were rechained, then made to squat on the stools. Already sore, the stools once more made life unbearable. The two men stood in front of them, slowly rubbing their crotches suggestively. Through her tears of pain, Amy realized they were expected to give the men another blow job, probably while sitting on the stools. She beat Penny to the punch, begging Tom to be allowed to give him a blow job. Penny followed, seconds later.

	Amy started to get up from the stool to crawl, but Tom shook his head. Amy lowered herself gingerly back onto the edge of the wood, but it hurt anyway. They went through the routine they had learned in the morning session, demonstrating that they were quick learners.

	Coming in last to win was a concept that both strived for against great odds. The renewed agony of sitting on a narrow edge made them both hurry, anxious to get it over with. The men were well aware of their anxiety, playing on it by threatening to double the whipping for the loser if they didn’t slow down.

	It wound up very nearly a photo finish. Tom came first, with his lusty bellow setting Terry off a second or two later. Both girls successfully swallowed their load, so Penny got one point and Amy got the whipping. Tom made her remain on the stool and whipped her in that position. After the last stroke he made her lie on the floor with her legs up in the air spread almost into a split, exposing the bright red groove between her two holes.

	Selene decided to give the pressure points a rest for the time being and declared it race time. The girls would run, on their toes and hobbled, arms cuffed behind their backs, one round trip the length of the hall. The brothers would run with them to count the number of times their heels touched the floor. She cracked her whip and the girls started out with a rush. Penny touched her heels three times and Amy twice. Penny got five lashes and had to repeat her mantra after each stroke.

	For the next race, Selene brought out two pairs of knee high boots with four inch heels. The slaves put them on, then were hobbled and sent to the far end of the hall and back, with a crack of her whip. Amy won by a step. It was the first time one of them had won two events in a row. As a result, Penny’s lashes were doubled and she had to humiliate herself  by kneeling before Amy and acknowledging her failure. Amy, not one to let an opportunity slip by, forced Penny to kiss and lick her boots adding immensely to her humiliation.

	Selene decided that it was enough for one day and ended the class, but not before ordering both slaves to report to their Masters, detailing each win and loss. Penny had only the short walk up the stairs, where Dr. Steve waited with matching punishments. Amy had to call Glen to report her day. After a suitable wait she had to recite what each event involved and how she placed. Her losses were duly noted and when Amy was finished, Glen asked to speak to Selene. She listened in silence for some time, her face blank.

	When she hung up she picked up her whip. Amy unconsciously cringed, expecting the worst. What Glen had ordered was even worse. Selene led her to an odd looking machine whose principal feature was a sloping table. After a few adjustments Amy was directed to sit on the table. Selene positioned her, then fed her arms down through two holes, as she lay back against the table. Then she did the same with her lower legs, giving her the appearance of not having any arms, or any legs below the knees.

	Selene stretched a narrow leather belt across Amy’s waist, effectively locking her into the device, since she couldn’t raise her body enough to lift her arms out of the holes. She was able to raise her legs a few inches, but not enough to free them. Selene ended that movement by locking a chain to her ankle cuffs and the drawing the chain taut to a fastener under the table support.

	Selene taped leather pads over her eyes, both to blindfold her and to protect her eyes from what was coming.

	Amy’s first clue to her punishment for her several losses was a stinging blow across her lower belly. Selene had a bucket and a large terrycloth towel. She had allowed it to soak in the water, then swung it in a tight arc that spread the cloth from Amy’s mound to her belly button. It hit with a liquid splat that sent drops flying in all directions. It also hurt. It hurt more when Selene drew back her arm, dragging the rough cloth across her sensitized skin.

	The wet towel slapped and slashed at Amy’s helpless body. When it reached her breasts she felt that her nipples were being dragged off with it. Selene kept going and in a few moments it was slapping Amy’s cheeks, pressing down on the leather pads over her eyes. Selene stopped and examined Amy. From her forehead down to her mound, Amy was red as a beet, but there were no welts or broken skin. There didn’t have to be. Amy was taking severe punishment, and her noisy chorus after each blow attested to Selene’s skill.

	Anyone who has ever been on the receiving end of a locker room towel snapping knows what came next, Selene took the towel, still damp to give it weight, and snapped it, sounding like quick pistol shots as the tip end of the towel snapped against Amy’s hot flesh. When she reached Amy’s breasts, she made them bounce and jiggle in time with her snaps. Amy was ordered to chant, repeating her slave mantra after each blow of the towel. Selene gave her a count of five to quit howling and begin her chant after each snap.

	"Your Master expects you to win tomorrow. Are you going to win? At all costs?"

	"Yes, Mistress. I will do whatever it takes to win!"

	Penny emerged from Dr. Steve’s bedroom equally motivated to win the unknown contests she might face. Dr. Steve had not been gentle in applying a second punishment to match the one she had already received. While Amy still looked like a well done lobster from the knees up, Penny had welts and a bruise or two to show for her discipline. Both girls were fired up to the point where they glared at each other across the breajfeast table, drawing their first negative points of the day.

	Before Selene could stop them, they tangled, pulling hair and swinging wildly at each other. Selene waded in with her whip and after several blows separated them.

	"That makes six points each, against you. Slaves are never allowed to fight."

	Tom and Terry showed up at the crucial moment. Selene handed the two slave leashes to them, and a whip.

	"If they even look at each other, wear this out - on both of them!"

	Selene went to a cupboard in the main dungeon and returned with a double fiddle. The steel device weighed about 10 pounds, but weight was not going to be the primary problem. The device had two larger holes a few inches apart across the middle and on the extensions there were two smaller holes, in line. Selene had the men back the two slaves against each other, placing their necks in the larger holes and their wrists in the smaller. When it was closed and locked it held them close, back to back, with their futile hands sticking up in front of their faces. Each  occupant looked like she was playing a fiddle, hence the name.

	"You girls have one hour to settle your differences. If you are not fully cooperating, you will be penalized a point a minute until you do decide that you shouldn’t fight with another slave. The longer you take the more severe your punishment will be."

	The two slaves put on a show that had both Tom and Terry grinning and laughing. Neither one was about to give an inch, as each blamed the other for starting the fight. Amy tried to walk away, dragging Penny backward until she twisted enough to catch one of Amy’s legs and trip her. Amy replied in kind, bumping her ass against Penny. Neither one dared to say the things that they wanted, knowing that Selene would brook no further disobedience on their part.

	After almost a half hour had passed, both girls realized that they needed to make up if they valued their hides. Selene was always close to them, getting visibly more and more impatient, her whip at the ready. Reluctantly, Penny, who perhaps had the most to fear from Dr. Steve, said softly, "I’m sorry."

	Amy digested the apology and repeated it, "I’m sorry too."

	Penny responded, "I promise not to fight with you, or any slave, again."

	"I promise too."

	"I’m still going to win."

	Amy laughed. "Not if I have anything to say about it."

	"Let’s be friends."

	"Friends it is."

	 

	


Chapter 56 -- Winners and Losers

	After lunch the classes started again. Amy and Penny were taken to separate rooms by their Masters. Both were outfitted with 3-foot spreader bars and their wrist cuffs were replaced with lined cuffs so they could be lifted by their arms. With toes touching the floor, they waited for instructions. Selene gave the same speech over the intercom in both rooms.

	"This will be a dual test. Your Masters will at the signal slide these vibrators into your pussies. The winner will be the last to come. The second test will be to see which of you can hold the vibrators the longest. The first one to let it slide out loses both contests and will be appropriately disciplined. Three... Two....  One.... Go!"

	Selene hadn’t told them that the vibrators would be turned to the highest setting, a fact the two slaves found out as the vibrators slid into both of them at the same moment. As trained slaves both had experienced Kegel exercises to tighten the vaginal muscles, so losing the vibrator under normal circumstances was not likely. However, the competition had heated both the slaves so they were juicing almost constantly. The extra lubrication spelled disaster for one, or possibly both.

	Both Amy and Penny had immediately figured out why they were in separate rooms. That way, neither would know who was ahead or whether or not they had lost their vibrator. The setup would have an unexpected consequence.

	On orders from Selene, both Tom and Terry were tormenting the slaves, concentrating on their nipples, deliberately distracting them from the main contests. The anticipated effect would be to arouse the two slaves even more and combine nipple play with the effects of the vibrators buried in their pussies.

	It didn’t take long. Amy groaned, a deep guttural cry as she lost it and climaxed. She lost control of her muscles and the vibrator crashed to the floor. Seconds later Penny climaxed and promptly lost her vibrator, reflexively tightening her knees together against the spreader bar. Tom and then Terry reported. Selene barked, "Bring them in here. Leave the spreader bars on them."

	The men disconnected the wrist chains and frog-marched the two slaves to the main dungeon. They knelt the slaves in front of where Selene was pacing up and down, slapping her hand with the crop at every step. Finally, she stopped pacing. "Were either one of you given my permission to have an orgasm?

	"No, Mistress," came from both.

	"Did Master Tom or Master Terry approve of an orgasm?

	"No, Mistress."

	"Did Dr. Steve or Master Glen tell you that you could ignore their rules while you are being trained?"

	"No, Mistress."

	"You both have suffered your Master’s wrath for losing in these contests. Do you have any idea how angry they will be for this disobedience?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Amy was seething. The rules Selene had laid down implied consent by their Masters. She felt Selene was using her own omission to punish them. Penny was going through the same thought process, heightened by her knowledge of the exquisitely painful discipline she had been promised by Dr. Steve. Amy was unaware of that promise, but she knew her own skin was in jeopardy because Glen would take this very seriously.

	"Both of you will report to your Masters, after class."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Both were cowed, anticipating a very rough evening. To add to their misery, they would have to explain exactly what had happened and then beg abjectly for punishment. Certainly a situation calling for a pound of flesh, at least from the Master’s point of view.

	Selene announced the next event. A foot race to the far wall and back, spreader bars and on your toes! Hands were locked behind, to a wire belt. ‘Sense of Balance’ was the key word.

	Penny won. She had been trailing by a foot or two until Amy jerked too hard on the spreader bar, pulling her standing foot out from under her. Penny made her crawl to her, admit losing, and then kiss and lick her feet. Penny stopped her, made her stand up and repeat her slogan, then apologize to Selene for losing, repeat her slogan and again kiss and lick her feet.

	Amy hid her feelings, but she was ready to chew nails. Another loss meant Glen would be unhappy and an unhappy Master is to be avoided at all costs. It made it worse that punishment meted out by Master Glen was carried out by a fellow slave, not by his hand. She wished that Glen were here to punish her himself, just as Dr. Steve punished Penny.

	Selene was tempted to start, "For my next trick," but she doubted that either Dr. Steve or Glen would appreciate the humor. Instead she directed Tom and Terry to strap the two slaves down securely on exam tables in the separate rooms. She gave the two men several large chicken feathers.

	Any tried to sink through the table when she saw the feathers. She could now remember very vividly the way Glen broke down her defenses with a feather when she was in the cage. She had no idea whether Selene was aware of that incident or not. It made little difference because now she must suffer against her fellow slave. Selene designated the cry of ‘mercy’ as the admission of defeat.

	Fortunately for Selene’s purpose, the two slaves were very evenly matched, ticklish at virtually every point on their bodies. Any ‘dead’ spots were mere inches from sensitive skin that would make them helpless with laughter. The odds were lopsided that neither could endure more than a few minutes without a crashing climax or a multi-burst.

	Within seconds of the start, Amy was screaming hilariously as Tom played her ribs with his fingers, like a xylophone. Her arms were locked to the table above her head, exposing her armpits to the feather. Her ankles were spread and locked in wooden stocks at the foot of the table and Tom’s fingernails alternated with the feather under her arches and between her toes.

	Amy begged and pleaded for relief whenever she could catch enough breath to talk. Most of the time she was gasping for air between her howls of laughter. Tom ignored her, intent on seeing her beg for mercy, and if possible triggering another forbidden orgasm.

	Penny was in an identical predicament. Terry was just as anxious to make her lose the contest and get in further trouble, so he went literally for the jugular, discovering that Penny’s chin and throat were both ticklish and an erogenous zone, causing Amy to pant with arousal and scream with laughter at the same time. As Terry discovered, even her ears were ticklish.

	The feather had Penny’s nipples rigid and rampant. She shook like a mass of Jello, her breasts whipping from movement by some small unrestrained part of her body. Terry made her torture herself, holding the tip of the feather steady so it caressed her nipple as it moved from side to side. She couldn’t breathe as long as he tickled her nipples, but in the time it took to work down to her belly button she drew full gallons of air into her starving lungs.

	Penny knew she faced the inevitable. When the feather reached her clit she would explode, at least several megatons. Better to stop and lose than to have another expressly prohibited orgasm. Weakly, she cried, "Mercy."

	Now she had to lie and wait until Selene announced the winner. Penny easily convinced herself that she had lost.

	Amy had forgotten all about the contest. All that her mind could coherently process was the tickling sensations that drove to her very core. She felt like a string of Christmas tree lights, flashing on and off as various parts of her body were tickled. Fingers flicked her breasts and she convulsed against the straps holding her fast to the table. The imaginary lights lit like two floodlights as every bit of tissue in her breasts felt tickled. She screamed an airless scream as the feather went up her nose, first one side, then the other. She tried to shake her head violently, snorting air, trying to blow the feather away. Instead it crossed her cheeks, inflaming them and rewarding them with riotous laughter.

	With her last ounce of control she clamped her sphincter against an urgent warning from her bowels, and another, equally as urgent from her bladder. An orgasm, never one to miss an opportunity, used the distraction to present itself, ready to go over the top. Amy knew she had lost the war. She gasped,  "Mercy."

	Selene smiled, certain it had been a close call. She ordered,

	"Bring them to the main dungeon, on the tables."

	Selene and the two men looked down at them. Both the slaves looked haggard and spent.

	"Amy, who do you think won?"

	"Penny, Mistress."

	Penny, who do you think won?"

	"Amy, Mistress."

	"You get five strokes apiece for wrong answers. If you hadn’t already forgotten your mantra, you would have been convinced that you had won. You both are still thinking like losers. I will not have it! You are going to learn this, and practice this and remember this for the rest of your lives. You do NOT go into a contest expecting to lose!"

	Tom and Terry released the two slaves from the tables. Once they were standing, Selene walked over to Amy and handed her the whip.

	"You will whip Penny. Five strokes. If you slack or pull a stroke, your penalty will be tripled. Penny will stand and you may hit her anywhere you choose, except the usual places that are exempt."

	Amy didn’t have to be a rocket scientist to understand that Penny would in turn give her five strokes. She picked the least likely to hurt area, her ass. She placed the five strokes in a neat pattern, half an inch apart. They were required to hurt, and they did.

	Penny, not allowed to soothe her tender tush, returned the favor, with five equally heavy strokes on Amy’s butt. Both took their punishment in stride. However, Selene was not satisfied.

	"One extra stroke each. You will each ask for ‘a hard stroke,’ and name the part of the body where it will hurt you the most."

	She handed the whip to Penny. Amy started to ask, but Selene interrupted, pointing to the floor in front of Penny. She knelt.

	"Mistress, I beg your hard stroke on my breasts." 

	Penny played it to the hilt.

	"Arms at your sides."

	She didn’t like that.

	"Clasp you hands behind your head."

	That got Amy’s arms completely out of the way.

	Penny swung. Amy squalled like a hurt child. A white line across Amy’s breasts turned to red and swelled rapidly into a raised welt.

	Penny handed the whip to Amy. She knelt before her, watching her wipe the tears from her eyes.

	"Mistress, I beg your hard stroke.... on my breasts." 

	Amy swung. Penny yelled, and then cried.

	Selene was satisfied for the moment. She dreaded Glen’s reaction. Her intuition told her that in the morning Penny would be sporting a second, matching welt and she was certain that Glen would expect her to match the single line on Amy’s breasts. To herself she cursed both of the slaves for the potential damage to their breasts, faulting herself for telling them to pick the worst spot. She could be in serious trouble with both Dr. Steve and Glen. The only saving grace was that neither stroke had broken the skin, so there wouldn’t be scars.

	Selene decided there would be time for one more ‘lesson’ before supper. She had the two men get two sets of nipple clips. She positioned the two slaves on their hands and knees with their butts close together. Then Tom and Terry installed the clips, not on the nipples, but on the girl’s lower lips. Selene warned,  "Make sure you’ve got plenty of flesh. We don’t want to tear something loose."

	She inspected, felt and nodded. "Amy, Penny, this is a test of willpower. You will pull both sets of the clamps off your sister slave. You will get five strokes for each missing clamp. You saw the penalties for losing, so go into this test determined to win at all costs. I have a special penalty for losing this test, beside my whip, so you had better win!"

	These were different than the sets she had used before. Rather than tightening under a load, these had an adjustable screw that tightened the clamp. They had less potential for damage, but whichever slave lost a clamp would know it only too well.

	The test was inherently unfair, because of random problems with attaching the clamps with equal force, plus the variables of the thickness of the labia but Selene was determined to give it a try.  She cracked the whip once in the air to start the two pulling against each other, then started slapping the two rumps in a steady alternating pattern.

	The two pulled apart as far as the clip chains would let them. With the chains taut they tried a straight pulling movement, but had to give it up quickly as the clamps dug into their tender flesh. As one would get purchase enough to pull the other often slid across the floor, towed by the chains, frustrating any effort to apply pressure enough to pull the clamps off.

	Both realized that the only way to success would be to jerk the chains hard, Both would be sore, but hopefully not bleeding. Amy seemed to be the stronger, so Penny braced as well as she could and gritted her teeth, waiting for the jerk.

	Amy lunged forward. She could feel the clips move, but none of them came off. She backed up and charged again, this time at a slight angle, putting all her force into one of the two chains. The clamp slipped free from Penny’s labia and clattered to the stone.

	Amy scrambled into position, the chain taut. She backed up an inch or two then lunged again. The single chain pulled loose, again from Penny. Amy tumbled to the floor with the sudden release of the tension.

	Both were sore and scraped, but no skin was broken. They knelt before Selene, the decision already made.

	"Ten strokes for Penny."

	"Mistress, Please give me the strokes instead. She helped me win by bracing herself. I could not have pulled loose without her."

	"Amy, if you accept her whipping, then you also will have to accept the special punishment I planned for the loser."

	"I will accept it, Mistress. I beg your punishment."

	Selene administered the whipping. Penny watched, still astonished that Amy had interceded. Then Selene went to a closet in the dungeon and returned with a large box. She placed it on the floor and opened the lid. She lifted the contents carefully because of its weight. When the packing strips fell away they could see that it was a boot.

	Closer examination drew a different assessment. It was vaguely shaped like a cowboy boot, but that was as close as it got. It was more a parody of a boot than the real thing. For one thing, it wasn’t leather. At least not the outside, which appeared to be a formed steel plate. The heel slanted sharply to one side, while the sole tilted in the other direction, away from a rounded ball that protruded at the base of the big toe.

	It was inside that the devil designer had done his worst. A plastic foot had been heated and then twisted severely in several places before it hardened again. Then it was used as a mold to build the boot around. Above the ankle a built in cuff locked the boot in place.

	The boot was a modern copy of a real boot that was commonly known as the ‘Oregon Boot.’ They had been made and used in the Frontier days as a portable jail, as once locked on a prisoner, he could not walk without a crutch

	Amy blanched when she saw the ugly monstrosity. She went nearer for a closer look, especially down inside the boot, but it was too dark to see any details. Selene had her sit on the edge of her desk while she and Tom fitted her foot into the top of the boot. They set the boot on the floor but it would not stand by itself so Tom had to hold it.

	They had her put some weight on her foot until it slowly slid down and in. Amy winced as the angles and sharp corners dug at her foot. Her heel dropped in and she winced again. There were sharp points digging into the tips of her toes and into her heel. Tom turned a crank and the cuff tightened around Amy’s ankle. He pulled the crank free and stuck it in his pocket.     

	Selene had Amy put more weight on that foot. She shuddered as the boot twisted, growing more painful with each movement. She was unable to stand on it. If she tilted her foot back the slanted heel forced her foot against the studded sidewalls.  If she tilted it forward, the protruding ball took the weight and pushed hard against her toe, while the ankle cuff dug painfully into the joint.

	Penny went to her rescue, determined to pay Amy back for her kindness in accepting her punishment. She took Amy’s arm and put it across her shoulders supporting the girl’s weight and the weight of the boot. Amy held the boot off the floor, no small task given the boot’s weight. Even that brought new studs and sharp corners into play inside the boot.

	Selene wisely decided that this was not the time to harp on winning. She could easily have ordered Penny not to help Amy, but that wouldn’t have gained anything. Penny had worn the boot for 24 hours for breaking a plate, so she knew exactly what Amy was enduring.

	


Chapter 57 -- Lessons Learned

	After classes ended, Penny and Amy reported to their respective Masters. As expected, both men were highly upset about their slaves having unauthorized orgasms. In separate calls that were not overheard, Selene explained to both Masters that it was part of her testing program. They agreed that it was a good test of the slaves under stress and that both slaves deserved severe punishment for ignoring the order.

	Selene also explained the events leading up to Amy getting the boot, and Penny’s efforts to help her. Both Masters agreed that Penny should be commended for her act of kindness, but it was not to be allowed to interfere with the class routine. Glen suggested taking five strokes off the total to be duplicated for both slaves.

	Selene expressed her concern that she was not getting through to the slaves with her message about not losing. Dr. Steve cautioned her that submissives by nature tend to have less confidence in themselves, as evidenced by their desire to be ruled by someone else. "You’re a natural dominant," said Dr. Steve, "and you always want to win, no matter what. Have some patience with their instincts and don’t let yourself get upset about it. When they’ve been in the scene as long as you have, they will assuredly understand your concern. Having them learn the slogan is a great idea, so reinforce it every chance you get."

	When Amy made her telephone report to Glen he listened and asked questions as if he hadn’t already heard the full story. He was pleased that Amy’s version matched, almost word for word, with what Selene had told him.

	He bawled her out first for losing, then congratulated her on volunteering to take Penny’s punishment, including the boot. "That’s the mark of a good slave, accepting blame whether or not the incident was your fault. I’m going to reduce your punishment for losing, to note your progress in other areas."

	The next morning a gaunt and weary Amy made her way to the breakfast table, using a crutch that Dr. Steve had provided. She had been unable to move the awkward mass on her foot into her cage, so she had tried to sleep on the floor, but the constant nagging of the dozens of little punishers in the boot had kept her awake.

	She had a second stripe to display, matching Penny’s extra welt. Most of the swelling was already gone although neither girl would at the moment care for even the gentlest of caresses on that part of her body.

	After breakfast, Selene told Amy to make her way to the dungeon. Selene came down a few minutes later with Tom and Terry. Tom had the key to the boot and Selene gave him the go ahead to take the boot off. It took the combined effort of both men to remove the boot because Amy’ foot had swollen to nearly twice its normal size. There were several scratches and dozens of red dots where the skin had been pushed inward, but the skin had not broken. Only one spot was oozing a short trail of blood.

	Selene asked Amy for comments about the boot, calling Open Time.

	"Mistress, I had heard of the Oregon Boot, but this was the first time I had seen one, let along having to wear one. I can readily see why it was so popular as a portable jail. I would not move an inch in it unless forced to at the end of a whip."

	"As you can see, there are a lot of near puncture wounds all over my foot. That’s the diabolical part. No matter what surface you contact inside, there are sharp points or angles waiting to hurt you. Even worse than the points, the inside is so curved and warped that my foot hurt before I even put any weight on it. It twisted my foot so badly that I had cramps all night."

	"What advice would you give Penny about being booted?"

	"Mistress, I would tell her that the devil himself invented this thing and that she should do everything in her power to win every test she is given, to avoid what I went through."

	"Penny, what do you have to say about it?"

	"Mistress, I have learned another very important lesson. I want to thank Amy for volunteering to take my punishment. If I had known about the boot I would not have let her. I appreciate the advice she just gave me and I will do everything in my power to win, and keep winning."

	"Both of you," said Selene, "are submissives. As such you don’t attach as much importance to winning. However, it is important that you do realize how important it is to your training. If your Master puts you in a race, or a test, you’d better win - and I will keep repeating it."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Your slogan," she ordered.

	In unison they repeated, "A slave never dares to lose."

	"Would you disobey your Master’s direct order, and lose?

	Without prompting they repeated the mantra, "A slave never dares to lose."

	-0-

	Selene spent the morning reviewing information she and Dr. Steve had given the slaves. Amy sat on the floor with her foot propped up on a crate. The swelling went down almost immediately and after lunch Seelene announced that the first test of the afternoon was another race. This time Selene handed each slave a pair of boots with four inch heels.

	"The boots are a size too small, deliberately. You should always be prepared to do the Master’s wishes no matter when or where, If you are handed boots that are too small or too big, you make the best of it and win."

	The race ended in a dead heat. Both tongues hit her foot at the same instant. Selene was not happy, and both girl’s faces turned sour when she announced, "Dead heat. Neither of you won, so five strokes apiece. I told you and told you, you are out there to win, not to come in a tie. I want winners! To make my point, you two will spend the rest of today’s classes in the Pain Box. One more tie and you’ll spend a week in it."

	Tom and Terry got a hand cart and soon wheeled the two boxes into the class area. Amy recognized it as a version of the ‘Inspection Box’ that she had become intimately acquainted with back at Glen’s dungeon. Here, Selene had referred to it as a ‘Pain Box,’ and from Georgina’s comments she had learned that it came under several other names.

	One thing was certain to Amy, it would very likely live up to its name. She remembered only too well the ‘interesting’ modifications Glen had made to the box and its attachments. Knowing Dr. Steve’s reputation she expected even worse. The threat of a week, before even seeing the evil box was revving up her breathing. An hour was endless. A day an eon. A week was unthinkable.

	The Pain Boxes came with attachments. Attachments that served the primary purpose of making the inmate in the box as uncomfortable as possible. The basic position was sitting - on a dildo that could be adjusted from back to front, forcing the penetrated body into an awkward position. The farther forward the plug was, the wider the legs must spread to reach around the corner posts.

	Nipple clamps attached by short chains to the back of the box pulled the breasts and upper torso back against the studded interior of the back, while the holes for the neck and wrists were close to the front. The result was a curvature of the spine and neck that just plain hurt.

	Someone had added two rods, mounted on the front posts, which angled up into the air, providing tether points for the ankles. The attachments robbed the captive of any ability to move anything beyond clenching her fists or wriggling her toes. 

	The two slaves were installed in the boxes, impaled only by the big dildo. Selene played a bizarre reversal of strip poker, adding attachments for each wrong answer. The competition was neck and neck for some time, with correct answers far outnumbering the rare mistake, so it was some time before Penny was the first to have her nose ring pulled sharply forward by a chain attached to the box. Selene left them without any relief for the rest of the class, lecturing on the duties of a slave so neither was required to answer, right or wrong.

	The next day both Dr. Steve and Glen appeared at the door to the classroom. The coming lesson was obvious as both men had an armload of whips, canes and their variations. Both slaves were chained to X-shaped crosses, spread with their backs presented to the Masters.

	Glen and Dr. Steve demonstrated every whip they were carrying and kept Selene busy bringing new ones from the storage cabinets. After each demonstration they swapped, so that Penny and Amy were alternating targets. To the slave’s benefit, the men controlled their strokes. They hurt but they were not yet as intense as a full scale whipping. Each did deliver one last stroke at near full power, just as a reminder that things could get worse. Each different lash was announced and named.

	Nothing was said, but both slaves expected that there would be questions, so they did their best to memorize the names and the order in which they were used, as well as the effect. At the end of the demonstration they were placed back in the pain boxes

	Despite their anticipation, they did poorly when the questions began. Penny was grimly determined. She showed every sign of near panic as one wrong answer piled on another. Neither man commented, which to her was a bad sign. Amy was no better. Trying to remember which whip was which and which caused the most pain turned her into a quivering wreck. Certain she would be remonstrated for her fears, she did her best to pull herself together, just as Penny was doing.

	Once the questions were all asked and the wong answers noted, the two Masters finally showed that they were visibly upset at their slave’s less than perfect responses to their questions. Tom and Terry had been assigned to punishment duty. They corrected each wrong answer with the slash of a cane on the extended feet. Penny shut her eyes in anticipation of a blow. She was instantly corrected and suffered a repeat of the stinging stoke under her toes. Dr. Steve was blunt, "Five on each foot if you even blink during punishment."

	Amy took the order as applying to her as well and swore to herself never to close her eyes if she was within sight of either Master. She reminded herself that the security cameras saw all and told all.

	Glen and Dr. Steve were angry enough to repeat the entire punishment, but they relented and Glen suggested a three-day intensive course in whip recognition. It took all three days, but by the end of the lessons both slaves were letter-perfect in whip recognition. They expected at least a little praise for their newly learned skill, so they were surprised when Dr. Steve announced, "Another tie. I’m disappointed. You get five strokes of the cane and your Mistress gets the total, or 10 strokes. I have a feeling you will not look forward to tomorrow’s class."

	Selene’s face reddened, but she remained composed. She hoped against hope that her punishment would be private and not before her two charges, but that was not what Dr. Steve intended  He sprang another surprise, directing Tom and Terry to administer the slave’s punishment, but he and Glen punished Selene, each Master giving her five on her hands with a heavy wooden ruler as the two sobbing slaves watched.

	Dr. Steve addressed her as she knelt before him, hands palm up on her thighs. "I expect you to express my disappointment to your two students in a manner that will impress on their memories the dangers involved in pissing off a Master, and getting their Mistress punished."

	"Yes, Master. They already are well informed but I will make sure that they suffer the consequences of their poor showing. Perhaps a night in their pain boxes will give them time to regret their inattention."

	"In the morning, I would suggest that you make them recite the penalties they have imagined during the night. They might have a suggestion or two that you can use. A regular review of the whips would not be out of order either."

	"Thank you, Master. I’ll see that they don’t enjoy their accommodations."

	Dr. Steve and Glen got up and left, taking Tom and Terry with them, so Selene was alone with the two slaves.

	She walked over and stood between Amy’s outstretched legs. She held her hands up in front of her, where Amy couldn’t avoid looking. She let her stare for long seconds. "Can you imagine how they hurt?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	She opened her mouth to add an apology. Selene held up a warning finger, silencing her. She moved forward.

	"Touch them with your tongue. Feel the hurt. Lick them while you imagine what your fate will be. Soak up my soreness."

	Amy obeyed, laving the reddened hands, licking as if her life depended on it. Selene watched. After a minute she turned without a word and walked to Penny’s box. She held up her hands, let Penny look, and asked the same question. Penny responded but made no effort to add an apology. Lesson learned.

	Her tongue was equally adept. Selene could feel the soreness leaving her hands. She walked away again, this time going behind Penny’s box and turning it so that she faced away from Amy. "There is to be absolutely no talking, no communication. If there is so much as a grunt or a moan you both will spend tomorrow night with three or four clothespins on your tongues. I will decide in the morning which of you did the poorest job on my hands. After that we will discuss the problems you two have caused. Your mantra..."

	Two contrite voices announced, "A slave never dares to lose."

	"Think about it."

	The dungeon door slammed.

	-0-

	Upstairs, Dr. Steve was in his office, reading a lengthy e-mail that had come in during the day. Most of it was discussion of a case that Dr. Steve was consulting on, but the last sentence broght him to his feet and into the living room. Glen looked up at him as Dr. Steve smiled and announced, "We have a visitor coming!"

	Startled, Glen repeated, "A visitor coming?"

	Dr. Steve hurried back into his office, throwing "Just a minute" over his shoulder.

	He returned a moment later with a second piece of paper.

	"Dr. Saslo Digonnest!"

	"Am I supposed to know him?

	"Oh. Sorry, I got a bit excited. He’s a doctor that I’ve been working with, on a tough case he has. He’s deep in the bondage  scene in Europe and I’ve been trying for months to get him to come to the States."

	He glanced down at the smaller page.

	"His flight arrives at 8:45 in the morning, so we’ll need to get up early to get there in time to meet him."

	


Chapter 58 -- A New Dawn

	Glen and Dr. Steve were already in the baggage area when Dr. Saslo Digonnest’s flight was announced. During the 45 minute drive to the airport, Glen had tried to pump Dr. Steve for more information about their visitor, but Dr. Steve refused to add anything more, saying only, "The Doctor will tell you what you want to know."

	Dr. Steve was visibly excited, and some of it began to wear off on Glen, whose anticipation was whetted by the passing reference to bondage that Dr. Steve had made the previous evening. Tom and Terry had been briefed on their duties, assisting Selene until the men returned.

	The wait was typical airport, lengthy and boring. Dr. Steve seemed lost in thought leaving Glen to eye the crowds around them. He amused himself by trying to guess which of the women standing nearby were submissives and which were dominant. He had more luck with the men, spotting two very obvious dominants, confirmed when their women arrived, suitably docile.

	"There he is!" Dr. Steve pointed toward a very tall, distinguished looking man who was striding toward them as people spread apart to give him room. Glen was amazed at the power the man exuded, instantly dominating a wide area around him.

	The two doctors embraced, both obviously pleased to be seeing each other for the first time. Dr Steve stepped back, "Doctor, I want you to meet Glen Federborn."

	The doctor gave Glen a thousand watt smile and grasped his hand firmly. As if by magic his luggage appeared on the carousel in front of them. They caught the shuttle to the parking garage and did little more than discuss the weather until they were safely in the car, headed out into traffic.

	As Dr. Steve drove, Dr. Digonnest half turned in his seat, looking at Dr. Steve and at Glen in the back seat. For the time being he ignored Dr. Steve and unleashed a barrage of questions at Glen, centering on his activities in the real estate market. The line of questioning left Glen with the impression that their guest was considering investing in real estate.

	Although the conversation never left real estate, it was as if a switch had been thrown when they arrived at Dr. Steve’s house. He showed  Dr. Digonnest to a room along the hall on the main floor. He opened the door and stepped back allowing his guest to enter.

	"Well, well! What do we have here?"

	The rhetorical question was elicited by the occupant of the king size bed. She, obvious from the exposed parts, was a woman with a stunning body. She lay immobile, stretched to the four cornerposts by taut chains that led to delicate bracelets that imprisoned her four limbs. A skin-tight leather helmet encased her head and neck, the obligatory padlock at her throat. A blindfold and a gag were latched tightly across her face.

	Glen thought for a moment that it was Penny, then realized that Dr. Steve would not use her for entertaining guests other than a quick blow job. Where and how he got this slave would be questions to ask later. The man was full of surprises.

	Dr. Steve led them to the basement stairs, explaining that any and all equipment besides the well stocked closet, was readily available just a few steps away, in the basement. Without comment he opened the door. Selene snapped to attention and the two slaves tried to see out of the corners of their eyes just who had come in.

	Selene had kep her promise. The two slaves were suffering severely for getting their Mistress in trouble. Selene had whipped them from their boxes to the toilets and cold showers and whipped them back into their pain boxes. This time, double dildos, front and back. Each had a monster dildo fixed to the top of their box, jammed into their mouths by the pull on their nose rings which were hooked to a turnbuckle and in turn to the front of their box. The turnbuckles were twisted until only a hair separated the ends of the two hooks.

	Dr. Digonnest took in the punishment at a glance, nodding his head in approval.

	"I take it they pissed you off for some reason?"

	"Neither one knew a whip from a hole in the ground. They do now!

	Amy, embarrassed by the strange man, and still a little green, expected to be acknowledged, if not introduced. Penny knew better and braced herself for whatever might come.

	Dr. Steve ignored them and instead introduced, "Slave Selene, their Mistress."

	Dr. Digonnest eyed her up and down, with reserved interest. He offered a suggestion. "The nose hook tension is excellent. You might want to add a vibrator under the turnbuckle to ensure their abject attention."

	Selene felt as if she was melting in the man’s aura. She nearly squeaked as she nodded, "Yes, Master."

	He stood still, waiting expectantly. Selene snapped out of her daze and dashed for the equipment cupboards. In a few moments Amy and Penny were being treated to vibrations that threatened to de-nose them. The previous pain suddenly jumped to the top of the scale. They would listen. They would learn. Anything to get those infernal vibrators turned off. The worst part for both was the realization that the vibrators were on their lowest setting. Instinctively they both knew what a wrong answer would trigger.

	Dr. Digonnest nodded with satisfaction and turned to examine the other pain machines that lined the room. He obviously was well aware of the purpose of each piece of equipment, nodding in appreciation and humming an off-key tune under his breath. Not unexpectedly he didn’t ask a single question and made no comment other than the occasional nod.

	Selene stood bolt upright, only her eyes moving as she watched him examine the equipment. She seemed thunderstruck, her face blank. As the three men left without a word, she shook her head to clear her brain and turned her attention to her two thoroughly cowed students, both pleading for mercy with their eyes. Back on familiar ground her eyes sparkled again. Both girls shuddered in anticipation, knowing their punishment was far from over. Selene picked up a cane.

	-0-

	Dr. Steve gave Dr. Digonnest the full tour. When they reached the room where his wife had spent long years he frankly admitted his fault in keeping her a lonely prisoner. He described the incident that triggered it and pointed out several features of the room that she had wished upon herself. He touched very briefly on the pleasures of personally punishing her after she was released.

	"She was the dark haired slave in the pain box. The other slave is Amy, Steve’s slave," he went on.

	"I know," nodded the Doctor.

	"She never took her eyes off you, the entire time we were in the room. You said the problem was whips?"

	"Yes. She never bothered to learn the whips until I collared her. Then she wanted to know everything, even agreeing to allowing someone other than me to whip her. That after I promised her I’d never let anyone else whip her."

	After circling the entire basement the three men walked back up to the living room. A tray of miniature sandwiches and glasses with Scotch on the rocks awaited them. Dr. Digonnest headed for his room, returning somewhat flushed a few minutes later after no doubt getting better acquainted with the girl in chains on his bed.

	"Dr. Digonnest," Glen started to ask.

	"Oh, call me Dr. Saslo. Let’s not be formal as I think we have some business to discuss."

	"What sort of business?" Glen asked.

	He glanced at his host. "Dr. Steve hasn’t told you anything, I gather."

	"No, sir. He said you would explain."

	"Very well. I have a job offer to propose to you."

	Glen looked very startled as this was not at all expected. "I don’t think I’d be interested unless it was right here in the city."

	Dr. Saslo chuckled. "Don’t be hasty. This should appeal to you. Here’s the deal, as you Americans would say. I’m in the end stages of establishing a BDSM community. Some of the infrastructure is already in place. The purpose is to provide a setting where residents can enjoy their lifestyle - and their slaves - to the fullest extent. As you probably have already guessed, this is not in the U.S.A. or any other first tier country where laws prohibiting slavery are inescapable."

	"That doesn’t mean that our citizens will get second or third class treatment. We have expended some substantial sums to ensure that certain obscure laws allowing slavery will remain on the books of the country. I’ll come back to that, but I wanted to cover more groud first."

	"We began with a castle. The owner went bankrupt and the national government was begging for a buyer with hard currency. We got the castle, which we re-named Castle Bond, and with it some certain rights, for about three choruses of a song. The rights included first bid on the entire town that surrounds the castle on three sides."

	"With the cooperation of the government we’re going to re-locate all the town residents to a brand new town about 20 kilometers away and buy all their old homes. They will be remodeled, modernized and sold to our new residents. As you might guess, one of the first to move in was the country’s president."

	"Glen, this is where you come in. As you can see we need someone to run things, with an extraordinary knowledge of the real estate business. I’m told that you are one of the best in the business. After talking with you, I’m convinced you are the man for the job. I’m prepared to offer you one million dollars a year."

	"I’m making that now, without leaving the city. It does sound interesting, but that’s not enough to get me to move."

	"Alright, I’ll up the offer to two million,  plus a percentage of the sales and profits."

	"Now you’ve got my full attention. Tell me more, such as the ‘We’ that you mentioned several times. I can’t believe you’re doing this by yourself."

	"We are a corporation with over a billion dollars in private funding. The board is made up entirely of men who are fully into the scene. I’m the Chairman of the Board and I’m speaking to you with the board’s full authorization."

	"We plan to have every possible amenity. The castle has an extensive dungeon which is being enlarged by slaves as we speak. We will be putting selected slaves into positions of authority to keep expenses down."

	"As you can imagine the community is a seller’s market. We already have 20 houses occupied by new owners and expect to have several hundred by the end of the year."

	"A major part of the community will be a shopping mall with shops directly tied to the scene. We already have several metal workers, leather workers and fetish clothing makers ready to move in and we’re getting several new requests a day. A lot of the shops will be offering custom restraints, made to order. We already have four major companies that want to establish a base there."

	"I’ve got a house full of slaves besides Amy. What happens to them?"

	"They come right with you. You will have free housing in one wing of the castle and there are ample slave quarters there and in the rest of the castle. As I said, we plan to put competent slaves in many of the jobs we will have available, to keep expenses down. Probably most, if not all of your slaves will find work."

	"Part of your job will be planning and equipping the new facilities as they come on line. We have plans for a movie theater with private boxes and a theater where we can present plays. There is room for several sports complexes - Soccer of course for the Europeans , baseball for the Americans and whatever else comes to the top. We’ve already scheduled a nude women’s soccer match and nude volleyball games, which will give you an idea of where we are headed. You haven’t seen soccer until you’ve seen every woman on the field except the goalies in handcuffs."

	"There’s a large lake on the property, which means a marina, boat sales and service, and another cut for you. We already have a scuba diving store on the books."

	"How do we get to this paradise?"

	"I’m tempted to tell you that I wave my magic wand and transport you there, but it’s much more mundane. We have our own airline. You will need to fly to Chicago which is the only place where we have landing rights at the moment, but we take over from there."

	Dr. Saslo smiled to himself. He was an excellent judge of people and he was certain he had Glen hooked.

	"Before committing myself I’d like to see it. When can you arrange a flight?"

	"I have to go back tomorrow, but we have a full load. I can have the plane back in two days and I’ll e-mail you a ticket for the flight to Chicago."

	"Sounds great. A toast, to Castle Bond."

	At that moment the butler entered. "Dinner is served."

	Fresh drinks in hand the three advanced on the food. Dr. Saslo continued to pump Glen about the real estate market, until Glen finally asked, "Are you interested in investing?"

	"Not at the moment. I have too much tied up in this project. But, someday soon, I’d like to use your advice to buy an office building or two."

	


Chapter 59 -- Castle Bond

	After that the dinner talk was on a variety of subjects. Dr. Saslo avoided mentioning the castle project until they were back in the living room. While they were eating the recliners had been replaced. They seemed to be slightly higher off the floor when Glen noticed them. Dr. Steve grinned. "Something new has been added."

	He led the two other men behind the chairs. Peering out through the bars under the seats were the gagged faces of the two wife-slaves and the helmeted head of Dr. Saslo’s slave.  The leash for each slave extended through the bars to a handy hook on the back of their chair.

	Dr. Saslo clapped him on the back. "What a novel idea. Would your supplier like a job?"

	"I’ll be glad to ask him," Dr. Steve responded.

	"He can work wonders with furniture. Right now. he’s working in a furniture restoration shop. I’m sure he’d jump at the chance to have his own business."

	"I’m sure you and Glen have other people in mind. I’ll leave a supply of my cards to give them."

	With the conversation back to the castle, both Dr. Steve and Glen quizzed Dr. Saslo as they sipped their drinks.

	"Will I need to take a slave along on this first trip?"

	Dr. Saslo laughed heartily. "No, Glen. You will find the air crew to your liking and once you are at the castle you will have your pick from the slave pool. We assign one to every potential resident. I doubt that you could come up with a sexual practice that they aren’t expert at."

	"If I do decide to take the job, I’ll need a passport and I assume my slaves will as well. I already have mine, so that’s not a problem. What about contracts? I have commitments to them that need to be enforced if they don’t want to go, or something happens to me."

	Dr. Saslo nodded. "We have a fully staffed legal and accounting department. They have contacts all over the world, so there is nothing to worry about. They will automatically make any payments or deductions. We have a travel agency as well, so we can book flights or cruises at a moment’s notice. I forgot to mention that we have our own airport, with a 10,000 foot runway. As you will see we can fly anywhere as we line up landing rights. We’re getting set up with a stock brokerage office as well, with some specialized investment advisers. They will certainly want to pick your brain."

	"What about medical care? It’s amazing sometimes how the slaves get bruised and nicked." Glen grinned.

	"That’s a question for you, Steve. Are you going to take my offer to head the hospital?"

	Dr. Steve shifted in his seat and took another sip of his drink before answering. "I’m inclined to say yes, but I haven’t fully made up my mind. Like Glen I want to see the place first. I’d enjoy going with him, but I’m going to have to wait 10 days or so to clear my calendar. Besides, he is going to need your full attention. You’re carving out a pretty big job for him."

	"I know, but he comes well recommended," looking pointedly at Dr. Steve, "and from what I’ve seen and heard he can handle the job."

	"Not to change the subject, but I’m curious about how you are handling security. Filling the moat and raising the drawbridge?"

	Dr. Saslo shook his head, with a wry grin. "No, we already have the best system money can buy. The board members really choked up when they saw how much I had spent, but they knew we had to do it. The castle lands had a six-foot wall around the perimeter so we added motion sensors and security cameras. We have a guarded gate a mile from the castle, so nobody gets in or out unannounced. Internally we have a small first class jail in a separate building. Once the area under the castle is excavated, the jail will be moved there and the security people will have the building to themselves. They have rapid response equipment, including an armored scout car and a helicopter."

	"We don’t really expect any serious crime, with one or two exceptions. The rules are very strict about injuring or causing the death of a slave and we have to have a secure place to hold residents involved in any incident until we can transfer them to the government for prosecution, or banish them to their home country. A slave attacking or killing a resident is another matter."

	"Our most serious problem will be cameramen and reporters. A story on the lifestyle in the castle would be a real scoop. We have reserved a significant portion of the budget to kill any stories or photographs that get out. We’ll also have problems with the anti-slavery groups"

	"Going back, we have rules in place that every resident must sign and agree to. The board will have the final say on removing a resident. If they are sent away, they forfeit all their property, including the injured slave and any shares in the castle or one of the businesses in the mall."

	"How can you possibly cover all of this town?"

	"We have security cameras in every room, in every building in the complex - even the bathrooms. The residents understand the need for strict security and agree to it in writing."

	"Aren’t you afraid that some deported resident is going to spill his guts to a reporter?"

	"The risk is virtually zero. We show the person the tape of his crime and threaten to release it to the police in his home country. The country where the castle is has treaties with almost every other country to return wanted criminals, so we show them a tape of the national prison. I won’t even tour it, certainly not enter it in shackles."

	"Are the residents all men?"

	"Oh, no. We already have five or six women who are residents. They have either female or male slaves. We’re expecting a significant number of residents to be women. There are a number of men who will bring their wives , along with their slaves."

	The talk went on for another few minutes and then Dr. Saslo pointed to his watch, "I’m feeling a bit of jet lag, so I think I’ll turn in. You can ask more questions tomorrow."

	Despite the plea of tiredness, Dr. Saslo quickly retrieved the leash and guided his slave out of the cage under his seat and down the hall to his room.

	Glen and Dr. Steve finished their drinks and talked for a few more minutes.

	"Do you think I should take the job?" Glen asked.

	"Definitely. He’s just hinting at your perks. From what he’s told me about the operating side, you probably will clear another million a year. Full room and board doesn’t come cheap."

	Dr. Steve smiled and repeated Glen’s question, "Do you think I should take the hospital job?"

	"Like you said, ‘definitely.’ If I’m getting perks I’m sure you are too. Seeing this place will clinch it, for both of us."

	They opened the cages, but only to remove the slave’s gags. Without a word they headed for bed.

	-0-

	Dr. Saslo answered more questions on the ride back to the airport. He had them drop him off at a security checkpoint, getting VIP treatment by the security guards and the ticket agent who checked his bag. Once that was out of the way he shook hands with both men and headed for the plane.

	As they were driving back, Glen found a break in the conversation and asked, "Where did you get that slave on such short notice?"

	"Oh, she was a former member of the Sorority. Does the odd bit of work when I need someone to impress a visiting dignitary."

	Glen shook his head. "I don’t recall a client that would have enjoyed a slave for the night."

	Dr. Steve laughed. "If you asked, I’ll bet you would be surprised at the number of men who would jump at a chance like that. This girl is a natural submissive. She’d love to work full time in a bondage house, if her husband would let her."

	"Hmmn, I’ll have to look into the idea. Of course, if this job comes through, I won’t get the chance."

	"Ah, quit kidding yourself. You’re all ready to sign on the dotted line, right now."

	"Well, so are you! By the way, what country are we talking about? Where the castle is."

	"He never said. I’m guessing it’s somewhere in eastern Europe.

	-0-

	Glen’s First Class e-mail tickets  were waiting for him when he walked into his office. He looked them over, mentally noting the times. He would be gone a week. Georgina came into the office at that moment.

	Glen quickly filled her in on the job offer and his departure.

	"Do you have a passport?"

	"No, Master."

	"Call the photo studio and have them send someone over to take passport pictures of you and all the girls. Strip the chains off the girls and get them into presentable clothes."

	"Then go to the post office and get enough applications for everyone, maybe an extra or two in case one gets goofed up."

	"Do I tell them what it’s for?"

	"Let them wonder. It won’t hurt. They’ll probably think I’m selling them to some slave merchant. No arguments. Do it, or out the door. Dr. Steve is having someone bring Amy back, so she’s in the program too."

	Glen had more on his mind. There was a stack of messages on his desk, some referring to major properties. He had no choice but to get some help. A quick search found a number. In ten minutes he had stolen a broker from a competitor and by day’s end had installed him as the new owner of Glen’s business. Between the two of them they cleared all the calls and Jared was setting up appointments to show the properties.

	-0-

	Glen’s tickets included explicit directions both to bypass the main ticket counters at the local airport, and how to get to the CB Airline hanger once he reached Chicago. At the bottom of the sheet was a handwritten note, "Ask for Lavina when you get on board."

	Glen guessed that it referred to the CB flight and not the commercial flight to Chicago. He drove into the airport, showed his ticket and left his car in the long-term parking area. Almost as soon as he got his luggage out a van rolled up to take him the First Class lounge.

	After serving dinner the flight attendant stopped at his chair.

	"Sir, an electric cart will be waiting at the gate to take you to your connection." She smiled. ":Would you like another drink?"

	"Just bottled water. I have a 13-hour flight from Chicago. I don’t want a hangover to make it any worse."

	-0-

	As promised, an electric cart was at the gate waiting as the First Class passengers filed out. The driver was holding a sign with his name in large letters. Glen tossed his carry on bag in the back seat and climbed aboard.

	"What about my luggage?"

	"It will transfer just as with a regular connection. It should be at your plane by the time we get there."

	Glen shook his head. This was pure pleasure when he compared it with some of the nightmare flights he had suffered in the past.

	The cart sped through the crowded halls, the driver (unheard of) using his horn to clear a path. Down a ramp, through security without even stopping. Outside, the cart followed a long taxi strip to one of a row of hangers. The door opened automatically as the cart approached.

	Glen couldn’t help gasping. Poised to fly, a sleek cream-colored 747 stood in the hanger, a stairway in place to the cabin door. There was no mistaking its ownership. A gigantic CB Airlines banner with a logo bordered with a chain was emblazoned on the side and tail of the plane.

	Before the door could close, a baggage cart train came rolling through, dropping a cart with luggage. Glen recognized his bag as it rolled to a stop beside the conveyor belt and was swarmed by a crew ready to load it onto the plane.

	As he mounted the steps he looked up, directly into the smiling face of a stunning, fire colored red head. "Welcome aboard, Sir. My name is Linda. I will be at your service for the flight."

	A second stunning red head waited in the galley. "My name is Lisa. I will be at your service for the flight.

	"Thanks girls. I was told to ask for Lavina."

	Standing just around the corner, a third, equally as stunning red head raised her hand in greeting. "I’m Lavina. Thank you Sir for asking for me."

	The other two smiled, ignoring the fact they had been passed over, trained to expect and cope with rejection, although Glen could certainly see no reason to reject them. A vision of the three girls with him on a bed nearly flustered him, but Lavina was already holding his hand and showing him the plane.

	His next surprise came as they walked into the main cabin. Luxuriously appointed, it had only four seats. Lavina explained, "Right now we only have two or three passengers, but a lot of cargo. The rear two-thirds is cargo space, but we can move the walls in a matter of minutes and add passenger space, or increase the cargo space."

	The right hand side was blocked by a wall. A passageway on the left revealed doors into four cabins, each equipped with a king-sized bed and a private bath, with a shower. Lavina gave it her all, pointing out the features. She opened cupboards and pulled out drawers, revealing a wide variety of bondage equipment. The sheer weight must cut into the cargo capacity of the plane.

	To his delight and surprise Lavina told him that he was the only passenger, meaning that the entire flight crew was at his call. She introduced Glen to the pilot, co-pilot and the flight engineer. The pilot went right to the point. "I understand you are the new General Manager of the castle complex?"

	Lavina made an exclamatory gasp.

	"Not yet. I haven’t officially accepted the job. This is an inspection trip. I’ll know then whether I’ll take it."

	"You’ll like it. The perks are tremendous." He looked at Lavina knowingly.

	Afterward, without a blush she confided to Glen, "One of the perks for the cockpit crew is our unlimited use. It can get wild when we don’t have any passengers."

	"I take it then that you are slaves?"

	"Yes, Sir. We do get some perks and special training that the castle slaves don’t get but we have to be ready do anything the passengers want. We get to wear clothes when we land in another country, but we can’t leave the plane, except with one of the cockpit crew. We do get retirement benefits."

	The pilot announced that they were ready to take off. The big main hanger doors opened and the tug pulled the plane out into the open. As soon as it disconnected Glen could hear the whine of the jets starting up and moments later they were taxying toward the main runway. Glen fastened his seat belt and glanced out the window at the other planes nearby. There was no waiting in line. In a few moments the call came over the sound system, "Number one for takeoff."

	As soon as they were well up in the air and headed east, the three girls busied themselves looking to Glen’s comfort. The wheels had no more than clanked into the bottom of the fuselage when all their clothes disappeared. Everyone aboard now knew that he was soon to be their boss and treated him with even greater respect. He again refused a drink, planning an otherwise interesting evening.

	Taking the opportunity when Lavina had disappeared on some errand, he called Lisa to his side. His instructions were brief. "I want Lavina spreadeagled, in stocks rather than chains. I want her in constant pain. Nothing serious, just painful. Can you do that?"

	"Yes, Sir! She is a pain slut, so this will be right down her alley."

	"And if I did the same with you, would you admit to being a pain slut?"

	"All three of us enjoy pain. There are three more empty cabins where Linda and I could be staked out for your pleasure. The Flight Engineer is an expert at administering pain."

	"Thanks, but one is enough for tonight. If I take this job you’ll probably see a lot more of me. I’d enjoy exploring just how you react to pain. Meanwhile, Lavina is still running loose. I want her softened up before I join her."

	"Yes, Master."  Sir on the ground, Master in the air, or at the castle.

	Glen turned his attention to the DVD player. The master list included films that Glen recognized as the cream of the crop. Selecting one with some difficulty he leaned back, mentally preparing for his tryst with Lavina.

	


Chapter 60 -- Questions and Tales

	A few minutes later Lisa returned, standing well back to avoid disturbing Glen as he watched the movie. He spotted her immediately and hit the pause button.

	"Master, Lavina awaits your pleasure."

	"Good. Take Linda and visit the flight deck. Make sure the cockpit crew is well satisfied. Do you have chastity belts?

	"Yes, Master."

	"Punishment dildos?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Front and back, under the belt. You’ve done nothing wrong, so far. This is just a test."

	"Thank you, Master."

	Glen yawned and glanced at his watch. It was later than he had guessed and he made a mental calculation. Hours for sleep didn’t add up to much. He headed for the cabin where Lavina waited.

	When he walked in he discovered that Linda and Lisa had taken him very literally. Lavina was obviously in pain. She lay, stretched fully to wooden stocks that held her ankles and wrists as well as her neck. Her feet and hands were hidden in copper slippers and matching gloves. As he would find out both had hundreds of sharp little studs. Matching them were the stocks, the holes equally studded.

	Lavina’s body was arched sharply,  a wide metal belt the only immediate suggestion for her posture. The belt was more ingenious even than the metal slippers and gloves. It was tight, sunken fully into her flesh and every inch of the inside had protruding points. At the back there was a spring loaded pressure plate with more of the nasty little studs. Letting  her body drop onto the plate would drive the studs through holes in the belt and into her flesh.

	Studded velcro bands surrounded the bases of both breasts, mushrooming them out over the bands, exposing her nipples to the toothed clamps that stood up like beacons.

	Glen ran his hand along her taut body, noting the sheen of sweat already glazing her skin. With her entire weight balanced between her imprisoned neck and helpless ankles she was in a pickle. Just the weight of his hand was enough to make her arch flatten slightly, her belted loins a bare inch from the hard mattress. He knew she would exhaust herself very quickly, maintaining her position, so he ordered, "Flat on the bed."

	"Yes, Master." Gingerly she lowered her back until the plate touched. She grunted softly as the studs pushed through the belt, the center of hurt moving from her neck and ankles to her midriff.

	Glen surprised her, addressing her pain. "Pretty strong medicine. Your co-workers take things literally. You may speak freely."

	"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

	"Can you survive almost the entire flight in that rig? I need to interrogate you."

	"Master, I was punished during training for touching a Master’s cock with my teeth. They put me like this for 24 hours. I kept my back arched almost to the last. They put weights on my belly to make it harder. Please, Master, don’t blame the other girls. They felt that you, as the new boss, should be treated to something special. I agreed, wishing to please you in a special way."

	Secretly pleased he passed it off. "Hmpf, bondage games can get out of hand. Be careful what you ask for."

	"Yes, Master."

	Glen stripped off his clothes and took a quick shower. Still damp he joined Lavina on the bed.

	He laid on his side, and reached for the nearest nipple clamp and removed it, letting it dangle from the decorative chain. Even after such a relatively short time it still hurt. Lavina suppressed a yelp, but her face was more difficult to control. Glen rolled and squeezed the rigidly erect nipple, exerting warning pressure.

	"If I’m going to run this outfit, I need a lot of background information. A bad answer or the wrong answer is going to hurt. However you may speak freely, as I said. Nothing leaves this  cabin. For example, how were you recruited?"

	I answered an ad in one of the bondage newspapers. I got a phone call asking me to come to an office for an interview. I didn’t trust it, so I called my best friend and told her exactly where I was going and how long to wait before calling me.

	There was what looked like a temporary sign on the door, making me even more suspicious. When I walked in there was a woman behind a desk, She had me sit, and while I waited, two other girls came in. They sat down near me, but they ignored me, whispering to each other. I gathered they were as concerned as I was, especially after they got into an argument over which one should have remained behind to check on the other.

	A light flashed on the desk, and I was told to go in. I walked into the next room and saw two men sitting in chairs. A third chair faced them.

	"Take off your clothes," one of them ordered. I almost bolted, but I needed a job so I began to strip slowly, The other man got impatient, "Hurry up, we haven’t got all day. If you can’t obey orders we’re all done with you."

	I whipped off my bra and panties and stood there while they eyed me up and down.

	"Turn around."

	I have a good figure, so that part didn’t bother me. Then the questions came thick and fast. They wanted detailed information about my every bondage experience. I had to describe every sex act I had ever suffered or performed and every one that I had refused to do.

	The other man demanded, "Would you do that if we paid you enough?"

	I wanted to say ‘Hell, No!’ and tell them to go to Hell, but the mention of money had my interest. I nodded. "If the price was right."

	They switched topics, wanting to know if I had ever worked as a flight attendant. I had, but got flunked out of training when the strait-laced training manager got wind of the fact that I was into bondage. After explaining that, they warmed up a bit and let slip a few references to the job they had in mind for me. They wanted a flight attendant with a bondage record, so this time I fit the profile.

	The really hard part came next. They explained that I would be working for a private airline. However, my duties would include keeping the passengers ‘happy’ meaning sexually sated, and the same for the cockpit crew. I was absorbing that when I asked the key question, "What is the salary?"

	The man looked me straight in the eye and said one word.

	"Zero."

	I jumped up and grabbed my clothes.

	"Wait a moment," the other man said. "Haven’t you ever fantasized being a slave?"

	He had me. So far back into my childhood I couldn’t even remember how or when it started, that had been my be all, end all fantasy. Just his saying the word started my juices flowing. I had masturbated a thousand times to the picture in my mind of chained slavery. I dropped my clothes and sat down, half of me screaming "more!" the other half scared to death.

	"Our contract is for five years. At the end of that period if you retire, you will receive a check for $500,000. In the meantime, you will have free room and board and other perks."

	"What happens if I am injured or killed?

	"We provide a free comprehensive insurance policy for the same amount, in your name. All medical care is free. Residents are carefully screened and security is tight, so you will be well protected."

	I cocked an eye at ‘residents’ so he explained the whole setup. By the time he was through, I was ready to pay him to let me work there. I’d never even come close to something like this in my wildest fantasy. To me it was a dream come true. The nice part is that it’s even better than I imagined from what they told me.

	From that point on it turned into the wildest dream I could ever have come up with. I read the contract in a daze, confirming the things they told me. As soon as I signed it, I was allowed to put my clothes back on and after a flurry of questions about my apartment, relatives, friends and other responsibilities, they handed me an envelope with $3,000 to pay everything for the next four months, which would be my trial period. They sent me out through another door so I wouldn’t have had a chance to talk to the other girls.

	One week later a rental car was at my door to take me to the airport. I was given a ticket to Chicago and once on the ground there a man met me and escorted me to the plane - this plane.

	Oh, I didn’t get the VIP, front cabin trip. I flew in transport chains, in a box in the cargo section. I was a raw recruit so they didn’t want me screwing things up or saying the wrong thing to the passengers. I had no way of knowing whether there were any other recruits on board - not that it would have made any difference. I was in seventh heaven, a slave girl in chains being shipped to some Arab sheik.

	Glen pinched. "The girls said you are a pain slut."

	Lavina groaned, "Master, I’m going to come!"

	"Not yet. I have more questions. You are a pain slut."

	"YES, Master! All the flying girls are pain sluts. We have to be. Some of the passengers come up with some wild ideas, especially ones that hurt. Linda and Lisa were pissed that I got the severe bondage."

	"They both are in chastity belts, riding double punishment dildos for the night."

	"Ohhh." Lavina groaned again, writhing against her bonds. The vision of her two friends and fellow slaves in belts momentarily overshadowed her own predicament. "Serves them right. They serviced the cockpit?"

	Glen nodded.

	"That will take the starch out of them. The Flight Engineer can hold off for half an hour at a time. Wears us out. They have orders not to be gentle with us. Part of our continuing training." 

	"You don’t mind being their slave?"

	"God, No! They are all hunks that I would bed instantly, even without my contract."

	"Better than the passengers I gather?"

	"Some of the passengers are really good. Put us through our paces. But some are real pricks, especially some of the women. They shouldn’t be allowed to have slaves. We three filed a complaint on one woman. She was leaving scars. They booted her out of the castle a week later. To our delight she got the box treatment on the return flight instead of the front cabin."

	"You mentioned training. Tell me about it."

	"They have a training section where all the new slaves learn the things that go along with their job. As flight attendants we had a special classroom and instructors, because we are literally the front line of the castle. If we leave a bad impression the visitors  may decide not to become residents. Losing one resident is like losing my whole contract. They spent a lot of time impressing that on us."

	"They brought in sex experts. I never fucked around, but I was pretty well acquainted with what a cock and a pussy can do, but those instructors knew volumes of acts I’d never heard of. They paired us up with blindfolded male slaves and we practiced the whole book. My pussy and tits - and asshole - were permanently sore during the training."

	"Then they brought in the bondage experts. Again, they had ideas and methods that were way outside my experience, or anything I’d read or seen on video. They tied us seven ways from Sunday, taught us knots and locks and chains - and whips.

	We learned how to tie each other up or to do inescapable self-bondage. They covered a slug of things and we had to learn every one of them letter perfect."

	"We all had the most trouble with the whips. We not only had to learn how to use them, we had to know and identify each one from the welts it left on our hides. Every one of us came out of training with welts from our necks to our ankles."

	"Then came the equipment lessons and tests. Butt plugs, dildos, vibrators, electric shock, nipple clamps, clit clamps, stocks, racks, whipping crosses. If anyone anywhere had ever heard of it, there was at least one example in the castle and we got to use every one, and have every one used on us."

	"You told the girls ‘Constant pain, nothing serious,’ for me. They - and I -  picked the additional parts beyond the stocks you suggested. If you had asked, they would have described this and several other possible painful restraints. We walk a fine line between overstepping a passenger’s wishes and not coming up with a satisfactory plan of action. We usually have some advance information as to preferences, so we can prepare. In your case we were told that you would be the new General Manager and that you were fully experienced as a Master."

	"Learning every day." Glen laughed. "That’s why this private quiz. I’m curious as to what I’m getting into."

	"From the reaction of the crew you’re already in charge. They can spot an experienced Master at a hundred yards and they had you pegged before you got up the stairs."

	"I appreciate your candidness. Keep it up. So far I’m well satisfied with what I’ve seen on board. If I didn’t already have a slew of slaves I’d seriously consider packing you three off to some island paradise, never to be free again."

	Lavina groaned again, and again moved against her painful bonds. "Master, I’m losing it. This is too much. I’m going to come!"

	"Go ahead. You’ve earned it, but you will pay for it."

	He reached down and explored her soggy swamp until he found her clit. He squeezed. Once. Twice. Hiroshima and Nagasaki exploded together.

	When she had recovered to the point of heavy breathing Glen was playing with her nipple.

	"What’s the approved penalty for an orgasm?"

	"Master, whatever you wish. That was awesome!"

	"A suggestion from that well-stocked mind would be appropriate."

	"Master, you mentioned the punishment dildos. I should have one too. They have a ring of studs around the base. We have to repeatedly squeeze them in our muscle training classes. There’s one in the nightstand beside you."

	It fit into her tunnel, with a bit of pressure. When the studs had disappeared into her he ordered, "Squeeze."

	She barely suppressed a yelp as two or three of the studs homed in on her G-spot.

	"Every time I ask a question, you squeeze automatically. If I say ‘Hold it" you stay tight until the question is fully answered. The default is another one up your ass."

	"Yes, Master." Her private rating of Glen went up another notch. Most Masters would have drilled her with both dildos right off the bat. She clamped down on yet another climax that threatened her control.

	"Did the training really prepare you for what you would face on the plane?"

	"Unh! Yes, Master. We have been superbly trained. I’ve been flying six months and there was only one unexpected bondage scene. A woman wanted a tongue fight. She clamped two tongues together and then we had to compete for the privilege of going down on her."

	Glen continued to fondle her nipple. He was warming to the girl and actually had been half serious about whisking the three red heads to an island somewhere.

	"Sounds like you’ve had some real adventures in bondage. Why don’t you tell me about them - say the flight you remember most."

	"Unh. Master, that would have been my very first flight as a flight attendant."

	 

	


Chapter 61 -- First Flight

	Lavina stirred in her bonds.

	Master, before I start, in the same drawer there is a vampire glove. Torture me with it to ensure I speak slave truth. They taught me ‘A slave is believable only when in great pain.’

	Glen reached behind him into the drawer, watching her. He encountered something sharp that pricked his questing fingers.

	"Ouch!"

	Quickly, Lavina spoke. "Careful, Master. They are very sharp."

	"Now you tell me!"

	He brought his empty hand around. There were drops of blood on two fingertips.

	"Here. Suck on these."

	 Lavina’s exceptionally powerful tongue surrounded the fingers, tasting his blood. Glen steadied himself, suppressing the overwhelming urge to spurt his load that the caressing tongue invoked.

	This time he looked at what he was doing and gingerly brought one glove around, leaving the second one in the open drawer.

	The glove was an eyeful. The palm and the insides of the thumb and fingers were studded and a double row went across the knuckles on the back. Carefully he pulled the glove onto his hand. Lavina stared, mesmerized, at his flexing fingers, knowing only too well what pain the vampire glove could inflict.

	"Injuring a Master is a very serious offense. Have you done this before?"

	"Unh. No, Master. I did injure an instructor at training school. He stood me before the entire class and whipped me between the legs with the tip of a fiberglass fishing rod. I’m still a bit tender down there."

	Glen subconsciously noted that despite her upset, Lavina was squeezing in response to each question. Now he needed a new punishment.

	With his free hand he grasped the far nipple, still encased in the clamp. Lifting her breast he reached forward with one finger and dragged a stud across her chest, exactly in the fold where he breast met her body. She was sweating, which provided the second part of her punishment. The salty liquid slid into the scratch, burning like a freshly lit match. He grasped the unhindered near nipple and put a matching scratch in the same groove.

	"Thank you, Master, for properly punishing me. I will not soon forget your penalty." The words grated, exposing the underlying pain she was suffering.

	"Your first flight," Glen reminded her.

	Yes, Master. I completed my training and was assigned to the plane. Linda and Lisa were waiting for me. As the junior flight attendant I had to not only learn several things about serving and servicing the passengers and the cockpit crew, I had to go through some serious hazing.

	Waiting for me was one of the serving carts. It was empty and had been modified just for me. They pulled it out and loaded me into it. I was kneeling in a narrow cramped box, with my head sticking out the top. There was a wooden form that fitted around my neck, enclosing me completely in the box. My head was near the front of the cart and I soon found out why. It allowed the passengers to get close enough so that I could do a blow job or lick cunt without being released.

	They put the cart back under the counter until all the passengers were aboard. Then they pulled it out and paraded me into the main cabin, where I got my first look at the passengers, and their slaves.

	There were two men and a woman. All three looked like they had been drinking heavily, which I later found to be true.

	The first man got all excited when he saw me - or my head - and they told him that this was my maiden flight. He whipped out his cock and shoved it in my face. I had almost no room to move my head, so he had to aim it for my mouth, which resulted in four or five misses before he got it in. He was a tall blond, fairly handsome, perhaps about 40. He was so loaded it took forever to make him come. He went back to his seat and had his slave clean him up. She was also a blonde, nearly as tall as he, even without her heels.

	There was one odd thing I noticed. His slave was of course nude and she had one finger on her clit. The finger never moved through the whole process of getting his cock cleaned with her tongue, and back into his pants.

	As the second man rose to come to my mouth he expressed the same interest. The first man explained, "I caught her beating off. I keep her finger there to remind her why her life is so miserable. She has another month to go before I’ll even think of letting her climax."

	The other man, older, perhaps 60, with silver gray hair, nodded and burped. "Tell you about my bitch when I get back."

	He needed both hands to steady his cock enough to spear me. I thought he would never ever come, but my technique must have improved as he came almost immediately.

	His slave had coal black hair. She was kneeling before his empty seat, holding her breasts in both hands, the nipples invitingly stiff and visibly red and sore. The man almost fell over her, but when he got into his seat he reached out and backhanded both breasts, momentarily knocking one out of her hand. She was punished for the lapse with another backhand.

	He gulped at a fresh drink and leaned over to the other man. "She got pissed when she had her rag on and wouldn’t let me touch her tits. ‘Too sore.’ I’ve been teaching her what sore tits really feel like. She’s got three periods to go. She gets specials on her tits every time."

	Apparently trying to ignore the men, the lone woman sat there with a sour look on her face. Standing in front of her was a hulking Black, who weighed at least 300 pounds. He was easily wearing at least 50 pounds of iron - a massive collar, logging chain links connecting his wrists and ankles, a matching belt and more chain from his collar down to the belt. He wore a deceptively tiny looking bent-tube chastity locked to the belt.

	In a southern accent you could cut with a knife she admonished her slave, "Boy! You keep that black prick of yours down. You don’t shoot your load until I tell you. Ya hear me?"

	The Black bowed his head. "Yes, Mistress."

	The liquor loosening her tongue she finally recognized her fellow travelers. At least long enough to brag on her slave. "Got him right out of the University. Can you imagine, a Black professor!"

	She turned back for a moment to admire her slave. "Boy! Stop slumpin! You straighten to Hell up or you’ll be draggin your ball and chain wherever we go. Ya hear me?"

	The Black straightened up as if he had feathers on his back instead of iron. "Yes, Mistress."

	"You keep him locked up like that all the time?"

	"Only out in public," she smirked. "He has work to perform."

	"You ever let him out of that tube thing?"

	"Oh, sure. I make sure ue’s tied down to something big. Don’t want him raping me or something. He gets pissed when I douse his thing in ice and squeeze it back in the tube without letting him blow his nuts, but that’s the life he chose to live. Isn’t it, boy?"

	"Yes, Mistress." There was the barest hint of resignation in his voice. Drunk or not, she caught it.

	"Boy! You and I are going to have a long talk while I cane the shit out of you. You sound like I’m forcing you."

	"No, Mistress. I want this. I asked for this. I accept it." He sounded much more believable this time.

	The older man, feeling his drinks blurted, "Does he do any tricks?" He ended with a hiccup. 

	The woman glared for a brief moment, then continued to show off. "Boy! Give me the key."

	"Yes, Mistress." The key was hanging around his neck hidden by the chains. He had to stoop to get enough slack to lift the key chain over his head. He knelt before her and handed her the key. God forbid he should touch himself.

	She unlocked his chastity tube and pulled it roughly off. The cock that emerged was an awesome sight. Flaccid, it measured at least 10 inches.

	"Boy! Get it up! You have one minute!"

	"Fifty bucks says he can’t do it."

	"You’re on," said the other man.

	"Boy! Turn around! You ain’t gonna get a piece of white ass so quit lookin!"

	With three seconds to spare a black ramrod reared between his legs. He turned back, proud of his accomplishment, only to incur the wrath of his Mistress. "You, boy! You don’t hear good. I said turn your black ass around. My caning hand is tingling!"

	Once again he turned. The younger man reluctantly paid up the bet he lost. He tried for the last word. "I’ll bet you this new stew can make him come in five minute’s or less. She’s got a natural cocksucker’s mouth."

	"In a pig’s ass. He can go a month without coming!" she snarled. "Boy! Turn around! Your betters are talkin to ya. Can you last five minutes in that gal’s mouth?"

	Boy looked at me with a mixture of frustration, need, lust and icy fear flushing over his face in rapid succession. "Yes, Mistress." Was there a hint of concern in his voice? The woman missed it as she slugged down the last of her drink and waved for another. I had my own doubts. I wasn’t even sure I could open my mouth wide enough to get that massive head in.

	The test didn’t come for almost half an hour as the three argued over the amounts bet, a side bet that he could last 10 minutes and another round of drinks. Lisa and Linda had their hands full keeping everyone’s glass full.

	At last the argument ceased, or at least subsided. Everyone was agreed on the rules. My work was cut out for me. I had to make him come in five minutes or I would have to service the two female slaves for the rest of the night.

	Boy struggled over to me, fighting the load of chains, which suddenly seemed heavier.

	He of course was cold sober, denied any alcohol by his cruel Mistress. The only thing I had going for me was the probability that it had been weeks since his last orgasm, so he would have to depend on willpower alone to keep from filling my mouth.

	I about pulled a jaw muscle getting the head in, barely. I started sucking and I could feel an immediate response. I was getting a little elated when the woman upped the odds. "Boy, you come and you will live in a box - a small box - until hell freezes over."

	I could feel that monster head - which was all that fit in my mouth - shrivel at the sound of her voice. The older man spoke up, to me, "You fail and I’ll whip your hide into ribbons."

	I speeded up, never taking my eyes off his face. He’d look down and I could feel the head swell. Then he’d look away, concentrating and the head would shrink.

	"Three minutes to go."

	I hurried, my tongue a blur, in and out of his piss slit, around and around the head. I showed him my face, my most lustful expression and he began to crumble.

	"One minute to go."

	I jammed the head as far back as I could get it, blocking the entrance to my throat. There was no way that I could get it any further down. I did the unthinkable, raking my teeth along the top and bottom as I pulled away. It reached something in him and with a roar he let loose, spurting six or seven gobs of semen into my mouth.

	The ‘Time’s up’ was an anti-climax.

	The woman was livid. She’d not only lost her bet, she was faced with what she felt was open rebellion from her slave. She swore and called him a dirty name under her breath, then screamed at him, "Boy! I warned you! It’s the box for you!"

	Then the argument as to the bets started all over again. Linda used the opportunity to back my cart out of the cabin and safely under the counter, where I was hidden and hopefully forgotten by the three drunks. They told me afterwards that the woman asked where I was and to get her a whip, but she was so drunk by this time that she forgot it a few seconds later.

	Her slave had to carry her to bed and Linda and Lisa and the two blond slaves helped carry their masters in to bed. In seconds loud snores were coming from the three cabins. The slaves curled up in the chairs in the main cabin and they finally let me out of the cart. I was a wreck and it didn’t help a bit when Lisa said, "Oh, it’s usually worse than this."

	When we landed at the castle, I stayed in the background, but other than curious looks none of the three seemed to remember anything of the previous night.. The Black grinned at me for an instant, but that was the only indication of what had happened.

	-0-

	Glen had been busy while Lavina was talking. His hand was light as a feather, but virtually every exposed bit of skin south of her chin had faint scratches criss-crossing and swirling about. Lavina was filling the scratches with sweat as fast as Glen could make them and every burning scratch pushed her a fraction closer to another mind-boggling orgasm.

	Lavina was eating it up. Even the instructors had never treated her in this fantasy-answering manner. She decided she was in love with Glen and wanted to be his permanent slave. Anyone who could take her straight to her impossible dreams and make her like it had to be the best Master in the world.

	At the moment there was a much more pressing need. "Master, please allow your slave to come?"

	"You tell a good story. You may come at my command, without penalty."

	His finger was on her clit again. Hadn’t it always been there? He pressed, twisted, pressed. "Come."

	A four alarm repeat of the earlier event left her breathless. She had to breath to ask for a second pressing need.

	"Master, I need to piss.

	"Of course."

	Glen opened the stocks, releasing her. She looked at him expectantly. He looked at her, face bland. She walked to the bathroom, head up, a smile on her face, mentally counting the barbs that were pushing into the soles of her feet.

	The bathroom door was an obstacle. The round knob was nearly impossible to grip with her copper gloves. She finally exerted enough pressure, at the expense of her hands, to turn the knob. She left the door open, certain she could not do a repeat on the smaller inside knob.

	"Master, I can’t wipe."

	Grumbling, carefully loud enough for her to hear, he slipped off the bed and walked in. She looked up at him, scared that she had earned some more punishment. He grumbled again as he reeled off some paper and as she spread her legs he dried her.

	She lifted herself to her feet and walked back to the bed as if nothing was amiss. Glen took the opportunity to relieve himself, after some trouble getting into position with his half -hard cock.

	When he came back she was lying with her limbs and neck in the opened stocks. He eyed her up and down and joined her on the bed.

	"Master, would you enjoy a slave fuck?"

	"Sure. Let me get the stocks out of the way."

	He reached for the stocks, but she stopped him. "I have a new version. The stocks are part of it."

	"You’ll kill yourself."

	"Try me, Master."

	Shaking his head, Glen reached for the stocks again, this time locking them, holding her ankles, neck and wrists. "It’s your funeral," he muttered.

	Lavina turned her head carefully. The sky was turning bright in the east. "It’s the dawn of a new day. Fuck me, Master!"

	He was rock hard. She was dripping juices. They met somewhere over the bed. She bounced, meeting him stroke for stroke. He rode her, meeting the thrusts that were meeting him. She was pushing him upward as hard as he was pushing down. They came, together, grunting and yelling in their ecstacy, supremely satisfied.

	While they recovered, Glen slowly unfastened the restraints that Lavina had suffered without complaint. He still couldn’t believe that she could use the stocks as springboards to bounce like a rubber ball. He was sure there would be blood. There was, but only scant traces. There were numerous red dots where studs had pressed without breaking the skin. The only serious damage was on her feet, where her weight had been enough to wound her but here too there was nothing serious.

	When he removed her belt, she sighed, drawing a deep breath for the first time in hours. The metal removed revealed a belt of red dots across her belly and above her hips around to her spine.

	Lavina was more certain than ever that this was her one love. She even opened her mouth to beg, but hesitated, uncertain of his reaction. A little later she realized it would have been a bad move.

	The announcement came from the cockpit, "Prepare for landing."

	


Chapter 62 -- At Last, the Castle

	With the landing announcement Lavina immediately switched from the seductive slave to the all-business flight attendant. She shucked the slippers and gloves in an instant, belying their apparent tightly locked status. With quick, but subservient questions she learned which clothes to lay out for Glen. She packed his bag again as he pulled on his shorts, then aided him - actually dressed him, tying his tie like she had been doing it all her life.

	He was ready when the final warning to the cabin crew crackled on the speakers, strapped snugly in his chair in the main cabin. All three of the redheads fluttered around him before taking their jump seats at the last second. The landing was butter smooth, the transition from air to earth without the slightest bump. Glen was used to applauding a good landing, but felt rather self-conscious doing it alone.

	The plane taxied swiftly to the large terminal building. Looking out the window he could see workers assembling a jetway. For now he would have to go down the stairs.

	Dr. Saslo waited at the foot of the stairs, smiling up at him as he came out the cabin door. Kneeling beside him on a small pillow was yet another redhead. From what he could see of her face with her head bowed she was at least a 13 compared to the matching 11 or 12 ratings of the three flight attendants. The fact that the first four slaves he encountered were redheads was not lost on him.

	Dr. Saslo greeted him with an embrace. He asked about the flight and seemed pleased at Glen’s expressed satisfaction. Then he turned and with a sweep of his hand he presented the kneeling slave. She prostrated herself on the tarmac kissing his feet as she caressed them with her manacaled hands. When she knelt up on her pillow Glen noted the sparkle in her eyes before she bowed her head.

	The girl spoke clearly, "Master, Becky is your slave while you are here. Slave Becky welcomes you to Castle Bond. Slave Becky is a pain slut so she welcomes your harshest discipline and most stringent bondage."

	Glen merely nodded to acknowledge the offer.

	Dr. Saslo pointed out, "Your slave will serve your every possible need. She knows where everything is and who is in charge in each area so she will be able to guide you to any possible point of interest."

	With that he turned to the waiting limo. The female driver, clad only in a hat stood by the open door, ready to assist. Becky had picked up her pillow and followed behind, crawling in when the two men were seated. She knelt on the floor between them, eyes down, waiting for orders.

	Glen was feeling the first signs of jet lag so watching the new sights took all his interest. The big car turned from the airport road onto the main road to the castle, sailing through the checkpoint where the guards stood at attention. Everyone in the castle had been altered that the new boss was coming so they were on hand - as many who could excape their duties - to watch the one-car parade go by.

	As the castle loomed, Glen caught a glimpse of something unusual about the decorations surrounding the main castle gate. He slid open the sun roof and got a good look. Hanging from decorative arms on each side were matching cages, sized to hold a human body in close embrace. Both cages were occupied, the two captives looking mutely down at the arriving guest.

	He bent down and commented to Dr. Saslo, "Tough duty."

	"More like punishment. The two slaves performed the poorest in their training classes yesterday, so today they serve as appropriate decorations. Becky here can tell you all about it. She spent a week in the left hand cage after she flunked out of our flight attendant school. However, she passed her pain slut and pleasure slave training with the highest marks. Perhaps the incentive..."

	Becky remained silent, eyes down, but a trace of a flush crept over her face.

	When they reached the inner courtyard the limo made a wide sweep, stopping near the front end of the line of staff members awaiting them. Dr. Saslo announced Glen to enthusiastic applause. Then he walked him down the receiving line, greeting each of fifty employees by name, their job title and brief personal history. Glen did his best to memorize them as they went along, but was somewhat overwhelmed by the large numbers. He was used to remembering client names, a practice that stood him in good stead in this case.

	Dr. Saslo, well aware of Glen’s problem, assured him, "You’ll have plenty of opportunities to learn names and jobs. I’ve trained the staff to introduce themselves at each contact, until there’s a sign of recognition. Your real estate training will certainly help on that score. How about some breakfast?"

	Glen wasn’t sure he could handle food, but he agreed. The dining room was five star quality. The head waiter and the chef waited at the door to greet them. As they were guided to their seats Becky appeared - without her pillow - and knelt by the table at Glen’s left.

	Dr. Saslo ordered pancakes, "A taste I acquired in your country." Glen settled for a fruit plate. He looked at Dr. Saslo for guidance.

	"She eats from your fingers for your entire stay. Don’t forget too often to feed her. She would rate serious punishment if she reminds you she is hungry. She also needs your permission for anything that she does. I know, I promised you the pick of the castle slaves, but I took the liberty of picking Becky for you since she is so well versed in the castle operation."

	As the finished, Dr. Saslo, observing the obvious signs of jet lag, and correctly assuming that Glen had had little if any sleep, ordered, "Go to bed and sleep it off. There are some pills on your night stand that will alleviate the symptoms. Becky will lead you to your quarters and I’ll join you for breakfast in the morning."

	Becky rose and handed Glen her leash. "Follow me, Master, please. It is better than ordering you to turn left or right." She led him from the dining room, across the main hall and into the north wing. "This will be where you and your slaves will be housed." She opened a door from the hall and allowed Glen to enter first.

	Glen chuckled. The room looked like a cross between a sumptuous bedroom and a torture chamber. Hooks and ring bolts were everywhere - floor, walls, ceiling - and around the base pf the four-poster, canopied bed. Chains, leather straps, shackles and manacles decorated each corner of the California King bed, no doubt imported as most Europeans had never heard of either a queen or king size bed. The bed was so big that it required an additional double set of restraints in the middle at head and foot, to accommodate two bodies.

	The morning sun was shining in the windows. Becky turned on a light, then closed the shutters and shades on the windows, cutting off every ray of sunshine. With the light out it would be pitch black in the room.

	Becky undressed him, carefully hanging his suit and tie in the big walk-in closet. Several suits in his size already hung there, along with shirts and ties and large underwear drawers. The clothing reeked of money. He guessed thousands for the suits only to find his estimate far too low.

	He walked to the bathroom and started to shut the door. A small hand stopped him. She grasped his flaccid cock and pulled him gently to the toilet, the seat already up, then held him, directing traffic as he hurried before erection set in. He entered the shower, shadowed by his slave. She soaped her body, especially her breasts and then washed him by rubbing all over him. That brought up his  erection in a hurry, despite his desire to go straight to sleep. Finished, she dried him, raising his receeding cock stand again with the silky soft towel.

	For the first time since boyhood, his teeth were brushed for him. Becky flossed them over Glen’s sleepy protests, then held a glass with rinse for him. A second glass and the pills followed. Slightly refreshed he let her guide him back to the bed She pulled a shackle and chain from beneath the opposite side and snapped the lock on her delicate ankle.

	She knelt. "Master your slave has ignored your wishes by arousing you. She begs permission to wear a punishment collar for the night to remind her of her place."

	Curiosity aroused, he nodded permission. With a rustle of chain links she walked to a cabinet and brought out a massive collar. She handed it to Glen, who almost dropped it, surprised by the weight. He examined it, finding the interior lined with dull pyramid studs. They were designed to irritate, abrade, annoy and bother the wearer, rather than puncture or tear the skin. He closed the collar, closed the lock and gave her some orders.

	"You are to attend me as I sleep. I want you to caress me without arousing me to put me first to sleep and then to maintain my sleep. Waking me for anything but a fire or revolution, or allowing me to wake with a stiffy will earn you all the pain you can handle."

	"I will obey, Master."

	Glen laid down on the bed and she pulled a sheet and light blanket over him. Outside, the air had been sultry with humidity, but it was fresh and dry in the bedroom. Glen noted the delight of unexpected air conditioning even as he closed his eyes. He felt her hands, touching him, sliding up and down his arms, across his chest, and then he snored. Becky continued, as ordered, her caresses gravitating into a deep bone massage that loosened the kinks of t he long flight. She rolled him over, dreading, but not waking this very tired man.

	He slept the day away and well into the night, his internal clock a ruin. She brought him a drink of cool carbonated water which woke his taste buds. When he expressed interest in something to eat she unmasked a microwave behind a cabinet door and made him a miniature pizza, which she was allowed to share. She went about her work without complaining, despite the 20 pounds of steel wrapped close around her neck. He offered to remove it, but she refused, quoting, "A punishment aborted is a punishment lost."

	Glen drifted back to sleep. Becky cleaned up the tiny kitchen and then returned to the bed, resuming her caresses, careful to give his cock and balls a wide latitude in hopes of avoiding arousing him. She knew that like most men he would wake up hard, but rather than concerning her it aroused her in turn, leaving her panting from contact with his skin. She would welcome any kind of punishment from him. She had no way of knowing that he had a string of slaves at home who felt the same way about him. She knew there were slaves, and a wife-slave, but that had been all she had been told.

	At four in the morning Glen woke, his head somewhat dull, but otherwise feeling refreshed. As expected he was stiff. He swung back the covers, pointing for Becky’s benefit. She barely suppressed a grin, confident in her correct assessment of his sexual prowess. She immediately suggested a punishment, another of the slave fucks he had received on the plane.

	Feigning exasperation, he complained, "What is it with you redheads? Always want a slave fuck, always when it’s going to hurt. With that big collar on you could break your neck."

	"Master, if it breaks my neck, so be it. We slaves have nothing. If we can give the gift of our body responding to Master’s body, that is our reward. We thrive on pain, so we expect it in everything we do. We thrive on bondage, and this is an expression of our lust to be restrained and to be pain sluts. Chain me, Master and bend me to your will!"

	Suiting action to her words, she threw herself onto the bed, her arms and legs outstretched, inviting the waiting steel. Glen shook his head and leaned down, closing the shackles on her ankles, then over her, dragging his cock across her belly as he locked the manacles on her wrists. The control beside him pulled the chains taut, they in turn pulling her limbs until there was no slack anywhere.

	He put a pillow under her head. She looked down across the edge of her collar, noting the stiff thimbles on her breasts, seeing the dripping cock that was poised above her. She gasped with excitement, certain she would fail to hold her orgasm after the first impaling stroke. A vision of her delicious punishment for coming without permission only added to her tension. It was coming, a foregone conclusion. She was mastered, in every sense of the word, helpless to avoid her fate. She felt the head, pushing at her labia, slick-sliding the shaft into her depths. She came, screaming "Master!"

	She levered her body up, her back arched in an impossible curve, her neck pressing her weight in the collar, meeting him so hard they both grunted with the effort. She bounced, meeting his  rhythm stroke for stroke, ramming his cock into her bottomless pit, yet finding bottom, somewhere deep inside her, making her come again. The steady drumbeat dragged her climax into an endless agony of excitement that was too much to bear. She screamed in his ear, nearly deafening him. She began to babble, "Whip me, I’m coming! It’s forbidden, but I came. I came and came again. Punish me. I am an undisciplined slut. Use me. Tie me in knots. Chain me. Fuck me, Fuck MMMMEEE!" With a wail of indescribable guilt she screamed through a multiple orgasm that never ended. She beat upon his chest with her body, driving her tender breasts into hard muscle until he came, draining his newfound energy.

	Exhausted, both lay side by side. Becky wanted to touch him, caress him, but her chains were unyielding. She closed her eyes to relive her big moment and in seconds she was snoring as loudly as the Master beside her.

	-0-

	They woke in total darkness. Glen felt for the lamp and turned it on. He looked down at the slave beside him, taut, but limp. He leaned over and kissed her. She woke, a leftover climax rippling through her body as she realized what had happened. Glen quickly released her and she padded to the bathroom to assist him, carefully wiping his cockhead as he finished. She washed him with her body again, brushed his teeth and rinsed. Glen looked at the clock which showed a few minutes before ten.

	"We’re late.  I was supposed to have breakfast with Dr. Saslo."

	"Not to worry. He rarely eats before ten or eleven."

	"Anyway, dress me and let’s get to the dining room."

	The dressing took precious minutes but it was not quite ten. Since only Glen needed clothes it went faster than expected.

	Glen had barely been seated when Dr. Saslo walked in. "I didn’t expect to see you before noon, or one. Did you get a good sleep?"

	"Plenty, even though Becky tried to break every bone in my body. That’s one fine piece of ass."

	Becky, finding herself the topic of a crude remark, shifted ever so slightly, her face faintly colored. She was used to being discussed as if she wasn’t present.

	"I assume she came without permission? Her greatest fault."

	"I lost count. She will be doing some counting of her own." The threat added a little more color to her face. Nobody asked for her opinion, but she would have said, "Well worth it!"

	As they ate, Dr. Saslow outlined a schedule for the afternoon, ranging from visiting the Security area to a tour of the outer wall and the lake. Glen asked if he would come along, but the doctor begged off. "I’ve got three job interviews this afternoon so I’m stuck."

	


Chapter 63 -- Inspection

	Glen decided to tour Security first, estimating it would take the time before lunch, then go out and look at the wall. Becky handed him her leash and led him out of the castle to the Security building.

	When they entered the lobby, Glen was faced with a large sign that was impossible to miss. "Security Area / No slaves beyond this point." He was tempted to pull rank and ignore it, but Becky put her hand on his arm, risking censure, to tell him, "Master, they mean it. The slave gets an automatic month in the discipline barracks and the resident or guest may be banished from the castle."

	"In other words, more punishment than even a pain slut can endure."

	"Yes, Master. I’ve never been to the barracks, but there are stories on the grapevine that make me shudder."

	"That’s a surprise. I thought a pain slut would look forward to a vacation in the barracks."

	"Master, I thrive on pain, but even my body has limits that I have little or no control over. I have no desire to destroy my vocal cords with a month of constant screaming. One of the slaves smuggled a tape out. It made my flesh crawl listening to it. I only heard a few seconds before they pounced on her and confiscated the tape."

	"All right. You stay here and I’ll take the tour." Glen looped her leash into a locking hook and turned to the woman standing waiting behind her desk. She was fully dressed, he noted, indicating she was not a slave.

	As he stepped forward a door opened and the head of security walked in. Glen had met him in the receiving line and remembered his name. "Ralph, thanks for setting up this tour on short notice."

	Ralph led him into the hall. The door closed behind them with a loud click indicating it was securely locked. They walked a short distance and Ralph put his thumb on a sensor. Recognized, the door slid open. They walked into a darkened room lit by the glow of hundreds of color monitors. The views constantly changed every few second. Even a quick glance caught scenes ranging from the dungeon to private bedrooms.

	Ralph spent several minutes explaining the system. "We use a camera in every room along with special motion sensors. Certain movements first attract a camera and then sound a warning signal. If someone is beating a slave we know it by the second blow. If a slave is attacking a Master we know that. Our biggest secret is our response. We have jets that can fill a room with an odorless, colorless gas that will immobilize everyone in the room in five seconds. For big rooms we have concentrated gas jets so any one part of the room can be flooded. We’ve only used the system three times but it was effective in each case. The effect only lasts a few minuets, more that enough time to get our rapid response teams to any point in the castle or the village."

	"I can see why you don’t want any slaves in here," said Glen. "Any problems recruiting people to monitor these?"

	"The pay is quite good and we provide housing and other perks, including use of the slaves."

	"Male slaves for the women?"

	Ralph chuckled. "They get their choice. Most want a man, but there is a lesbian or two."

	"Are you using female slaves to do the excavating under the castle?"

	"That isn’t my area - come under the Labor Department - but most of the work is being done by a chain gang of men, loaned to us by the Government. The work is plenty tough enough to qualify as ‘hard labor.’"

	Glen mentioned that he was going to be inspecting the outer wall after lunch. "Have you had any problems?"

	"Nothing significant. We’ve had two incursions, both at night, cameras with night vision equipment. We were at the wall to greet them, to their considerable surprise. We put them in a holding cell right at the wall and ‘held’ them for a week. Then we turned them over to the Government, which turns a simple trespassing case into an illegal border crossing. The word on that got around fast and we haven’t been bothered since."

	"Dr. Saslo said the National Prison is to be avoided."

	"Amen to that. I say the same thing - I don’t even want to tour it, let alone be incarcerated in it."

	As they finished up, Ralph escorted him to the door. He took in the waiting slave. "You enjoying Becky?" Glen nodded, waiting to see which way the comment would go.

	"She’s a hot piece of ass, besides being one of the smartest slaves in the compound. She can find her way blindfolded to any spot in the area so you’ve got a top notch tour guide, with a lot of fringe benefits. She’s smartened up considerably from when she first arrived."

	Becky kept her head down but the two men could see she was listening intently to their conversation. They shared a grin at her expense. Glen unlocked the leash and Becky trailed him out the door.

	Waiting outside was the armored scout car. Ralph pulled a blindfold and ear plugs from his pocket. "You’ll need these for your slave. We don’t want to give away our secrets out there."

	Glen put the blindfold on Becky and stuffed her ears. The plugs wouldn’t block all sounds but would make it very difficult to understand conversational level comments. Silently she let herself be lowered into the cramped space. Glen was invited to ride in the turret, standing up to get a better view.

	The scout car’s six wheels gave them a ride like pitching over swells, slowly bobbing up and down as it sped toward the outer wall. They reached it in a few minutes. The commander handed him a pair of field glasses. Glen searched the empty area beyond the wall. Nothing out of the ordinary was visible. Cameras on the posts near the car were moving slowly back and forth getting a panoramic view of the areas inside and outside the fence.

	They started up and followed the wall for a mile until the road branched off, aiming toward the lake. They pulled up to a stop at the marina. At the end of the pier a large white yacht was tied, with the crew busy with last minute details. Glen could read the name on the stern - "Castle Bond."

	Glen turned at a sound and saw Becky being lifted up out of the scout car. The commander grinned at Glen. "With your permission, we have a little surprise for you." He nodded toward Becky as they removed her blindfold and ear plugs. Glen held his hand out, offering her.

	One of his men led Becky toward the boat. She glanced back at Glen, who was in deep conversation with the commander. A few minutes later there was a shout from the bow of the boat. The Marina manager came up and led Glen onto the boat. They walked him forward to the bow and the manager leaned over, looking down. Glen’s eyes widened momentarily as he saw Becky, spreadeagled across the prow - the perfect figurehead - and exactly as he had fantasized as a boy. He wondered momentarily if he could get access to her to complete his fantasy, but decided to leave it for another time. He did note that there were permanent bronze fittings that she was lashed to, so she was by no means the first to adorn the castle yacht.

	With a deep rumble the motors began turning. Lines were cast off and the boat rapidly gained speed, heading out into the lake. Glen gripped the rail, watching the water froth up, burying Becky to the waist. If she dared, she’d probably give him the devil for her unexpected bath. The swell of the water at least partially completed the fantasy making it easy to believe she was a mermaid pinned to the bow.

	Lunch was served on deck. Glen made a mental note to feed Becky later as there was no easy way to get food to her. The only thing lacking was the tang of salt on the lake breeze.

	They docked as Glen and the others finished lunch. Glen walked back to the bow and watched as they backed a small boat in below her and lifted her bodily off the bow. He could see that she was shivering as the water was not all that warm. She was given a towel which she used only to dry herself. She returned to Glen’s side and knelt.

	The limo was waiting for Glen. He climbed in the back and Becky knelt at his feet. "Master, what else would you like to see?"

	"I’d like to tour the castle. All I’ve seen so far are my bedroom, the dining room and the great hall."

	The limo swept through the guard gate and back into the castle without pausing. When they got out, Becky handed him her leash. Glen shook his head. "Either leading or following is awkward. Let’s lose the leash." He unlocked it from her collar and stuck it in his pocket.

	They spent the rest of the afternoon exploring every nook and cranny of the castle. In the office wing Glen recognized several of the men who had greeted him. The operation of the different offices was much the same. A male was in charge. Most of the workers were female slaves. In a couple of highly specialized jobs there were more men and even a woman or two fully dressed.

	Glen suspected and confirmed that losses to attrition were being replaced with slaves with the special skills needed, avoiding having to hire specialists. Eventually the workforce would be more than 95 percent slave. Several of the managers indicated they were building a backlog of potential candidates for their job openings. All of them were looking forward to the expansion that would become necessary as more residents were signed up.

	As might be expected Glen spend some extra time with the real estate department. The staff was working on their licenses, necessary to do business in the country. An efficient slave gathered Glen’s information and typed it into her computer against the day he began working.

	That thought caused some self searching. He found himself acting like he already was in the job. He was being treated with the respect he would expect at General Manager, although nobody but Dr. Saslo had any inside information on his decision.

	Certainly Becky was treating him like the boss. He still wasn’t sure whether she treated any guest like that, but it stroked his ego to have her doing so many intimate things for him.

	Becky directed him to the basement dungeons. A modern elevator carried them down, right alongside the massive stone steps that had been worn by a thousand feet.

	The dungeons were straight out of the history books. The Inquisition could have moved in without a ripple. At first glance it looked like every torture museum and dungeon in Europe and Asia had been robbed and brought to Castle Bond.

	Most were true antiques, hundreds of years old. A few were copies of irreplaceable relics whose owners refused to part with them. Some of the chains looked like they were hand hammered centuries before the birth of Christ.

	Interspersed were rooms that were strictly modern. Stainless steel bondage tables, vibrating probes, electrical apparatus, all there and much more. Yet, the dungeon master spoke of his want list, more often growing than declining as word came of old or new that he didn’t have.

	Becky bent over a whipping bench, looking back at Glen expectantly. He obliged her, picking a waiting whip from a dozen on th wall.

	"You will count, thank me and ask for another, harder. Move a hand or a foot and a dozen are added. You came without permission this morning, did you not?"

	"Yes, Master. Please whip me."

	She followed his orders to the letter. As the tenth approached she hesitated, wanting the extra twelve but afraid to ask. Glen read her like a book.

	"One extra for hesitation. The term is ‘very hard.’"

	She yelped with pain. That one really hurt.

	"Do you really want 11 more, each one harder than that one?"

	Becky hung her head, knowing her desire defeated. "No, Master."

	"On your feet!"

	She stood, hurriedly. The lesson: "Don’t mess with the boss." She wanted to rub her sore ass, but Glen was having none of it. He didn’t believe in coddling slaves.

	"Show me the chain gang."

	Becky opened a door in the dungeon wall. To Glen it was like stepping into Dante’s Inferno. Dusty light bulbs barely penetrated into the gloom. Ahead were bright lights. They walked toward it. Becky used the darkness to hide a hand rubbing her welts. Her wrist was caught in an iron grip. "Don’t mess with the boss."

	As they sideled around a massive pillar the scene unfolded before them. Standing along a dirt bank were a dozen male slaves, shackled to a long chain that was locked to a ringbolt in the floor. Each had a shovel or a pick. Several males were not chained. They were operating wheelbarrows, hauling the dirt ot a conveyer belt which lifted it out of the basement. In charge of  them were half a dozen female slaves. Each wore a colored belt, signifying their authority. Becky described them, "The females are slaves from the Labor Department, as indicated by the green belts. They have certain perks, sort of like the trustees in a jail. The other departments have different color belts."

	"Who assigns where they work?"

	"The female slaves? That’s a matter for personnel. The recruiting department finds them - women who are into bondage primarily - and then they review their work history, give them a batch of tests and assign them accordingly."

	"Looks to me like the men could easily overpower the women."

	"Master, there are several safeguards. For one, their chain is locked to a ringbolt and the lock is remotely controlled so they can’t steal the key. The security cameras will catch any overt move before it gets out of hand.  There probably are some other protective devices we slaves are not aware of, but if you will notice in that locked room there’s a slave on watch. She controls an electrical jolt to the chain that will knock them down like a taser. The men on the wheelbarrows have an electrode up their ass that will knock them flat if they move away from the barrow or toward one of the girls."

	"Besides, they are meek as lambs. Being here instead of the National Prison is like escaping to paradise. If they screw up here they are sent back, their sentence begins over again and I’m told they get castrated."

	"I guess I’d toe the line too. I’ve been hearing a lot of negative reaction to that National Prison. What’s your perspective?"

	Becky shuddered. "Master, it’s a true hell on earth. I talked to a slave who served a six month sentence. She was whipped - like you whipped me - three times a day, every day. For staining her mattress the whippings were changed to hourly. They woke her up every hour at night and whipped her. They did things to her she wouldn’t even talk about. They wouldn’t release her until she swore never to reveal what had happened to her. Somehow they found out that she had talked to me. They came and arrested her and took her back with a five year sentence. They threatened me with the same sentence if I even mentioned her."

	"So, I need to protect you from arrest, is that it?"

	"There are some other problems, so you’ll have some negotiating to do with them. The castle swings a lot of weight with the government, so you’ll have to use it to protect all of us.

	


Chapter 64 -- An Evening in the Dungeon

	Dinner was pleasant. Dr. Saslo discussed everything that Glen had seen and talked about. Glen was making sure that Becky had an ample supply of food to make up for the skipped lunch.

	Dr. Saslo had several suggestions for the following day. Subtly he led the conversation to give him an opening to ask the crucial question, "Will you take the job?"

	Glen had been expecting the question so his answer was ready. "So far, from what I’ve seen, yes. That’s conditional, based on what I see during the rest of the week."

	"That makes me a happy man," Dr. Saslo beamed. "You’ve managed to see a majority of the place in one day. That energy will stand you well in the job."

	"I had a good guide, with a lot of pertinent information. I haven’t seen the organizational chart yet, but I can see you’ve accomplished a lot in a short time."

	"Yes, and I expect you to double it in the first six months."

	"That’s a big bite. I don’t know if I want to work that hard."

	Glen grinned, signaling that he was joking. Becky, kneeling with her head down, failed to catch the grin and began worrying.

	"Anything over that figure and you’ll be in line for a substantial bonus."

	"That I can use."

	Dr. Saslo raised his glass, "A toast to the new GM."

	"A bit premature, but... just a bit." He clinked his glass with the doctor’s and drank it down.  Becky was confused for a moment but relieved that he was saying yes. This was a man who could master her anytime as far as she was concerned. Her mouth actually watered as she considered his ability to make pain an aphrodisiac. She was already certain it was addictive.

	Glen invited the Doctor to his quarters, but Dr. Saslo again begged off, citing a delayed interview and other paper work. "Besides," he added, "you have a slave that needs attention."

	Becky remained rigid, not acknowledging that she was the topic of conversation. She had felt Dr. Saslo’s whip - a far different feeling than when Glen had whipped her - and she was anxious not to elicit his wrath.

	The men said their good nights and Glen accepted Becky’s leash as she handed it to him, confident he could lead the way back to his suite. She noted the new confidence and heeled him gracefully.

	She undressed him and washed him in the shower as always. She clothed him in lavish silk pajamas with a matching robe. Once in his recliner she knelt before him, a somewhat odd look on her face.

	Glen read her face. "You may continue to speak freely."

	A broad smile wreathed her face. She was certain he could read her mind. She dropped her head, subservient. "Master, a slave is happy that you are taking the job."

	Glen chuckled, touched by her remark. "Doesn’t anyone in this place understand ‘conditional’ or ‘probably’?"

	"Master, this slave recognizes the ability to manage, with knowledge and concern for their employees, or slaves. You have that ability and more. The castle is lucky to get a man of your caliber for the job."

	"That, after you got soundly thrashed in the dungeon?"

	"That as well. I have been whipped many times. You are the only one to make my pain erotic and make me sincerely wish for more, and more. A pain slut learns to judge the hand that holds the lash. Your hand is different than the others. You hurt like the others, but there is a subtle difference. A pain slut likes that difference."

	"You hesitated, on the whipping bench."

	"Yes, Master, and I was suitably punished. I was trying to decide if I should ask for the extra 12, even though I hadn’t earned them. I dreaded your wrath for making you appear too gentle with me."

	"You’re trying to tell me you would have enjoyed a dozen more, but not at the ‘very hard’ level." His comments were couched as questions, but were simple statements of fact instead.

	"Master is very perceptive. A slave is already addicted to his whip."

	"You may not appreciate my other talents as much."

	She neatly evaded him. "A slave has no choice or say in her punishment."

	Glen made a mental note. Becky would find evasion expensive, later.

	-0-

	"Master has not interrogated his slave."

	The statement jolted Glen out of thoughts of his slaves at home. He looked at Becky, one eyebrow raised. She barged ahead, sure she was on dangerous ground. "This slave is told you are an expert interrogator, getting any information you want."

	"SOME-body is a big blabbermouth." He shook his head and grinned wryly. "There’s no stopping a well organized grapevine."

	He reached out and grasped Becky’s jaw in his big hand, pulling her toward him, eye to eye. "Just why does a pain slut wish to be questioned?"

	She tried, hard, to drop her eyes, but Glen had them locked to his, denying her a hiding place. "Master, a slave knows more than she should. The slave needs to be tested for ulterior motives, for loyalty and the ability to keep her mouth shut."

	Glen stared into her eyes, searching for truth. "And?"

	"A slave wants... begs... to be hurt by the Master’s hands that hold her a willing prisoner."

	"A certain slave is guilty of deviousness, as well as evasiveness. Listing the main reason last is not likely to get you on your Master’s good side."

	"Master, I am sorry. A slave’s thoughts are conflicting in her head from the powerful effect you have on this slave."

	"So, a slave thinks it necessary to make a visit to the dungeon."

	"Yes, Master, but there is no need - unless Master wishes it - to go to the dungeon. There is a fully equipped room right here in your suite."

	She led him to a door at the end of the hall. It opened to a miniature edition of the basement dungeon, but seemingly packed with as much equipment as the larger room. Miniature was perhaps a poor descriptive term as the room was at least 75 feet long and almost as wide.

	Becky knelt just inside the door. Her ankle chain made a metallic noise as it came to rest on the stone floor.

	"Stay." Glen wanted to explore for himself  before satisfying his slave’s urges. He examined each piece of equipment with care, rummaged in all the drawers, opened all the cabinets and tried several of the whips. Becky watched, even more sure that she was in expert hands. She resisted the urge to caress the jaw muscles that he had held so tightly. Her chained hands remained motionless on her thighs.

	He returned with something of leather over his arm. As he drew closer, Becky recognized it as a single glove. She flashed a vision of arms tight behind her as Master did horrible things to her rampant breasts. Master had other plans. He removed her manacles, then roped her arms together at wrist and elbow behind her back. The black leather slid sensuously up her arms, trapping her fingers as tightly as the wrists just above.

	Heavy straps curled through her armpits, crisscrossed her chest and locked behind her neck. Glen paused a moment to admire the view. The glove did indeed force her breasts into offered prominence. They tempted, just as Becky imagined, but Glen was on a mission.

	He grasped her leather-covered arms and led her into the room, her ankle chain whirring and snapping as she walked. He stopped where a chain hung from a recess in the ceiling. She eyed the chain, the light dawning as he turned her back and brought the chain hook up to meet the ring at the end of her glove.

	The chain moved upward, to a silent winch. Becky stared into the distance, feeling the tip of the sleeve curl upward, following the chain as it rose. She unconsciously raised herself on tiptoe. Realizing it she cursed herself for anticipating the coming event.

	The leather bent at her fingers, moved upward, her fingers, hands, wrists and elbows bending and lifting from her now bent back. Her body flattened parallel with the floor. Her arms reached a 45 degree angle beyond which flesh and bone could not bend. Still on her toes, she felt her weight lessen on them. A moment later, her toes left the floor, closely followed by the loop of chain between her ankle shackles.

	Her ride into the sky seemed endless. The winch neither slowed nor speeded, carrying her full weight hanging from her backward racked arms.

	Her head lolled until she learned to support it. She knew her neck muscles would quickly tire, but a vestige of pride demanded her head be upright.

	A whip curled around her ankle, snagging her chain.

	"Ankles apart! Keep the chain tight."

	Obediently she snapped her legs apart until the chain was taut between. The odd though struck her that she had never been whipped about her ankles before. Her body was already rebelling. She could feel the hurt spreading from her shoulders, while several muscles served notice that they were not about to keep her legs apart indefinitely.

	Glen checked everything and then wandered off, looking at more of the equipment that filled the room. Becky already regretted her rashness. The pain in her shoulders spread rapidly down her arms. Even as it lanced through her she realized she could barely feel her fingers, lost somewhere in the crumpled leather.

	It kept intensifying. She moaned. Regretted it. Bit her lip. The next moan shattered her defenses, loud in the silent room. Glen glanced at her. Slowly he returned.

	"In the old days, you would be pulled to the ceiling and allowed to drop several feet. You talked, or they repeated it until you did. Tough on the shoulder sockets. Quite a few got dislocated, never were any good as arms after that. But they talked, just like you are going to talk."

	"I will talk. Tell you anything you want to know."

	"Indeed you will." He tapped her ankle with the butt of his whip. She jerked, pulling apart, hurting her arms with the movement. His face was at a level with her knees. He could see the slick coating on her thighs.

	"They would hang weights from the legs if a confession wasn’t immediately forthcoming."

	"Master, I will talk! Anything. Anything you want to know."

	"This must be doing some good. It made you remember your manners."

	"Yes. Master. I will talk."

	"At my whim you can spend the night dangling from the winch."

	"Master, I beg of you. Ask, and I will answer."

	"I think we are beginning to get somewhere. A slave must be put to the torture to learn the true facts."

	"Master, please!"

	Glen touched the slickness, transferred some to a rock-hard nipple. The slave was getting off on the pain.

	"Your name?"

	"Becky, Master."

	"Your full name." He sounded annoyed.

	"Becky Mansard, Master."

	"Education?"

	"UCLA. Master."

	The questioning went on and on. Glen was in no rush. Becky wanted it over, but the questions kept coming.

	"Are you working for someone else, or are a member of any anti-slavery group?"

	"No, Master," she wailed.

	"Do you talk about things with the other slaves that you learn while on escort duty?"

	"No, Master."

	"Are you working for someone inside the castle?"

	There was a long pause. Glen thought she might have fainted.

	Then a faint, "Yes, Master."

	"Who?"

	"Dr. Saslo, Master."

	"Why?"

	"Master, he is doing an intensive background check on you and he wanted information on your reaction and comments. Your likes and dislikes."

	"No sinister reason?"

	"No, Master. I would tell you if there were."

	"You didn’t have to tell me this."

	"Master, you underestimate the effectiveness of this torture. From now on all you need to do is mention it and I will stand on my head to please you."

	"Are you, or will you use your position to brag, or get extra perks?"

	"I brag a little, Master, but only to the other slaves. I don’t tell them anything about you or the other Masters or Mistresses."

	"Who will you tell of this episode in the dungeon?"

	"No one, Master. I remind you that a security camera has been trained on us. Dr. Saslo will have seen the tape when he meets you for breakfast."

	"What have you forgotten to tell me?"

	Becky tried hard to assemble her jumbled thoughts. She could think of nothing. "I haven’t forgotten anything, Master."

	"You are loyal to Dr. Saslo. Are you now loyal to me?"

	"I cannot serve two Masters. My loyalty to Dr. Saslo is important. I took a vow to serve him. I cannot break that vow. If he gives me to you, then that’s different."

	"You have not lied? I believe the penalty for a lying slave is three months in the Discipline Barracks for the first offense."

	"No, Master, I have not - dare not - lie to you, with or without torture."

	Miracle of miracles, she felt the chain she hung from start to drop. In a few moments her toes touched the floor and her weight gradually transferred from her arms to her legs. He stopped there and walked in front of her. He lifted her face.

	"Horny?"

	"Master, I’d fuck a flagpole after that stint."

	"Think you can take care of this?" He opened his robe to reveal his rigid cock fully extended through the flaps of his pajamas.

	"With great pleasure, Master."

	Glen’s hand dipped into the pajama pocket. He held a glittering object close to her face. She got her eyes focused and recognized the unquestioned nastiest nipple clamps in the castle. She wriggled in her bonds in silent protest. Glen ignored her and with the other hand coaxed one nipple to an even greater erection.

	


Chapter 65 -- Promotion and a Shopping Trip

	Becky’s bondage adventure was by no means over when Glen came in her mouth. Glen removed the single glove long enough to remove the ties on her wrists and elbows and then replaced it, taking up a couple of notches in the strap. He attached a short chain from her ankles to her collar, keeping her in her bent over position, leaving the nipple clip chain to dangle beneath her breasts. Grasping the end of the single glove he walked her to his bedroom. Becky was panting with arousal by the time they got there.

	As they walked, Glen reminded her, "That was a bit of interrogation. You still have a charge of evasiveness and deviousness. That is likely to take up the rest of the night."

	The promise of more pain was almost too much for Becky. She stopped, orgasm at the ready, only to burn as a whip appeared in Glen’s hand. She jumped, jerking the nipple chain, and followed meekly, her panting louder with every step.

	Glen sat down on the bed as Becky knelt before him. "Slave, you are charged with deviousness and evasiveness. How do you plead?"

	Without hesitation Becky spoke, softly, "Guilty, Master."

	"Louder."

	"GUILTY, MASTER!"

	"Since you have just been interrogated, I’ll waive my right to torture you to obtain a full confession. Lie on the bed."

	Becky jumped to her feet and positioned herself on the bed, arms and legs spread. Glen went to the foot, unlocked one ankle and transferred the chain to a locking hook on the corner post of the bed. He looked at Becky, lying partly on her side. He made a twirling motion with his hand. She rolled onto her back, most of her weight on her imprisoned arms. Glen got onto the bed, kneeling between her wide flung legs. He fastened her loose leg to the center chain, making her totally helpless.

	-0-

	"Your slave looks well fucked this morning." Dr. Saslo didn’t bother to glance in her direction, knowing she would blush.

	"She had a bad night. I caught her spying. Then there were a couple of other matters."

	"So I noticed. As she told you, I saw the tapes this morning. The strappado will make a wooden post talk."

	"She is totally loyal to you, as you also saw."

	"Her work is done. I have all the information I need from this and other sources. You pass with flying colors."

	Dr. Saslo paused while he chewed a piece of head cheese. "It is our custom to give a gift to a new executive. The paperwork is already done. You now own slave Becky."

	It surprised Glen. "I’m honored. I’ll send her down to sign the papers sometime today. I am also appointing her as my personal assistant."

	"That of course qualifies her for a red belt, the only one of that color in the castle." Dr. Saslo chuckled, anticipating his own joke. "Of course she still is not able to visit Security."

	"I don’t think she’ll have time to mope about that. I have a lot for her to do - in or out of bed." The two men smiled at each other, relieved that a tacky situation had been solved. Becky’s only acknowledgment of her new status was the faintest of flushes on her upper body.

	Although Glen had half expected that Becky would be given to him, it was still a surprise and posed new problems for the soon-to-be General Manager. He already had a string of slaves at home. Just how they would take to a fresh addition to their group - and a slave who outranked them at that - was a bridge soon to be crossed. To Glen it was not a serious problem. His philosophy was, "You tell slaves what to do, or not do and they obey, or else."

	They would have to be moved to the castle and housed. He knew there were supposed to be rooms for them in his wing of the castle, but Becky hadn’t shown them to him yet. He decided to change plans slightly.

	"Becky, go to personnel and get the paperwork done and bring back your belt. I want you back by the time we’re finished eating."

	Becky was already half way to the door, her ankle chains a blur, her "Yes, Master" trailing over her shoulder. Her head was in the clouds as she skipped along, excited beyond words by her sudden transfer of ownership. She wondered if Glen knew that Dr. Saslo had never before sold or given one of his slaves away.

	Not only that. She was now Glen’s personal assistant. She knew very well what her duties would be, but it brought her into constant contact with her idol.

	Idol. She blinked, never having brought that specific thought to mind.

	She was breathless when she raced back into the room, taking in the table at a glance, where several bites of food remained. Gathering herself to a sedate slave pace she walked to Glen’s chair, dropping at his feet to her belly, holding and kissing his feet. Mutely she held the red belt out to him.

	Glen stood up. "Rise."

	Becky scrambled to her feet. Glen watched her face as he tightened and locked the metal belt around her slim waist. The look of adoration peeped through a smoky haze of arousal. Glen knew instinctively that his new slave was one step from climax.

	"Do you accept me as Master, accept this honor, making you a slave above other slaves?

	"Yes, Master!" she breathed.

	"You are now my personal assistant. As such you will be aware of secrets and other sensitive information. Do you swear to refuse to reveal to any other person the knowledge you gain from this post?"

	"I swear, upon my life, Master."

	Glen dropped to one knee. He motioned to her foot. She lifted it into his hand, snubbed by her ankle chain. He unlocked the chain and then she lifted the other foot and he removed the chain, leaving the shackles on her ankles.

	"As a visible sign of the significance of the red belt, your feet will be free. However, the shackles will remain on your ankles as a reminder to you that you are always one breath away from returning to full slave status. You will signify your total acceptance of me as your Master by kissing my feet again."

	Dr. Saslo was full of surprises. When Glen finally said, "Enough" and Becky jumped to her feet, the doctor grabbed her in a bear hug and kissed her fervently on the lips. He whispered in her ear, "I will miss you." She whispered her thanks, realizing her life was changing rapidly, in unexpected ways.

	-0-

	The head of the real estate department met them with a golf car for a tour of the village. He pointed out some of the original ambience, including a huge fountain that looked almost prehistoric. The streets were freshly paved, although the alleys retained their original bricks or stones. From the exterior the houses all had the look of a typical European village with lots of stonework and plaster. Inside, as George guided through the first of the houses, they were 21st Century new, Stainless steel kitchens, with matching appliances, HDTV in the living rooms. Just by walking through the door you went from the 16th to the 21st Centuries in a single step.

	There was a mixture of sizes, ranging from an overgrown bachelor pad to those with four, five or even six bedrooms. Glen made a crack about bringing along all the wives, which drew a laugh from George.

	"We leave it up to the resident as to just how his or her slaves live. They can have a private bedroom, or be housed in the basement. Leading the way he went down the stairs and entered the private dungeon, a scaled down version of Glen’s. Along the wall were four cells, actually oversize cages, matching the number of upstairs bedrooms. There was room for a table, a cross, a stocks and some well stocked cabinets and drawers.

	"With all that there’s not much need for the big dungeon."

	George shook his head. "The residents just get warmed up at home, then head for the dungeon for some serious bondage. The big dungeon is already in constant demand and I understand that it will soon be necessary to reserve the equipment you plan to use."

	Becky, oddly enough was acting as if she had never seen a dungeon, poking into everything. The two men stopped talking and watched her. She became aware of the silence and straightened up, feeling guilty. Glen chuckled indulgently and they went on talking.

	"I noticed that most have two car garages. Do you expect that many with cars?"

	"The space is figured on a car and a golf car. Even if they don’t play, they will probably use the electric cars to get around the village."

	"How’s the course coming?"

	"They have the clubhouse and the first nine holes finished. The second nine is done next week and the last 18 in another six weeks."

	"I’ll have to remember to bring my clubs."

	"We already have a league that plays Friday afternoons. You will be welcome as a member."

	"Back to business. What are you charging for the houses?

	"That of course depends on size. The bachelor pads go for $60,000 and the six bedroom ones are $250,000."

	Glen whistled. "Man, that’s cheap! How can we afford to let them go like that?"

	"The board pulled a lot of strings. They got the materials to remodel at a steep discount from the Government and even a grant from the Natioal Historical Society. They were tickled to death that we were leaving the exteriors - tile roofs and all. The biggest saving though was on labor. We got some outstanding carpenters, electricians and plumbers out of the jail. All we had to do was feed and house them."

	"How soon will they be finished?"

	"They have about 50 houses to go. They should be done next month."

	"I’m going to give some orders like I already was the General  Manager. Get the ad department to whip up some ads, saying the low prices will end at the end of next month. Warn that after that prices will increase from 35 to 50 percent, due to the heavy demand."

	"Yes, Sir. I’ll get them right on it. The demand is actually rising sharply as our word-of-mouth ads are getting more and more response."

	"I assume I have a desk somewhere, but I’ve yet to see it. I’d appreciate it if you would prorate that increase across the house sizes and have a draft on my desk before I leave on Friday."

	As they drove, George pointed out the President’s house, easily the largest in the village. He added. "The President has at least 20 slaves, here. Nobody knows how many he has in his home up in the mountains."

	The next stop was the shopping mall. As they drove up Glen spotted the name of a well known European food chain on the big box at the end. Built back to back along a wide corridor, they could have been walking into the Mall of America. Every conceivable type of store was there. Glen decided you could buy anything except perhaps a car or a plane. He asked Becky to remind him to see about a car dealer. He was about to add an electric car dealer but the next store in line was exactly that.

	A whole section was set off as the bondage area. It even had a big iron-barred door at the entrance. Here, as in the rest of the mall, a few shops were open. The rest were boarded up, waiting for tenants. There were signs on life as there were workmen everywhere. Almost all of them were from the National Prison.

	The stores that were open drew a crowd. The first store they came to had an open front, the sign naming it as the best source of steel restraints.

	Lined up in front of it were a dozen slaves, each chained to a ring in the floor. Each was demonstrating a particular piece of bondage equipment. The first slave had her hands cuffed in front of her, but there were at least 15 pairs of cuffs locked on her wrists and arms.

	The next straddled a long leg spreader, her ankles bent sharply at the ends, standing on six inch heels.

	The third hung by her wrists, separated in a steel strap that was hooked to a winch. Becky was excitedly examining each slave, touching them to feel their arousal through her fingers. Glen held her leash but gave her all the slack she wanted.

	Number 4 was the chain girl. Loops and strands of chain circled her, hung from her collar, restrained her hands and kept her feet hobbled.

	Directly in front of the cash register, the next girl was sightless, her head in a small tight cage that barely accommodated her, A metal bar was locked into her mouth, forcing her jaw down so she drooled constantly. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Becky, mouth open, rubbing her thighs together. He looked around and noticed several in the crowd were watching Becky, rather than the demonstrators.

	Glen unobtrusively shortened her leash, drawing her to him. In a low voice he reprimanded her. "You’re making a spectacle of yourself. You will be suitably punished tonight."

	Becky was panic stricken. So soon she was in trouble again. She knelt at Glen’s side to try to placate him. "I’m sorry, Master."

	Glen moved on to the next girl. She was standing with her legs  spread, an odd device of rods attached to her ankles and just below her knees. He glanced at Becky. "What is that rig?"

	"Master, that is called a Spanish trapezoid." It is designed to make it difficult for the slave to walk and running is impossible."

	"If I locked my personal assistant onto one of those, what would she do?"

	"She would wear it proudly, a public gift from her Master."

	"I’ll think about it. Be warned."

	"Yes, Master."

	The next girl was locked tightly in a chastity belt. She turned for  inspection, showing the tight wire that bisected her ass. Becky looked at the unhappy girl and then into her Master’s eyes. "Please, Master, not that."

	"Be warned." Becky gulped and was silent.

	Beyond her was a girl locked in a yoke, her arms stretched to their limits, her neck surrounded by the steel collar. Glen reached out and touched her erect nipple. She suffered the touch, unable to move her hands to protect her breasts and unwilling to challenge the right of a Master to touch her anywhere. She really wished he would touch the other one.

	The ninth girl was perhaps the most unfortunate of the line of slaves. She was modeling a cruel punishment device. It was made in the shape of the letter ‘Y’ The spreading arms surrounded her neck, while the heavy base hung down her back. Across the arms a metal rod crossed under the girl’s chin, forcing her head up and back. The device jiggled with her slightest movement, rubbing her neck and gouging her chin.

	The 10th slave was rigid. Both her arms and legs were encased in steel tubes locked variously to her wrists and ankles. They were tight and allowed no flexing or bending of her limbs. She was made to walk in a tight circle looking half robot, half woman.

	Next to her was a slave who looked like a fugitive from Darkest Africa. She wore a dozen locked collars, looking much like the brass hoops that the women of one tribe wear. Glen examined the collars, remembering that he had to collar Becky at the first opportunity.

	Last and forlorn, a slave leaned against an angled sheet of plywood. She was attached to the board at the ankles, thighs, wrists, elbows and at the neck by massive U-bolts whose threaded ends were secured behind the board by large wing nuts. She was able to move only her fingers and toes and lived in constant fear that she would slide down the board and choke on the bolt around her neck. A last bolt straddled her head, with a bar to which a ball gag was attached.

	Glen jerked Becky’s leash slightly. "Which one of these don’t we have, either in the dungeon or my suite?"

	"All of them are there, Master, except the head cage, which has to be individually fitted. If you wish to buy one it will be delivered to your suite."

	"Order one and let them measure you. It is to be tight."

	"Yes, Master."

	Glen watched as the cashier slave, wearing a brown belt, made the measurements and then spoke into a microphone. The rear door burst open almost immediately and a slave came running with the cage. She fitted it on Becky’s head and looked in Glen’s general direction for his approval. He stuck a finger in through the steel straps. It was tight. He nodded. Becky gave delivery instructions. Her red belt had been noted and the two slaves fawned over her, promising delivery in less than an hour. Both studiously avoided eye contact with Glen. They already knew.

	 

	


Chapter 66 -- New Office

	Closing time for the Mall was almost there so Glen decided to cut short their inspection and return the next day. They found a box containing the head cage on a table. Glen wondered aloud how it got into the apartment.

	"Master, you have a cook, a butler and two maids to take care of your suite. They are trained to remain out of sight, which is why you haven’t seen them. Probably the butler accepted delivery for you."

	A note was attached to the box. He read it, pausing when he reached the words, "No Charge."

	"Call the vendor and tell him we either pay for it or return it. I’m not about to accept a bribe before I even sign up."

	His anger cooled slowly as Becky made the call. She reported, "He apologized and will have a bill on your desk by morning."

	Glen grunted. "Already testing me, trying to see how far they can go."

	"Master, it’s time to dress for dinner. Dr. Saslo has invited the department heads."

	Glen showered and then allowed Becky to dress him in the formal suit and tie. Finished, he walked over to the table and opened the box. "You embarrassed me in public today. You need a lesson in curbing your horniness to the proper time and place. An inspection trip is not the place to exhibit your hormones."

	"Master, a slave begs your punishment for her lack of control."

	Glen held the head cage up, admiring the workmanship. He glanced down and noticed there were more pieces in the box. He grabbed a handful and laid them out on the table. Each one seemed more terrible than the first. They were metal gags in a variety of forms, the most unpleasant of mouth-stuffers. Both remembered the face of the girl with the plain bar in her mouth, drooling uncontrollably.

	"Pick the one you would least like to chew on. Your choice will affect the severity of your punishment."

	Becky didn’t like the looks of any of them. She wavered between a studded tongue depressor and a bar with a spiked ball. Reluctantly she picked up the ball and handed it to Glen. He held it before her eyes and tested one of the spikes, almost drawing blood from his finger. She visibly winced as he pressed on the points.

	Glen opened the cage, flipping the face mask upward on its hinge and opened the collar. He installed the ball, redundantly locking it in place, since once the mask was in place there was nowhere for the ball to go. He closed the collar, then the hasp at the bottom of the mask. An overlarge padlock was furnished to finish locking her head in the bands of steel. A sharp stud screwed through the frame, pressing upward on her chin.

	"Kneel up."

	"You will kneel beside me at dinner. You will not make a sound, you will not move. You will hold a cup at your mouth to catch your drool. Disobey and you will be rewarded by more pressure to close your mouth."

	"Embarrass your Master again and he will visit you in the Discipline Barracks often enough to ensure that you remember your stay very vividly. You no doubt have heard on the grapevine the details of some of the ‘special’ treatment for disobedient slaves. You, as a ranking slave will endure ‘extreme’ treatment. Pain slut or not, you will not find the slightest thrill of arousal in what they will do to you. Understood?"

	With difficulty she nodded. Movement hurt. The automatic response curled her tongue into the ball, its sharpness reminding her she was gagged.

	As a final touch he removed her leash from her collar and attached it to the ring at the top of her head, a signal to all who saw her that she was undergoing punishment. It was a little thing, but it stood out in the life of a woman whose days were spent totally naked at the pleasure of any Master who saw her.

	Becky heeled him, barely able to see between the steel straps that hugged her face. The pull of her leash on the top of the cage made it move, accenting the spikes that filled her mouth. The stud pressing her chin moved with every step, climbing from a minor annoyance to a major discomfort. The torture was subtle, but effective. Becky was making new vows of obedience to herself with every fresh breath.

	Dr. Saslo greeted him as two more men walked up, adding to the three already near the table. More came through the door in the next few moments, completing the dinner party. Dr. Saslo pointed at Becky. "Is there a problem?"

	"Nothing I can’t handle. She decided to outdo the exhibits at the steel shop. Rubbing her thighs together like she hadn’t been fucked in a month. She’s touring the Discipline Barracks with me tomorrow, to get a preview of the next level. "

	"Hmmn, unfortunately slaves are not allowed inside. We get enough exaggerations from the ones who are sent there."

	"With all due respect sir, this is a special case. I was publicly embarrassed by a ranking slave."

	"I can’t promise anything, but I’ll see what I can do. Would you settle for blindfolding her?"

	"Reluctantly, yes. I’d rather show her what could happen to her, but listening to unexplained sounds might do the trick."

	"Fine. Right now it’s time to eat."

	-0-

	The dinner went smoothly. Dr. Saslo detailed Glen’s conditional acceptance of the job, to applause. The diners remained at the table, talking about the operation of the castle. Glen had a lot of questions and each department head in turn was quizzed. All seemed to know their jobs. Glen brought up the orders he had given on pricing the houses. There was a general tide of agreement as they could readily see the advantages to speed up sales.

	Becky would have given an arm or leg for a speedup and an end to the conversations. She dutifully listened to all the comments and responses, knowing she would be expected to put them into a computer file for her Master. Her concentration was being steadily eroded by the cage. Her cup of drool was more than half full, but she dared not swallow. Trying had cost her punctures in her upper jaw and her mouth was in flames.

	When the meeting at last broke up, Dr. Saslo repeated his promise to try to get Becky into the barracks. "Do your best," was Glen’s response.

	He lifted Becky’s leash, pulling her head upright. "On your toes," he ordered. She tiptoed from the room and across the main hall to his suite. He directed her to the bedroom and onto the bed. He secured her ankles and then looped her manacle chain and the head cage chain over a hook above her head. He left her, lying flat without a pillow, to ponder her fate, while he amused himself with a selection of tapes taken from the security system.

	When he came back he was nude. He walked into the closet and got a fresh pair of pajamas. Then he joined Becky on the bed. His fingers soon wandered to an erect nipple which he mistreated for several minutes before moving to her other nipple. Her breathing became noisy as he skillfully took her mind off the cage and continued his erotic mauling of her nipples. When her hips began to dance he took off the pajamas and knelt between her legs.

	"You did a good slave fuck in the stocks. I expect an even better one. I will be disappointed if your mouth doesn’t suffer. I don’t like to be disappointed."

	He let the statement fill her mind as he slowly leaned forward, using her breasts as anchors, his stiff cock piercing her like a hot knife into butter. He reached bottom. She contracted all her muscles and tossed her body and his into the air. She lifted again, meeting him as he came down. Unconsciously she clenched her jaw and had to stifle the scream of pain.

	She stayed with him to the very last, feeling his juices spurt into her depths, then she climaxed again and again as he continued to meet her in midair. At last he stopped with a groan. She matched it, sated for the moment. Her mouth and tongue were on fire. Glen unlocked the mask and collar. Lifting her with one arm he pulled the cage away, allowing the ball to come out of her mouth. It dragged across her lip, leaving a trail of red lines. She winced, and winced again as the stud scraped across her chin.

	Glen reached in the drawer and pulled out a flashlight. He shined it into her mouth. Red dots were everywhere. Two were seeping thin crimson. Her tongue was swelling. Satisfied, he grunted and turned off the light. "Do you have something to say?"

	She tried twice to form words. The third time she croaked, "A slave thanks you for punishing her and showing her the error of her ways." She swallowed painfully. Glen got up and got a glass of water. He fed it to her in short sips. She smiled through her pain and croaked her thanks.

	-0-

	Dr. Saslo didn’t appear for breakfast. Beside Glen’s  plate was a note.

	        "Work is piling up on your desk.

	        Dr. S"

	A not-too-subtle hint, but Glen realized he deserved it.

	Concentrating on other matters had left no time to inspect his new office. At the moment his concern was Becky. She had a near-terminal case of sore mouth. She very gingerly ate a soft egg and several cups of coffee. Glen had inspected her again and found most traces of the spiked ball were gone, but the soreness remained.

	With breakfast out of the way, Becky directed him to his office. He opened the door, which already had his name on it! The outer office was impressive. Glen was impressed. He couldn’t recall a client with this opulent an office.

	Guarding the door to his inner office was a tall thin slave with almost black hair. She wore a brown belt to match her job as receptionist and clerk. She prostrated herself and kissed Glen’s shoes. "Master, I am Jeanne, your receptionist and clerk."

	Glen walked into the inner office. There were two desks, one of which took the eyes away from anything else. It was a masterpiece of wood, stone and chrome. The other desk, a fourth the size, matched on a much smaller scale. The slave, also a brown belt, came out from behind the desk, heels clicking on the parquet floor. She sailed to the ground to kiss Glen’s feet and introduced herself as "Sara Mae, your personal secretary."

	He called Jeanne in from the outer office and lined the three slaves up. "Raise your right hands and repeat after me:" "I, slave ............... swear that I will never reveal any of the information that comes in or out of this office to anyone, for any reason, pledging my life to my Master."

	Satisfied, he sent Jeanne back to her desk and he walked behind his desk, discovering a well padded recliner-style office chair.

	Sara Mae hovered over him, anxious to please. He sifted through the foot high stack in his In Box and told Sara Mae how he wanted each handled. A small handful went onto the bare expanse of his desk. Once the pile was sorted he reached for the small pile, which required his personal attention. Three required phone calls. Two more were dictated to Sara Mae, who could write shorthand faster than he could think. The last was a real problem.

	He sent Sara Mae to get Jeanne, and replace her for a few minutes at the outer desk. Jeanne came in, her face showing stark fear.

	He tossed a document onto the desk in front of her. It was a Security report.

	"You just took a loyalty oath, but you had already violated your  provisional oath when you were assigned to my office. You were taped bragging about your new position, working for the General Manager and talking about a relationship with me that was pure fantasy. Do you intend to violate my loyalty oath the way you violated your provisional oath?"

	Jeanne was on her stomach on the floor in a flash. "Master, a slave admits her fault. It will not happen again."

	"To insure obedience and as punishment for your serious lapse in judgement I’m assigning you as an inmate of the Discipline Barracks for seven days. You will make arrangements with the pool for your temporary replacement. You will also relinquish your brown belt for a period of three months."

	For a long moment the only response was Jeanne’s sob. Finally she forced out the words, "Master, a slave thanks you for her punishment."

	The other two women stood in place. Both wanted to comfort Jeanne, but neither was willing to risk censure or possibly even punishment for encouraging her.

	In five minutes Opal, the replacement, arrived. While the three watched he questioned her, "Have you spoken to anyone about your temporary appointment here?"

	"No, Master. I had no time."

	"You will take a loyalty oath, as the others did."

	He administered the oath and sent her to her new desk. He nodded to Sara Mae and she called Security. In less than five minutes two security guards arrived and took Jeanne into custody. One unlocked her manacles, then chained her wrists high behind her shoulders. They removed the brown belt and gave it to Glen. "No privileges of rank in the DB," one remarked. Glen looked pointedly at Becky who immediately flushed. This was much too close for comfort.

	Jeanne was made to knee walk to the waiting electric car. She was seated and promptly locked in a cage that encircled her upper body. The motor hummed and the car disappeared around the corner.

	Opal took it all in, mouth agape. It was the first time she had ever witnessed an arrest by Security. She had heard the many stories of the Barracks, but only half believed them because of the outright cruelty with which inmates reportedly were punished. Now, she wasn’t so sure.

	Although Glen was upset that he had a discipline problem before he was even sworn in, he was pleased at the opportunity to teach both Becky and Sara Mae a lesson that would warn them away from similar lapses. Women were born to gossip and he recognized that it was a serious problem in a highly sensitive job like his. He was anxious to convince both of them that it was in fact a problem, not innocent back fence ramblings.

	There was a discrete tone, which Sara Mae recognized as the phone. She answered and then pointed to Glen. He punched a button and found Dr. Saslo on the other end. "I pulled some rank for you. The compromise is that you can take her through the ‘special’ area but since she is a candidate for the ‘extreme’ area  she will have to be blindfolded and of course restrained when you go in there. But, you’ll find the ‘special’ area is scary enough to make her straighten up."

	Glen was watching Becky as she knelt out of the way. She suspected she was the topic of the call and felt Glen’s eyes on her, although she dared not look up.

	Dr. Saslo queried, "Is your new office to your satisfaction?"

	"I could play polo on this desk. Rather large."

	"To fit the man and the job. Nothing but the best. Are you Okay with your staff?"

	"I had to send the receptionist to the DB for a week. She’s a blabbermouth - or was. I expect a week will change her attitude. Sara Mae is a peach. Must have been hard to recruit with that much experience."

	"Oh, we’ve got two or three others in the pool that are equally as talented. Personal secretaries burn out pretty rapidly so we keep a good reserve stock. They are, for the most part, true gluttons for punishment. Sara Mae for example likes to be strung up and whipped at least once a week. We’ll take care of it if you’re ‘tied up’ but I assume you’re ready to charge back her typos."

	Glen laughed. "I’m always available to relieve tension and stress."

	"I’m sure she hasn’t shown you your private dungeon. It’s the door on the right hand wall. She probably needs a touching up for neglecting her duties. Get her off on the right foot, and all that. Oh, and the walls are soundproof."

	"Thanks. I’ll check into it." Glen hung up the phone, stood up and stretched. He ambled away from his desk, gradually aiming for the door Dr. Saslo had identified. Sara Mae had been busy but she caught his movement out of the corner of her eye. Glen reached the door and as expected, it was locked.  He also expected Sara Mae to be watching him. He looked straight at her and crooked his finger. She took two steps toward him, then remembered the key. Glen was tapping his foot in seeming impatience.

	She hurried to the door and after a second’s fumbling found the keyhole. He swung the door open to find a small, high-ceilinged room. Two chains hung from concealed winches. A diagonal cross took up most of one wall. The other walls were loaded with equipment, one wall appointed for whips, quirts, slappers and other swingers.

	"You were supposed to tell me about this. I’m told you look forward to a weekly session. Shall we have it right now to convince you not to withhold information from your Master?"

	Sara Mae was torn in two directions. She seriously wanted to be whipped, but she was reluctant to admit that she had shirked her duty. Still, she knew she was guilty so she really had no choice. "Whatever pleases Master."

	It wasn’t the answer he wanted, but it would do. He lashed her wrists to the chain and raised her to tiptoe. He selected one of the upper tier whips, confident that she could take it. He held it before her eyes, watching them widen, calculating. He pressed it to her lips for a kiss, then made her lick the entire lengh.

	"In your job, if you know something you tell me. You assess it, classify it as truth, rumor or whatever. You do not withhold any information. If you are horny, you tell me. When we are finished you will tell me why and how you want to be punished and I will see about accommodating you."

	The first lash crossed her ass cheeks like a red hot wire. She made hurting noises.

	


Chapter 67 -- The Discipline Barracks

	A very chastened Sara Mae emerged from the small room some time later. She started to sit down at her desk, but thought better of it and remained standing. The welts of her punishment were clearly visible. Glen emerged right behind her, getting a bird’s eye view of the damage he had done. He was not pleased. His chair wasn’t even warm and he had already disciplined both his staff members, as well as Becky.

	Opal was almost hiding behind her desk in the outer office, scared to even breathe. She had managed to set off a panic attack by convincing herself that she would be the next to visit the little room. She had been assigned to a job earlier where the staff was routinely whipped every day and assumed she was in a similar situation.

	Becky was in nearly as bad shape. The fear that she felt from the other two women was getting to her. She had already felt Glen’s wrath and was under the gun with Glen’s threat to send her to the Barracks as well. Today’s visit loomed, inducing her own panic attack. What if Glen decided to leave her there?

	Glen spent a few minutes getting acquainted with his desk, opening drawers and checking out the state of the art computer. He was well aware that Sara Mae was watching him like a hawk, ready to jump to fill his slightest need. He found the telephone directory, which listed every department and the name of the department head. Glen made sure it was where he could find it quickly as it contained valuable information to get him started on the right foot.

	Two security guards came in. Opal scurried to the inner office to announce them. They were all business, quickly spotting Becky, kneeling in the corner. "Is this the prisoner?"

	Glen started to explain, but decided to make it realistic. "Yes. I will accompany her."

	Becky was hauled to her feet. Her manacles were removed and her arms pulled up behind her, almost to her collar. The chain between her ankle shackles was replaced and locked. The guard removed her red belt and handed it to Glen. He laid it on his desk and followed them out to the electric car. Just as with Jeanne they locked her in a cage. Glen stepped aboard and they were on their way.

	One of the guards turned to him. "Normally we take them to the food court in the Mall and rape them in public, but our orders today are to bring you to the Barracks as quickly as possible."

	The driver was taking his orders seriously. The car was moving at top speed and in a moment the siren wailed to clear the street ahead. Becky endured the stares of people as they passed, certain that they knew her fate. However, the sight of a restrained slave, locked in the cage was common enough to attract little more than passing interest. Slaves who saw her would have a different perspective. "There, but for the... "

	As they rolled up to the main door Glen spotted two hanging cages on either side of the door, just as at the main gate. These cages were distinctly smaller and tighter than those at the main gate. Between them was a sign - "A slave in pain is a willing slave." Below it was the name - "Discipline Barracks" - that struck fear in every slave’s heart.

	The guards opened the cage and lifted Becky bodily onto the ground. One of the men produced a clamp which he forced into Becky’s nostrils, then closed it on her septum. She winced, crying in protest, the pain bringing tears to her eyes. The guard snapped her leash onto the clamp and tugged. Becky’s eyes flew open as the clamp tightened. She stumbled in her chain trying to take the pressure off her sensitive nose.

	"I’m Dwight, the warden of the Barracks." The man greeted Glen as he walked into the room. They shook hands. "Dr. Saslo tells me that you have warned your slave that because of her rank she will get the ‘severe’ area. We don’t allow slaves to visit either section, but the doctor asked me to make an exception for you, since you will be the General Manager. I see my men have already restrained her. As you know, she will have to be blindfolded."

	Glen thanked him. "I appreciate your making an exception. I don’t normally pull rank but this was a special case. She is my personal assistant and I need total loyalty and absolute obedience. I had to send my receptionist down here this morning."

	"Jeanne?"

	Glen nodded.

	"She’s already been publically raped by the guards and gone through indoctrination. I’ll point her out as we go through."

	"This should make a good object lesson for this one."

	Dwight agreed. "I’m sure seeing the inside of the ‘dreaded’ Barracks will make her toe the mark. Before we go in there are a few things I need to explain. Each slave is assigned a trainer. He is responsible for the slave at all times. He will train the slave at once to beg rape, beg punishment and learn to use the key words ‘harder’ and ‘very hard’."

	"The slave is forbidden to have an orgasm from the moment she comes through the door. We make the inmates specify their punishments and then beg for them. As you can imagine this has a tremendous psychological effect on them. For instance, we make the slave knee-walk to the wall, select a whip, crawl to her trainer and offer it to him with a plea to use it on her. They also learn to thank their trainer for the slightest thing, but especially for any punishment they give her. A serious punishment calls for a blow job or other sexual favor as thanks."

	Dwight motioned one of the guards over, and Glen handed him Becky’s leash.  The guard shortened the chain until there was less than a foot between his hand and her nose. She sidled toward him to get some slack but got her nose jerked sharply for her troubles.

	Dwight pointed to the guard. "This is the way we handle our inmates from the moment they come in. If they have a seven day sentence, they serve seven full days and nights. There are no rest periods or recreation."

	He pressed a button and the door slid open, revealing a long narrow hallway. Lining it on both sides were slaves locked in a device called a number of names, one being ‘Little Ease,’ another ‘The A Frame.’ It consisted of a collar with a pivoted double bar attached. About a third of the way down, the inmates’ wrists were fixed in a pair of steel straps. At the bottom another pair held the ankles, forcing the slave to spread her legs awkwardly. Locked in the device, the first fifteen minutes were punishing. Beyond that it was torture.

	As soon as they saw the men the yelling began.

	"Fuck me, Master. I’m the best!"

	"Any hole, Master. Please fuck me!"

	"I’m the best cock sucker in the castle. Try me, Master!"

	"Rape ME, Master. Fresh meat!"

	"Chain me to the bed and torture me, Master."

	The were trying to crowd away from the walls and close in on the men as they walked slowly down the line. Dwight shoved them aside with his foot. He didn’t bother to speak to them. They already knew their fate if they failed to connect.

	"How long do you keep them like this?"

	"If they don’t get screwed, up to 24 hours."

	Dwight pulled his whistle out and blew it. The silence was instant. He looked up and down the hall. "Who’s been here longest?"

	Everyone looked at one of the slaves. She nodded her head. "Master, I was the first inmate, the day the Barracks opened. That is nine months, three days and 10 hours."

	"Your sentence?"

	"One year, Master, for attempting to strike a Master."

	"You’ll try to hit him when you get out?"

	"No, Master! I learned my lesson the first day in here. Each day has repeated that lesson. My Master supervises my punishments, ensuring that I am in constant pain."

	Dwight dismissed her with a wave of his hand. The yelling resumed at once.

	"We encourage the Masters to walk through the hall and pick a slave at random, ignoring their own slave. This adds to her punishment and reinforces our hold on her."

	He opened a door. "This is one of our viewing chambers. We provide any possible comfort for the Master as he watches the trainer put his slave through the wringer." He laughed. "As it happens, that’s exactly what is happening to this particular slave."

	The girl was sitting on a triangular wooden beam. "That in itself would have been punishment up to our standards, but her Master wanted more. She literally has her tits in a wringer. There are two rollers which are joined at the ends, with a heavy strap going around her back. The rollers are tied together by figure 8 loops at each end. When the crank is turned on one roller, it turns the other roller, tightens both rollers on her tits and pulls the rollers into her chest, all at the same time."

	"As you can imagine, it hurts something fierce. Here. I’ll turn up the sound."

	The girl we were watching tried to move her head, but it was clamped to the upright to which she was chained. With an effort she opened her mouth. "Please... Master... roll... them... harder... tighter."

	Glen could see her body tense, knowing her pain was about to increase. She was unaware she was being watched. Her only hope of completing her sentence was to obey every rule.

	He glanced at Becky. She was watching with pure horror on her face. Her shoulders wriggled slightly against her bonds as she unconsciously tried to move her hands to protect her breasts. Dwight saw it too. He looked at Glen, silently questioning. Glen nodded.

	Dwight walked over to the kneeling slave. "Up!"

	She jumped to her feet, accelerated by out and out fear.

	Dwight manhandled her breasts, squeezing them between his powerful fingers, slapping her erect nipples. He chuckled, ominously. "We’d have a field day with that pair of knockers."

	Scared to death, Becky tried to back away. The nose clamp snubbed her to a halt, screaming.

	Dwight watched her, a half smile on his face. "This is kindergarten. Wait until we get to the adult area." Becky shivered with fear.

	They were again in a hallway. This time there was a row of cages down the center of the hall, more properly under the center of the hall. Glen looked down to see tiny individual cages. The slave in the first cage had her head pressed tightly against the bars that allowed them to walk on top of the cages.

	Each occupant seemed to be in a different position. All were trying to find some relief from their narrow confines They could not sit up straight and could only lie in a fetal ball. "They are forbidden to lie down, except between midnight and five a.m. We flood the cages at five to give them their bath."

	Glen paused for a moment at the fifth cage. He recognized Jeanne. She was still in the bonds attached to her at the office, with the addition of a gag. "Protested her rape," was Dwight’s laconic explanation.

	At the far end the cage lid was open and a slave with a heavy chain attached to her ankle was head first down into the cage. "Cleaning her cage... With her tongue."

	Glen pictured the damage the concrete would do to a tender tongue and winced at the overly vivid picture. Becky was having mind pictures of her own and she was ready to break away and run. She knew it was not only stupid but the fall out would be catastrophic. She wondered if she could outlast the slave who was the first to come to this place of pain. At this point she was seriously considering suicide rather than to fall into the clutches of the warden.

	In the next room were the inmates ’sleeping quarters, used once they graduated from the cages. At a glance, Becky preferred the cages.

	In one wall there was a series of holes, about waist high. Several were empty. The guard made sure that Becky had a good view, shining his flashlight deep into the tapering hole. Becky felt waves of claustrophobia wash over her. She knew the outcome. She would scream her guts out if the put her in a hole.

	Dwight needed only a glance to confirm his suspicion that Becky was spooked by the hole. Glen was nodding even before the warden ordered her into the hole.

	A cable with a steel band for her wrists was pulled from the hole and the band was bolted to her wrists. The winch gave her no chance to avoid the demonstration. There was no step, so she had to duck her head and lie on the concrete and wiggle frantically to keep up with the implacable winch.

	Glen could see that the hole tilted down at a visible angle. Getting out - with a trainer impatiently using his whip to speed her - was going to be difficult. Dwight explained the tilt. "Discourages them from pissing the bed."  It would, indeed.

	There was more. A hinged wooden plate locked around the protruding ankles when Becky was fully extended in the hole. The plate in turn was locked into eye hooks on the wall, locking Becky in the hole. From the position of her feet she was lying on her stomach. Dwight showed him a monitor attached to a night vision camera that watched her face.

	As Becky felt the wood close about her ankles, joining her hobble chain, she began to panic in earnest. She couldn’t hear the men’s voices. She was certain that Glen had abandoned her or made some secret agreement that she be put through the program. But the fear... She started screaming.

	Dwight smiled, his prognosis correct. This was only one of several tight spots inmates had to endure. Most were in the ‘severe’ area, but that was where she was headed.

	He pressed a button on the wall. A muffled shriek came from in the hole. Becky was being buffeted by high pressure ice cold water. He watched a gauge and when the water was lapping at her chin he opened the drain.

	He unhooked the wood plate, releasing her ankles and with Glen’s help pulled her back out of the hole, scraping her skin raw. "After we drag them out the first time we inform them that they are supposed to turn over on their backs. Gives us a rule violation to punish."

	Becky stood, shivering, dripping water. The guard was holding her short leash again but otherwise she was ignored.

	After her demonstration, Becky pretty much lost interest in the sights and sounds of slaves being punished. She automatically kept her leash taut, seeming beyond pain. She shuddered every time her mind went back to that hole. She felt the whole weight of the building crushing her. She was adamant that they somehow tightened the hole as she was dragged into it. It was without question the worst attack of claustrophobia she had ever endured. The fact that she was in tight bondage seemed to double the effect.

	They stopped at the door leading to the next area. Glen had been watching Becky suffer and decided that she had enough. "I think rather than blindfolding the slave I’ll leave her here."

	"Sure. I’ll fix her up so she will be here when we get done."

	A guard suddenly came through a door, wheeling a cage, Becky was unceremoniously shoved inside and the door was locked, Her leash was clipped to a top corner, forcing her to keep her head up at an awkward angle. She would not enjoy her respite.

	There was no sign on the door or any indication that the ‘severe’ section lay behind it. Dwight opened the door.

	The hall was again filled with slaves. This time each held a whip in her mouth. They waved them frantically, trying to attract attention. Dwight took the first whip and motioned for Glen. He accepted the whip and a seductive "Please whip me, Master. Hard."

	He uncoiled the long whip and wrapped it twice around her torso, the tip slapping at the underside of one breast. She gasped, just short of a cry, "Thank you. Master."

	Dwight set the pace, moving down the one side, slicing each one as he passed. Glen hurried to catch up, matching stroke for stroke. The howls of the slaves echoed back and forth through the hall.

	In the first room they entered, slaves were installing one of their number in a body cage. The slave was squeezed into the tight cage and chained tightly.  The cage included a head cage, even more lethal looking than the one he had bought for Becky. He pictured her being the slave in the cage, expecting loud protests.

	Not here. Protests in this area were brutally suppressed. The slave before them had complained about the bread and water fare, meal after meal.

	"She’s going to spend 48 hours in that cage. Then we’ll haul her out and hang her on the front of the building for another 24 hours. I think she’ll have a much better appreciation of bread and water. "

	The slaves finished, at the direction of the slave’s trainer. The caged girl had nothing free to move. Even her breathing was restricted enough to remind her constantly that she lived only through the mercy of her Master. Glen and Dwight walked up to her as they finished. They watched as a crane was used to lift the cage. It was dropped down into a hole barely big enough for the cage. The winch then lifted a 200 pound cover and placed it over the hole, where it was locked down. Glen could see several covers, so he assumed there were more holes in the floor.

	The next room had a row of cots on both sides of the big room.

	"We discovered a way to kill two birds. The slaves are brought in, chained to the bed and then we let in the male slaves from the National Prison. They get their rocks off and stay happy and we get the big numbers of rapes that are the hallmark of the ‘severe’ section. The inmates are in punishment helmets so they have no idea who is screwing them. Makes the remorse and guilt really strike home."

	


Chapter 68 -- Severe It Is

	As they walked further into the depths of the Severe Section, Glen asked, " What’s the average daily rape count, or don’t you keep records?"

	"Two questions. First, we try to keep the count at five or higher. Second, we keep very detailed records of rapes and forced blow jobs, and every other specific punishment and even go so far as to attach comments by the trainer on the inmate’s reaction in each case. A copy goes to the inmate’s master, or to the pool. We keep a copy so that in the very unlikely event that a slave is returned for a second session, we can home in on the more effective punishments we’ve already  spotted."

	"The reports are also used to select sessions to be recorded and sold, both in the shops in the mall and worldwide through a major porn distributor. The tapes and discs pay for this entire operation and return a tidy profit to the General Fund. And, before you ask, the masters sign off on the use of their slaves and get a free copy for their own enjoyment. The slave’s have no say as it’s right in their contracts."

	"I’ve noticed several pieces of equipment that I haven’t seen before. Do you design and make your own?"

	"We don’t design, but we make suggestions based on our experience and need. We have a contract with the company that has the steel restraint store in the mall. They make them for us at a heavily discounted rate and then they can sell them, and we get a royalty on all their sales. We get state of the art equipment at a fraction of what we’d have to pay on the open market. Have you priced chain lately?"

	"You’re right, it’s been going up steadily."

	They entered a viewing room. In front of the one way glass a slave was bound securely to a massive wood frame. Her head was trapped in a wood-jawed vise that denied even the slightest movement. She had a dental gag in her mouth holding her jaw fully open.

	"Another protester. She thinks we should treat the inmates ‘more humanely.’ She seems to have missed the point entirely."

	As they watched, the slave’s trainer pulled a large scarf out of a pail of water. He let it drip for a moment and then dropped it over the girl’s face. She grunted in protest, but went silent when she discovered that she didn’t have any more air. Her fingers fluttered and clenched. Glen could see the thin cloth sag into the opening in the gag as she tried to draw a breath. The cloth clung to her nose, blocking any air from entering. She tried to cry out, but realized there wasn’t any spare air for her protest.

	The cloth, saturated with water, was virtually impervious to air. The slave could draw a breath through it but only by exerting every bit of her energy. The small quantity of air taunted her. The innocent looking scarf was denying her access to the breathable air around her. She was unable to relax, even for an instant. Once automatic, breathing became a conscious must-do chore.

	The trainer poured water from a cup into the hollow in her gag. Her desperate quest for air aided in her own torture as the scarf was pulled into the top of her throat by her suction. She waggled her tongue, futilely trying to squeeze the water out of the cloth to gain precious air, defeating her own purpose as her saliva stuck to the cloth, literally water-proofing it.

	The trainer poured more water into the hollow. The cloth slipped further into her throat, blocking her air supply completely. She panicked, throwing her body against almost no slack, her fingers visually demonstrating her agony. The trainer, experienced, waited until the last second before jerking the scarf out of her mouth and tossing it into the pail.

	She drew in air in great gasps, noisy in the soundproof room. Her stomach revolted and she barely suppressed the urge to vomit. The trainer calmly watched her, idly playing with one of her half erect nipples. When she had calmed down, almost to normal, he pulled the scarf from the pail, let it drip and dropped it a second time on her face. She mewed in protest, conserving her air, knowing her trainer could keep this up indefinitely.

	The second application was much like the first. An astute observer would have noted the slightest weakening of the quest for air. When the cloth plastered itself on the back of her throat her panic was equally strong, perhaps a bit stronger as her nerves spasmed in outright fear.

	Dwight and Glen walked out of the viewing room. "Some inmates," said the warden, "can survive a dozen of those at one sitting. Most collapse after the third or fourth application. It’s an interesting throwback to the Inquisition, suggested by the inmate’s master. I tried it, as I do all new punishments and I wanted out long before the scarf got to my throat. It’s going to be a regular practice from now on. It’s really amazing how a thin film of water can choke off your air."

	They walked into the next viewing room, to be greeted by a nearly identical scene. The slave was bound as before, head in a vise. This time the slave was wearing a rubber mask. As they sat down the trainer picked up a tube and inserted it in one nostril, shoving a few inches at a time through her nose and down her esophagus into her stomach. He turned a valve and water could be heard gurgling into her.

	He picked up a funnel and snapped it into place in the mouthpiece of the mask, the rubber holding it firmly. The slave made garbled noises, unable to talk with the funnel pressing on her tongue. The trainer picked up a gallon jug of water and started pouring it into the funnel. The slave didn’t have to be told to swallow. She gulped it down, hoping to get a chance to breathe before more choked her. The trainer gave her little respite, pausing only briefly and never long enough for her to fully fill her lungs.

	Glen noticed that her belly was beginning to swell. Before long she looked like her ninth month of pregnancy. The trainer pulled the tube and shut the valve in one quick motion. He continued to pour, accurately gaging any remaining room in her swelling stomach. She coughed and sputtered, fighting the water drowning her.

	The trainer pushed a button and in a moment the door opened and a guard holding a nose-leashed male prisoner came in. The prisoner was blindfolded and the mask covered the girl’s eyes so neither was aware of who the other was.

	The prisoner was guided into position between the slave’s legs and equipped with a condom.

	"She’s nine months pregnant and overdue. Maybe a little rough sex would help, so slam it to her!"

	His hands locked behind him, the man searched with his cock, already dripping, trying to find a hole, any hole into which he could fuck her. Her labia tickled the big plum, outlining exactly where her pussy was waiting.  He fell on her with a grunt, driving full length into her pulsing grotto.

	His weight sent a gust of air out of the girl’s lungs, followed by water that filled her throat. She tried to retreat, to avoid the lunges that were driving water from her stomach up into her mouth, but there was no place to hide. She had an overpowering urge to puke, but with the funnel in her mouth blocking it, the only out was through her nose. She knew better than that.  She had filled her nose once and regretted it for days afterward.

	Dwight explained, "This is another method borrowed from the Inquisition. The inmates can be thankful that we toned it down. The old boys used to cane the stomach to force the water out and put heavy weights on the stomach as well. Like the other version it can be repeated any number of times. This particular slave actually hit a master. She alternates this version with the other one, two times each in a week."

	Sarcastically he added, "I can’t imagine why she doesn’t like this. It takes three of our huskiest guards to drag her in here and secure her. If she ever straightens out, we’re going to punish her for resisting so strongly."

	As they left the viewing room they almost ran into two inmates inching along in their bonds. Both were wearing an elongated version of the Little Ease Glen had seen in the first hall. These had the same collar, elongated at the back to force the head forward. The two diverging legs had the prisoner’s wrists in a steel band and were long enough so the slave could stand almost erect, with another set of bands at right angles at the bottom to hold the ankles. The device forced the prisoner to both remain upright and to walk only stiff legged, swinging the whole frame at each step.

	"Another version of the Little Ease we call the Big Ease. Most of the slaves call them both the A Frames."

	Just beyond a slave was chained to the wall. She had above average size breasts but what got a second look from Glen were the odd attachments on her nipples. There was some sort of clamp, with a long wood wand jutting out. Hanging from the wands were weights. A machine on the floor used a cam to bounce the weights, one after the other.

	"Those are something we actually invented. I believe the motivation was a comment from a master, something to the effect that "He’d like to pull the nipples right off that bitch."

	"We did some experimenting on the inmates. We had one accident - too much weight - and the slave had to have her nipple sewed back on. We call it the Nipple Jack. As you can see the fulcrum is very close to the nipple loop. That puts a tremendous amount of pull on the long arm. It obviously hurts like fury. The bouncer was an idea that came from an inmate we were torturing. In effort to get us to go easy she came up with this and a whole bunch of other equipment. She talked so fast that we had to go to the tape to find out what she said. Of course we thanked her and then went right on caning her feet."

	"Speaking of feet, we have an interesting example of inmate ingenuity coming up." From the next viewing room they saw a slave already locked into an interesting variation of the stocks.

	She was lying on a narrow platform, her wrists trapped in the wood beyond her head. She was face down, her mouth filled with a mounted dildo. Her legs were bent at the knee and her ankles were fastened through a horizontal stock extension. Her trainer bent down and dropped a slipknot loop over her big toes. The ends of the cord were fastened to clamps at the edge of the stocks, immobilizing both her feet.

	Helpless to resist she waited for the punishment to begin. The first blow of the cane bisected her left foot from heel to toe. She shrieked, cutting it short to voice her thanks and request the next one "Hard." The second was a matching slice down her right foot, catching the middle toe. The shriek became a scream.

	As they walked out, Dwight added some more information. "It’s amazing the ideas these slaves come up with when you give them a little incentive. The slave who dreamed that up was getting a routine whipping when her trainer offered her an opening. She was either to come up with a usable idea in 30 seconds or he would start her whipping over again. She was babbling a description in about 10 seconds flat."

	"The inmates hate it, as you can well imagine. For some unknown reason they nicknamed it Big Bertha. After a session you walk like on broken glass for a week." He laughed. "The inmates have been trying to find out who gave us the idea. Word on the grapevine is they want to kill her for blabbing to us. I’m working up plans right now to force every one of them to give us a concept. Then it’s who you gonna kill?"

	" We have more than one form of ‘Little Ease. Right down here is the cell block and a couple of special cells."

	Barred cells lined two walls. On the end wall there were three ‘dog doors.’ Four or five of the cells were occupied. Glen saw that each one was wearing a full chain set despite being locked up.

	None of the three doors was locked. Dwight swung one door open and crawled in, Glen right behind him. He encountered something sharp. Too late, Dwight warned him, "Careful, there are lots of sharp edges and corners. Dwight used his remote to turn the lights on. Glen immediately squinted. "One thousand watts," Dwight announced. "We like to keep track of them - make sure they aren’t jacking off. Plus, nobody can sleep with that shining in their face."

	Dwight’s belated warning was accurate. Everywhere he looked he saw the glint of metal, sharp metal. The floor was completely uneven, with not one square foot flat. There was no room to stand or even kneel. The inmates must crawl over the rough and uneven surface. It was easy to see why it too was called Little Ease. Anyone spending more than a couple of minutes in it would come out covered with scratches and outright cuts.

	"We make them get clear back against the back wall - where the roof comes down almost to the floor - when we open the door to feed them. Then of course they have to crawl clear to the front to get their bread and water. They get plenty of crawling time."

	"How long can you keep them in there?"

	"30 days is the planned maximum. We’ve had several do the full tour, and one that was out for less than an hour and went back in for another 30.

	"Showers?"

	We hose them down once a week. Cold of course. All the inmates get cold showers. If we’re having problems we turn on the refrigeration unit and cool the water down to about 40 degrees Fahrenheit. That gets everybody’s attention in a hurry. Mandatory minimum is 10 minutes."

	"You mentioned bread and water, long term. Is that healthy?

	"Not by itself. The doctor prescribed special vitamin pills they have to take, which supplies everything they need. Some of the trainers have been known to soak the bread in hot sauce, or add some ‘gravy’ to it."

	"Gravy?"

	"Jackoff Juice. Some of the hornier gals would gladly take a 30 day stint in Little Ease for one mouthful. We make sure they don’t even get a taste and lavish it on the ones who hate it."

	Glen looked at him and grinned,"You know, you sound like a  first class sadist."

	"Comes in the job description, no pun intended. We recruit both the guards and the trainers who have at least some background of sadism. It’s a necessary evil. The regulars couldn’t begin to handle this bunch."

	Just them a woman came around the corner, walking very gingerly. She was completely encased in a bright red spandex body suit with matching helmet. Her feet and legs were similarly covered. Only her eyes were visible above a gag that covered the entire lower half of her face, seemingly made of the same material.

	Dwight stepped forward and crooked his finger. Glen could read  pain and fear both in her eyes. He was sure she was reluctant to obey but hadn’t yet figured out why.

	As the girl came closer. Glen eyed her up and down. He still found nothing, other than the halting gait to guess what her problem was. Dwight grinned at her and said over his shoulder, "Come, give her a big hug."

	That really confused him but he did as ordered. As he put his arms around her she visibly winced and the faintest of moans got past her gag. He looked at Dwight for an explanation.

	"This is Mary. Mary was a bad girl some time ago. She was the first to spoil our record of not having any returnees. She has suffered some appropriate penalties for being such a bad girl."

	"You may have noticed that she walks funny. You may have had an inkling that something was wrong when you hugged her. That’s because the suit she is wearing is completely lined with nasty little studs. She cannot sit. She cannot lie down. It took some serious whipping to teach her to walk. Why don’t you squeeze her tits? She dearly loves to have her tits mauled and clamped in someone’s fingers."

	Without the gag she undoubtedly said something like, "You lying bastard!" It was turned to mumble by the gag. It didn’t do as good a job when Glen attacked her twin jugs. She could be heard protesting clear across the hall.

	Glen noted her reaction, tempted to run his hands hard up and down her body, knowing she had said something forbidden. He turned to Dwight. "I made something very similar for my slave - my wife-slave - for a nightgown. She thought she shouldn’t sleep in the Master’s bed - not good enough - but I convinced her otherwise. Mine had sharp metal stickers woven into the cloth."

	"Man, I could use a thousand yards of that stuff. I’ve had some projects in mind for some time that would work with your cloth."

	"My housekeeper - slave - came up with the cloth. I’ll see if she can find some more."

	He started to move, then stopped. "As you probably know, I’m bringing a whole herd of slaves with me from the States. Amy - the wife-slave I mentioned  - will need a ‘topping off’ to get her on the right track. She’s come 180 and now is a little bit too big for her britches. What would it take to run her through here for a week or two?"

	"Name the day. Your name on the request will get instant attention from my staff.  I’ll need to meet with you to work out limits, likes and dislikes and from there on she’s a number, not a name. You may want to do what a couple of masters have done, just leave her here indefinitely. We have well stocked special rooms for conjugal visits, so you can see her any time. That goes for any of your other slaves as well."

	"I should be back in about three weeks. We’ll work it from there."

	"Great. I’ve heard a lot about your qualifications, so I’d be more than happy to work with you on it."

	They ran the gauntlets of the halls lined with begging slaves. The numbers seemed little different than when they went in. Dwight said that as one slave left with a master another usually was assigned to the hall, so there were always a good number to pick from. "Just like parading the gals in a whorehouse."

	


Chapter 69 -- Back to America

	"By the way, where is my slave? Her cage wasn’t there when we came out of the Severe Section."

	"The guards took her back outside and put her in the cage on the car. A bit of public display."

	"You didn’t do anything more to her?"

	Dwight chuckled. "We didn’t need to do anything more. She was already scared shitless. That’s one pussy that will toe the mark from now on."

	"Maybe you should run all the slaves - or at least the new ones -through here to warn them before they cause trouble."

	"It’s a good idea. I’ll talk with my crew and see how we would handle it. Your slave did miss out on one thing. We normally put at least one ring into every slave we handle. Sort of put our brand on them. I didn’t want to do it without consulting with you."

	"It would have been Okay, but we’ll save it for next time. I’m sorry I didn’t have time to see your entire facility. I’ll come back as soon as I get settled in."

	"You actually saw about 10 percent of the place. Give me a full day of your time and I can show you the rest. In the meantime I’ll do some thinking about giving your wife-slave a treat or two."

	The men said their goodbys at the door and Glen walked to the waiting car. Becky was welded into the cage with a handful of plastic ties,  legs spread and obscenely displayed for any spectators. She was gagged and still had the nose clamp on her septum. One guard drove, while the other sat with the cage at the back, displaying his authority. The car had "Discipline Barracks" in large red letters on both sides and smaller letters on the front and rear, so anyone within shouting distance knew that Becky was in the clutches of the Barracks.

	When they reached his office, the guards used wire cutters to release her from the ties. She had been wearing only a light set of manacles until they reequipped her with much heavier ones for her trip to the Barracks. They left them on her, along with the gag and nose clamp. The driver whipped out a clipboard.

	"Sir, please sign this receipt. The fine print at the bottom indicates she was released into your custody and that she has not been physically harmed beyond routine discipline methods."

	As Glen read it the guard added in a whisper, "The nose clamp is a gift from the warden. It has a time lock on it, set to seven days. She should be quite tired of it by then."

	Glen signed the receipt and accepted a copy, which he handed to Sara Mae. The guard stepped over to where Becky was kneeling. He grasped her jaw, forcing her to look up at him. "Say one word to anyone, including your Master, about how you were treated or anything else about the Barracks and you get an automatic three month sentence. We’ll be looking forward to playing with you, and you’ll definitely get that double rape in front of the mall that you missed this time."

	The guard had every opportunity to tell Glen not to talk about the Barracks, but pointedly did not bring it up, recognizing his rank in the community. Glen realized that, but he found himself in a dilemma. Should the brutal methods used in the Barracks be common knowledge as a deterrent, or did fear of the unknown give more pause. He decided he needed to think about it some more.

	After the guards left, Becky was suddenly a basket case, shivering so violently her teeth chattered. She flopped to her belly and crawled to Glen’s feet. She kissed them fervently. Head down, she begged, "Master, I beg of you, please never take me near that place again. If I do something wrong, kill me rather than send me there. Give me a knife and I will cut my own throat."

	Glen watched her, his face impassive. When she subsided he spoke. "That was a close call, today. You were a hair’s breadth away from a sentence. I trust this object lesson is seared in your mind, so deep that you will never again even think of disobeying. This is also a lesson for you, Sara Mae, and you, Opal." The two nodded like dolls, shocked into rigidness.  Sara Mae wanted desperately to hear news of her friend, Jeanne, but the guard’s warning echoed in her head. She decided it was better not to know.

	She picked up the receipt, planning to file it, but suddenly stopped and started to read it, thinking it might give some hint. She was not only disappointed she was frightened further by the cold legalese that denied any rights to a slave and absolved the master and the warden of any blame if the slave was injured during her sentence.

	-0-

	That night, as Becky lay, helpless in his chains, she asked, "Master, must I wear this..."

	She was afraid to touch this souvenir of her experience in the Barracks so she pointed toward her nose. Glen bent down and took his first close look. "There’s a timer on it. It’s set for seven days, so it’s not coming off."

	She wanted in the worst way to tell him how much it hurt, But, a time lock! She decided a protest would be useless.

	It didn’t interfere in the least with her bedroom duties. As he slid into her he could feel a new tautness in her muscles. He smiled to himself. She had taken the warning seriously.  As the evening progressed she demonstrated that she could bounce inches higher than before. She was more pleasing, more attentive and more ready to anticipate any of her Master’s wishes.

	-0-

	The next morning, when they got to the office, Glen assigned her to the far end of his desk, actually a distance of close to 15 feet. She had a phone, a computer and a printer, so she was able to go to work almost immediately. Her red belt was lying on the desk, but when she reached to touch it, Glen stopped her. "You lose that for a week’s probation. If I am completely satisfied with your performance of your duties, both here and in my bed, you may resume wearing it as a badge of authority. Both Sara Mae  and Opal are brown belts, so they now outrank you."

	Glen had felt all along, beginning at home, that the slaves should have a distinct pecking order, so they always knew where they stood.

	-0-

	On his last day, Glen had a final dinner meeting, this time with the Corporation Board. During the dinner he was the subject of several highly complimentary remarks about his experience and the several changes he had already suggested. One cited the report from the real estate manager that incoming calls had tripled, with a number of buyers wiring cash, sight unseen.

	As they finished dinner and the after dinner drinks were being poured, Dr. Saslo got to his feet. "Gentlemen, we’ve all been treating Glen like it was a done deal, that he had already accepted. But the closest I came to a decision was his conditional, ‘Yes.’ Tonight, he has promised to give us an answer, based on what he has seen here at the castle. Glen, the floor is yours."

	He in turn rose to his feet. "Gentlemen, you have done me a great honor by offering me the job of General Manager. I have looked over much of the village and most of the castle itself. I have talked to department heads and workers and slaves. I have considered the pay, and the perks."

	He stopped, to look down at Becky, kneeling at his feet. His remark was greeted with general, knowing laughter. Becky actually flushed a pretty pink.

	"All things considered, I’d be a damn fool not to take the job, so my answer is ‘Yes!’"

	The entire board rose to their feet, applauding. Dr. Saslo cried, "A toast! To our new General Manager!"

	The talking, planning and reviewing went on until midnight. Glen, dreading a long flight starting out hung over, begged off further talk and drinks. Even at that Becky had to literally pour him into bed as his glass never got below a finger breadth from the rim thanks to an attentive waitress. He was asleep immediately, leaving her horny and pouting. She chained herself to the bed by one foot and was about to masturbate when she realized that it was against orders. The security camera above the bed would have caught her out. That was a scary thought, for sure.

	-0-

	Glen was greeted with hugs and kisses by the three redheads on the plane. Glen was about to make them quit this un-slavish behavior, but he enjoyed it so he let them plaster their naked bodies against him. He had almost no hangover left, thanks to a potent, very smelly remedy that Becky spooned into his waking mouth. The girls were all agog, complimenting him on his new job. They excitedly told him that, while the return flight was going to be full of passengers, he was the only guest on the flight to Chicago.

	"That means," crowed Lisa, "that all three of us can give you our undivided attention." She glanced at the cockpit. "Of course we have the cockpit crew to satisfy too."

	"With three of you I shouldn’t be a problem," said Glen. "They assigned me a personal assistant at the castle who I think invented the slave fuck. She’s good enough to give you three a run for your money."

	The three fllight attendants broke into gales of laughter. "As if anyone could teach a FLYER how to fuck!"

	Glen laughed. "I know air crews are legendary in the bedroom, but this gal wore me out."

	Lavina got right in his face. "There’s room on the bed for all three of us and you. We can bounce you from one side to the other so you can see we’re better than any land-based personal assistant."

	The way she said it made Becky sound like the scum of the earth. Obviously the girls were proud of their track record and  weren’t about to let Glen get off the plane in Chicago still thinking his PA was the best.

	"By the way, do we know this PA of yours, that’s so good in bed?"

	"You probably do. Her name is Becky and she flunked out of the castle flight training school."

	"Oh, HER!" came the chorus. "She had a thing going for another pilot and lost interest, so they canned both her and the pilot."

	"Well, she’s not lazy now! She had a bit of remedial anti-laziness training."

	"You mean..." Linda was afraid to finish the sentence.

	Glen nodded, knowing the girls would know what happened to her. He swayed slightly, realizing the plane was already moving. He marveled at the difference. He woke up this morning to a hot mouth balls deep on his prick, throat muscles sucking his insides out.

	He rolled out of bed, into the clothes Becky was holding, gulped a half cup of coffee (plenty on the plane) and into the waiting limo. Five minutes by his watch and he was climbing the stairs into the cabin. It was a far cry from the parking problems, lengthy lines, baggage search, personal search and all the other hassle of modern day flying.

	Dutifully he sat down in one of the deep recliners and allowed the girls to buckle him in - not without a furtive feel from a tiny questing hand. The three took advantage of the lack of passengers and used the other seats, rather than go to their assigned jump seats.

	Glen found it easy on the eyes to have three redheads clustered around him. All were displaying their marble skin and countless freckles. They would don their uniforms as they started to descend into O'Hare, but until then he had three naked, shaved-pussy girls to play games with.

	The three drew lots and Lavina won the job of satiating the cockpit crew. She curled her tongue through her lips and licked the air. "Don’t get too far without me."

	Glen promised to save her a space on the bed. As they filed into the bedroom he felt that little hand sliding across his hip. He vaguely identified it as Linda’s but there wasn’t time - or a reason - to slap the hand. His clothes disappeared through feminine magic. Linda and Lisa crowded into the shower with him, While soap flew in every direction they washed him with their bodies. Linda gently kneed him, moving her soapy kneecap over and under his balls and did a merry-go-round on his rapidly rising prick.

	That of course set off a chorus of Ohhhs and Ahhhs, a "Let me feel" and teasing fingers that would have raised a boner on a brass monkey.

	Shower over, they produced hot towels, from heaven knows where, and kept his arousal at fever pitch with towel after towel. That sneaky little hand as often as not was under the latest towel doing things to his manhood that only a retired professional hooker would know. As Glen laid there and soaked up the attenion it made him think of all the boring, dull, endless flights that he had made, close enough to touch the hips and thighs of the attendants, without ever having the opportunity to bed them.

	Lavina returned from the cockpit, hair messy enough to indicate she had fulfilled her mission. She was still licking her lips as she opened the door and sidled in. She slid onto the bed seductively, deliberately sucking her finger with her arrowhead tongue sliding suggestively out and back as she swiped each side of the finger. Glen greeted her with a twitch of his fully erect cock, setting all three to cooing and carrying on, acting like none of them had ever seen a stiff prick before.

	Linda, who when she wasn’t entertaining guests in her bed, was actually the chief flight attendant used that authority to boss her two assistants into position on either side of her. Once  in position she ordered, "Arch," and followed it by assuming the same position. She motioned Glen to top her and he used his entire length to reach the end of the tunnel. She started bouncing in place, the other two girls matching her.

	"I’m going to bounce you six times. I’ll turn my hips on number six and bounce you over to Lisa. She’ll guide you to a landing and give you six more to bounce you back to me, then to Lavina, and so on."

	The only thing lacking was a reminder of the "Fasten Seat Belts" sign.

	Glen bounced. Until he got the rhythm it was like flying in heavy turbulence and he had a moment of air sickness, but it passed quickly. He flew off and into the hands of Lisa, who guided him in like a homing beacon.

	Amazingly he only lost his way once, quickly remedied by those tiny hands. He’d lost track of where he was, lost in the sensation of taking on three hot and wet pussies at the same time.

	All four were exhausted and drained when the orgy came to an end with Glen spurting in midair, setting off a scramble to lick up his load. He looked down, reminded of three puppies crowding into a small food dish.

	Linda was the first to recover. "Whew! Now THAT was a record! I hope the cameras got it all."

	Just then the cabin phone buzzed. Linda answered it, listened for a moment, then grinned like a hyena. She hung up and announced, "A strong 10 on the cockpit crew’s porn rating chart. They got a big bang out of it."

	She looked over at Glen, lying sprawled on the bed. "They’ve got a 30 inch HD TV hidden in the Flight Engineer’s control room. They get to watch while we do the performing."

	"I want a copy of the tape. It will make a fitting start for my porn collection."

	"You’re probably already on the delivery list. They pass out copies to the department heads and VIPs. You will have to sign a release before they can use it. Your face will also be blurred out so it won’t matter if it gets into the wrong hands."

	It was a little unsettling for Glen to experience all that and then get up and greet the midday sun. He finally got the other half cup of coffee and a light snack. He poured down the bottled water to avoid dehydration.

	The girls were ready to go again after brunch but Glen laid down the law. "I’ve got a tremendous amount of work to do to get this job off the ground. You three will have to amuse yourselves while I get some things done. Now scoot!"

	The long descent into OHare began while they were still over Canada. The girls had set up a small office for him. His cell phone hooked into a short wave circuit and satellite that gave him the ability to call anywhere in the world. He actually got a considerable amount of work done and alerted the staff at home as to his arrival time.

	As he reached the cabin door he was roundly kissed by all three of the women. The cockpit crew beamed and added their congratulations. The Flight Engineer winked. "Jolly good show on the telly this morning." Glen grinned and shook hands all around, thanking them for a smooth flight.

	A limo sped him to the jetway of his flight home. He climbed the steps, discovering he was the first to board. He settled into his seat in First Class and asked for mineral water, a habit picked up during his short stay at the castle.

	


Chapter 70 -- Amy Is Punished

	Glen’s arrival home went almost unheralded. Georgina was kneeling by the door as he came in. He had left the baggage in the car to retrieve in the morning.

	There was no sign of the other four slaves. Glen appreciated the fact that Georgina had assumed that he would be tired and jet lagged, so she had shooed them off to bed. She jumped to her feet and gave him a big hug, startling him once again. He seemed to be surrounded by huggers.

	She handed him a tall glass of water and filled a second to place by his bed. She offered any service Glen wanted, but he was more interested in sleep. She smiled and tucked him in. He was asleep before she turned out the light.

	-0-

	It was noon before he made an appearance. The four slaves jumped up and surrounded him, hugging him and then kissing his feet in welcome.

	"Guess I should go away more often," he said to Georgina, who already had welcomed him. "Thanks for keeping the harem quiet. I slept like a log." He chuckled, "I’d take this bed along, but the one at the castle is at least twice as good."

	After a quick lunch he announced, "Gather ‘round. I have some important news for you." All five immediately knelt before him, pretty sure what to expect, but listening to every word carefully.

	"I have accepted the job. As I told the board, ‘I’d be a damn fool  not to take it." The slaves welcomed the news, but stayed in place, offering just verbal congratulations.

	"You five are part of the deal. I have one whole floor of an entire wing of the castle. It has a private dungeon and quarters for as many slaves as I wish. Most of the work at the castle is done by slaves. You will have the opportunity to work, with a corresponding increase in the payoff when your contract is fulfilled. The Corporation Board is very generous to those slaves who work hard and contribute to the well being of the residents."

	"I want to take all five of you. Dr. Steve will probably head the hospital and I’m sure he will bring Penny along."

	"The castle is amazing and so is the village that surrounds it," he enthused. " You can walk right up to the castle or any building in the village and even touch it and you will think you are in Medieval Europe. Go inside and you are instantly transported to the 21st century."

	"They have every conceivable amenity. There is a huge shopping mall, complete with a wing of stores devoted to the bondage scene. There’s a theater, bowling alley, tennis courts, a baseball diamond, a football field - for soccer - a large lake with a marina and the airport is right there within arm’s reach. I could go on and on, but you will enjoy discovering things for yourselves."

	"You, all of you, have a choice. You can go with me, or you can stay behind and be released from your contracts. I am not going to force any of you to go. I need to know by dinnertime tonight so that I can plan the trip. I will be in my office and you are welcome to come in and ask any questions that you may have."

	Georgina asked a practical question. "Did they give you a staff there?"

	"I have a maid and a butler that I never saw. I was to have the pick of the pool as my personal assistant, but Dr. Saslo made the choice for me, and I might say a very good one. I have a receptionist and a secretary in my office."

	As he talked he noticed that Amy had a very sour look on her face. He ignored her and kept on talking, but as the initial questions began coming he could see she was upset.

	He told Georgina, "If you go along you will still be in charge of the household." She brightened considerably, having something special to look forward to.

	Then he said to Selene. "I’ve recommended you as head of the slave training facility. Dr. Saslo was impressed with your teaching methods."

	"Thank you, Master, I am honored."

	Turning to the other three he reassured them. "I do have some special jobs in mind for you, but I want you to see what you are getting into before I assign you."

	Amy seemed almost not to be listening. Her face had become grim, suggesting she was getting ready to burst out with some negative comment. To forestall it he shooed them out, pleading work to be done.

	Both Sarah and Jane seemed excited at the prospect. As they went out they were chattering about all the things they could see in Europe, sounding like a pair of potential tourists. He would have to disabuse them of the idea that it was all fun and games.

	They were back almost immediately, with plenty of questions. He pointed out that their contracts didn’t allow for lengthy vacations. "You are there to work, not just to have fun."

	Georgina let him catch up on work before she came in. Her questions continued on the practical side. They discussed having the maid and butler - a female slave - working for her. He asked about Sarah and Jane.

	"Master, I would welcome them. They are good workers. From what you have said I have some question if we would need them both unless you get rid of the maid you already have."

	"That’s no problem. She came from the labor pool and she can go back to it and work for someone else. I’d be happy to have them continue to work under you." He paused. "Which brings up the most serious problem. What do I do with Amy?"

	"Selene got her turned around, but she has been a pain in the ass while you were gone. She tried twice to pull rank - ‘I’m the Master’s wife - and wouldn’t take orders. If I was your mother, rather than your willing slave, I’d urge you to divorce her and leave her behind."

	Glen nodded. "I noticed she was looking pretty sour."

	"Master, all she could talk about was that you would have some floozy bird dogging you around the castle and hopping into bed with you at a moment’s notice. Tell me she was wrong."

	"My personal assistant is a stunning redhead, well educated and loves her slavery. She served as my guide and in our spare moments we hopped into bed together, as serving me in the bedroom was part of her assigned duties. Calling Becky a floozy is nonsense, but Amy is going to get punished for it. She also will answer for trying to climb above her station."

	When Selene came in it was close to dinnertime. She had questions about the slave training facility. Her eyes widened when Glen told her that they hadn’t even broken ground for it. "You’ll have plenty to do, designing the facilities, making requisitions for all the equipment that you will need."

	"Master, how am I going to run this when I have to deal with Masters who won’t take orders from a slave?"

	Glen spent about five minutes explaining the rank system based on the colored belts. "You will wear a green belt as the facility manager and you outrank almost all the Masters in the place. If you have trouble the security police will be on the spot in moments. They too defer to your authority. But, if you screw up - break the rules - you can lose your belt and get treated like the other slaves. I will tell you in confidence, if you are arrested for any crime, you can expect a double rape by the officers escorting you to the Discipline Barracks."

	Selene looked shocked, but said nothing. Glen added one more thing. "There is one red belt, that outranks all the other colors. My personal assistant wore it, but promptly lost it for a week. She will be wearing it when we get there."

	Selene’s curiosity almost went off scale as she wondered what the PA had done to deserve losing her belt before Glen had even accepted the job. She knew better than to ask.

	He sighed. "One more piece of business here. I understand Amy has been having delusions of grandeur."

	"Yes, Master."

	"What do you recommend?"

	"A divorce and leave her here. She’ll be a constant troublemaker there."

	"You’ve been talking to Georgina."

	"No, Master. I had no idea she suggested the same thing. If she said it, I’d listen to her."

	"You are downplaying the fact you said the same thing. I value your advice as well."

	"Thank you, Master. Again, I am honored."

	"After dinner you are to take Amy to the dungeon and whip her. I’ll leave the count to you. I want you to bring her to me after you are finished. Put her in a jumpsuit."

	Selene puzzled over his instructions. She guessed that he was going to take Amy somewhere, but where?

	At dinner, they ate and when everyone was finished Glen rapped his glass for attention. "All right, girls. What have you decided. Hands up if you want to go."

	He stared directly at Amy, who was the last to raise her hand, her body language broadcasting her reluctance.

	"Good. I think you will enjoy it. Amy, from what I hear you have been, quote ‘A pain in the ass.’ You were warned several times that your status as my wife put you at the bottom, rather than the top. You tried to abuse that situation while I was gone. There are some other matters that I will discuss with you later. Right now you are going to the dungeon with Selene for a severe whipping for abusing my trust."

	Amy glared, but only for a moment. She knew Glen well enough to know that this was no time to annoy him into heaping more punishment on her shoulders. She ground out the required "Thank you, Master," through gritted teath. She knelt and offered Selene her leash. Selene warily accepted it, watching closely to ensure that Amy didn’t have a chance to strike out at her.

	Glen went back to his office to work. An hour later there was a jangle of chains and Amy came through the doorway, on her knees. She was wearing a bright orange jumpsuit. A thin chain hung from her collar to her handcuffs, just below her breasts, then on down to the hobble chain on her ankles. Selene had laid aside the whip and was urging her on with a short crop.

	"Thank you, Selene. "I’ll take her from here. Wait up for me, as you may have some more work." Glen picked up a light jacket and took Amy’s leash. He snapped it, jerking her head towards him. She followed, barely keeping the leash slack.  Glen walked silently, leading her through the basement to the garage. He opened the pickup door and motioned her in. When she was seated he reached in the glove compartment and got out a pair of handcuffs. He used them to lock her hobble to a bar under the seat, after pulling the chain to make her bend over slightly.

	Glen drove for more than an hour, wandering all over the city. He used the time to lecture Amy, noting her tantrum over his personal assistant. "You know better than that," he reprimanded her. "I told you and the others have told you that you have no right to demand that I just fuck you and nobody else. You were taught that lesson at the end of a whip and yet you chose to complain, and behind my back."

	Amy sat, silent, as Glen reviewed her whole history from the night she stripped and handcuffed herself. He remembered every punishment he had ordered for her, remembered her entreaties that she would be good, she would change. He saved the worst for last. "Amy, I am advised to divorce you and leave you here. I think it is good advice, as I will be assuming major responsibilities in my new job and the last thing I need is loose  cannon slave stirring up trouble."

	As the truck came to a stop sign, Glen pulled over to the curb. He pointed. "If I turn left it is the street back to your house. I will drop you off and you will never see me again. If I turn right it will be back to my house. If I turn right, your life is going to change for the worse. You have shown you are a pain slut. If you go along with me, I can guarantee you more pain than even you can handle. I have already made arrangements for you to spend some time in the Castle Discipline Barracks, which I assure you, lives up to its name. It’s your choice, but I warn you that you will see less and less of me and more and more of the people who work for me. You cause a problem and you may never see the light of day again. There are cells in the lower level of the dungeon that you wouldn’t wish on your worst enemy."

	He paused for a long moment. "Which way?"

	There was a long silence. Glen was about to repeat the question when she said softly, "Turn right, Master."

	"You realize what you are letting yourself in for?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"We’ll start with Selene. She is waiting for you as your permanent Mistress. When we get home, you will crawl to her, kiss her feet, apologize and beg that she repeat your earlier punishment, harder."

	"Selene is going to be the manager of the slave training facility. I have no doubt that she will assign you as a permanent trainee, as an object lesson for the new slaves." He looked over at her. "Still want to turn right? You will be reminded of this decision many times."

	"Yes, Master. Turn right."

	Selene was waiting in the garage as Glen drove in. Without waiting for orders she walked to the passenger side and jerked the door open. "Out!"

	Amy didn’t move.

	"Out!" Selene raised her voice. Amy remained hunched over.

	Selene used the whip. Amy cringed but made no effort to move.

	Glen got out and walked around the truck to watch. He made no effort to stop Selene.

	Selene whipped her twice in rapid succession. Amy shrieked but stayed in place.

	Selene walked forward, grabbing at Amy’s arm. It was then she saw that Amy’s chains were locked to the bar.

	"You dumb slut! Sit there and take a whipping rather than tell me that you were chained down! That is going to cost you!"

	Without a word Glen slid by her and used the key to unlock the chains. When Amy was free she slid off the seat and lay flat on the ground. She located Selene’s feet and crawled to kiss them.

	"Please, Mistress, forgive me for my many falts. I beg you to repeat my punishment earlier, and make it harder."

	Selene took advantage of the situation. "Crawl to your Master’s feet and beg his forgiveness. You are a sorry example of a slave!"

	As Amy received this tongue-lashing, she was already crawling to Glen, kissing his feet unusually fervently. "Master, I beg forgiveness."

	Head down, she waited for his answer. It came as a surprise. "Selene, give this slave an extra 10 lashes for insulting my PA. Do them last and her response is to be ‘harder.’ Don’t forget to also correct this stubborn streak that has cropped up."

	"At once, Master!"

	Selene short-leashed Amy and knee-walked her to the Dungeon. She looked back and Glen gave her the ‘perfect’ sign. She smiled and turned back to her charge.

	Glen watched them until the dungeon door closed with a boom. He shook his head, trying to understand Amy’s motives. One minute she was the perfect slave, the next she was truly a pain in the ass. He knew he probably was making a mistake in taking her along and he had an uncomfortable feeling that Georgina and Selene’s advice to dump her was the right course of action, but he still had a warm spot in his heart for her.

	He mentally reviewed the potential problems, chief among them Amy’s full blown jealousy of Becky. He grimaced as he realized that Amy probably didn’t even yet know the girl’s name and was already causing problems. He knew that Selene would be unable to beat it out of her. This left the one hope that time in the Disciplinary Barracks would do what the whip had not yet been able to do.

	He glanced at his watch. The office in the castle would already be open. He went up the stairs to his office and made the call. He smiled when he heard Becky answer. The call was lengthy as work was piling up. As they finished, Becky added a word, "Master, I miss you. I have been a good girl and I am wearing my red belt again. Please hurry back."

	He hung up and leaned back in his chair. He wondered what her reaction would be if she knew the headaches that were coming her way.

	 

	


Chapter 71 -- Leaving on a Jet Plane

	Getting a whole household of slaves ready for a trip was not exactly "a piece of cake." Passports for all five went routinely. Getting packed and determining what to take, what to store and what to throw out seemed endless. For one moment Glen seriously considered shocking the neighbors by having a yard sale of all the bondage gear. Moment over, he laughed as he pictured the shocked faces.

	There was Amy’s house to consider. Georgina’s had already been sold and the money deposited in Glen’s account for investment. Glen was trying to decided what to tell his banker while he did his routine check on his bank account. An entry caught his eye - $250,000 deposited the day he got back from the castle. Since there was nothing to identify the source, he called the bank. "It was a wire deposit from a ‘Castle Bond.’"

	Puzzled, he called Dr. Saslo. "Oh, I wanted it to be a surprise! That’s your signing bonus."

	Glen thanked him and they talked over business matters briefly. Glen was assured that his staff had everything under control and the In Box on his desk was nearly empty.

	Sarah and Jane had some family ties they needed to see to, so Glen sent them home for a couple of days, with instructions to fend off questions about their jobs as a job for a firm that was opening a branch in Europe, doing top secret work for the military.

	Selene brought Amy to his office. "What do you want to do about your house? Do you want to keep it and have someone look after it, or do you want to sell it?"

	Amy had been thinking about it and realized something had to be done. She had moved all her personal stuff to Glen’s house, so there was nothing more she needed from it. "Master, sell the house and put my furniture in storage."

	"You’re sure? If this doesn’t work out for some reason, you’d be homeless."

	"Master, I’m your slave. I know you will provide for me. Sell the house."

	After conferring with Dr. Saslo, they decided to have the girls dressed normally for the flight to Chicago. When they reached the CB plane they would be fitted with shackles for the overseas flight. A courier brought official arrest warrants for each girl, naming Glen as a bounty hunter, acting with full authority to transport them to Castle Bond, with the approval of the U.S. Government. There was even a permit to carry a gun on the commercial flight. The gun and holster were in a heavily padded envelope along with a five-year supply of ammo.

	Glen could only shake his head, amazed at some of the things Dr. Saslow accomplished. Reading the warrants resulted in discovering for the first time the name of the country where the castle was situated. It was a surprise enough to cause him to raise an eyebrow, although the name was on his short list of guesses.

	Departure day was a day like no other. The five slaves were demurely dressed in clothes that would not draw undue attention to them. Glen wore a coat and tie as usual, but that didn’t mask the serious look on his face. One phase of his life was over. A new phase would begin as they walked aboard the CB plane at Chicago.

	Dr. Steve and Penny were on hand for the big event. Dr. Steve had run into a series of minor problems with closing his practice and said it would be another two weeks before he could leave. Like Glen, he was closing the house and had hired a caretaker to look after it.

	There were hugs and tears all around. The girls promised Penny that they would have things ready for her. Glen shook hands with Dr. Steve and hugged Penny before climbing into the limo for the trip to the airport. The mood was somber in the car. Glen was the only one who really knew what was coming and he had avoided talking with the girls about it, knowing there would be plenty of time on the lengthy flight out of Chicago.

	The ride was especially exciting for Amy, who had been out of the house only twice since her slavery began. Despite her love for Glen she had mixed emotions about moving to a strange village where bondage and slavery were a way of life. She already missed the familiar cell, the dungeon, the torture implements and yes, even the whips.

	After the announcement, Amy had tried to fantasize how life in a castle would be, even as a lowly slave, but her fantasies returned time and time again to the punishments she had received in Glen’s basement. While the other girls could rattle on for hours about their new life and what it might bring, Amy remained fixated on the harsh discipline that Glen had meted out. She openly wondered if it would be the same. Would Glen be so busy with his work that he would neglect her?

	That suggestion conflicted with her inborn desire to be punished, to be hurt, to feel the flailing whip at every turn. She tried several times to air her concerns to Glen, but words always failed her at the last second. She knew that Glen would comfort her, in his own brusque way, but she couldn’t force herself to beg. Perhaps if she had been privy to Glen’s plans for her she would have been more at ease. Her already planned stay in the Discipline Barracks would more than satisfy the most masochistic of slaves.

	At the airport, Glen went to the First Class counter, showed his identification and his gun permit. The agent called his supervisor and after a short conference, the supervisor returned his papers. "Please show this to the pilot when you board. I’ll make arrangements to have your party boarded first."

	Neither he nor the girls had any carry-on luggage. Glen knew that there were ample supplies of everything needed on the CB plane, so despite pleas, the girls were empty handed.

	An electric cart appeared as if by magic and all six crowded aboard, Even without luggage it was a tight squeeze. The driver made it worthwhile by bypassing security and taking them directly to the First Class lounge. The attendant offered drinks, which Glen limited to bottled water for everyone, promising champagne for the overseas flight. He ordered that the bottles be empty by loading time, citing the dehydration that is the bane of air travel.

	The lounge opened directly into the jetway, so when a flight attendant came for them they were able to board easily. Glen showed his papers to the pilot, as a well dressed man joined them. The pilot handed the papers to the man. He read through them quickly, then introduced himself as an Air Marshal. "If you have any trouble with your prisoners, just shout. Five women?"

	"They were all working at the same branch bank. Took it upon themselves to pad their paychecks. They agreed to go quietly if we didn’t embarrass them in front of their families or fellow workers. Otherwise they’d be in tramsport chains."

	The Marshal whistled softly and took Glen by the arm back onto the jetway, out of earshot of the girls.

	"I’ve heard that the National Prison there is a hellhole. Are they aware of what they are getting into?"

	Glen laughed. "Oh, they’re getting off easy. My orders are to deliver them to a private jail at Castle Bond. It’s not a vacation spot, but anything is better than the NP. But, if they fuck up there, then they’ll taste the hospitality at the NP."

	Just then the sound of approaching footsteps heralded the arrival of the rest of the passengers. Glen and the Marshall ducked back inside the plane and took their seats.

	The plane was on time, the sky without a bump and the landing at Chicago was silk-smooth. The six were the first off the plane, diverted through a door in the jetway to stairs leading to the ground, where a van waited. Glen loaded the girls in back and took the front seat. The van zipped across the runways to the CB private hanger.

	The flight engineer was waiting at the door with a cart, piled with handcuffs. As each slave reached him he turned them around and cuffed their hands behind them and directed them to a seat. Three double seats had been installed between the main cabin and the flight deck. As each girl sat down, Lisa locked a cuff around one ankle, the other end of a short chain welded to the chair frame.

	Once all were seated and shackled, the pilot appeared. Reading from a clipboard he announced, "As per the regulations of the National Prison, all prisoners are to be secured at the discretion of their guard. Once in the air your bonds may be changed at his discretion."

	Several of the girls looked puzzled. Since when had they graduated from slaves to prisoners?

	Two men appeared at the cabin door. One a typical suit bureaucrat, the other in uniform. After a whispered discussion, the pilot waved Glen toward them. The suit identified himself as State Department. The uniform was Immigration.

	Glen showed them all the papers. They conferred briefly then suit nodded. "You packing?"

	Glen nodded. He wondered to himself how they would react if they knew his Glock was empty, and for that matter he had never fired a pistol.

	Suit nodded. INS shook hands with Glen. The two turned and walked off the plane. The pilot made a face behind them and grinned. Lisa closed the cabin door and the pilot closed the door to the flight deck behind him. There was a slight bump as the tug hooked onto the front landing gear and then towed the plane out of the hanger. The engines whined to life and after a few moments checking things, the plane started to move.

	Once in the air and well above 30,000 feet, Glen had Lisa release the slaves. She removed their handcuffs long enough for them to undress completely, then moved the cuffs to the front. True to his word, Glen had the three attendants break out the champagne. After a couple of refills, Glen pulled Georgina to her slightly unsteady feet.

	"Time for you to join the mile high club. It’s not every slave that can boast of blowing the pilot." He slapped her on her bare rump and Linda escorted her to the flight deck door where the co-pilot was waiting in the doorway.

	Out of sight of the slaves, Linda gave him a big hug and a kiss that could move mountains. "Thanks for the night off, boss. We drew straws for you though, and I won. How would you like me tied?"

	Glen’s cock jerked against her bare thigh. Both felt it. Glen teased, "Aren’t you being a bit presumptuous? Five slaves and I should leave them to ravage you?"

	"Boss, none of them are redheads, and besides, it’s ‘fresh meat’."

	"Two very potent arguments! Have Lavina tie you the same way I had her fixed."

	"Yes, Master. I will await you."

	"Think of some special punishment for calling me boss."

	"Yes, Master. Perhaps some screw-on nipple clamps?"

	"Works for me."

	Dinner was served and devoured. There was no skimping on food on CB Airlines. There were only the faintest of hints that the food hadn‘t been prepared by a five-star chef. Georgina had returned from the flight deck in time to eat, looking slightly the worse for wear. Surrounded by eight naked bodies, it was hard for Glen to concentrate on the food, but he managed to uphold his reputation as a big eater, pausing once to ponder whether Linda had ever suffered the torture of the Twisting Nipple Clamps. He figured she probably had, but he did manage to think up a couple of new twists that she might not have experienced. His cock was playing pop-up as his thoughts centered on the attendant’s more than ample breasts.

	Eating was tiring, and took the last bit of the girls’ strength. They were given a choice of sleeping on the cabin floor, or in the chairs. All five chose the chairs, which were more well padded than the floor. Glen was tired too, after the long day, but the thought of the spread-eagled body in his bed drew on some reserves as he went to the cabin.

	At first glance he thought Linda was hopping mad, but after a look at her face he could tell she was hopping hot. Her nipples told the story, fully erect, but pinched flat by the over-enthusiastic twisting of the screw threaded into the nipple clamp. Her mouth was jammed open around a whopping penis gag, garbling her pleas for rescue from her self-imposed clamping. She was in fact hopping, bouncing on the bed in a fruitless attempt to somehow translate movement into relief.

	Glen walked around the bed, looking at her helplessness from every angle. Over her gag, her teary eyes followed his every movement, her vocal cords conjuring up delights she would shower on him, if he would just release her.

	Glen ignored her pleading. Something about, "she brought it on herself." He touched her, delicately, his fingers brushing her labia. They came away dripping. He rubbed them below her nose, letting her smell her arousal. He let a drop fall on the tip of her nose, grinning as she made mad faces, trying to dislodge what was immediately an itch that she was helpless to reach.

	Linda screamed into her gag when his fingers tightened the right nipple clamp a small fraction of a turn. She interrupted one scream with an even louder one for the left nipple. Glen lay down beside her and reached over and unscrewed a clamp a full turn. A second later the returning blood flow hurt, and started another scream. When it died to a moan he opened the other clamp. The moan fire-sirened to a peak before dying away.

	Linda was sweat-soaked and exhausted by the time Glen got through with the first phase of his nipple twisting. When he finally removed her gag the words came tumbling out right behind it. "Master! Please! Have mercy on a poor slave!" From there she launched into a string of proposals of sexual gratification that she offered to do to him or for him. Glen listened with interest, pausing only long enough to ensure that the wall camera’s red eye was on. Her outburst was vivid enough to cause Glen to visualize her, chained in the castle dungeon doing what she promised as he read them one by one from the list. He stopped her after a particularly graphic description of being gagged and accepting his jism up her nose.

	"Next I suppose you’ll want me to come in your ears."

	Linda nodded once to agree, but realized she was being teased again and stopped.

	Glen twisted the nearest clamp. Linda moaned.  "Time to mount up. You are going to demonstrate a slave fuck. If I am in any way dissatisfied, you’ll be worrying about gangrene for the rest of the night." As he slid into her and she rose to meet him he asked, "Still think you won?"

	Linda squeezed out a "Yes, Master!" Then her bouncing body required all her attention.

	When at last he was sated, Glen threw her a curve. "Before, you screamed when the screws were at a certain tightness. Before you remove the clamps I want you to screw them, one at a time, to that tightness without the scream. Then you may remove them. No noise when you loosen them, either."

	Linda was panting hard by the time she had tightened one clamp. Glen reached over and turned it a small fraction. Linda swallowed a scream. Glen motioned and she unscrewed the clamp. She gasped, but did not even moan as the blood flowed back into her tortured nipple.

	The other clamp was treated the same. Linda’s body writhed against her chains, alternating with the futile bouncing that she had done earlier. When the clamp fell away Glen leaned down and sucked the nipple into his mouth, laving it with his tongue. The perky projection bloomed. A second later the other nipple got the same treatment and the same enjoyment.

	Glen picked up the clamps and tossed them on the nightstand. He reached up and turned off the light. His hand found her body, following her curves to the open place between her legs. He found her clit and had her almost at the peak when he fell asleep.

	-0-

	Dawn was breaking ahead of them when the pilot announced that they would be landing in 30 minutes. Glen awoke to find his bed empty. Linda’s co-workers had released her so that she could attend to her duties in connection with the landing. Breakfast was being served when Glen emerged. The five slaves were more interested in looking out the windows, trying to guess where they were. They would eat a bite and then hurry to the windows again.

	Glen realized that he hadn’t given the girls the orientation he had planned, so he called them together. Reluctantly they left the windows and attacked the breakfast with renewed vigor while they listened. Glen talked non-stop for most of the remaining time. There would be time for questions later. He felt satisfied that he had covered the main points.

	The only deviation was when he mention the Discipline Barracks. He looked directly at Amy, as he said it. She stopped chewing for a moment, then went on as if nothing had happened. He didn’t realize that the mere mention had set her juices flowing. Discipline meant pain, and she was instantly aroused.

	


Chapter 72 -- Welcome to Castle Bond

	The big plane glided down to a soft landing, contact indicated by a slight bump. Georgina applauded the landing, clapping her hands. The other slaves picked up the beat, at first hesitant at this unexpected mark of respect for the flight crew.

	In the short time Glen had been away the airport terminal now sported a jetway. The slaves were handcuffed, and led by Selene they made their way into the terminal. The reception committee was not what Glen had expected. Dr. Saslo was there, but there were three uniformed men standing in front of the gate. One was obviously an officer. All three had prominent "NP" patches on their black shirts.

	The slaves halted in the doorway, right behind Glen. Dr. Saslo hurried forward and shook Glen’s hand. "A slave escaped from the President’s house. A reporter was waiting outside the fence. We captured both of them, but the President has insisted on tighter security, especially here at the airport. These gentlemen are from the National Prison."

	"Colonel, I’d like you to meet our General Manager."

	The officer eyed Glen coldly, almost reluctantly reaching to shake hands with him. He explained, "Since you weren’t here to handle things, our President decreed that it was a matter for the National Prison to handle. We have established new security measures to avoid having any other slaves getting the idea they can come and go as they please."

	He pointed out the window. "Your limo is waiting. Your five slaves will follow along later."

	Dr. Saslo took Glen by the arm and walked away. When he was out of earshot he quickly filled him in on events.

	"They are screening every slave that comes in and goes out, even X-rays for anything they might have swallowed. The President threw a hissy-fit when his slave almost got away. We have the female reporter in the Discipline Barracks, where they are interrogating her, but they took the slave to the NP. They won’t tell us what they have found out, but if any photos got out he could revoke our agreement. It will quiet down when the President calms down, but I’m afraid your slaves are in for a rough time."

	-0-

	About then any of the five slaves would have classed his comment as the understatement of the year. The officers had conducted body cavity searches that were remarkable for their callous cruelty. A single search would have been the expected, but each of the three men took turns probing. One was wearing a massive ring with sharp points, with which he made sure to scrape their tenderest of flesh. Sarah was having her period, but that didn’t stop them, even to the point of tearing her tampon to shreds.

	The guards dragged a pile of chain out from behind the podium. The slaves were lined up and then each slave was forced to kneel. A steel yoke, welded to the chain, was placed around each neck and locked. The girl’s handcuffs were removed and their wrists fastened into the cuffs mounted on the tips of the yoke.

	The two guards took position, one at the head of the coffel, the other bringing up the rear. The Colonel walked to stand in front of Selene. "You, follow him. If he turns, you turn. If he runs, you run. There is to be slack in the lead chain at all times. If you let it tighten, all five of you will suffer. ON YOUR FEET!"

	Both guard’s whips cracked as one. Awkwardly, weighed down by the heavy metal, the slaves scrambled to their feet. The lead guard was already moving, his hand pulling the slack out of the light lead chain. From behind Selene a chorus of yells and screams mixed with the sound of a whip signaled the beginning of their painful journey.

	Once outside they all blinked at the harsh sunlight. The lead guard set a fast pace, almost running, the helpless girls following as best they could. Selene was panting and she could hear the girls behind her gasping for breath. From what little they had been told they had assumed that they would ride from the airport to the castle, but there was no vehicle in sight. Several moments later they did hear the sound of an electric cart, but the lone occupant was the Colonel. He ignored them as he rode by.

	At the fast pace the walk took about fifteen minutes. As they approached the castle they could see the two gibbets hanging at the gate and when they got closer they could see that both metal cages were occupied.

	The guard held up his hand. "It is traditional now for each slave to kiss the feet of the slaves who are on display. Follow the leader and kiss both of them."

	Selene moved forward and had to wait as the guard used his whip to make the caged girl stick her foot out so that Selene could kiss it. She sputtered and spit, tasting dirt and urine. The other slave’s foot was no tastier.

	The guard warned, "What you see is an object lesson. Do your work well, obey every order and you may avoid being hung out here for everyone to see. If you think this is bad, wait until you see what we do to slackers at the NP."

	Scared half out of their minds and exhausted from the run, none of the five had the slightest doubt that they would both inhabit the gibbets and taste the NP’s dreaded welcome. They didn’t need to be told the details as their imaginations were working overtime to scare them even more.

	The lead guard pressed a button hidden on the wall. A viewing port slid open and the group was eyed carefully. A buzzer sounded and the portcullis raised. The sharp points were shoulder high, so the guards and the slaves had to duck under them to get into the high-ceilinged hall. They waited as the portcullis dropped, the points fitting in holes in the floor. Only then did the door at the end of the hall open.

	The guard led them to Glen’s office. The guard picked up a clipboard from Sara Mae’s desk and handed it to Glen to sign. Without a word he turned and walked out. Jeanne hurried to the door and shut it.

	Glen had been given the key so he began unlocking the slaves, at the same time explaining what was going on. He offered no apologies, letting the facts speak for themselves.

	He had unlocked Selene and Amy and was working on Georgina when he heard a commotion behind him. He looked, just in time to see Amy running out into the hall. He swore under his breath and dashed out the door after her.

	It was a short race. Glen was rested, while Amy was worn out from the fast pace set by the guard. He caught her before she reached the door out into the rest of the castle. He grabbed her hair and jerked her backwards, slamming her to the floor and knocking the wind out of her.

	Georgina was following not far behind. Glen snarled at her, "Get a set of transport chains and a punishment helmet..." She turned and hurried back to the office. Sara Mae found the chains and helmet and seeing Georgina panting, told her to rest while she carried them to Glen.

	As she approached she could hear Glen cursing Amy. "Of all the stupid, dumb stunts, this takes the cake. You just went through the tight security, so you knew you couldn’t get out of here. Damn you, I planned a week or so in the Discipline Barracks to get you off on the right foot. Attempted escape is an automatic year in the National Prison. If you’re lucky I may be able to convert that to a sentence in the DB, but you’re not going to like that either. Stupid, Stupid, Stupid!"

	Sara Mae handed him the pieces as he outfitted Amy with the belt and hobble that made running an impossible dream. He tightened the belt, then put his knee against her hip and tightened it another hole. Deliberately he tightened the leg chains so she didn’t have enough slack to straighten her knees. That was the nice thing about the chain set. It could be comfortable, or punitive, depending on the mood of the key holder.

	The helmet had a built-in gag. Amy’s mouth was full but the strap over the top of her head pulled her jaw so tight that there was no indication of the gag. She was still breathing hard, the air whistling in and out of her nose. Still annoyed, he pinched her nostrils shut to show her she was in dire straits. Amy panicked, her wrists straining against the cuffs on her belt, her fingers fluttering. 

	Glen shook his head, releasing Amy’s nose so she could breathe. Sara Mae snapped the chain leash on Amy’s collar and handed the looped end to Glen. He jerked it hard, dragging Amy around and headed for his office with her heeling him. Over his shoulder he continued to castigate her, repeating "dumb" and "stupid" as every third or fourth word.

	He stormed into the office, looking like thunder to the nervous slaves. He sideswiped the backs of her knees with his foot, bringing Amy to the floor on her knees in front of his desk. He handed the leash back to Sara Mae, with a warning. "Lose her and you’ll serve right along with her." Sara Mae took the words to heart, first sliding the loop over her wrist, then grasping the chain with both hands.

	Glen was sick at the thought that one of his slaves would do something like this - especially Amy! How was he going to explain this to Dr. Saslo, and the Board?

	His tirade was interrupted when the office door opened and four men walked in. It was the NP Colonel and his guards. The extra guard was wheeling a metal cage into the room. One guard stood in the open door, his hand hovering over the holstered pistol at his side. Glen stopped in mid-sentence at the interruption.

	"Colonel. What can I do for you?"

	The officer stood silent, looking down at Amy, following her leash with his eyes to Sara Mae’s hands.

	"There was an attempted escape from this office a few minutes ago."

	"Yes. Colonel. As you can see we have the matter under control."

	The officer raised his head, staring coldly at Glen. He ignored him and turned to look at the two slaves still yoked to the chain.

	"I suppose neither of them would run, once they are unlocked," he said, sarcasm dripping from his voice as he turned back to face Glen.

	"I’m sure they wouldn’t run. However I didn’t expect my wife to run either."

	"Your wife. How interesting." His tone suggested the exact opposite. "Wife" took on a whole new meaning, at best derogatory.

	"Married to a slave?" His eyebrows shot up in mock surprise. The insult was obvious.

	 Glen was certain the man knew much more about him than he was letting on. "We do things differently in the States."

	"So I see. Since she is a slave, you won’t mind if we talk to her. The President has taken a personal interest in her and will question her himself."

	Glen ground his teeth, caught over a barrel. The security cameras had caught Amy’s escape. The President must have the system tapped, or have spies in the Security Room. All he could do was go along, and ride it out.

	"As you wish. Give my regards to the President and my apologies for creating a problem."

	Amy had been listening closely to the exchange. She was frightened, but too late to do her any good.

	"Master! Please don’t allow them to take me!"

	The Colonel grinned, wolfishly, as Glen’s anger swelled again. "You don’t have a choice!" he gritted.  "Sara Mae, give the Colonel her leash."

	She offered the loop to him, but he ignored it. He nodded to the two guards who were now standing on either side of Amy. Swiftly they grasped her arms and lifted her to her feet. One held out his hand. "The key."

	Sara Mae handed Glen a key, sensing that he had misplaced the other key,  and Glen in turn handed it to the guard. The man turned and the two walked Amy toward the cage. With accustomed ease they unlocked and stripped the chains from Amy, dumping them without ceremony on the floor. The third guard lifted the top half of the cage and held it as the two guards lifted Amy into the air until her feet cleared the cage. She shrieked as they let her down. As soon as her feet touched the steel straps at the bottom the other guard lifted the top of the cage and let it down over her. Padlocks held the two halves together. Once her head went past the open neck, the steel flap was closed and locked, trapping her head with almost no room to move. The two burly guards lifted her like a feather and dropped her onto the lip of the cart. Without a glance back they wheeled her out the door and disappeared.

	"Depending on how quickly she tells us what we need to know, you should have her back in a week or two." The Colonel looked around the office. "Looks like you’ll have enough bed warmers without her." He glared at the slaves. "If there’s the slightest hint that others were involved, we’ll be back for you. We have a plentiful supply of cages - and other tools."

	Without another word the officer walked out of the office, slamming the door behind him, almost hard enough to shatter the glass.

	The entire group converged on Glen. They offered what little sympathy they had, unsure of how he was taking the abduction - kidnaping or whatever they should call it. Glen’s biggest problem was how to get this by the board. He wasn’t at all sure that they wouldn’t fire him on the spot. He had Sara Mae try to locate Dr. Saslo while Georgina took care of releasing June and Sarah from the yokes. The girls started talking about Amy, but Glen put a stop to it. "You heard the man," he warned. "He will be back, I’m sure."

	Dr. Saslo hurried in. "I heard." he responded when one of the slaves spoke up, "they took Amy."

	Glen was curt. "I have to check the wall were that escaped slave was headed. Come along." It was the first time he had ordered Dr. Saslo to do something, but it didn’t cause a problem. Dr. Saslo could see that Glen was very upset.

	As they rode in the limo, Glen gave Dr. Saslo the details of Amy’s suicidal dash for freedom. "Did she say why she ran off?

	"No, she didn’t have time. I was too busy bawling her out, having nightmares about what the Board would think."

	At the site, the limo stopped and the got out. They inspected the wall and then Glen suggested. "Perhaps they didn’t look over toward that little knoll." As they walked. Glen said softly, "Keep your head down, looking. I have some important information." Dr. Saslo continued to walk.

	"My office is bugged and the Security System has been compromised. The President has a spy or spies in there. They were on me within five minutes of when Amy ran. They probably have your office bugged and the Board’s as well. I’ll make you a small bet that the limo is bugged too. And a camera."

	Dr. Saslo got in, opened the window and got out again. He motioned with his hands. In the few seconds he had spotted both the camera and a microphone. He stayed out of range, silently showing Glen where they were hidden, the camera in the dome light and the microphone in a decoration on the top of the seat back. "I could have sworn that tire was flat," he said as they got back in.

	As they drove back they discussed routine business. Dr. Saslo invited him for dinner at the swanky mall restaurant. "The least I could do," he muttered as they walked from the parking lot. Glen knew that there would be security cameras in the restaurant, but he was unsure if they had microphones attached. He used the short walk to ask a key question. "What’s the Board going to think?

	Dr. Saslo chuckled. "As long as you don’t kill the Pope, you’ve got a job. Slaves acting up are a dime a dozen and we don’t worry about them."

	At dinner Dr. Saslo asked for a detailed description of exactly what had happened, as much for the benefit of the security system as for his own information. Glen described the whole event, pausing often to take another bite of steak or a sip of wine, so it took the whole evening to bring it to the point where the Colonel walked out.

	"You know she would have been raped?" said the Doctor.

	Glen nodded. "I expected that. The DB boys did a number on my receptionist. They wanted to do Becky when I took her along. Which brings up a point. I think all the slaves should at least tour the DB when they first arrive. They’ll hear a lot of rumors as well - things they didn’t see - and it should help keep them in line."

	Dr. Saslo nodded, "Good idea."  Glen added, "I suggested it to Dwight and he’s going to look into it."

	Dr. Saslo thought to himself, ‘And I’m going to look into this President.’ He said "Good night," and the limo rolled away.

	


Chapter 73 -- Politics, Politics

	Glen arrived at his office early, but his staff still beat him to the door. He - and they - were ready for business. Amy was a top priority, but at the moment there was nothing he could do about it. At the moment, his new job topped the list and he plunged into the work with all his strength and energy. There were several times that he wanted to consult with Dr. Saslo, but he was ever conscious that his every movement, every word was being monitored by the President’s staff.

	The first week was rough. He had met most of the Castle staff but being confronted with a dozen managers, each jockeying for position with the new General Manager, was a chore. This was what he had been hired for, so he drew on all his management skills to quell the usual minor rebellions and back biting. His first meetings involving the managers went well and things started to smooth out. Amy was pushed farther and farther back in his thoughts.

	One of the key problems that needed direction was elevating Selene to manage the Slave Training School.  Several minor decisions had to be made and as a result she was given brown belt rank and allowed to wear a uniform and carry a Taser or a stun gun. A couple of the male managers protested what they saw as an infringement on their positions of authority, but Glen quickly quelled the complaints, pointing out that she was not only highly qualified, but had experience in the job. He made it clear that her perks did not extend beyond her job, other than the ranking the brown belt gave her.

	The second week was noticeably better. The managers had accepted his authority and were feeling more comfortable, just as Glen was.

	On Friday morning, Glen awoke to the ministrations of his personal assistant. Becky was learning her job and performing it to a T. As Glen sat down for breakfast, she switched on the TV to an English-language broadcast. Glen was more interested in his food, but a gasp from Becky brought his attention to the screen.

	"The President for Life has been deposed. The opposition party leader has been sworn in as the new President and will serve until elections can be held. Sources say that police raided the Presidential Palace and discovered evidence that the President had been on the payroll of a neighboring country. Colonel Forg Maswer, the chief of the Secret Police was arrested and charged with spying for a foreign power. He had been masquerading as an officer of the National Prison. "

	"The hidden entrance to a sub-basement in the Palace was discovered and more than 40 female slaves were rescued from the cells and torture chamber that police found. The bodies of at least three slaves were discovered."

	Glen sat for a moment, stunned. This could only mean that the slaves here in the President’s home would be rescued too. He grabbed the phone and called Dr. Saslo.

	The doctor told him that the castle’s security force was already at the gates of the President’s house. "I’ll let you know as soon as we have word on your slave."

	Becky was already on another line, ordering a limo. Glen raced to the street and climbed in almost before it came to a stop. The driver sped away, headed for the President’s house. When they arrived, the front gate was hanging askew, mute evidence that force had been necessary. However only two shots had been fired and the staff surrendered without a major confrontation.

	A staff member worked the controls for the hidden entrance to the dungeon. Naked slaves began pouring up the stairs and out of the house as their cells were opened. Glen looked at each new face, disappointed each time.  Then at last he spied Amy, being carried by two men. She was dripping wet and two steel balls hung from chains locked to her ankles. Another man came running up the stairs, holding the key that opened her chains.

	Glen took her in his arms and hugged her. But, only for a moment. He released her and pointed to the floor. She knelt at his command. "We have some unfinished business. You attempted to escape. The minimum sentence is one year in the DB. I assume you have already been interrogated, but you will be again." He turned to a waiting guard. "See that Dwight takes a personal interest in her case."

	As the guards were restraining her, Glen headed for the door. The limo took him to the Security Section. He found the manager. "Who is absent from work this morning?"

	The manager looked around. "Jack. He’s supposed to be on monitor duty."

	"Find him and arrest him. He’s been spying for the deposed President."

	A short time later two guards appeared holding a struggling man between them. The manager stepped forward and used his stun gun. The man convulsed and went limp. The manager ordered, "Put him in a cell. We’ll transfer him to the National Prison."

	Glen cautioned. "Some of the NP people are involved in this plot. Better hold him until we get the good guys sorted out from the baddies."

	He went on to explain the problem and asked that the monitor room and controls be swept for bugs and very probably a direct line into the President’s house. "They knew everything that was going on in my office."

	Glen went back to his office, satisfied that they had done everything they could to protect the Castle. A few hours later the security manager confirmed that they had found just what Glen had told them to look for. A special line was found which gave the President’s men a direct connection with any of the monitor circuits. They found tapes of Glen’s conversations with Dr. Saslo, tapes of Board meetings, and a tape of Amy’s escape attempt.

	Georgina, June and Sarah, Glen’s original slaves, were assigned to housekeeping. All three crowded around Glen when he got back to his apartment. The uppermost question on their minds was Amy. Glen made no bones about it. "Amy was rescued unharmed. As an escapee, she was turned over to the DB for a minimum of one year."

	Georgina asked, "What will they do to her there?" She’d already heard some rumors. Glen confirmed them.

	"She will be severely punished. They will interrogate her under very unpleasant conditions, to find out if she had plotted this and whether anyone else was involved. Once they find out everything she knows, the real punishment begins. Once she is fully into the routine, we will visit her and she will describe some of the things that have been done to her, as a warning to you. I plan to have all the new slaves take the tour."

	Georgina shuddered at the mental picture that Glen’s words invoked. She felt sympathy for Amy, but it was tempered by the knowledge that she had broken one of the cardinal rules by attempting to escape. She was really puzzled that Amy had broken, but she realized that Amy was a complex person and her reasoning might not match that of others. She had a problem deciding which was worse, based on her limited knowledge, the President’s men, or the DB. She was fully aware that Amy was the epitome of a "glutton for punishment," so she was not overly concerned about whatever pain she would suffer.

	Secretly she was pleased that Glen had made no move to use his status to rescue Amy. She knew Glen well enough to know that he valued his ethics. Certainly he would have had to compromise his ethics whether the incident occurred the first day on the job, or years later. Knowing that Glen wouldn’t compromise was exactly the message he meant to convey. His home slaves and his staff knew exactly where he stood and knew they could expect no mercy either, if they screwed up.

	Even Dr. Saslo was impressed. He pointedly asked Glen if he was going to intercede for her. Glen shook his head emphatically, reinforcing the explosive "No" that he spoke.

	"She knew the rules and intentionally broke them. I warned her repeatedly that she had no special status. She’s first and foremost a slave, so she lives by slave rules. I’ve told Dwight he has free rein to punish her in any way he chooses."

	-0-

	At the moment there were three women who were guests of the state, that Glen was interested in. Amy and the female reporter were in the DB. The slave, whose escape attempt had triggered several converging events was in the National Prison, undoubtedly in the dungeon undergoing questioning along with various tortures designed to extract blood from a stone. Glen knew that Dwight would give him anything they learned from the reporter, but he would have to build some bridges to get the information from the slave. His gut told him that the slave might very well have been a spy, spying on the spies. On impulse he took his cell phone and dialed Dwight’s number.

	The DB manager had nothing to report. Amy was being processed and so far their efforts to break the reporter had given them nothing to go on. Glen voiced his suspicions that the reporter was part of the spy ring. Dwight agreed that it sounded logical and told Glen that he would change his line of questioning to see if he could get her to open up.

	Things were calming down, but there were still an occasional repercussion. Dwight reported that he found two of his men were working for the NP and another was part of the spy network. Glen’s next call was to Security where he left instructions to double check every employee. The manager interrupted to tell Glen that one of the residents had been implicated in the President’s plot. "Boot him out, send him back to his government with the information on his spying. His property and slaves are forfeited to the Castle. Get some extra men and double check all the residents as well. We don’t want any sleeper cells in here."

	Glen held an emergency meeting after dinner, with Dr. Saslo and two other Board members, and all the section managers. By then Security had five employees and three residents in custody. Glen explained to the group what had been going on, including the tapping of the security system. "I hope you guys had sense enough not to discuss confidential business in front of the cameras. We have hundreds of tapes so you may get embarrassed as we go through them. There’s evidence that the President was planning a wholesale blackmail scheme."

	He went on, "I’ve instructed Security to sweep all the offices for bugs every day. It certainly spoils the fun, but we can’t be too careful. There may be more, hiding in plain sight, so if you have the slightest suspicion, let Security know at once."

	-0-

	The next morning, Glen cleaned out his In basket and then had Sara Mae phone Dwight to let him know that he was coming. When the limo rolled up to the door, Dwight was waiting on the steps. Glen greeted him and asked, "Any more problems?"

	"No, sir. I think we’ve found them all. The NP put up a squawk when I told them that Amy was not being sent to them. I told them that she had some critical information that you needed to know."

	"Have you been able to find out what happened? Why she ran?"

	"She’s sticking to her story that it was a spur-of-the-moment deal. She panicked after the harsh body search. She swears that none of the other slaves - or you - had anything to do with it, or knew about it in any way. I’m reasonably sure she was telling the truth, because the boys were hurting her, bad."

	"She’s a pain freak, so I wouldn’t put too much credibility on her statements."

	"We saw that. We found out that she is scared of water. Must have nearly drowned in a boating accident, years ago. We used a ducking stool, which scared the shit out of her but didn’t feed her pain fantasies. She turned into a regular chatterbox after a few enforced swimming lessons."

	"Good. You can do anything you want to her. She should volunteer to try any new bondage or torture you come up with - and keep that ducking stool handy. I think you’ve found the key to some of the problems she’s been causing. As you know, she’s my wife. She’ll try to pull rank, but she has always  been severely punished, so don’t stop now. She’s been told that she’s at the bottom of the heap and there’s no earthly reason to change that. Use her as an example for any visiting VIP’s or potential residents. There’s no restriction on rapes, or piercings, so make her life miserable."

	"I expected as much. Come on, it’s showtime."

	Dwight led him to an observation room. Glen recognized the body on the table as Amy. Her head was encased in heavy leather, actually two thicknesses, molded to her face. There were no eye holes. Two small holes allowed her to breathe, with difficulty. A massive gag filled her mouth and covered her lower face. The gag had a breathing hole, but it was prominently plugged with a cork, limiting her air supply to what came into her nose.

	Dwight noted some of the features of the helmet and told Glen that it had been pulled down over her head and locked before she was released from the cage on the electric car. "It hasn’t come off since. "We’ll have to shave her head to get a complete fit, but we’ll knock her out for that so she won’t see light for some time to come."

	Just then a man came into the room. He was as naked as Amy and he too was helmeted, but without the cork. He felt his way, by coincidence his splayed hand falling on one of Amy’s heaving breasts. He quickly found his way between her spread and shackled legs, his stiff cock homing on her soaking labia.

	Amy grunted, startled, then resigned, as his body slammed into her and she continued to grunt into her gag as he pounded her. He seemed to get particular joy from drawing away until only the head was at her entrance, then lunging forward. Her grunts rose in pitch as the rape continued without a pause. Glen wondered, as he watched, whether she might think it was he who was raping her.

	When at last the man spurted, Amy was screaming with a forbidden orgasm. Dwight made a note on his clipboard. "She’ll be punished for that. She’s already improving, down to two out of three. The guy is one of the NP prisoners we have working here. Just the idea of fucking a woman they can’t see and who can’t see them gives them a cockstand that won’t quit."

	"What did they do to her at the President’s house?"

	"Plenty. They missed some information because I don’t think they caught on to her pain tolerance. The Colonel was the NP’s chief interrogator, so she was up against an expert, but even the experts can be fooled."

	"They put her foot in a vise and then closed the vise until she fainted. They dumped a bucket of water on her and then started whipping her between her toes. Another vise was brought out and they left the first foot and went through the whole routine again. The Colonel put clamps on each toenail. Then he took a hammer and batted her toes back and forth with it. He’d stop and tighten all the clamps and then start batting them again. They had to  keep dumping water on her because she passed out from the pain. Claimed that never had happened to her before. She still walks a little gingerly."

	"Did they break her?

	"She admitted they had, but said that it happened just before the shit hit the fan. She said they forgot all about her and went scurrying to escape, but our Security people met them at the door and put them on a plane to the Capitol."

	 "What did they do to break her?

	"Crude. They put needles under her toenails and hooked a magneto to them. Said the convulsions nearly broke her legs."

	"Well, if it works, that’s what counts."

	"That’s the name of the game."

	"What about this reporter?"

	"You know, I had my doubts when you suggested that she was part of the plot, but the first question I asked, after I talked to you, her body language told me we were on to something."

	"I’d like to talk to her."

	"OK, right now she’s taking swimming lessons to keep her in the proper frame of mind."

	Dwight led the way to another viewing room. The room in front of the window featured a huge glass tank. The reporter was neck deep in the water, actually chin deep, her mouth barely above the water line. She was treading water, hampered by large weights locked to her ankles and her wrists were locked to a belt around her middle. Making her life miserable, a guard held a pole which was hooked to her collar. He used the pole to duck her head under water, usually until a flood of bubbles showed that the girl’s lungs were empty. Then he would pull her up, slowly, gasping and choking on the water she had swallowed.

	Glen nodded his approval. "I’ll give you another 24 hours before I question her." He went on, giving Dwight a detailed list of what he wanted done to her.

	


Chapter 74 -- One, Two, Three, Four

	Dwight and Glen were standing close to the water tank. The girl listened to their conversation, eyes widening as she heard that she would suffer another 24 hours. She was more than ready to talk, worn out by the torture she had already been subjected to. The strain showed in her haggard face, eyes sunken, hopelessness written all over her countenance. She interrupted them, hoping for mercy, "Sirs, I am..."

	She in turn was interrupted by the guard, her head dragged underwater by the rod, with no time to draw a breath. She struggled against her collar, wasting precious air in her futile attempt to get back to the surface. Even as she fought she knew she was losing, punished for speaking without permission. The two men, and the guard, ignored her. The guard had ample experience in handling drowning victims, expert in making it a painful experience that would haunt them whenever they saw water.

	-0-

	The next day Glen cleaned up his desk and was closeted for more than an hour with the head of security. He was a few minutes late driving to the DB. Dwight was in his usual position on the steps, quickly leading him to the interrogation room where the female reporter waited.

	Detained would be a far better word for her predicament. A single glance would dispel any idea that she was willingly situated to greet her visitors. She was absolutely rigid, unmoving. Moving any part of her body, even fingers and toes, required both energy and complete indifference to pain. The past 24 hours had expended all her energy and proved to her that pain can come in many forms, each one worse than the one preceding it. Maintaining her rigidity caused pain of its own, worse than many of the tortures she endured, but here again Dwight and his crew showed her special pain that was excruciating beyond belief, far worse than her rigid posture.

	The girl hung - literally - on the wall. Her head was clamped and supported in a vise-like fixture that relieved her neck of any strain, but at a severe cost.

	Behind her back a metal bow shoved her chest forward. Her arms bent back to the tips of the bow, pulled taut enough to threaten dislocation, her hands balled in locked metal mittens.

	Her breasts were shoved forward through two tight metal rings, welded to a metal frame that clamped about her upper body. Self tightening nipple clamps hooked to a threaded frame that pulled them into a stiff cone shape. "L" shaped supports extended from the wall through her armpits.

	The tight steel belt, nearly buried in her flesh, was bolted to wall brackets behind her, offering a bare minimum of support. It was supplemented by a cruel butt plug, mounted on yet another bracket.

	The human body - especially the female body - is capable of assuming some astounding positions. The girl was demonstrating one of the more painful gymnastics. Her legs were spread, extending horizontally along the wall to brackets just below her knees. The brackets were not intended to support. Rather, they were intended to convince their victim to hold her legs up, or suffer the sharp studs lining the brackets. The exhausted thigh muscles had long since given up the battle.

	Below her knees, her lower legs and feet were expected to remain outstretched, unsupported. Sagging triggered the electronics that zapped her convulsing sphincter again and again until she forced her legs upward. Ankle weights had been at the ready, but she had tired almost immediately without them and had given up trying to raise her legs and stop the pulsing shocks.

	As you picture her position, you realize that her pussy had to be pulled invitingly open. A white scum on the floor beneath her attested to use. A hydraulic platform stood in front of her, allowing her rapists to adjust their height to match her open invitation.

	Dwight smiled. "Every prick in the place has had at least one go at her. Several of the inmates are on standby here. They have one minute to bring her to orgasm with their tongue after each rape. You can imagine how tender her clit is by now. Besides, we’ve been giving her treatments with a Wartenburg Wheel. She comes unglued when those points start digging into her clit."

	Glen nodded. "Let’s open her up and see what she has to say."

	Dwight busied himself removing her head bondage and helmet. The girl’s head finally appeared, her face haggard and drawn, hair plastered to her scalp with sweat. The instant the gag came out of her mouth she followed it with a gush of words, "Please, Sirs. No more. I’ll tell you anything you want to know. Just don’t make me come again - and stop that electricity up my ass."

	Glen snapped at her. "Sounds like you’re not ready to talk. Making demands!"

	"Sirs, I’m ready to talk. I’m ready... ulph!"

	Silenced by the gag she pleaded with her eyes, little mewing noises coming from her flaring nostrils.

	Looking right at her, Glen announced. "We’ll try this again tomorrow. In the meantime, double her punishments. Two orgasms after every rape. Hook that wheel to a Tens unit and give her clit a real workout! Perhaps she’ll be less demanding next time."

	The girl stared at him, speechless behind her gag, horror spilling from her eyes. The hood dropped over her face, hiding her eyes once more. Deliberately, Dwight jerked on the helmet’s neck strap, tightening it another notch. He tightened the jaws holding her head, adding a quarter turn to increase the pressure. As the two men prepared to leave an NP prisoner was escorted in and led to her. She whimpered at his touch, knowing her fate.  She tried not to move.

	-0-

	A sudden influx of work delayed his return to the DB until late afternoon. Glen was unconcerned as he knew the dragged out confrontation would speed the process of breaking the girl. When his desk was fully cleared he let Dwight know he was coming.

	The girl was screaming into her gag when the two men walked into the room. She had been wired for sound. Or, to be more exact, half wired, a single contact glued to the fleshy hood that was pulled back from her clit.

	The other wire went to a steel collar locked on the neck of one of the female inmates. Despite the close fitting helmet that covered her upper face, Glen recognized Amy as the figure kneeling between the reporter’s legs.

	The girl showed obvious signs that the spiked wheel had been back and forth across her clit, varying the pressure with each turn. Several specks of blood showed where the points had broken the  skin of the tender organ.

	At the moment, the torture instrument was Amy’s tongue. Each time she touched it to the girl’s clit the circuit was completed and the tenderized clit got a jolt of electricity. The genius behind this particular punishment was demonstrated by the fact that Amy got just as big a shock in her tongue. A guard stood by with a vicious whip, urging the very reluctant Amy to lap, and lap again.

	Suddenly the spy girl’s whole body shuddered as the latest in an unending and unwanted string of climaxes took control. She moaned through her nose, in a moment of panic trying to remember if this was the first, or second orgasm after her latest rape. It was the first, but Dwight stopped the torture and put his hand on Amy’s shoulder, pointing her and the guard to the door. Neither of the men wanted any additional witnesses to hear what the girl was about to reveal. One of Dwight’s staff was waiting in the observation room, ready to get confirmation of any information she gave them.

	The girl, unable to hear any of this, was beginning to doubt her own sanity, sure that she had only one forced orgasm. She was unable to understand why the torture had suddenly stopped, forgetting in her pain that she was to be questioned again.

	Her heart stopped, skipping a beat when she felt the vise loosen that held her head immobile. Her mouth was dry, her lips cracked, unable to benefit from the saliva trapped by her gag. The too tight throat strap eased open and she drew her first full breath - in how long?

	She shut her eyes, then blinked rapidly, adjusting to the soft light in the interrogation room. She finally saw the two men staring at her, in no rush. She was totally exhausted and was more than ready to talk. She had long since resigned herself to suffer any pain without complaint. The lesson she had learned had been a very painful one.

	"Your name is?"

	"Retha... Spanger, Sir."

	"You will address us as ‘Master."’

	She tried to understand, but her brain was too tired. "Master" had some special connotation, but she couldn’t remember.

	"Yes, Master."

	"You are a spy. Who are you working for?

	As both men listened in astonishment, Retha detailed her work for not one, but four different entities. The deposed President was one. The NP Chief Interrogator was number two. The Director of the National Prison made three, and a member of the Corporation Board was the surprising fourth employer.

	Glen turned and walked away. He whipped out his cell phone and called Dr. Saslo. In curt sentences he reported the first results of the interrogation and named the Board member she was working for. Dr. Saslo gasped, then assured Glen that he would confront the man immediately. "Take the head of Security with you," Glen warned.

	Retha hung in her chains, drained, dreading the reaction to her confession. She knew what her fate would be if either the NP boss or the Chief Interrogator got hold of her. From her first taste of the discipline meted out here, she was certain that her future was going to be extremely painful in the DB as well.

	Dwight watched her intently, silent, letting her own imagination scare her. He was already mulling over ideas as to how to deal with her. Glen snapped his phone shut and returned to stand in front of her.

	The two men settled in and questioned her for a solid two hours. By the time they finished she had detailed chapter and verse of her career as a multiple secret agent. She was visibly worn down by her torture and the lengthy questioning. Her answers were becoming weaker as her breathing became more labored.

	Glen leaned forward, his face inches from hers. "We’ll be back tomorrow. Think of all the things you’ve forgotten to tell us and be ready to volunteer to list them for us. In the meantime, you will be subject to certain incentives."

	Retha looked at him with horror. "Incentives" could mean only one thing - more torture. She looked at Glen for some sign, then at Dwight. Both men stood, grim and unsmiling. Terror took over her mind, knowing she would receive no mercy from either of her captors. She could see the contempt in the eyes of both men. Using her last dregs of energy she shuddered, barely moving her body, but hurting all the same.

	-0-

	Glen drove back to his office, using the time to mull over the information the spy girl had furnished. She was a prize that had to be protected at all costs. Working for four different people obviously meant that she was four times a target. The outside bodies could be kept at bay, but the immediate problem was this rogue board member.

	As soon as he walked in, Jeanne handed him a note, asking him to come to Dr. Saslo’s office.

	"Why didn’t you call me?" Glen snapped.

	"Sir, the message came a few seconds ago. There was no time to call you."

	Glen didn’t acknowledge her excuse, turning on his heel and back out the door. Moments later he walked into Dr. Saslo’s office. His receptionist was waiting at the door to the inner office, holding it open for him.

	Dr. Saslo and Ralph, the head of Security, were standing in front of a seated figure on a chair in the center of the room. Ralph was holding a cattle prod, his manner suggesting he knew exactly how and where to use it to cause the most pain.

	Dr. Saslo looked up and then nodded as Glen came in. He waved a hand in the direction of the seated man.

	"Asshole here has admitted ‘knowing’ the spy, but that’s all."

	Glen walked around the chair, noting that Jadron’s hands were cuffed behind the chair back. He stopped in front of him and lifted his chin with one hand. He stared into the hate filled eyes and smiled.

	"The spy however, likes to talk, eve n begged to talk. She told us a lot about you, Jadron. For instance, that your investments have gone sour and working for the President was a way to recoup your losses. You wanted my job, because of the good pay, but you didn’t have the qualifications to get it, so you chose to work underground. There’s a lot more, but this is enough to kick you off the Board and send you home. Either that or we turn you over to the authorities as a spy. They’re not going to take kindly to that after all this mess."

	Jadron slumped in his chair, knowing when he was defeated. He was not yet aware that Retha was a double, or multiple agent. He knew what his fate would be if the authorities got hold of him, as he had considered working for them at one time. Head down, he chose.

	"Send me home."

	"Any of your possessions here are forfeit. You no doubt will have problems with your banker, losing all your collateral, but that’s life."

	Glen looked over at Dr. Saslo, who nodded emphatically. He continued, "Right now you are going to spend the next 30 days in the hole. Assuming we get this all sorted out by then, you will be dumped on a plane and shipped home, with empty pockets. If you even think about telling anyone about this place, you will be brought back by force and turned over to the National Prison to serve a life sentence."

	Glen turned to Ralph. "Strictly incommunicado. No visitors, no record of his being in your care. A double watch on him 24 hours a day. The guards are not to talk to him or acknowledge anything he says or does. When he expresses a willingness to talk, I am to be notified immediately, night or day."

	Ralph spoke into his cell phone. Immediately two husky guards came into the room. Efficiently manhandling the helpless prisoner they had him collared and close chained in a matter of  seconds. Ralph repeated Glen’s order, twice reminding his men that this was to be followed to the letter. One guard immediately went back to their vehicle and came back with a hood, which he slid into place and locked around Jadron’s neck.

	After they took him away, stumbling in his chains, Glen looked at Dr. Saslo and breathed a sigh of relief. The doctor nodded again. "Thank heavens that’s over. Jadron was a good friend - or at least I thought he was. I was flabbergasted when you told me that the girl was spying for him. I didn’t want to believe it at first, but I knew we had to act fast. Ralph caught him as he was getting ready to go out. He didn’t resist, but he denied almost everything we suggested. You must have done a good job on the spy girl to get all that information."

	"You can credit Dwight. He did the groundwork and really opened her up. He’s THE  perfect person as warden. She was ready to talk long before he let her. We knew that time was important, but we figured with all the confusion over the President that we could take some extra time to ensure that our information was accurate."

	"He certainly deserves a bonus after this - and so do you."

	"I’d agree with one for Dwight, but I was just doing my job."

	"So was Dwight. I’m sure the Board will approve it."

	"One more thing. Since Jadron was on the Board, I think you should meet individually with each Board member and sound out any possible support for him. Who knows what he might have said or done."

	"Good idea. We can’t be too careful," agreed Dr. Saslo.

	Glen went back to his office. The girls were working diligently, wishing that he would tell them what was going on. He knew full well what they wanted, but he ignored them. He went to work on his In box.

	At the end of the day Becky greeted him at the door, nude, in light serving chains, holding his drink.

	Later, he directed her to remove her chains and position herself on the bed so that he could lock her wrists and ankles to the corner posts. When she was helplessly positioned he loomed over her. "I’m going to tell you a story. A very erotic story. Since I will be keeping your pussy occupied, you may get distracted. I will tell you now, no orgasms. No matter what."

	"What" was almost too much. She came within an ace of climaxing just from the promise of an erotic story. Before the long night would be over she fully expected to make that climb again and again, always knowing that harsh punishment awaited a single slip.

	He didn’t have to warn her. She was too well trained and already familiar with his discipline methods. His order knew no compromise. His delight in doing the unexpected kept her apprehension always at a fever pitch.

	The slow penetration of his aching, hard cock was delicious agony for her. The forces within her shuddering body fought tooth and nail against her dwindling control. Glen was fully aware of the internal conflicts and fanned them to roaring flame deliberately, telling her eyes with his exactly how he was battering down her defenses, reading the narrowing gap until she helplessly came.

	He stopped when the head of his staff pushed at her cervix, filling her from her labia to the very bottom of her cleft. She groaned, knowing herself already lost, the experience only beginning.

	In a soft voice he whispered in her ear, telling her each and every detail of the torture of Amy and the spy, never once mentioning that it had already occurred at the DB. His vivid description seemed to go on for hours while he lay, unmoving. Aroused beyond words, she writhed about his cock, like a butterfly pinned to a branch.

	


Chapter 75 -- Retribution

	Listening to her Master’s soft voice, barely above a whisper as he described every torture in words that fed gasoline to the flames in her belly, Becky was "all ears" as the saying goes. It was a new experience for her. She had suffered similar pain, but this was the first time a Master had described the cause and effect in such exquisite detail.

	Mention of the Wartenberg Wheel and its use on the spy’s clit nearly sent her over the top as she recalled a nearly identical scene in which she was the star. She began to pant, a prelude to the burgeoning climax that clamored to be released. Glen calmed her, laying his finger on her lips to silence her. The remembered pain started her writhing again on the hard cock that pinned her to the bed. She forced her mouth closed, trying to breath silently through her nose.

	"You’ve been tortured with the wheel."

	Becky nearly missed the comment addressed to her, not as a question, but still requiring an answer. Her brain was lost in a fog of virtual pain.

	Hesitantly, fearing where the question would lead, she responded, "Yessss... Master."

	"Have I described the results correctly? Tell me about your experience. Every detail."

	"Master, your words were right on the mark. I was tortured as punishment for touching a Master’s cock with my teeth, during my training."

	"They tied my arms behind me, then laid me on my back in a box of sharp gravel. They pulled my legs up over my head and tied my ankles to a spreader bar fixed on a post. I was completely exposed."

	"The trainer shoved the wheel into my asshole. I was so tight the wheel wouldn’t turn, so the sharp teeth scraped bits of flesh that came out with it. Then he pulled my pussy open and taped the lips to my thighs. My clit was standing at attention. By the time he had rolled it across my clit twice, I was screaming. Before long I was screaming continuously."

	"I was told finally that if I stopped screaming, he would stop the wheel. He timed me and made me remain silent for a full minute, while he pressed harder and harder. I was sent back to my training, but I had to get up in front of all the girls and their trainers, describe what I just told you and then masturbate my clit. Despite how sore it was, I had to do this every day for a week. I of course was never allowed to come during training, so I had to stop and announce that I was ready to climax, hear them say ‘permission denied’ and go on with my training."

	"Sounds like they did a good job of training you."

	"Master, their training methods were harsh and unforgiving. I would slit my wrists before I would go through that again. I learned, but at a terrible cost."

	"So, if I sent you to the Discipline Barrack for a week of their tender mercies, I’d stand a good chance of getting a lifeless body back."

	"No, Master. In your service I have something to look forward to. It may be painful, but it is worth it to get a chance to serve you. Yes, I fear the DB and will do everything I can to avoid ever having to arrive at their door in chains, but when it is over I know you will be waiting for me."

	"And, if I punish you for being absent from your post?"

	"It would be a penalty that I deserve. It would be my mistake that would set off the events, so your punishment would be richly deserved."

	Becky was a smart girl. She looked into her future, seeing the pain that pleased her Master, wondering if she could accept the increases that would come as he continued to test her limits. She knew that the more he found out about her, the more stringent his methods of causing her pain would become. She would have to grow with her Master, keep up with him at all costs. He was confirming again and again that she was a pain slut, not needing her confessions to know to please her with pain.

	Glen changed the subject, "How long can you keep dancing on my cock? You act like your panties are full of ants."

	"Master, I haven’t worn panties in years. Not since I became a slave. To answer your question, I need to come so bad that it hurts. My ovaries are tied up in knots and it feels like a coiled spring is jammed into my uterus, waiting for a single word from you."

	"Right now, the word is ‘no.’ I still haven’t told you all the story and I’m going to be very curious to find out just what will cause you to lose control."

	Becky groaned, shuddered, accepting her fate, but determined to stretch it out as long as possible in the vain hope that her Master would tire of torturing her. She felt his cock move deep inside her as he shifted position slightly. After a second’s pause the loud whisper resumed as he talked of torture and retribution. She willed herself to stop writhing, but the words kept coming and soon her body was moving about his implacable pivot again.

	The next afternoon, when Glen returned to the DB, Ralph was waiting as usual. Spy girl was waiting too, but in far less comfort. She was locked in a cage that looked like an inverted "L," leaving her bent over and offering her ass to one and all. The cage was barely large enough to contain her, and her wrists and ankles were chained to the bars, eliminating almost any movement.

	Ralph chuckled, running his fingers along a vivid welt on her ass cheeks.

	"I diverted some of the NS men in here. Even hooded they were able to encourage her to move."

	He reached in and unlocked the tight gag that filled her mouth to overflowing. She gasped as her breathing returned to normal. Glen noted she didn’t say a word. She was obviously smart enough to know when to keep silent, especially after experiencing the rejection earlier.

	He held a straw in a glass to her lips. Lubrication for her vocal cords, not a case of getting soft. She would not enjoy the liquid in the glass, evidenced by the sputtering that she was already doing. Ralph laid the whip against her ass, warning enough. She took a deep breath, then sucked frantically on the straw. It took three breaths to empty the glass.

	"You get to drink another glass if you don’t remember your manners."

	Hastily she responded, "Thank you, Master!"

	"What did you forget to tell us?"

	The restless night seemed to have jogged her memory. She reeled off six names, all residents or employees. She knew an amazing amount of detail as to each person and their job. The seventh person was a personal slave that belonged to Jadron, the Board member.

	Glen and Ralph worked on her for several hours. There were no new names, but there were pieces that ultimately fit together to display a large scale plot and counterplot that could have wrecked the castle.

	After locking her up for the night, Glen and Ralph went back to his office. He poured them drinks and then Glen got down to business. "There are, or were, at least four entities that want Little Miss Blabbermouth, either on their torture rack, or buried six feet under. You’ve got a small cell?"

	"There’s one on the lower level that’s six feet square, by five feet high."

	"Good! I want her head locked in a brank with a mouthpiece that will take a tube, to feed her. She is to be double chained, welded to her collar, belt, wrists, ankles and one chain to a ring in the floor or wall. You have steel mitts?"

	Ralph nodded.

	"I don’t want her writing notes. I want two of your most reliable guards watching her 24 hours a day. She is to have no contact, no visitors and no conversation with the guards. She is not to be let out of her cell without my specific permission. She is to be given a signal, known only to the guards, when she has something to tell us that she remembered. Notify me at once if this happens. She is to be suitably punished if the information is deemed unimportant. You can interrogate her at any time, but leave her in the cell. And, no record of her being here."

	"Right. At least we know that probably none of her contacts were aware of others, so if we keep her locked up we can pick them off as the names come up. Say, that slave of Jadron’s, I’d like to get my hands on her for a few days."

	"You’re welcome to her. If she knows anything important I’d like to be notified."

	"Glad to. I’ll make you a bet she knew exactly what Jadron was doing."

	"Quite likely. Go ahead and pick her up. She’s in a holding cell in the main dungeon. Get her out of there as quickly as possible and don’t spare the horses on your interrogation. If you have another cell like spy girl’s, treat her the same way until we know the full extent of what’s been going on."

	Glen met later with Dr. Saslo. He detailed all they had learned from the spy, and their plans for Jadron’s slave. In return the Doctor described his talks with the board members.

	"Only one of them seemed to have any knowledge of what Jadron was doing, and as I talked to him I realized that he had been cleverly diverted by a story about something that had nothing to do with Jadron’s real plans, so he actually didn’t know anything that would be of help to us.

	Glen’s cell phone chimed. Careful of electronic eavesdropping, Ralph’s message was cryptic. "He is ready."

	"I’ll be right over."

	When he reached the interrogation room, Jadron was visibly dejected, slumping against his chains. Ralph, standing behind him, was grinning. Calmly he swung his hand, colliding hard with Jadron’s cheek, his head bobbing from the force of the blow.

	"Tell the man!"

	Head down the captive spoke hesitantly, afraid of another cuff. His story was of betrayal. He was working with friends of the President to take over the castle by force and hand it to him on a silver platter, as it were.

	"They were going to pay me $2 million for my part in the plot. I was to create a diversion to draw the security people into the main dungeon where I could trap them while the President’s troops occupied the castle."

	"How stupid are you? You would have been lined up and shot the first day. People like that don’t want witnesses and they sure don’t intend to waste money on a loser like you!"

	Glen could tell by the expression on Jadron’s face that he had hit home with his prediction. Jadron had never run with the big boys before, but after it was too late to back out, he had fully realized that his survival chances were zilch.

	"Put him back in the hole. That’s enough for one day."

	Dr. Saslo was still up, waiting to hear the results of the interrogation. He frowned as Glen filled him in.

	"This guy is too dangerous for us to handle. He’ll do anything to avoid a bullet in the back of the head. Why don’t you contact someone in the new administration and see if we can arrange a swap for some of the female slaves that the President kept at his house?It will be interesting to see if he survives a life term in the NP."

	Both men grinned at the subtle joke.

	Glen got on the telephone. The high ranking official that took his call expressed immediate interest and shut Glen off before he said more. Glen thought it interesting that tapped phones were not unknown in the upper echelons of the country.

	Just as Glen prepared to break for lunch, his receptionist escorted a military officer into his office. Glen shook hands with him and suggested lunch. The officer agreed, but asked that it be brought in while they talked in his office. "I assume your office is swept regularly for bugs?"

	"We started doing it after we discovered the President had tapped into our security camera system, as well as the phones."

	As if by magic a tasty lunch appeared and the two were soon eating as they talked. Glen summed it up, "We’ve got a guy who was working for the President, or at least his friends. He was on our Board and was using his position to set things up for troops to take over the castle. We were going to send him home, but decided he was too dangerous for us and would be better handled by the new administration. We have enough on him to keep him quiet under normal circumstances, but we were concerned that he might be bullied into harming us. They offered him $2 million, but he knows as well as we do that he would have wound up dead as soon as the occupation was successful."

	The officer nodded. "We would be quite interested in taking this man into custody. I can promise you 10 female slaves from the President’s home in exchange."

	Glen smiled. "There were at least 40 that we know of. Even my wife was a ‘guest’ of the President, so perhaps you can sweeten your offer."

	The officer laughed. "Yes, I heard about that. A bit unusual to be married to a slave, eh?"

	"It’s been known to happen. She doesn’t rate special treatment, so she’s going to languish for a year in the DB for her escape attempt. I don’t expect to have any problems with her after that."

	Glen chewed silently for a moment, then looked the officer in the eye. "You were going to sweeten the offer."

	"If you’ll settle for 20, we can do business."

	"I’d settle for 25 and throw in a transcript of everything we learned from him."

	"Sir, you drive a hard bargain! Five slaves aren’t worth wasting breath, so you have a deal. Where do you want them delivered?"

	"We can put them in the main castle dungeon for now, until we get them sorted out. Any in the group that we should know about? Flight risks?"

	"There are two or three that were abducted off the streets that might put up a fuss, but even they will shut up when they hear the benefits you’ve been offering to the company slaves."

	"You seem to know an awful lot about our operation."

	"Yes, I’ve been following this development closely. We thought for a time you were in league with the President, but when we found that he was tapping your circuits, we decided that you were in the clear. I have been here a couple of times before you took over, on official business of course."

	Glen couldn’t help smirking, and the officer broke into a big grin. Glen assured him, "Any time you can come down we’ll be glad to show you a good time."

	"One thing I haven’t seen yet is your Discipline Barrack. I’ve been promoted to overseeing the National Prison, so any new equipment or methodology would be helpful."

	The innocent sounding request set off alarm bells for Glen. Wondering just what he knew about recent events and the prisoners, he nodded, "Glad to show you around. The warden is an expert at interrogation, including breaking Jadron."

	"I’d love to go through it this afternoon, but I have a staff meeting at 3, so, as you American’s say, I’ll take a rain check. I’ll send a bus down with the slaves in the morning and you can load Jadron onto it for the return trip. I’ll have a special welcome waiting for him. We never have been accused of coddling our prisoners. This one is a real bad apple, so we’ll treat him accordingly."

	"That’s great, because we don’t want to tie up the manpower to keep watch over him. He’s useless to us."

	With a feigned look of disappointment, the officer responded,

	"Except as a bargaining chip. Actually we have to get rid of all the slaves. Officers below the rank of General don’t rate a personal slave."

	Glen smiled. "Any time you’re in the area you’re welcome to make yourself comfortable in the guest rooms in the castle. The attendants are some of the best trained in the world."

	"Ha, I’ll probably be back down in a couple of weeks, to pin a medal on you for catching this guy."

	Glen almost turned it down, thought better of it and promised,

	"I’ll be looking forward to it."

	The officer stood up, shook hands with Glen, who walked him to the car waiting to take him to the airport.

	"Let me know if there are any problems with the shipment."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 76 -- Swap Meet

	A couple of dozen residents were on hand when the big military bus rolled up to the castle. Two soldiers, assault rifles at the ready came out the door and swept their eyes from horizon to horizon before saying something to those waiting in the bus.

	A third soldier, with a side arm, held a lead chain. He pulled it tight, and ordered the women to come out. One by one, they came carefully down the steps, following the lead of the chain that ran from collar to collar. Each of the slaves was shackled with a hobble chain, her wrists locked behind her. Two more soldiers came out behind them, armed with short sinister looking whips. Glen counted 25 slaves.

	The soldiers marched the coffle of slaves to the main dungeon. Glen decided to leave them chained for the moment. He led the soldiers to another cell. Only Jadron was in the small enclosure. He knelt, heavily chained and hooded. The soldiers lifted him to his feet, but the chains from his ankles to his belt were too short for him to walk. Two of the soldiers picked him up and carried him from the dungeon to the waiting bus. They carried him onto the bus and pushed him, head first, into a small cage bolted to the floor. The junior officer in charge gave Glen papers to sign, accepted an envelope with the transcript of the interrogation, shook hands and watched him go out the door. Jadron was still fighting his gag, trying to protest. The bus door closed and the motor started. One of the soldiers picked up a baton, reached through the bars and began beating the naked, chained man. It would be a long trip to the capitol.

	-0-

	The slaves were relieved of their chains, but remained locked up in the dungeon. Glen called Ralph at the DB and set up plans to interrogate each of the slaves. Glen was concerned that there might be a spy or two among them and he wanted to root them out before they could cause any damage.

	Glen had barely settled back in his office to catch up on the neglected paperwork when his secretary, Sara Mae, told him that Ralph was on the phone. "He sounded upset," she warned.

	"Ralph, what’s the matter?"

	"Glen, it’s your wife... slave, Amy. She was licking our star when she collapsed. Her pupils are extremely dilated. I’ve called Dr. Steve and he’s on the way from the hospital."

	"I’ll be right there."

	Glen hung up, quickly told Sara Mae what had happened and dashed for his car. He and Dr. Steve arrived at the DB together. Almost running, Ralph led them to Amy, who was sprawled on the floor on her back. Otherwise, the room was empty, the spy’s bonds hanging on the wall.

	Dr. Steve examined her briefly, then glanced at Ralph. "Call the ambulance."

	He stood up and stepped toward Glen.

	"I suspect that she may have a brain tumor. I’ll get a cat scan immediately. One of Europe’s leading brain surgeons has a villa here at the castle. I talked with him an hour ago on another matter, so he’s available if we need to go in."

	"Do you think it’s cancer?"

	Dr. Steve could hear the worry in his voice. "We won’t know until we get it out, or get a biopsy."

	Glen and Dr. Steve drove back to the hospital, while Ralph had one of his men drive Glen’s car back to the office parking lot.

	Glen spent the next ten hours pacing the waiting room, trying to get his mind off Amy’s problems by trying to read some of the magazines, but most of them were in some other language, or were a year or two old. His thoughts kept returning to Amy and the problems he had been having with her.

	Dr. Steve and the brain specialist finally emerged. Dr. Steve introducd him to Dr. Stefan, who patted Glen on the shoulder. "She’s going to be fine. It was a tumor - a big tumor - but it was benign. No cancer."

	Glen was full of questions, but the two doctors had questions of their own. "Dr. Steve tells me you’ve been having problems with your wife for some time?"

	"Yes, her behavior has been very erratic, with some violent mood swings."

	"The tumor was in the exact spot to have that effect on th brain. I’m surprised that you haven’t had more problems with her."

	"I’ve kept her locked up most of the time to avoid giving her an opportunity, but she managed to give me the slip several weeks ago, so I had to follow protocol and send her to the Barrack."

	"This operation should solve most of the problems she’s been having. I know I’d act weird if I had a knot like that in my skull. Right now I have to go back and see how she is recovering."

	"If there’s anything I can do, anything you need, just give me a call."

	Dr. Steve nodded. "Glen, we’ve got some of the best facilities and equipment in the world. With a top notch surgeon like Dr. Stefan, Amy’s getting the best."

	"That’s encouraging. Do YOU think she is going to be all right?"

	"As sure as anyone can be after major surgery. I assisted, and I can assure you Dr. Stefan knows his stuff. Before he closed he tested all the major response areas of her brain and every one is working."

	"When can I see her?"

	"She’s in the recovery room right now. As soon as they move her to ICU, you can go in."

	Glen paced some more. He looked up to see Ralph walking toward him. "How’s she doing?"

	"Dr. Stefan says she’s doing fine. They found a big tumor, but it was benign."

	"Well that’s good news!"

	"I feel a lot better. He says her erratic behavior was the result of the tumor pressing on her brain."

	Ralph led Glen to a couch and sat him down. He stood before Glen for a moment, seeming to make up his mind. "Glen, I almost never argue with my boss, but I think you are being really rough on Amy."

	Glen looked at him, surprised. "Coming from the Castle’s chief torturer, that’s quite a mouthful."

	"I’ve had a chance to watch Amy in action for several weeks now. Given the tumor and it’s effect on her, she doesn’t deserve a year in my Barracks. She already has been severely punished."

	Glen shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "I realize that - and she was severely punished back home for her escapades there. Now that I know that there was a tumor causing it, I see her with new eyes. I love her, but she lied to me about her past and that started a chain of events which culminated with her running away in the Castle."

	"If I were you, I’d offer her freedom once she has recovered."

	Glen nodded, "I appreciate the advice, but I’ll make you a small bet that she will refuse."

	"Do you love her, in spite of her faults?"

	"Of course. I wouldn’t have gone through with the marriage if I didn’t. It wasn’t a traditional marriage, rather a master-slave marriage."

	"That makes it even more important that you bring her back. If you keep her as a slave, you’ll have to come to an understanding with her. After being in my care she’ll toe the mark, assuming it didn’t get that part of her brain."

	Glen paused for a minute, digesting the advice from this unexpected source. He looked up. "So, what do I do with Becky?"

	"Isn’t she a slave? Reassign her."

	"I can’t do that! Well, I guess I can, but she is going to be one unhappy slave."

	"Then put her in your harem that you’ve got there. Jesus, you sound like you’re going soft on me."

	"No way. I just like to keep everybody satisfied. She volunteered to be a slave, so I don’t want to hurt her. Same thing with Amy. She asked for it, but I went overboard with her. Now I’ve got to rethink the whole relationship."

	Just then a nurse came out and spoke to Glen, "You can go in now."

	"I’ll wait here," said Ralph, realizing they probably would have refused to let him in.

	As they walked back to the ICU, the nurse told him, "She’s been murmuring your name as she came out of the anesthetic."

	Glen desperately wanted to stop and take time to think through the developments of the last several hours, but there was no time. He was still getting over the shock of having Ralph tell him he was being too harsh with Amy. Ralph, of all people!

	When he walked into her room, he could barely see her face among the bandages. She seemed barely conscious, but when he approached the bed she looked up at him and smiled, sending a pang through Glen. After all he had done to her, she still smiled at him. He took her hand, feeling her fingers tighten against his.

	He looked down at her.

	"You’re going to be fine."

	"What did they do to me?" she whispered.

	"You had a brain tumor."

	A look of fear crept across her face. "Cancer?"

	"No, darling, it was benign."

	He realized what he had said, but kept his face impassive.

	"Is that... Is that why I’ve been such an asshole?"

	"The doctor called it ‘erratic’ and he said the tumor could have been the cause. Right now you need to rest. I just came to tell you ‘I love you’ and we’ll straighten things out when you’ve recovered."

	Amy smiled weakly, then the fear popped into her eyes again. "Will I have to go back to the Barracks?"

	She shuddered at the memory.

	"No, darling, I’ll make sure you don’t go back - if you don’t fuck up again." He grinned down at her. She opened her eyes wide and searched his face, acknowledging the grin. For the first time in a long time she felt she had something to live for. Just the fact that her Master-husband had come to her was enough for now.

	"I won’t," she vowed. "I’ll be the best damn slave you’ve ever had."

	The statement was made with the last of her strength. Her grip on his hand tightened for a fleeting moment and she was fast asleep.

	Glen left the room realizing the spark between them had been rekindled. He also realized that he had a problem. What was he going to do with Becky? He knew she had already fallen for him, and it was not the crush on power that some women have.

	It took some serious rationalization before he decided on a plan. Both Amy and Becky were slaves and could be dealt with accordingly. Amy was his wife, which complicated matters, but  he felt he could handle it.

	Becky met him at the door to the suite, naked, kneeling, holding a tray with a double shot on it. Her position solidified his plan. He greeted her, drank the drink and then headed for the shower, where Becky washed him from head to toe, getting him thoroughly aroused in the process. He debated taking her right on the bathroom floor, but he wanted to talk to her first.

	She served his dinner, a tender rib eye steak. When he had finished dessert he ordered her to the bedroom, where he chained her tightly.

	She dared ask, "How is Amy?"

	"Very fine. She had a very large tumor on her brain, but it wasn’t cancerous. It had been pressing on her brain and causing erratic behavior for several years."

	Astutely, Becky commented, "Then that was what was responsible for her running away from the office."

	"Yes, it appears that way. She did some weird things back home, too."

	"Is she going back to the Barracks?"

	"Not if I can help it. Of course, she would go back if she screwed up, but that tumor gives her an out on the escape charge."

	"What happens to me when she comes out of the hospital?"

	Glen chuckled, not in fun, but because her questions almost seemed to come off a script. "That was what I wanted to talk to you about."

	He tweaked one of her chains. "These are to ensure you don’t belt me while we’re having this conversation."

	"Oh! You!" she exclaimed.

	"Your record says you belted a Master with a hockey stick."

	"He deserved it. He was trying to ram a champaign bottle up my pussy, big end first."

	"But, a hockey stick?"

	"He was nuts about hocky. The stick was hanging on the wall, in easy reach."

	"You put him in the hospital."

	"Master, I’d have killed him if they hadn’t stopped me. He was a lousy, no good bastard."

	"To get back to your question, ‘What happens to me?’ I need some straight answers from you. First, what would you like to have happen to you?"

	Becky stared at the ceiling as if the answer was written there. Finally she looked at him. "Master, I guess I go back to the slave pool and get assigned to someone else."

	"That’s a big, fat, outrageous lie. You’ll sleep tonight with the biggest butt plug in the Castle up your ass. More lies, more nights!"

	"Master, I want to stay here. Serve you. But with your wife coming back..."

	"You’ve made an excellent substitute wife, with some unique services only a slave could perform convincingly. I want you to stay, but with a different job."

	"Different job, Master?" She looked up at him, puzzled.

	"I have a bet with Ralph that she will refuse freedom when she comes out of the hospital. If she accepts it, you remain here as you are."

	He stopped long enough to twist an already rampant nipple, making Becky catch her breath.

	"If I win the bet, you stay on, but your job will be training Amy to do everything you do now. I want her at least as good, if not better than you are. Can you handle that?"

	"Of course, Master. I’ve trained slaves before, so I know the routines."

	"Did you learn not to be jealous? And remember, another night of ass busting for the wrong answer."

	"Master, I can be very jealous. I have never learned to fully control my jealousy, and I have the stripes to prove it."

	"What about this situation?"

	"I see trouble ahead, Master. I know you enjoy whipping my ass, but that is done for mutual enjoyment. I dare not think of what you will do to me - or have done to me - if you are angry because of my jealousy. Crawling to you on a daily basis to beg punishment is not going to work for either of us."

	


Chapter 77 -- Reconciliation

	Glen spent the night on a cot in Amy’s room at the hospital. He talked briefly with both doctors. They assured him that Amy was doing very well.

	He spent a sleepless night. Staring at the ceiling he reviewed the events since he first met Amy. Never one to gloss over his faults, Glen realized that he had not only been harshly treating Amy, but his harsh treatment had slopped over onto the other slaves and now those he had occasion to contact in the castle. His office staff was scared to death of him. Becky had gotten more than her share of punishment, even though she was literally asking for it at times.

	Not unexpectedly, he felt the pangs of embarrassment that he had never consummated their marriage. Although a firm believer in monogamy, he had been screwing everyone but his wife. Even to a slave this was a grave insult. That alone, even without the tumor, would have been enough to affect Amy’s behavior. He could see that many of the things he had blamed her for traced right back to him. He spent some time wondering why nobody had called him on it. He realized that his slaves would never risk his wrath, but certainly Dr. Steve ought to have said something. Even as the thought occurred he realized he was trying to shift the blame from himself. While it could be argued that she was nothing but a slave, Amy really did mean a lot more than that to him.

	He was awake every time a nurse went in to check on her. They would nod and smile, unable to comment, but reassuring him with their look.

	Dr. Stefan came in just before dawn. He came out with a grin on his face. He told Glen, "She must be getting well. She complained because she wasn’t handcuffed to the bed rail!"

	"That’s the slave in her talking. I’ve got a pair of cuffs in the car that will solve that complaint. Seriously, how is she?"

	"Doing remarkably well. Being young has a lot to do with it. She appears to have tremendous recuperative powers."

	"That’s for sure. Five of us couldn’t think up punishments fast enough to keep her on an even keel."

	"You’d do well to back off and let her work out the problems she has caused. She isn’t going to leave you, so you’ll have your slave back, but with a clearer head."

	"We had some wonderful times together before this mess started. Will she have amy memory of that?"

	"This shouldn’t have any effect on her memory, There may be a little short term loss, but that will go away as she heals." He glanced at his watch. "Um, I’ve got to scoot. I’m due in surgery in half an hour."

	"Thanks, Doc. I appreciate all you’ve done and your advice."

	A few minutes later they pulled the curtain aside and motioned for him to come to her bedside. She smiled and murmured,  "Master."

	He bent down and kissed her on the lips. She masked her surprise behind a smile. He held up the cuffs. "You asked for these?"

	"Master, a slave is always restrained. I feel nervous when I am not chained, or cuffed."

	Glen opened the cuffs, placed one around her wrist and tightened it firmly. As he locked the other cuff to the rail she spoke agan, "Tighter, please Master. It is as if your hands are closed upon my wrist."

	Somewhat reluctantly he placed his hands on the cuff and squeezed. The click could be heard even over the humming machines beside and above her bed.

	"Again," she begged.

	Glen shook his head violently. "Not on your life. You’re itching for a bruise." He took the key and double locked the cuff, preventing her from closing it any further.

	Glen stood over her, looming in the partially darkened room. He shook his head in wonderment. "You’re acting more like a slave than a wife!"

	"Glen, I am your slave first, your wife second."

	Glen couldn’t help retorting, "If you had said that long ago, we would have had a lot less problems."

	Her smile faded and a serious look took its place. "Glen, there’s nothing more than being your willing, obedient slave that I want. I want to be your loving wife too, but my slavery comes first. You said you love me. That, for a slave is the highest possible honor. I was married to you without any say in the matter. I accepted, as a slave, without any rights. You didn’t take me from my slavery, you added marriage to my burden. I won’t give it back, because I love my Master."

	Glen cleared his throat. "When you get out of here, you can take the first plane back to the States, with your trust money in your purse. I’ll admit I treated you - and a lot of other people - very poorly. The least I can do is make a free woman out of you."

	"Glen!" She jerked the handcuff loudly along the bar to underscore her exclamation. "You’re not listening! You aren’t paying attention! Would I beg your chains, lying in this hospital bed, if I was going to leave you? I just got through saying I wanted to be your willing, obedient slave - your slave first, your wife second. You didn’t listen! Men!" She exclaimed, dropping deeper into her pillow.

	"Well, I don’t call yelling at your Master, being sarcastic, and trying to injure yourself as being an ‘obedient’ slave."

	"Glen, the doctor would kill you if you touch me now. When I am out of this bed and back at the apartment I will crawl on my belly to your feet and beg my slavery, that I can be properly punished for these things."

	"I think you’re ready right now for a good fucking. The nurse won’t be back for a half hour. That gives us plenty of time." He suited actions to words, starting to crawl onto her bed.

	"Glen! Don’t touch me! Please! Remember the first night we met, I told you if you touched me I would come? That’s still true. Only now I’d scream and I’d have half the hospital staff in here in about 30 seconds. Please! Don’t do it!"

	She watched, panting, as he backed off the bed. He stood, looking at her, remembering her fright.

	"Glen, when the time is right, I want to be shackled, whipped up the stairs, from the dungeon to your bedroom. I want to be chained to your bed with the chains so tight they sing. I want you to gag me so that I can scream and then fuck me until I faint. I survived the DB. They did things to me that will haunt my nightmares for the rest of my life. They did cruel things. They did unspeakable things. They spent hours finding the spots on my body that hurt the most - and then they hurt them again and again. I learned to love their pain. I had to, or come out a raving maniac. I will teach you what they did to me so that you can do it to me and make it a loving hurt instead of a mean hurt."

	Glen could hardly believe his ears. This sounded like a person he didn’t even know. But, there was flashes of the old orginal Amy that he first loved, even though there was an occasional lapse to the problem child Amy that he was unhappy with. He felt confident that as she recovered she would realize the mistakes she had been making under the influence of the tumor.

	-0-

	As it turned out, he was right. Amy spent two weeks in the hospital, moved to a private room the third day after the operation. Glen gently kidded her about her bald dome, but she accepted it, surprising Glen by treating it as punishment for some of her more outrageous stunts. She vowed to keep her head shaved, but her Master overruled her. "Nobody wants to see a scalp with a hole in it."She fussed, but he was adamant. "Besides, you’ve got a bumpy head."

	The two frolicked like young lovers. Glen repeatedly threatened to join her in the bed, and just as repeatedly was fended off. Glen brought shackles and another pair of handcuffs, making her helpless, but he gave the keys to one of the nurses. He checked with Dr. Stefan, who laughed. "She asked for them, so let her have as much bondage as she wants. It’s good therapy for her to be aware of her surroundings."

	Glen warned him that she was prone to overdoing it, but the doctor said he would warn the staff to lock the cuffs so they couldn’t be over-tightened.

	Another week in bed in the castle wing and Amy was raring to go. She was allowed out of bed a couple of days after the surgery and encouraged to take short walks as she regained her strength. Betsy, on Glen’s order, dug up a sensational blond wig that Amy was required - nay, forced - to wear, as Glen continued to razz her about her bumpy head. He walked with her, helping to support her at first, then moving away as she gained strength. Touching her through cloth seemed to dampen the effect on her libido.

	Glen spent as much time with Amy as he could. He brought paperwork with him as he sat at her bedside. When she slept, he worked, stopping as soon as she stirred. He would kiss her when he arrived, and again when he left. This was dicey, because her rebuilding strength and her restraints were combining to make her so horny that she could barely hold back her climax when he kissed her. Glen had conned the doctor into forbidding any orgasms. He agreed, but added dildos and butt plugs to the forbidden list, pointing out that they would interfere with the hospital care. She knew Glen was behind it, but she had the will power to hold her climaxes in abeyance until the proper time.

	She didn’t have an easy time of it. Dr. Stefan told her flatly that the tumor was responsible for most, if not all of her lying and rebellion. She and Glen spent hours talking about the things she had done, at last compiling a list of the people she had hurt, or events that had affected others. At the top of the list were her fellow slaves in his household. She realized that she would have to make abject apologies to Georgina and Selene for the way she had acted toward them. To a somewhat lesser extent she needed to make amends to Sarah and Jane.

	Amy’s one strong point was her solid, detailed memory of the orgasm he had fostered by touching her that first night. She quickly used it as the focus for other remembered events. She even thought about the cage, but now she knew the real meaning of the bars. If she had only admitted lying, without the big buildup to the cage, much of the ensuing problems would never have happened.

	The sight of his wife-slave chained to her bed inflamed Glen’s senses. He began to regularly tell her lurid stories centered about the punishments she was begging for. His graphic descriptions aroused both of them. As he spoke softly, close to her ear, she would begin to slowly move. If he kept talking her movements turned into writhing, centered on the points where she was attached to the bed. Her breathing transformed to panting, then gasping for breath to fill her perennially empty lungs.

	As the end of her confinement neared, her desire to be punished and his tales of punishment and torture increased in intensity. Picking a time when she was a heartbeat away from a climax, he opened his pants and showed her his rigid cock. She gasped, closing her eyes tight as he promised to make their marriage whole, and then she lost it, expending the pent up energy that she had - up to then - controlled.

	He made her open her eyes and watch as he slowly moved his hand up and down on his rigid staff, recalling their first experiences together. He made her stick out her tongue and loaded his finger with his lubricant and slathered it on her taste buds. In moments she was ready to come again, but he denied her that pleasure, refusing her begging.

	"Soon," was her only solace. Little did she know..........

	-0-

	The day came. Amy was pale, but on her feet. Glen was reluctant until she had healed more, but she was grimly determined. She had cultivated Dr. Stefan and gained his permission to resume her slavery. She was the talk of the hospital. The doctors and nurses viewed her as an almost overly dedicated slave. The slaves working in the hospital saw her as  their champion, especially after they found out she was the slave wufe of the General Manager.

	She wore the chains of a slave. She walked in them from her bedroom to his office. At his order as they reached the door of the conference room, she dropped to her knees, then to her belly and crawled into the room, the leash in Glen’s hand taut.

	Lined up were fancy chairs. In each sat a slave. One chair was empty, awaiting the Master. On his right, the ranking slave, Georgina. Next was Selene, Sarah, Jane and the three slaves from his office, Sara Mae, Opal and his personal assistant, Becky. Glen pushed Amy’s head down with his foot, giving her only an instant glimpse of the tribunal she faced.

	It pained him to treat her in this fashion, but he was making up for the months that she had been given over to be handled by Georgina and Selene. In order to maintain the proper relationships it was a necessary evil. He had carefully briefed Amy as to what was expected of her, up to a point. He kept one surprise to himself.

	A jerk on her leash stopped Amy in mid floor. She pressed her nose to the stone until Glen had seated himself and ordered, "Begin!"

	Amy crawled to Glen’s feet, raising her head only to lick and kiss them. Head down, she move to Georgina’s feet. One by one she abased herself to each of the slaves. With the last foot kissed and licked, she backed away to the center of the room, her nose dragging across the stone floor. When she stopped, she pressed her nose firmly into the stone again.

	In a loud, clear voice she addressed them. "Master, Mistresses, as you know, a slave is not permitted the luxury of an excuse. This slave has committed grave offenses against all of you. I have been punished in the past for lying and other prohibited actions. There are still unpunished crimes that this slave has committed, for which I will beg punishment. I owe my Master and all of my Mistresses an abject apology for things I have said and done. I make this apology in public. At your convenience I will answer your individual complaints in private, with no limits on my punishments."

	"I am truly sorry for everything, every mistake, every lie, every resistance to, or violation of your orders. I have sworn a slave oath to my Master to beg each of you to punish me in a manner equal to or greater than the enormity of my misdeeds. Just so you know, I was offered my freedom. I refused for several reasons. I love my Master and I wish to become a wife he can be proud of. I have told him that I am a slave first, then a wife."

	"I have embarrassed my Master and driven him away from me. My atonement for those breeches of trust will take many months, if not years to painfully correct. I have serious faults. You will of course continue as my Mistresses, continue to rigidly train me to as close to perfection as I can get. Every person in this room has whip rights over me, the right to punish or torture me in whatever manner you choose."

	"However, I will answer directly to Master for my reeducation and rehabilitation. I intend to prove to him that I can first be a willing and obedient slave and then be a loving, willing and obedient wife."

	There were some pretty surprised looks on the faces of the women who were watching. None of them had ever expected such a detailed admission of guilt and her obvious resolve to correct and atone at whatever cost.

	"Mistress Sara Mae, come forward."

	Amy studiously examined the stone inches from her eyes, wondering what was going on. Her nose hurt and she was ready for relief.

	Sara Mae knelt before his chair.

	"You like a regular whipping. Are you any good with a whip?

	"Yes, Master. I have practiced a great deal."

	‘Very well. Take my slave to the dungeon, make her select a top tier whip and then whip her back to this room."

	"Yes, Master."

	She leaped to her feet, grabbed Amy’s leash and tugged her to her feet. She set off for the dungeon at a fast pace, nearly running. Amy’s hobble chain slithered and rolled, banging painfully against her ankles, nearly tripping her several times. She wanted to beg permission to slow down, but she knew no good would come of it. Somehow she made it without falling, only to be faced with a wall of hooks from which hung dozens and dozens of whips. Sara Mae told her, "You have 30 seconds. Make it a good one or you will suffer."

	Almost blindly she reached for the top row, guessing the worst whips would be at the top. Sara Mae grunted. She knew from long experience that Amy would regret her choice bitterly.

	Glen had told Sara Mae before the ceremony just what her role would be. Amy would not be harmed but by the time she got back up the stairs she would smart all over her body. Almost any whip in the room would have been up to the task at hand, the "choice" a bit of window dressing for Amy’s benefit.

	She was panting when she crawled through the door. Sara Mae made her whip crackle and snap for sound effects, but everyone in the room could see that she had been expertly, if lightly, thrashed.

	The leash directed her to Glen’s feet. Automatically she kissed and licked them again.

	"Say, I accept you as my Master and husband." She accented the command with a slash across her hips.

	Amy responded, "I accept you as my Master and husband."

	Again the whip slashed. The leash directed her to Georgina’s feet. She accepted Georgina as her Mistress.

	Sara Mae could have merely followed along from that point, but she insisted - perhaps remembering some slight - on telling her what to say and whipping her at the feet of each of the other Mistresses. Nor, was she done. Beginning at the far end, each of the women in turn said, "I accept this slave," which of course called for another whip lash. She stopped with Georgina.

	Glen stood up. "Bring in the table," he ordered. Four men who had waited near the door came in, carrying the top and the massive legs for a ten-foot long platform. Then he ordered, "Fix her."

	


Chapter 78 -- Consummation

	As one, the Mistresses rose from their chairs. Amy still had no idea what was happening or what was about to take place. All that she could think of was that Glen had dreamed up some exotic punishment for her that required the participation of the entire group of Mistresses. She was headed in the right direction, but on the wrong track.

	A heavy stand, loaded with lengths of chain was rolled in. Amy could only see feet in her narrow range of vision. She could hear the dull clinking as the chains swung back and forth, but failed to recognize the sound. Slave Fear was sapping her thinking process. She fought the urge to yell and demand an explanation.

	The bare feet moved closer and closer to her, their very presence in her narrow range of vision frightening. She shrieked in surprise when she felt the many hands reaching under her, getting a grip and heaving her bodily into the air. She caught a glimpse of the table before a hood slipped over her head and locked at her neck. A penis gag attached to the hood and big enough to choke a horse was forced into her screaming mouth, muting her cries.

	Chains clattered and rattled as they were linked to the table legs and to the cuffs on her four limbs. The experienced hands had her tight as a drum in a few seconds. A set of links pulled her hood and her encased head toward the end of the table. There was no padding in the hood and none on the table. Nothing to mitigate the hard flat surface that supported her stinging back and thighs. With a sinking feeling, Amy was putting two and two together and slowly realizing that she was getting  something she had begged for. She remembered her exact words, "Glen, when the time is right, I want to be shackled, whipped up the stairs, from the dungeon to your bedroom. I want to be chained to your bed with the chains so tight they sing. I want you to gag me so that I can scream and then fuck me until I faint."

	So far, the only thing different was that she was in his office, rather than the bedroom. Otherwise he had followed her suggestion to the letter. Typical Glen, she thought, always adding his own "little" additions or modifications. What next?

	Faintly through her hood she heard her Mistresses giggling and laughing. The uproar was Glen’s fault as he was calmly stripping off his clothes, exposing himself to his slaves before he climbed onto the table, between Amy’s wide open and welcoming legs. He knelt up, his prick waving, and slapped her thigh.

	"Can you hear me?"

	The taut chain to her hood barely allowed her to nod.

	"I have told you in private that I love you. Now, publically, I am telling your Mistresses that I love you, so that there is no misunderstanding of my motives. If you were not my slave, we would have done this in private. To impress upon you the fact that you are a member of this family, this group, we are going to consummate our marriage publically before your Mistresses - and with their help."

	He slapped her thigh again. "Do you have any objection to a public consummation of our marriage?"

	Without hesitation she shook her head, fighting the taut chain.

	"Do you beg the humiliation of being fucked in this fashion before your Mistresses?"

	Again there was an immediate nod.

	"Would you like to have them help me in making you my wife?"

	She nodded without hesitation, now fully aware of the trap that Glen had sprung. Her brain was barely functioning, trying to parse what she had just heard,  but in a few moments she would be wishing they would find someone else to torment.

	Glen gave the signal and hands came out of the blackness, aiming right for her nipples, her clit, her thighs, wiggling in her pussy. One long slim finger went up into her ass, wriggling like a demented worm. In seconds she was gasping for air.

	At another signal they stopped as suddenly as they had started. Glen slapped Amy’s thigh, getting her attention.

	"You are limited to - and have permission for - one orgasm, at the end of our fuck. You are not to beg for one or there will be consequences."

	She nodded, knowing she would be left no choice but to face the consequences. She suddenly realized she was starved for love. She had to be to accept this "special event" that Glen had planned. Waves of humiliation washed over her, each driving her up the beach a little further, closer to forbidden orgasms. Fleetingly she worried about what he would do to her for having the multiple orgasm she was sure his touch would trigger.

	Finally the hands spread her labia, fingers pinching and tugging, nails scratching,  deliberately arousing her while other hands directed Glen’s cock into the proper hole, while still caressing her clit.

	She moaned into her gag, vocal evidence that she had already come.

	Glen slid into her juices and stopped. He motioned to Georgina at the head of the table. She reached down and released the gag from the hood and drew it out of Amy’s mouth. Glen slapped her thigh to get her attention.

	"Since you have no control, you will announce the number of orgasms you are having, as you have them. Each forbidden orgasm will be assigned to one of your Mistresses, who will inform me of her idea of a suitable punishment. The one with the best or most novel idea gets you for a full night."

	"This first one goes to Georgina. Selene is waiting expectantly for your next one. Don’t even think about what’s going to happen if you have a multiple."

	That scared her. Selene had lots of reasons to punish her. Adding another could trigger serious problems for Amy. She had been threatened with another session in the box that Selene had been delivered in. One had been enough. Selene had designed the box. Surely she could come up with attachments that Amy wouldn’t want to face.

	Glen slid the rest of the way into her, bottoming out on her cervix. She was swamp-wet and tight and coming again. From under her hood came the words, "Two, Master."

	Glen pulled out, almost triggering a third. He pointed to a cabinet and Sara Mae returned in a moment with a box of condoms. She did the honors, opening the package and using her mouth to roll the condom down the full length of his cock, licking up- Amy’s juices as she went..

	The condom would avoid direct contact between his prick and her cunt, other than his thighs against hers, He expected she could control that at least. She could, but barely. Glen established a stroke and motioned to the Mistresses.

	The hands came back, this time pinching and squeezing, Nails raked across her flesh, leaving a blanket of scratches. Amy felt a feather touch the palm of her hand. She clutched, closing her fingers, trying to catch the feather. In response she got a sharp rap on the knuckles with a ruler. Meekly she opened her hand, dissolving into gales of laughter as the relentless feather was joined by others, on her sides, her breasts, her belly. A feather went up her nose, causing her to sneeze uncontrollably. >When the feathers found the arch of her foot, she came again. She gasped for breath and eked out a "Three, Master."

	Weird Amy was enjoying every second of her travail. One of her clearer thoughts was, ‘Nobody would believe me if I told them how I am being treated. They’d think I was on acid, or meth. Things like this don’t happen on your wedding night.’

	At the same moment, time began to warp and she thought she was back in her cage, chained and gagged, listening to the Judge making her a slave and Glen’s wife at the same time. She actually moved, remembering the blue lightning suppositories she had suffered.

	Amy reached eight before she was allowed the final climax of the evening. The ministrations of her Mistresses had exhausted her, to the point where she fainted as number 9 rippled through her body, the one orgasm she had been allowed.

	As first Mistress, Georgina made the decision. Amy would spend the night on the table. Any of the Mistresses could visit her, for whatever purpose.

	Glen refused to countermand the order, but he spent the entire evening at her side, watching over her. The mere fact of his being there rebuffed two or three of the Mistresses who otherwise would have visited her, perhaps to add to her discomfort..

	The rock-hard table was a punishment in itself, but Amy would have slept soundly on a bed of nails. Glen had plenty of time to debate with himself as to whether he was going too far, too fast, with Amy. He remembered her exact words when she asked for consummation and he had followed her wishes, although adding some drums and flourishes that she hadn’t expected.

	To ensure participation, he had polled each of the Mistresses, describing their part in the ceremony. Their response was unanimous and ultimately resulted in the mass descent on Amy.

	Not poor Amy. Not sweet suffering Amy. Wife-slave Amy, bad slave Amy, getting a foretaste of her immediate future. She not only knew it was coming, she reassured Glen by begging for it, refusing any protection from her Mistresses, all of whom were intent on revenge. Her logic was irrefutable.

	"Master, if you put limits on what they can do to me, they will claim favoritism, and rightly. There’s no way you can protect me from the over-tight cuff, the too hard whip stroke or any of the myriad of little digs they can inflict even if you were standing right there watching. I must grovel at their feet, admit my faults and beg punishment. You taught me that a slave has no excuses. They will teach me obedience and willingness. The lessons will be harsh, but I do not deserve to be pampered. The fact that you have said that you love me will be the anchor that will bring me safely to your side."

	When morning came, Glen was the first to reach her side. She lay, unmoving, her eyes hidden in the hood, actually savoring the pain of lying in chains on the flat table. Her mind followed her husband - Yes, her Master - as he loosened and removed the chains binding her to the table top. She felt his hands at her throat, a click, and she could see again, blinking against the morning sun streaming in the window.

	She was a stiff as the table top, so he helped her down, holding her as she regained her balance and put her weight on her feet. He turned her in his arms and kissed her.

	"You had nine orgasms, one for each Mistress and the free one I gave you. By any chance did you plan it that way?"

	She buried her head in his shoulder. This was no time to lie, or deny. Her "Yes, Master" was barely above a whisper.

	"You will tell each Mistress that it was intentional and ask for an extra punishment for disobeying my, and their orders."

	"Yes, Master."

	"You have 20 minutes to put breakfast on the table in the apartment. Do I need to leash you and walk you there?"

	"No, Master. I will not run away."

	"Remember, there are security cameras watching every move you make."

	"I will willingly obey you, Master."

	"Then, why are you just standing there?"

	Chains clattering she ran for the door, her "Thank you, Master" floating back over her shoulder.. Three cameras zeroed in on her and an alarm sounded in the Security room. The technician already had his finger on the emergency button when Glen appeared in the doorway and waved, obviously not having a problem.

	Amy hurried, Almost by accident she discovered that if she kept her ankle hobble taut she could save herself a lot of problems. She had to swing her legs wide in an awkward half hop, but it kept her from adding more bruises to her legs and feet.

	The door was locked. She debated for a second as to whether to ring the bell, but the door opened. Mistress Betsy looked her up and down, then pointedly looked behind Amy, looking for Glen.

	Amy fell to her knees and onto her belly, crawling to Betsy’s feet to kiss and lick them. She ordered Amy to wash up to her knees. Amy hoped that Betsy would give her a chance to explain her haste, but she was in no mood to allow the slave an inch. Her jealousy factor was hovering between nine and 10, regardless of the fact that she had been one of the most willing of the group that made Amy’s consummation a nightmare. She should have been calmed down by now, but she saw Amy as displacing her, with a one way ticket to the slave pool.

	Fortunately for Amy, Betsy had already gotten breakfast ready, waiting only for Glen to come home. Amy could smell the coffee as she licked, knowing that her chances of getting a cup were about zero. All Betsy had to do was lodge a complaint against her and she would be eating stale bread and water out of a dog dish.

	To make it worse, Betsy was the last Mistress on the list, meaning she would have ample time to dream up excruciating punishments to make Amy’s life miserable. Just from this one incident she realized that Betsy at the end of the line would be a dangerous Mistress to cross.

	This was something she was only beginning to realize. She though that the minimum contact she had had with Betsy would give her little to complain about. She had absolutely no inkling that Betsy was consumed with jealousy. While Glen knew it, he hadn’t had an opportunity to warn her. Now it might be too late.

	Betsy made her crawl to the kitchen. Amy was ravenously hungry, the food smells making her mouth awash with saliva. She knew she dared not beg for a single bite, even after Glen arrived.

	When he did come in, the two slaves were kneeling on opposite sides of the table. Glen’s eyes narrowed. He smelled trouble. He pointed at Betsy and motioned her to follow him into the hall, shutting the door.

	He turned on her, "And just what is your jealousy index this morning?"

	Betsy dropped to her knees, She had realized a little too late that Glen was on her case.

	"Eight, Master."

	"Ha! From the look on your face it’s at least a nine. Go get a whip. Crawl."

	She was a fast crawler, returning with a whip in her teeth, quite obviously one of the more serious slave whips. She gained her feet, knowing the routine and bent over, providing the most tempting target.

	The full arm slice across her ass cheeks triggered a shriek that Betsy knew Amy would hear. She gritted out the required: "Thank you Master for punishing me."  For the moment her main concern was dousing the fiery brand across her ass. She vowed silently to take as much hide from Amy, the moment she got the chance.

	It was early in the morning, but Glen was fully alert and adept at reading slave minds. He walked to the kneeling shave and lifted her chin with his hands, making her look him in the eye.

	"You kept my slave on the front doorstep for 10 minutes when she arrived here on my orders. Then you lie to me about your jealousy. I’m reaching the point where I don’t trust you, so you’re going to have to work three times as hard to regain my trust. I have a very cushy job to offer you after out previous talk. Amy needs some very specialized training on top of what she’s already had. You’d be ideal for the job, except for your jealousy. Do you want the job?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"All right, here’s how it will work. You keep your jealousy under control for two weeks, staying below a five - my judgement - and the job is provisionally yours. Kick up over five, just once, and you get two weeks in the DB as a star student in the Anger Management Class. Then you go back to the slave pool."

	"Further, because I don’t quite trust you, you are relieved as a Mistress and revert to slave status. Touch Amy, or try to order her about will result in consequences."

	Glen watched her eyes as little spurts of fear crossed them. Her mouth distorted into the typical lemon sucking pucker. When he mentioned trust, her eyes dropped, but each time he jerked her jaw, forcing her to look at him.

	Glen pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and dialed Dwight at the DB. "Dwight, have you got a quicky course for a jealous slave?

	"Got an expert. She can do more in 24 hours than a platoon of psychiatrists."

	"Can you send over someone to pick her up? Low key, no public rape. It’s the one that did the tour with me some weeks ago."

	"Hmm, I’ve got a couple of things I’ve been saving, with her name on them. You sure you don’t want to leave her for a couple of weeks?"

	"If she screws up you can have her full bore. "

	Betsy listened with mounting horror, fully realizing the import of the one-sided conversation she was listening to. She knew only that she was bound for the dreaded DB.

	


Chapter 79 -- Revenge

	Amy watched as Glen and Becky came through the hall door. One glance at Becky’s sour face and Amy knew instantly that something major had just occurred behind the closed door. Her heartbeat increased as she watched Glen removing Becky’s shackles. She stood in the center of the room, nude, but unencumbered by her usual serving chains. Then he and Becky waited. Glen looked over at Amy.

	"Becky is no longer your Mistress. That is all you need to know right now."

	"Thank you, Master."

	Amy thrilled at the change in status. She had been jealous of Becky from the day they arrived at the castle. Now, something had happened that just might benefit her. Amy was smart enough not to push things. She would find out in due time.

	Part of the answer came immediately. The doorbell chimed and three burly guards marched in. Glen pointed at Becky, who stood, head down, awaiting her fate. She wanted to flee, but her legs refused to cooperate. The urge to run evaporated as quickly as it formed, as she knew the penalty for attempted escape. In seconds the practiced hands had locked her in heavy irons, locked a hood over her head and attached a strong chain to her collar as a leash. She made no resistance, knowing it futile, as they pulled her out the door. She already regretted not committing suicide after her first visitor’s tour of the DB.

	Amy took it all in, recognizing the men as guards from the Discipline Barracks. She speculated frantically, trying to make sense of what she had just seen. All she knew was that Becky was headed for the DB. Why, and for how long were matters that were none of her business, but still she wondered.

	Glen closed the door behind them.

	"Finish your breakfast and clean up the dishes and the kitchen. You are in charge of the apartment and I expect it to sparkle. Sarah and Jane will help you. They will have specific orders, so you will not attempt to direct them. They are still your Mistresses, so I expect you to act accordingly. One more thing. With Becky gone, you will be expected to assume her duties. At the top of that list at the moment is a blow job, so get on your knees. Orgasms are forbidden."

	"Yes, Master," she said, but instead of kneeling she quickly opened a drawer and retrieved a condom. Then she knelt and gingerly rolled the rubber tube onto his cock, avoiding touching him as much as possible. Glen grinned to himself, realizing he had a very smart wife, who in the midst of the chaos of their consummation had learned the condom trick to avoid his touching her. She would climax anyway if he had his way. He reasoned that it was all well and good to love your wife, but it didn’t hurt to have a hold or two over her.

	Her version of a blow job was exquisite. Somehow, somewhere she had learned enough variations and movements to send Glen’s blood pressure off the charts. His intent to force her to come nearly got bested by her superb mouth. And when she took the head past her gag point and down her throat, it felt like the doors of heaven had opened. She swallowed and Glen could feel it, like the suction of a milking machine. She didn’t do the ‘gluck, gluck, gluck’ that the pro cock suckers used, she didn’t need to. She was providing more stimulation than any porn star.

	She swallowed repeatedly, her throat muscles massaging his ramrod until, like priming a pump, her ministrations triggered a blast of jism that went directly into the tip of the rubber. He backed off to let her breathe. The slick condom came out of her throat, doing some massaging of its own, enough to drive Amy past the point of no return. She yelled against the cock still in her mouth as her face, neck and breasts mottled and reddened with the physical signs of her climax.

	He pulled out of her suctioning lips, the end of the condom bulging with his sperm. "One, Master," she said contritely.

	Glen fumbled for a moment, sliding the rubber off his softening prick. He held it where she could see it and tied the upper end in a knot. "This is your lunch. You will keep it warm in your mouth until noon, then find me. I want to watch you drink it."

	Amy squirmed in humiliation and arousal until Glen gave her a warning look. She was instantly still, but her mind was racing. She opened her mouth to accept his "gift," carefully shoving it into one cheek to avoid an accidental puncture. After being denied his come for months, being this close was almost torture.

	"Get to work," was his next order.

	"Yesh, Maahster," was her somewhat garbled response. Glen made her stand and hold her breasts up. He rapped them sharply with a carriage whip, Stoically she accepted the penalty. His reprimand hurt as much as the whip.

	"A slave ALWAYS speaks clearly and distinctly. You, especially!" One more reminder that she must always set the example.

	"Yes, Master!" With perfect diction. The liquid in the condom moved as if it was alive. To Amy it was a constant feeling of slippage, losing her grip on the slick rubber. She became aware that she was tasting her own juices, in part causing the slippery feeling,. Ironically her juices, the product of arousal, were themselves arousing her.

	At exactly noon, Amy lay on her belly, an arm’s length from the door to Glen’s office. She reached forward and knocked gently on the door. After an endless pause the door opened and she was told to enter. Nose to the floor she squirmed her way to Glen’s feet. As she kissed and licked them, someone picked up her leash.

	The leash turned her, showing her bare feet. Slave, or Mistress? It made no difference, feet were feet, except for the humiliation if it was a slave. She kissed and licked. It was Georgina who was holding the leash, which now directed her to Selene’s feet, and on down the line. Amy resigned herself to one more public humiliation.

	Glen ordered, "Remove the condom from the slave’s mouth. Inspect it carefully for leaks."

	"There are no leaks, Master," Georgina replied.

	"Slave, stick out your tongue."

	"What say you Mistresses? Is this slave worthy of my seed?"

	A chorus of "No’s" answered him.

	There was a pause. Then one voice spoke up. "Master, if we dilute it with our spit, it would be suitable for a slave."

	This time the "Yes" was unanimous.

	"First Mistress Georgina, pour a few drops on the slave’s tongue. Have her transfer it to your mouth. Dilute it properly with your spit and return it to her, Watch carefully that she swallows everything. Then lead her to the other Mistresses to do the same thing. If she spills one drop she will be caned in your presence."

	Amy’s personal opinion was that this was far beyond cruel and unusual punishment. Since her opinion had zero value, she was not allowed to protest. Having to taste her Master’s spunk only to have to give it up to be diluted before she was allowed to swallow was far worse in her mind than some of the "real" punishments she had suffered.

	Seven times, seven mouths participated in her embarrassing and debasing ritual. The eighth chair was empty. Ex-Mistress Becky was in the clutches of the DB. Only Glen and Georgina knew how long she would be on the missing list.

	Georgina led her leashed slave back to Glen’s feet.

	"Turn the condom inside out. Lick it clean, keeping everything in your mouth, without swallowing. When you are finished, Georgina will accept and dilute it and return it to you to swallow."

	As they watched this final ritual, Glen had an idea.

	"You’ve already sucked your juices off this condom. Perhaps a fresh supply of juice would serve as dessert. Two fingers into your cunt, lick them clean and return for a fresh supply until I tell you to stop." He turned to the Mistresses and began discussing Amy as if she wasn’t in the room, listening to every word.

	"Amy is temporarily in charge of my apartment. Becky is presently a guest in the DB. Georgina, Sarah and Jane will continue to work in the apartment, under my orders only. She has been told not to try to order you or tell you what to do."

	"Her punishment period will end in ten days, starting tomorrow. Each of you will have her for 24 hours. Selene has her for 48 hours and Georgina also 48, as she is picking up Becky’s vacancy."

	"I will say that anything goes. However, I feel all of you are level-headed enough not to carry her punishments to extremes. Everyone in this room wants revenge for her misdeeds, not to mention the embarrassment she has caused us. Before you get too elaborate with your planned revenge, remember she has been soundly punished in the past. I want her in one piece, with all her appendages and no serious damage to her hide when I get her back."

	Amy broke into the conversation with a moan that raised every hair in the room. She felt like she was on an auto jack. Every time her fingers went from cunt to mouth, she made one click toward climax. Listening to what was going to happen to her was doubling the clicks until she lost it.

	"I’ll take care of that one," Glen announced.

	-0-

	For Glen the ten days went by in a flash, even though there were several major events. The first was a report from Dwight.

	"Your PA screwed up, first class."

	"What happened?"

	"She got into a discussion with the teacher that turned violent. We haven’t been able to determine just why, even after repeated looks at the security tapes, but she pushed the panic button, slugged the teacher with a chair and tried to scratch the guard’s eyes out."

	"We haven’t interrogated her yet, but she’s already booked for assault, assault on an officer and attempted escape."

	"Can I get her a lawyer?"

	"You are the only person outside the DB and the Chief of Security who knows about this. This is an internal discipline matter that we do not and will not make public for any reason. The fine print in your contract prohibits you from telling anyone anything about it. I know you want to pull rank to save her, but we don’t work that way. Even the board can’t reverse what we do, as that’s in OUR contract. I’m sorry to have to be so blunt."

	A bit reluctantly, Glen acknowledged, "No problem, Dwight. I realize you are just doing your job. She was a damn good PA."

	"So I’ve heard. She’s been doing a good job of ‘entertaining’ the staff while we figure out what to do with her."

	"Keep me posted. If there’s any possibility of leniency I’d appreciate it."

	"I doubt it, given the serious charges, but I’ll certainly keep it in mind. The big problem with letting her loose is that she’d be a walking time bomb, waiting to tell the world what we do."

	"Yeah, that’s a factor."

	-0-

	Several of the girls didn’t use their full 24 hours, so Glen took advantage of the "free" time to indoctrinate Amy with some of Becky’s tricks. Amy fiercely resisted the temptation to ask what was happening to Becky and why they had picked her up, but she knew Glen well enough to know that she would suffer painfully for any expressed curiosity, so she kept her questions to herself, assuming that the grapevine would come up with an answer eventually.

	That turned out to be a false assumption, as Glen said nothing about it, and none of the staff knew anything beyond the fact that she had been arrested. Glen was aware that she had received a five year sentence, cut from 10 years because of Glen’s plea for leniency. She was soon all but forgotten in the press of other matters.

	In his first visit, Glen had seen a slave who had been placed in the DB the day it opened, more than 10 months ago. She had been wearing a much more stringent set of serving chains. Dwight gave him the name of the artisan who had made the set. Glen measured Amy, refusing to tell her why. Georgina was sent to the Mall to order them, and then returned several days later to pick them up. Glen locked them away, ready for the day when Amy screwed up again.

	That event seemed almost to have a mind of its own. Amy was toeing the mark almost perfectly. With only Sarah and Jane’s punishment days left, not a single complaint had been lodged against her. In fact each of the Mistresses had praised her highly. Even Selene, who still remembered Amy’s "I’ll kill her!" and having to answer to her "whore" appellation, made nice and admitted to Glen that Amy was a changed person.

	Other than a grumble or two that she was "getting off easy," Amy sailed through the last two days with a near perfect score.

	To celebrate, the Mistresses at Glen’s urging planned a dinner. Amy, the still somewhat tarnished guest of honor, was allowed to sit at the foot of the table, a step up from her usual kneeling  beside the table..

	Amy had made an appointment with Georgina. She knelt before the First Mistress and detailed a surprise she wanted to give Glen. Georgina thought it was a great idea, and volunteered to help carry it off.

	That night, after the banquet, Georgina made her excuses and left, just a few minutes before Glen and Amy left to return to the apartment. She let herself in and disappeared into one of the spare rooms that rarely was used.

	Glen had some paper work that needed attention so Amy left him there and went to find Georgina.

	Glen looked up at a slight sound. Amy was standing, posed, framed in the open door, the soft light escaping around her. She was nude.

	He looked at her for several seconds, his thoughts racing. The male in him wanted to bound from the deep softness of the chair, sweep her in his arms without pausing on the way to the bed. Neither of them moved. She broke the silence. "How do I look?"

	She gave no indication of breaking the pose, the only visible change the smooth rise and fall of her superb breasts, the nipples boring upward from the shadows, hard, completely erect. The soft bulk of her shoulder-length wig fell mostly down her back, an errant strand following the line of her neck, reaching the upper curve of her left breast.

	Glen shifted his legs imperceptibly, suddenly conscious that his cock was stiffening against the restraint of his shorts. The evening had taken an unexpected twist. The vague anticipation of the direction the evening would take had suddenly sharpened.

	The seductive smile on her lips was a mask. Behind it seethed a jumble of emotions. Need... Fear... Anxiety... even as she smiled at the man seated before her. She watched him, taking in the effect her nude body was obviously having on him. Behind the smile Amy was cursing herself for a fool, railing at her stupidity. What was she thinking of? Unbidden offering her defenseless body - not just naked, but totally helpless.

	She moved her arms slightly, feeling the steel - those damned handcuffs! The bands shifted loosely on her wrists. She stood there on display, knowing that despite their slackness the cuffs were locked. Her wrists, her hands were hopelessly lost to her, leaving her powerless to protect herself. Georgina had made sure she was captive to the steel. She stared at Glen, searching his face for hope, even as her smile threatened to crack into a scream of fear.

	"Oh, dummy you've blown it this time!" She could taste her fear, brassy in her dry mouth, Glen stared back at her, his poker face as put on as her smile. The one part of him that had moved when this naked girl had suddenly appeared in the doorway had been his cock. His eyes were locked with hers. He didn't dare to look down, certain that his slacks were obscenely tented, certain too that she had seen it, her smile the evidence of her amusement at his reaction to her ploy.

	He stared, savoring the beauty of her pose, even as his rattled brain caught something out of place, something... in her posture. Impulsively he ordered her to turn around, the words hushed, but firm.

	Amy tried. She fought the fear, trying to raise her eyes to his again, desperate to read compassion in his gaze. Glen rose to his feet, his eyes never leaving the naked form before him. She had remembered that first night. He remembered it too, but she had reproduced the tableau that had so caught his attention.

	"Turn around."

	She heard the words, but nowhere in her brain was there a coherent cell that could understand them through the panic. She shivered infinitesimally, as if cold, a muscle vibrating under the smooth skin of her inner thigh, taut, prepared to bolt and run. Insanely a passage from a book she had read sliced through her muddled mind, "A master does not repeat an order."

	She turned, exposing her only adornment. The sight wrenched at his heart. Amy, who wore his chains night and day, offering herself to him in just a pair of cuffs. Glen instinctively recognized Amy's fears, sensing her terror of the unknown but still underestimated its grip on her.

	"Remember," she whispered, "you promised you would never hit me in the face with your fists." "Glen... Please... Don't...  touch... me... yet..."

	"A slave should expect to be used as a punching bag." Glen said it deliberately, guessing he was close to her problem, knowing his words could trigger flight, daring it to bring her out of her panic. Her eyes flicked to his face again, accepting the invitation to make eye contact. Half defiantly she answered with a question, "Isn't that what men expect from us?"

	"You didn't HAVE to make yourself helpless."

	"But, this is what you expect of your slave." There was no hint of a question, the statement carrying several hidden meanings that both understood. Amy moved her arms, making the cuffs clash, the link jangling, drawing his eyes again. "I AM a submissive. That's why..." She didn't need to finish, or explain. The cold metal spoke volumes for her.

	"You ought to be spanked!"

	The words were almost... not quite, but almost enough to set off the orgasm seething in her belly. She was on fire inside from the waves of domination he exuded. The man of her dreams. The man who controlled her, mastered her, dominated her. He. Her Master. He wanted to spank her. She nodded in agreement, fighting to hide the eagerness of her acceptance.

	


Chapter 80 -- Just For Old Time’s Sake

	Amy watched as Glen went to the kitchen to get a chair. As he returned, she stepped forward and fluidly knelt at his feet. He arranged himself and then motioned her across his lap. Both remembered the spanking he had delivered on her 24th birthday, and her violent climax on the 25th stroke - "One to COME on!"

	"Are you going to come with every swat?" he demanded.

	"Whatever Master wishes." Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.

	"Hmmn. Bare hand, bare ass. Touch you and you come. Sounds like a plan. When you run out of steam, let me know."

	He swung. She came. She pulled together enough to speak the required ritual. "One. Thank you, Master. May I have another please, harder."

	 She moved her shackled wrists pointedly more out of the way.

	"Two, Thank you..."

	"Three..."

	"Fifteen, Thank you, Master. I can’t take another one."

	"That’s it then, unless you can muster up another orgasm when I stick my cock way up your pussy."

	Amy was full of surprises, "Sixteen, Master."

	"Damn, another condom job!"

	So he did, and they did, and Amy came twice more before passing out, loving every moment. One and possibly both were multiple orgasms, but Amy didn’t come down enough to establish boundaries for counting purposes. The second one drained her dry. Glen removed her wrist shackles and made her comfortable.

	Georgina knocked and came in without waiting. Glen looked up in surprise, not expecting her at that time of night. She took over caring for Amy, feeling for her pulse and listening to her steady, loud breathing.

	"Were you surprised, Master?" she asked.

	"Of course. It was so much like our first night together. It wasn’t a date. I just pulled rank on her and took her home. The rest was just about what just happened. Except for the spanking. She didn’t get that until the second night."

	"Did she come as many times that first time, Master?"

	"Not as many, but she came when I touched her on the shoulder. Hey, how come you know so much about how many times she came?"

	"Master, I am guilty of eavesdropping. She asked me to keep an eye on her in case you decided to seriously punish her. She’s still waiting for the other shoe to drop. She thinks you are going to send her home, whether she wants to go or not. She told both

	of us that she wants to stay, and she told each of the other girls the same thing during their sessions."

	"I told her I had no intention of kicking her out, but she’s still got it in her head that I’m going to do her harm. She’s like a pendulum, swinging too far both ways."

	"Master, I am not a pendulum! That’s unfair!" This from the bed where Amy was just opening her eyes.

	Glen was at her side in one stride. "Look, Orgasm Girl, I am not sending you home. I’m keeping you right here so I can wale some sense into that scatterbrain of yours. You heard me say, ‘I love you.’ I do, and I will keep right on loving you, but you’ve got to get off this ‘He’s going to send me home’ kick You’re making everybody think I’m being mean to you." Georgina laughed out loud. Glen glared at her until he realized what he had just said.

	"Master, if you count up the number of punishment hours this slave has spent in your house, it’s a hellova bunch. She’s put up with your crap for months, when she should have been the only one in your bed - not the only one NOT in your bed. You are as pig-headed as any man can be, because you were ignoring your wife, instead of making a serious effort to find out what was wrong with her. A whole lot of her problems trace right back to you..."

	Amy interrupted, "Georgina, please, you don’t need to get into hot water defending me. I’ll take my lumps from my husband but I don’t want anyone else hurt. I am the slave. A slave has no excuses. I was wrong, and I was punished for it. End of story,"

	"No it’s not the end of the story! You are defending him, when he should be on his knees apologizing for the lousy way he’s treated you, the total lack of sympathy or compassion and the lack of common sense care!"

	"Whoa, gals! I was indeed wrong, and I do owe my wife an apology. I recently turned over a new leaf and I’m trying my best to be a loving husband. You’re still fighting the old Glen. This new one is on your side."

	Georgina spoke up, "Then what about Becky? What did you do for her?" Glen sighed and shook his head. "You know she’s in the DB.  I can be fired for what I’m about to say. She was sent for one day of jealousy management training. She hit an instructor and a guard. She was sentenced to ten years. I managed to get it reduced to five.  There is absolutely nothing else I can do for her without getting myself fired. Even the Directors don’t have any say in there. This does not go out of this room. "

	"Yes, Master."

	Georgina apologized. "Master, I’m sorry I doubted you. I thought you had either put her in yourself, or abandoned her."

	Glen made a face. "I might as well have abandoned her. She may not survive five years, and even if she does she won’t be worth a shit to anybody when she comes out,. I did send her, for one day. Her jealousy was out of control and I didn’t trust her overseeing Amy."

	"Thank you, Master."

	"Now, Georgina, if you will remove yourself to your bedroom at the far end of the wing, close the door, put earplugs in and stay in your room for the rest of the night, I intend to celebrate the consummation of our marriage in PRIVATE!"

	Georgina came to the bed, bent down and kissed Amy on the lips. She prostrated herself  before Glen and kissed and licked his shoes, declaring him her Master for the thousandth time.

	Glen looked down at his blushing bride and smiled. He started to remove his tie. Amy was instantly on her feet. "Let me do that. It is my job to undress you."

	She removed his clothes and hung them up or put them in the hamper. Glen enjoyed every touch, especially because each touch was driving Amy toward another orgasm. At last he was naked. Amy paused. Forlornly she asked, "What do I do now, Master?"

	Glen chuckled. Her lessons had proceeded just so far, no further.

	"You join me in the shower, wash me with your body, then brush my teeth and floss them. That’s what your arch-rival did."

	"Am I still getting free rides on orgasms, Master?

	"Yes, darling."

	"Uh, I like it when you talk dirty like that. Anyway, let’s try that shower bit. Sounds like fun."

	It was fun. She got the idea before she could turn on the water and adjust it. One would have sworn she was frigid as she accomplished her task without even getting her nipples hard. However, Glen, the center of attention, after getting tit rubbed and pussy pushed all over from scalp to toenails, for a change was the one panting and trying to hold back a massive discharge. Drying him with a warm towel almost did him in, but he held out until they reached the bed. Then he "suggested" that she might like a mouthful of fresh come, right from the spigot.

	Amy swallowed and swallowed, obviously enjoying but cold as a fish. Glen eyed her askance. "What’s with Orgasm Girl? Did I do something?"

	"Glen, Master, I’m lying here on top of the bed without a stitch of clothes on, and not... one... single... bondage... device. No rope, no steel, no leather."

	Glen made a face. This was not the time or place to discuss her bondage. He knew she was doing it to keep him aroused, but almost against his better judgement he decided to talk it out with her.

	"Sweetheart, you are my wife. You don’t need steel and leather and rope and..."

	"Oh, yes I do, Master." she interrupted. "Master, I am your slave. You have all my possessions, you own them, and you own ME! No Master in his right mind would  leave his slave loose, so that she could get in trouble."

	"You’re still my wife." It didn’t sound very convincing.

	"So? Would you like your wife wandering the streets, a succulent target for a rape? Would you like to see your wife masturbating on a security camera tape that dozens of people have already seen?"

	"No, I wouldn’t, I admit. I was giving you a limited amount of freedom, as part of my apology for the way I’ve treated you and had the others treat you."

	"Master, the punishments I received, I had earned. You knew why I was acting up, but you also know I as a slave had no excuse for such terrible behavior. I knew my lies would haunt me and I was only too right."

	Amy started to cry, a forbidden act by a slave. Glen took her in his arms and hugged her tight, for the moment ignoring the breaking of a rule.

	"Amy, darling I love you. I want you, as my wife, to be happy. You can have your freedom in a moment. I owe you that much - and more!"

	"Master, with all due respect, you are not listening to me, or my heart. Freedom means you will send me away and I will never see you again. A few minutes ago I very pointedly mentioned to you that there wasn’t one restraint anywhere on my body. You just about ignored it. You want to know what would make me happy? Take me to the dungeon, hang me in chains and whip the shit out of me! Then I’ll know you love me as much as I love you!"

	"Slave, dear," he said with considerable sarcasm, "Be careful what you ask for..."

	"You might get it," she finished for him. "I sure as hell don’t see any signs of your so-called retribution. Here I am waving my arms and legs freely, without a shackle in sight."

	"Be careful," he warned.

	"Poo! The big bad wolf. I’m supposed to be setting an example for the troops. To do that I need lots of chains and daily whippings, and other things..."

	Just then a chain landed with a thud across her belly. She squealed at the cold metal. She looked at Glen in time to see a second chain headed for her breasts. It thunked and suddenly her nipples sprang to life.

	Glen sprang as well landing on top of Amy and knocking most of the wind out of her sails. His fingers flew, finding every ticklish spot on her body, but concentrating on her feet. As soon as she got her breath she started shrieking, then laughing, then shrieking again. More chain appeared on the bed as if by magic. Padlocks locked. Amy was quickly turned into a spool of chain.

	It didn’t take long for her to cry ‘uncle.’

	Smugly, Glen decreed her punishment. "You will apologize and ask to have a length of chain removed. You will keep count and when the appropriate parts of your body are uncovered, you will apologize again and beg the whip on them. When your legs can be opened, you will apologize yet again and you will beg for an appropriate number of whip strokes on your pussy. If, for any reason I decide that the number of whip strokes is inappropriate, the cane will be substituted for the whip."

	"Once your pussy is properly tenderized, you will repeat your apology and beg your Master to ‘Please, fuck the shit out of me.’ You in turn will be required to perform a slave fuck, which if the slightest bit unsatisfactory will be followed by a session with you hanging from the ceiling in a spread eagle posture, where you will beg for your well deserved whipping or caning. When the last five are announced, the words, ‘hard,’ ‘harder’ and ‘very hard’ will be added to your vocabulary."

	Glen paused, then added a kicker. "If you fail in any portion of this punishment, you will be repeating the slave fuck for a live audience. Your Mistresses will judge your performance and suggest suitable training to overcome your faults. I’m sure one or more of them would be happy to volunteer to take you in hand. "

	"Oh, you will have a choice. You can accept a Mistress as a trainer or I will train you. I guarantee my methods are harsher and I hit much harder, so which will it be?"

	"A slave would be honored to be trained by her Master."

	"You perrhaps don’t like the idea of being trained by a Mistress?"

	"Master, I am your slave. When your hand lies heavily on me, I can feel your love. When a Mistress trains me, I feel love, but not the love we have. Besides, a Mistress doesn’t have a cock to ram into me like Master does."

	Glen chuckled. "Guess you never heard of a strap-on."

	She didn’t answer, in part because she really had never heard of a strap-on cock.

	-0-

	The night was filled with the music of Amy’s cries, both of pain and joy. Both were deep in sleep when Georgina knocked on the door at 6 a.m.

	Glen rose up and looked across Amy’s bound body to the clock. In his gruffest voice he ordered, "Go away! Come back tomorrow!"

	Georgina digested the order as she walked back to the kitchen. She busied herself making breakfast. Before long a haggard faced Master , leading a chained and leashed slave, made his  appearance, lured by the smell of a fancy German coffee blend that he had discovered.

	Georgina glanced at Amy. She looked like she was worn down, but there was the most beautiful look of satisfaction on her tired face. Georgina smiled to herself. She had experienced Glen’s big cock and it was definitely a tool to write home about.

	She caught Glen’s eye when Amy was distracted from watching her Master’s every move. She pointed at Amy and pointed at the table. Glen nodded, so she set the place for her.  Amy had to be helped into her chair as she was packing a serious weight of chain.

	It was a miscellaneous conglomeration of chain, in different lengths, with different size links. There were overlaps and loose ends, but Glen had made do with what was available.

	When breakfast was finished, Amy tried to spring up to help Georgina, forgetting her chains long enough to tangle them in the chair, nearly taking Amy, the chains and the chair to the floor. Glen saw to getting Amy and the chair back to normal. As soon as Georgina saw that Amy was all right, she disappeared.

	She reappeared, dragging a pile of chain links behind her.

	Glen looked at her, "How did you..."

	Georgina just pointed, up at the security camera. Glen’s secret was not so secret.

	Amy looked at the pile of chain and it dawned on her that she was about to get another of her wishes. Glen and Georgina "dressed" her. There was no question that the set was punitive. It weighed three or four times what Becky’s serving chain set had weighed. Amy would know herself well chained, but it was designed so that her hands were free above her waist, so she could be put to work while wearing them. One extra padlock for nighttime would restrain her hands well away from her pussy. Once she was completely locked into the chain set, she knelt at Glen’s feet and kissed them. "Thank you, Master for punishing me in this visible way. I am honored to wear your special chains." She moved to Georgina and repeated her thanks.

	That evening, Glen held a meeting of the Mistresses. Amy was made to parade before them and then go down the row, allowing each Mistress the opportunity to examine them closely and check the fit. Glen announced that Amy would be wearing her chains for "some time." He cautioned them about assigning work - like washing windows - where her restraints could turn deadly.

	Then he dropped a bombshell, "I have several times offered Amy her freedom, She has flatly refused each time. As you know, she loves me and I love her. I can’t repeat that often enough. Anyway, she complained about a lack of restraints, pointing out rightly that slaves should be in restraints of some kind all the time. As my wife she has some leeway, but she turned it down flat, saying that as my wife she needs to set an example for the rest of the group."

	"She also complained, in effect, that she wasn’t being punished as often and as hard as she thought she should be. This amounted to questioning my judgement as her Master. Last evening she learned the hard way that I do not tolerate that sort of criticism. Before the evening was over she was vehemently apologizing for her words, and begged more whipping."

	You, as her supervisors, will continue as you have. Any rule violations are to be reported to me and will be punished with double penalties. She is a slave, mine or not, and should be treated as such, or you will answer for it."

	 

	


Chapter 81 -- Resolution or Solution

	Things in the General Manager’s wing went smoothly for several weeks. Glen used the opportunity to consolidate his position and solve problems other than paperwork. He had managed to keep up with the paper for the time being, but there were a couple of personnel decisions and the Real Estate section was pressing for a meeting. None were anywhere near the crisis situations of recent memory.

	Opal and Sara Mae bore the brunt of it. Glen even brought Amy to the office and put her to work filing, but without some training she would be of little help on other tasks. The two girls took note of Amy’s "over dressed state and silently considered the odds that they might soon be similarly chained. After failing to tell Glen about her regular whippings, Sara Mae had been skating on thin ice, but a couple of hastily scheduled "make up" sessions pretty well cleared her plate, but not without a warning that a second offense could have "complications," as Glen liked to put it. It was a ploy that worked wonders, leaving the threat hanging and allowing the slave’s fertile mind to imagine horrendous punishments for that next fuckup.

	One morning, when he came to work there was a note with a telephone number in his In box. All it said was: "Is your wife-slave looking for a job?"

	He showed it to Amy, without commenting. Her eyes widened, but she said nothing as she handed it back. He stuck it to the side of the In box and began working.

	An hour later, Opal announced one of the residents. Glen got up and greeted him, while Sara Mae wheeled a chair up to Glen’s desk. Amy never looked up, busying herself at the file cabinet. They shook hands and the man looked around, pointedly at Sara Mae and Amy. "I need this to be strictly confidential."

	Glen nodded. "Nothing said in this room leaves the room."

	"Sir, my wife has been arrested for attacking my mistress - my slave. She pled guilty after seeing the security tape of the event. The judge offered her two choices - a month in the Discipline Barracks, or a year as a slave, with all that comes with it. She much prefers slavery. I understand that you have been through a similar situation with your wife-slave and I’ve come to you for advice."

	Glen leaned back and studied the ceiling for a moment. "It’s not going to work. Your wife will be constantly trying to regain the  power she lost, and your mistress will take every opportunity to make her life miserable. You will wind up with a divorce, and we’ll wind up with a serious security problem."

	"There may be another solution, which I’m just getting ready to check. Give me a couple of days and then call for an appointment. You were lucky to catch me in the office as I’ve been out more than in."

	"Thank you sir. "I’ll call in two days."

	Glen glanced at the clock. He had a noon luncheon. After he left, Amy noticed that the note was gone. She started to worry.

	After a quick lunch, Glen made his excuses and left. As soon as he could he dialed the number.

	"Steel Restraints, Marvin speaking."

	Glen knew the man would have a Caller ID so he didn’t bother to introduce himself.

	"What kind of job are we talking about?"

	"My business is expanding like you wouldn’t believe. I need at least two more slaves to model my products. The word on the grapevine is that your slave wife has finally straightened out - and that she’s a pain freak. That’s exactly what I need - a little feisty and a lot of tolerance for pain. I don’t whip my slaves, but spending the day and evening in some contorted bondage is worse that a whip - but they live through it."

	"Sounds interesting. However, I can’t let my wife be seen in that setting."

	"Not to worry. The guy in the next store makes discipline helmets that fit like paper on the wall. Nobody would recognize her in one of those. They are made to wear for days at a time, so there’s plenty of leeway."

	"Alright, what are you paying? Before you answer I’ll remind you that you tried to bribe me when I first got here."

	"I’m really sorry about that. I had been told that it would make it easier for me to do business here."

	"Very soon, I’m going to spend a few minutes getting you to reveal who made that remark. Right now, I asked about pay."

	"Standard slave wages, $5 a day and room and board."

	"She will be returned to the castle each night after work. Weekends free?"

	"Okay, $10 a day. Weekends free, or days off during the week. Plus she gets a choice of a free restraint at the end of each month, and a $100 bonus at the end of a year."

	"Acceptable. You mentioned you needed two or more slaves?"

	"I did. I’m way short-handed."

	"I have a free woman that was sentenced to a year as a slave. She beat up a slave that was her husband’s mistress. Too rough for you?"

	"Hell, no! I get that kind of deal all the time she’d get $5 and room and board."

	"One more thing. No fucking, or objects. Back or front. Blow jobs all right, but don’t overdo it. I don’t know what his requirements will be. He and I will get back to you." Glen hung up.

	That evening, Glen called a Mistress meeting after chaining Amy to the bed with a vibrator screaming away in her pussy and a similarly endowed butt plug in the place where it was supposed to be. She started out still worried, but by the time Glen closed the bedroom door she was incoherent in speech and in thought.

	He stood in front of his girls and came right to the point. "I have a job offer for Amy. Steel Restraints wants to hire her as a restraint model. I want your opinion, since she is a major part of your responsibility. Open time."

	Several were tempted to remark "good riddance," but even in open time the comment would be unacceptable.

	Selene was the first to comment, "They’ll recognize her in a minute." Several nodded agreement.

	"The owner will provide a punishment helmet. Nobody could recognize her in that."

	"Is she going to stay there 24/7?"

	"No, she’ll be brought here after her shift at night, and she will be here weekends. I have refused permission to fuck her, although she will be allowed to do blow jobs."

	"Have you told her about this?"

	Glen looked at Jane rather strangely. "Jane, she is a slave. She, and all of you are slaves. She and you do what I tell you to do. I WILL talk to her, mostly to inform her as to what is going to happen to her."

	He addressed them all. "In the next few weeks you will no doubt be assigned what passes for permanent jobs around the castle. I have specific jobs in mind for several of you. Opal and Sara Mae will continue to man the office. Georgina will remain in charge of the Executive Wing and will bring in slaves to do the dirty work. Selene has been spoken for. That leaves Sarah and Jane. I want your resumes on my desk by noon tomorrow."

	"Oh, one more thing. Opal and Sara Mae are brown belts. Effective at once Georgina and Selene are red belts. Georgina remains first slave. Any problems and you will volunteer to join Amy for a week of demonstrating restraints. That’s all for now."

	The Mistresses lined up, kissed Glen’s shoes and walked away. Georgina remained behind. "Master, there’s no getting around the fact that she’s a pain slut. She will be off our hands in the day and all yours at night, so she’s getting the best of both worlds. She’ll get more than enough pain to satisfy her working in that store."

	"I’ve already made arrangements for a security camera where she works and in the back where the slaves are kept at night. One false move and he will get a chance to experience his own restraints."

	Selene walked away from the meeting with a puzzled expression. She had thanked her Master for the red belt, not exactly sure why she was being promoted. She already had been promised a green belt.

	Georgina put her straight, later that evening. She knocked on Selene’s door. When she opened it Georgina was holding a red leather belt out to her. Georgina was already wearing hers. They sat on the couch, where a proud Georgina filled her in.

	"You now hold the highest slave rank in the castle. We now outrank all the male and female slaves, and all of the residents. You outrank everyone, except Master, and the Board members.

	For a short time there was only one, that Becky wore, as Master’s personal assistant."

	"But why me? I haven’t said boo since I’ve been here, or done anything."

	"Master told you, before we left the States, that he wanted you to run the slave training facility. Remember, he said, ‘Selene is spoken for,’ so he intends that special job for you."

	The two mistresses shared a bottle o wine and headed for their separate beds. Georgina was tempted to invite Selene to join her, but chickened out at the last moment.

	-0-

	Glen and Amy’s conversation went much less smoothly. Glen went straight to the point. "I’ve got a job for you, Steel Restraints, in the Mall, needs a couple of models. It will be long hours and lots of boredom and probably lots of pain as well."

	"I’d be recognized in a second. No way. I’ll stick to the dungeon."

	Angry, both at Amy, and at himself for blowing the explanation, Glen automatically reverted to the old Glen. Amy found herself dragged to the wall, where she was chained to the hooks. She resisted, but was no match for Glen’s angry strength. As he fixed her shackles he growled, "You will be wearing a punishment helmet so nobody is going to recognize you."

	With that he began to whip her, his anger flowing through the leather to the cringing slave. She took a dozen lashes without complaint. When he paused, she interjected, "I’m sorry, Master. I will obey and do the job."

	That was the crowning touch, flaring Glen’s anger into a roaring inferno. He hit her again, much harder.

	"Why the Hell didn’t you say that in the first place? I could have just ordered you to do the work. Damnit! You are a slave. You do what your Master tells you to do and you don’t give him any shit about it."

	"Yes, Master, I will obey."

	"You start tomorrow. Be ready at 9:30. You begin work at 10. You will take orders from Marvin. If he disciplines you, you can expect a second dose when you get back to the castle."

	"Yes, Master."

	Glen called the other man and told him of the offer. There was no hesitation, "I’ll have her there at 10. Thanks very much for your help."

	-0-

	Amy was ready right on time. Glen had ordered that she wear only her wrist cuffs and sandals, in addition to the punishment helmet which enclosed her entire head. With it she wore a hollow gag, to which a tube could be attached to give her water, or liquified food. Selene went with her and turned her over to Marvin after he signed the necessary paperwork.

	Selene looked worried when she returned. She headed straight for Glen’s office. Kneeling, she reported, "Master, I don’t trust that Marvin. He acted as if he had some other plans for both Amy and that other slave that came at the same time."

	Glen pondered for a second. He trusted Selene’s judgement and was immediately concerned about Amy’s safety.

	"Get Sarah and Jane and take up positions in the Mall where you can see what goes on in Marvin’s shop. Take cell phones along so you can talk to each other and let me know what’s happening."

	Fifteen minutes later his phone rang. Selene sounded both excited and scared.

	"Master, he has put both girls in head cages, strung them up in front of his shop and he is whipping them - with a big, long bull whip! He’s telling the crowd that one is the wife of a high ranking official and he’s going to reveal her identity at 11 O’Clock!"

	"Watch every move he makes, but don’t interfere. I’ll have Security there very shortly! Stay on the line and tell me anything that happens."

	Glen laid the phone down and reached for the red emergency phone that had just been installed. In seconds he told the operator what was happening and was promised an immediate response.

	Glen took his own advice and stopped his car several hundred yards from the Steel Restraints shop. As he walked toward the shop he could see the two slaves hanging before the shop and even could faintly hear the crack of the whip.

	A Security vehicle came around the corner, siren blaring as it cut a path through the gathering crowd. It screeched to a halt, just as another car came in from the opposite direction. Marvin turned to see what was going on and then turned to flee. A bull horn stopped him in his tracks. He raised his hands in surrender and knelt down on the floor of his store.

	Glen arrived as the officers were cuffing Marvin, and two other officers were cutting the ropes holding the two slaves, letting them down gently. Glen got a glimpse of Amy, just enough to see several red weals from the cruel whip. An ambulance rolled up and the medical team quickly examined the two and applied healing salve on their wounds. Both were placed in the ambulance and it headed for the hospital.

	The crowd quickly dispersed, assuming it to be a simple case of slave abuse. Glen waited until things had quieted down, then introduced himself to the sergeant in charge and indicated that one of the two slaves was his wife. He gave him the name and phone number of the other slave’s owner. When he told him that three of his slaves had been watching the developments the guard asked to talk to them. Glen looked around and saw all three of them, watching, but hanging back to avoid getting involved. Glen waved them in and they described what they had seen.  Glen vouched for them, identifying them as his slaves.

	Amy and the other slave were held overnight at the hospital and then released. Glen visited Amy and apologized for putting the two girls in danger. Amy turned away the apology, pointing out that the life of a slave is never easy, and some days are worse than others.

	Glen had immediately called the other man, and then met him at the hospital. After they visited their wives, Glen invited him to have dinner with him. In the course of the conversation he found that Aidem had been a store manager in Minnesota before coming to the castle. Glen noted the information, a plan beginning to take shape.

	The next morning, Glen had a full report on his desk when he arrived for work. As he had suspected, Glen had a record that included several assaults on women. How he managed to get into the castle, and open a store were matters he tossed right back at Security. The report showed that only four slaves were found in the underground dungeon - no better word for it. They told the guards that at one time there had been 25 or more slaves locked up there. The dungeon was a page out of medieval jails, with tiny cells and heavy chains that were locked to the slave’s collars.

	Further investigation revealed that Marvin was making a tidy sum selling slaves to the President before he was deposed. At the bottom of the report was the notation, "Transported to the National Prison for interrogation."

	Glen chuckled. Amy would get a boot out of that!

	At the moment, Amy was stiff and sore from her ordeal. She was healing rapidly, but one or two of the weals would leave scars. Glen was already looking into finding a plastic surgeon who could erase them. As could be expected in this large an operation, a good one was due to arrive from England in two weeks. There was hardly a specialty that wasn’t either represented among those already on the castle grounds, or would be coming in during the next several months.

	The real estate meeting brought up one point that Glen had approached before, an increasing number of potential residents who wanted to bring minor children with them. Glen was still strongly against the idea, pointing out that an adult community could not have young children seeing naked slaves at every hand. He did suggest that they consider buying a resort, either on the coast or up in the mountains, well away from the castle, where grandparents could have their grandchildren visit them. The concept met with instant approval and the wheels started turning to make it happen.

	


Chapter 82 -- Problems

	Amy’s welts healed fairly quickly, but not before she was again the topic of conversation. The other slave had been interrogated by Security and Ralph had told him on the phone that the girl had been badly mauled and raped, but, to quote her, "nothing like what he did to the other slave."

	He told Glen that he was releasing the hold on Amy’s medical records, now that the investigation was almost complete. Ralph also told him he didn’t need Amy’s testimony as he already had more than enough. Glen growled, "I’m going to find out anyway. She never said a word about it."

	Before talking to Amy, Glen called Dr. Steve and told him about the call.

	"Is there any sign of anything unusual in her medical report?"

	"Hang on a second. I’ll bring it up on the computer."

	He was silent for almost a minute, reading to himself from the screen.

	"They found some deep vaginal bruising, a couple of small puncture wounds on her left hip and some very small first degree burns, barely visible, but a lot of them, from her upper neck to her feet."

	"Translation?"

	"She had some very rough sex. The odds are that she was struck by a Taser on the hip, and the burns could be from a low power cattle prod, or some kind of stun gun."

	"What have you got that would kill that bastard, very slowly?"

	"Don’t tempt me. That’s one SOB I’d like to put through childbirth with his legs tied together!

	Murphy’s law had been waiting in the wings. No sooner had he hung up the phone when people started filing into his outer office, the phone began ringing off the hook and general chaos erupted. It was well after dark when the two slaves and Glen turned out the office lights and headed for the Executive Wing.

	Amy was waiting patiently, on her knees, holding a tray with his drink. Supper got a quick re-heat in the microwave, but it was still edible.

	Not much later, Glen and Amy headed for the bedroom. He chained her down in her favorite spread-eagle pose and then crawled in beside her. He waited a couple of minutes to see if she had anything to say, but she was silent.

	"Amy."

	"Yes. Master?"

	"You didn’t tell me what Marvin did to you before we got there."

	"It was nothing, Master. I’ve had worse."

	"Amy!"

	"Master?"

	"You have two strikes against you already, so I would be very guarded, if I were you, in what you say next. You withheld information from me that was very important to me and you skirted the border and told me at best a white lie, at worst another of your lying lies."

	He leaned on one elbow, half over her, as he watched a tear slide down her cheek. Amy looked like she was in shock for a moment, then grimly shut her mouth, hurt to the quick by his reference to her previous lies.

	"I will repeat my question, and let you think about an answer, that will agree with what Dr, Steve and the head of Security told me. You are very lucky that they don’t need your testimony, or you would be headed to the DB as a permanent resident. Now, what did Martin do to you before we arrived?"

	She spat at him, "I’ve had worse, Master."

	"Well, I guess half a lie is better than nothing. You said it was nothing, the first time you answered. Now you didn’t mention that statement the second time I asked. Oh, and what about the rule that a Master never asks or orders twice?" His tone was increasingly sarcastic.

	Amy glared at him for a moment, then turned her gaze to the ceiling.

	"I’m waiting."

	She swung her gaze to look directly at him.

	"Go take a flying fuck in the lake... Master." Contempt underlined each word.

	Glen couldn’t believe his ears. He stared down at her, unable to say a word. She opened her mouth and he knew exactly what was coming. "You bastard! You farmed me out to a sex predator, just so you could collect my wages. You had to know that he was running a slaver operation. You had to know that delivering me, in chains, was an open invitation to him to do anything he pleased with me! I won’t tell you what he did to me, because it would only give you ideas the next time you feel like punishing me. Right now if I had to choose between you and him it would take me a while to decide! I’m all done with you. Tomorrow, you can write me a check for what I have in the bank and I’m getting the Hell out of this loony bin!"

	Glen had listened with mounting anger. She was right in most of what she said, but he was not about to let her go away mad and jeopardize the whole operation. At the moment she was angry enough to tell the world what was going on here.

	She interrupted his train of thought by suddenly thrashing on the bed.

	"Let me OUT of here. I never want to see you again. Get these fucking chains off of me NOW! She pulled so hard that she scraped skin off one wrist, even though the cuff was lined, and several drops of blood landed on the sheet.

	Glen had calmed enough to know he needed help. Lots of help! He buzzed Georgina on the intercom and asked her to come quickly. He stepped out of the bedroom and pulled out his phone and called Dr. Steve. He quickly filled the doctor in, with a background of her shrieks and cries.

	When Dr. Steve walked in, Glen had tightened the chains to keep her from injuring herself and finally in desperation had gagged her, nearly getting his fingers bitten in the process. She was unable to move her body much, but she made up for it by thrashing her head back and forth in a never ending cycle.

	The doctor examined her, felt her pulse and Georgina and Glen held her head so he could look in her eyes. He prepared an injection and again they had to hold her to avoid breaking the needle. In a few seconds her head lolled to one side and she was asleep. All three visibly relaxed. Dr. Steve called for an ambulance and after she was taken away he told them that he was putting her in restraints in the locked Psychiatric Ward until he could figure out what brought on this outburst. He finished, "I’m just afraid that there’s some connection to the tumor that we removed."

	"When can I see her?" Glen asked.

	"Not for some time - a week, perhaps 10 days. Something you did or said triggered this and she isn’t likely to forgive you."

	Glen had a pained expression. "Before you came she accused me of deliberately sending her to a sex pervert, or rather a sex predator. I didn’t know it, but I should have checked him out much more thoroughly. I’ll admit she was right in most of what she said. But the whole idea was to get her occupied in some way that would satisfy her increasing desire for pain, not to harm her. She knows better than her crack about her wages. That would have gone in her trust fund."

	"It’s good to know what set her off as I may be able to use it to get her back to rational thinking. I’ll put the head psychiatrist on her case and see if we can’t come up with some answers. The whole staff is involved right now in a study of slave reaction to a variety of things - stimulation, torture, sex, punishment - right on through the alphabet. Amy could provide some valuable information for the study."

	He saw Glen start to open his mouth to speak and quickly added, "It’s nothing that will hurt her in any way and she may well benefit from their findings."

	Glen was sick at heart. He blamed himself for almost the first time for Amy’s problems. Later he would visit the psychiatrist himself to talk out the problems he was having with her.

	Dr. Steve called the next day and the news was not good. "Glen, I’m afraid she’s gone completely off her rocker. She broke one of the hospital restraints trying to get loose. We had to sedate her heavily, almost a coma. We took an MRI scan of her brain this morning and I’ll phone you at once when I get a report."

	Glen was grim when he hung up. The news later made him even grimmer.

	"Glen, there are signs that the tumor is growing again, or it’s a new one in nearly the same place. It’s affecting a different area of the brain, causing the outbursts. "I’m sorry, Glen, but we’re doing everything we can."

	"Anything you need, I’ll have it shipped in."

	"Right now we’ve got everything. I appreciate the offer and I’ll take you up on it if something comes up missing."

	Glen called Dr. Saslo to fill him in. He reacted the same way Dr. Steve did, offering anything the Board could do. Glen could only answer that it was up to the surgeons.

	Glen told Georgina the information. She shook her head, "I’m sorry for her, and for you. It must be a terrible strain."

	"The worst part is that my mistakes put her in the hospital."

	"You can’t take all the blame if that tumor is back."

	"I know, but I’m responsible for her and I should have done a better job checking that bastard out."

	Georgina put her hand on his shoulder to comfort him, a move she made at her peril. "Master, you know, and I know, that you were doing it for her benefit. You need to talk to the other slaves and explain what happened."

	"Good idea. I’ll talk to them at supper. Spread the word for me."

	After Georgina left, there was a knock on the door. Jane was admitted. She went through the slave ritual perfectly, kneeling up after kissing and licking his boots. "Master, may a slave speak?"

	"Of course. Open time."

	"Master, this slave would like to volunteer to take Amy’s place, only until she is able to resume her duties."

	"The hours are long, and the pay is poor." He spoke in a manner intended to draw her out.

	"Master, I have been trained, both at home and here at the castle. Georgina has spent hours teaching me how to be the best slave I can be. I know how hard Amy worked to please you and I am willing to work just as hard."

	As she spoke he tapped the keys and brought up her resume. He read through it. She was well educated and smart. There were gaps in her experience, but most were matched with other work at which she had excelled. There was no indication of a job before she went to work in his house.

	"Why did you come to my house as a maid?"

	"Master, I thought it would be a way to reach you. I wanted to work in real estate and I had hoped that I could get you to hire me, or train me. I was frustrated by Georgina, who refused to hear of me approaching you. I do not blame her, as she was doing her job."

	"You waited a considerable time before you volunteered for my bed. As my PA you will many times be in a position where you have no control over what happens, or who makes it happen to you. Can you handle being a pawn in the politics that we seem to be embroiled in?"

	"Yes, Master. I am obedient, to a fault. Your wish is a command that I will honor with my last breath. I owe you my full allegiance as your slave, and I have no reservations."

	"None?"

	"None, Master."

	"You took an oath to keep anything you see or hear confidential. There would be times when you would know secrets of extreme importance. Would I need to administer the oath again? Perhaps torture you - as is my right - to determine if you failed to abide by your oath?"

	Jane dropped to her belly and feverishly kissed his boots again and again.  "Master, I will uphold that oath to the death. Feel free to question me, torture me, if you have the slightest doubt of my loyalty."

	"Jane, I don’t doubt you for a moment. You have been loyal and I am sure you will continue to be loyal. My purpose in saying these things was to impress upon you the vital importance of keeping secrets. Jeanne was sent to the DB and lost her job because she bragged she was working for me. Amy said she wanted to leave, but she knows too many secrets to be allowed out of here until she has been cured, or has returned to normal, or both."

	"Master, I am well aware of how Jeanne screwed up. Being forced to remain here does not appeal to me either, but I am willing to chance it, in order to work for you."

	"Remain as you are."

	Glen speed dialed Georgina. "Please come to my office at once."

	"Yes, Master."

	She looked startled when she recognized Jane on her belly before Glen. Her first thought was that Jane had done something terribly wrong and Glen was about to punish them both. She started to kneel, but Glen waved her to him impatiently.

	"Master?"

	"Slave Jane would like to climb up in our group. She has volunteered to be my PA until Amy gets back."

	Non-plussed, Georgina backed up a step. She had drummed in their heads that a slave does not volunteer, except in certain prescribed areas where willingness would earn points. This was definitely not one of those areas.

	"Why, Jane?"

	Nose pressed to the stone she answered, "I wish to serve my Master in his time of need."

	Georgina looked at Glen. Glen looked at her, raising his eyebrow in a question. Georgina carefully nodded, making sure Jane could not see her. Masters made decisions of this magnitude. She felt honored he had asked her opinion. She added a few words to cover their exchange, "She is a good worker, a hard worker, always willing and obedient. I think she would make a good, temporary PA."

	"Thank you, First Slave Georgina, you may go."

	She bowed, turned and hurried from his office.

	"It will be a major change for you, from the end of the line to a red belt. There will be jealousy. How will you handle that?"

	"Master, I will offer them a day in my shoes so that they will know what they are jealous of and how foolish they are."

	"And, if they continue?"

	"Master, there are ways, as you well know, for a ranking slave to make life miserable for a lower rank slave. They will quickly learn not to mess with me."

	"Will the rise in rank affect you?"

	Jane could see the trap. "It will only make me prouder to serve you, Master."

	"Stand!"

	Jane stood proudly before him, nude, her nipples turgid in the glow of his power.

	"Slave Jane, you are now my temporary Personal Assistant. As such you are entitled to wear a red belt, which signifies that you are one of the two top ranked slaves in the castle. As a red belt you are entitled to wear clothes any time you are outside the Executive Wing. Inside, you will continue to remain nude, except for the belt and shoes."

	He paused. "Clothing will consist of a pair of shorts and a white blouse. Pants, rain gear, sweater or other items in inclement weather. "Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Master. Thank you Master."

	"Bring your belt, which Georgina has, to the meeting at supper. I will announce your new job there.

	"Thank you, Master."

	


Chapter 83 -- Promotions

	As soon as everyone was finished eating, Glen rapped on his glass. The hubbub of female conversation stopped instantly, as if a switch had been thrown.

	"I have a couple of announcements to make. First, First Mistress Georgina, please stand."

	Georgina actually blushed at the special attention. She rose to her feet, drawing every eye to the red belt about her waist.

	"Mistress Selene, please stand."

	Again all eyes were on the red leather about her loins.

	"Slave Jane, please stand."

	Jane was naked, except for her shoes and her wrist and ankle cuffs.

	"Georgina, please do the honors."

	First, she knelt before Jane and carefully removed the cuffs, first from her ankles, then from her wrists. Georgina walked to a box on a nearby table, opened it and brought out another red belt. She knelt before Jane and slipped the belt about her waist and buckled it. She didn’t have to kneel to an equal, but did it as a special honor for Jane. The second thing not on the script was her kiss on the buckle and a second on Jane’s lips.

	Unbidden the other slaves lined up behind Selene and followed Georgina’s example, congratulating Jane and accepting her as their new Mistress, although to a girl they were puzzled as to what was going on.

	"All of you are wondering why Jane has been elevated to the rank of Mistress. The simple answer is that she volunteered to replace Amy as my Personal Assistant until Amy is able to resume work. It would be appropriate to congratulate her and honor her as you would a Master."

	The girls jumped to their feet again, led by Selene, who hugged and kissed her new fellow Red Belt. The rest of the Mistresses went to their bellies to kiss her shoes. Glen waited until the last kiss had been bestowed and the Mistresses were seated again. The three Red Belts remained standing.

	"You see before you three First Mistresses. They now outrank every person, slave or free, in the compound, except other Red Belts, the Governing board, and me. I have issued clothing directives for any time they are outside the Executive Wing. Georgina is the ranking Red Belt, sort of a Chief Master Sergeant. She is taking on responsibilities for the entire castle complex that will require the ability to give orders and have them instantly obeyed."

	"Selene is essentially second in command, but she has other duties that will require all of her time and effort. I originally made her a Brown Belt, then a Green Belt, but that was before I got fully acquainted with the caste system here, so I have promoted her to Red Belt status."

	"Jane has literally moved from the end, to the front of the line. She fulfils almost all the requirements for my PA, and deserves credit for her initiative in offering to take on the job. Any of you could have had the job if you had asked. I know this goes exactly opposite to the training that Georgina has given you, but once in a while we do disagree on a point. This is one of them. I admire willingness, and other characteristics that Jane has. Remember them and my words if another vacancy appears."

	"These are not lifetime appointments. The belts can be taken away faster than they were appointed. Jane’s promotion is temporary. She realizes that, and remarkably, never asked what will happen to her once Amy comes back to work. That will be a major consideration when I decide what she will do next."

	The Red Belts remained behind when the other slaves left. As one they prostrated themselves before him and kissed his boots. In unison they thanked him for their belts. Each in turn vowed to serve him. He turned the tables by congratulating the three on their new rank, kissing each on the lips. Almost faster than the eye, Glen’s tongue slipped between Jane’s lips, reminding her of what was to come. Georgina caught it out of the corner of her eye and grinned to herself. She waited for the first opportunity and pulled Jane to one side.

	"We have about two hours before Master usually goes to bed. That’s time enough for a crash course in taking care of the boss. The PA does just about everything except wiping his ass when he takes a shit, and I’m not even sure that might not fall to you."

	Jane nodded, and the two made their excuses and found a room where they could talk. As Georgina reeled off the duties of a PA, Jane’s eyes got wider and wider. When she got around to describing events she could expect in his bed, Jane was aroused almost to the exploding point. Flushes of embarrassment spread in waves down her face, neck and chest, turning her breasts a delightful shade of pink. She suddenly grabbed for her pussy, but too late to stop a tidal wave of lubrication from running down her thigh.

	She remembered all to vividly the events after she and Sarah volunteered for his bed. She had always thought she was destined to be a lesbian. But after being chained to the bed and being thoroughly fucked by Glen, with one or two of her fellow slaves watching every move, green with envy, she knew that she would never be a lesbian.

	Georgina had been one of the watchers, but she didn’t let envy  get in the way of her training of the other slaves. Loyalty to Glen was her middle name.

	She led Jane to Glen’s bedroom. The chains coiled at the corners and along the four sides of the double king size bed were not lost on her. Somehow they seemed familiar, even though she had not been in the room before.

	Georgina showed her the closet, drawers for underwear, tie rack - "You can tie a tie can’t you?" - She looked horrified when Jane flushed, hung her head and shook it slowly, side to side.

	Fortunately she was a fast learner and in 15 minutes Jane was tying ties with the best of them. She would need more practice on a bow tie, but Georgina decided that it could wait, unaware of any social events that would require a tux.

	With time running out, Jane was introduced to the concept of body washing - using her body to soap and rinse and scrub her Master’s body. That was too much and everything stopped while Jane had an orgasm. Once her head cleared, Georgina hurriedly covered some last minute details, then told Jane, "Good luck, you’re on your own. Call me whenever you need advice."

	Glen walked into the room, right on cue. "Where’s my drink?"

	Georgina whispered in her ear and pointed to the bar along one wall of the bedroom. Jane had worked as a waitress somewhere in the past, so she knew how to handle it and returned in a few moments with the glass on a silver tray.

	"Good Night, Georgina," he said, pointedly. She took the hint, kissed his boots and hurried from the room. Jane froze.

	"Lesson one. I don’t like that much ice in my drink."

	"Lesson two. Your job is to undress me, hang my suit, throw my underwear in the hamper."

	"Lesson three. You prepare my shower at the proper temperature and lead me to it, where you wash me with your body. Did Georgina tell you about that?"

	Jane went beet red. "Yes, Master. I... I had an orgasm from her description."

	"Let’s say you are washing my cock by sliding it between your soapy breasts. Would you... Oh! I see you would."

	Jane’s face rivaled a neon sign. Thinking of an intimate contact between their bodies, remembering the feelings he gave her before was more than she could handle, let alone control.

	"If I said ‘Stop that!’ could you, or would you?"

	In a matter of seconds she was white as a sheet, cool as a cucumber. "How th... How the Hell did you do that?"

	"You have more power than you realize, Master. All it takes is your order and my body responds. I can’t control it - but you can!"

	"How about another orgasm, please."

	Jane gave a strangled cry and fell onto the bed. There was no mistaking the physical evidence of a very powerful orgasm.

	"Master, please! Each one of those block busters drains me to the core. One or two more and they will take me out of here in a bucket."

	Glen shook his head. "I won’t do that again to you. "I’m sorry."

	"Master, I am your slave. I learned from Georgina that a Master doesn’t need to apologize. I am the one to apologize and beg punishment for presuming to demand something from you. If you wish to punish me by forcing me to have one orgasm after another, I will accept it and thank you for it. They are the kind that you remember for years and use as a measuring stick against which new orgasms are compared."

	"What happens if I put ‘multiple’ or ‘hard’ in front of that word?"

	Jane gasped for breath, hanging on for dear life. "I... think," She said, slowly, "You... would... have... to... get.. .a... new... PA... Master"

	Glen took her in his arms and hugged her. He wanted to laugh, but he was concerned that she might think he was laughing at her. "You and I are going to have a training class to see if we can do something about it. I can’t have my PA turning fire engine red from one moment to the next."

	Jane managed the shower scene with aplomb, and no sign of arousal other than her rock hard nipples that Glen took to be play toys, with appropriate squeezes, rolls and pinches. She discovered that rubbing her body on a body of the opposite sex was a mental turn on, very, very different from the physical turn on usually associated with such contact. The "ordered" orgasms had drained her physically, leaving her mind crystal clear and alert - and sexy!

	After drying him, it came time for the bedroom scene. Glen surprised her by asking how she preferred to be restrained for "sex and sleep."

	"Master, I have to think for a moment. I’m not that experienced. There is one position I like for sex, with my ankles and wrists tied to the headboard, but I can’t sleep like that - too much pressure on the diaphragm. Failsafe is the good old spread eagle, so if I have a choice, I’ll ask for that. I realize it’s akin to the legendary missionary position, but it gives you more of me to fondle."

	"Hmmn. Are you by any chance ticklish?"

	Jane’s stomach nearly revolted. "Master, if you need to torture me, just tickle me. I get violent and worse."

	"Worse?"

	"Master, I’m about to puke all over the bed. Tickle me and I WILL puke. Keep tickling and I’ll piss myself. Keep tickling and..."

	"I get the picture," he interrupted. "Tickling is out, except on a rubber sheet."

	From that point, it was almost standard male-female action, with the exception that the female wrists and ankles were snugly tied to the headboard, offering a framed target, first for his tongue, then his neglected cock. For her it was as grand as she remembered. For him, it was one of many, but well above average.

	In the morning, Jane’s bonds were released by the timer, which also gave her a wake-up buzz on her clit. She looked over at Glen, but he was still sound asleep. She debated her finger, but finger lost. Orders are orders. She made coffee and toast, waiting to fry eggs an bacon until someone was on hand to eat them.

	Georgina ducked her head in and Jane waved her in, pouring her a cup of coffee.

	"Eggs?"

	"No, thanks. Diet."

	Georgina sipped, watching Jane putter. Finally she asked, "How did it go?"

	Jane responded by holding up her hand, finger and thumb making an "O."

	"Perfect. Master discovered he could make me come just by ordering me, or asking me to do it. They were real wall bangers. Then he worked my clit into a frenzy with his tongue and then fucked me silly. Does that go on every night?"

	"Every night!" It wasn’t Georgina answering, it was Glen, just coming through the door, looking like death warmed over. He made straight for the coffee pot before Jane could turn around and poured a cup, which he nearly drained.

	"We were just discussing your sexual prowess when you came in." Georgina could get away with teasing her Master, but she had to be extremely careful not to hit one of his hot buttons. Jane took it all in and started her morning flush.

	"So I heard. Fortunately all I heard were good things. Bad mouthing Master can start you hurting real severe."

	Jane looked at Georgina. As one they did their "Yes, Master."

	Glen looked Jane up and down. Not hard to do as she was fully nude. "How was it for you?"

	Jane went to beet red in an instant. "Wonderful, Master. I enjoyed it very much!"

	"And what did you tell Georgina about it?"

	Beet red went to flaming red. Even Jane’s eyes seemed to take on a reddish glow. "Master, I told her it was perfect. Then I said that Master discovered he could make me come just by ordering me, or asking me to do it. They were real wall bangers. Then he worked my clit into a frenzy with his tongue and then fucked me silly."

	"Is that information you would normally share with your friends?"

	Red turned to white as she realized what she had done. She had an answer though.

	"Master, Georgina is the highest ranking slave in the complex. She rules, on your order. She asked me a direct question. I could not, in all seriousness, refuse to answer without dire consequences. I would never have revealed that to a friend!"

	"You have a glib tongue, Jane. Be warned, there are many things that must never leave this room. You have my permission to speak frankly to Georgina at any time, as part of your training. Don’t let it go beyond that."

	"I understand, Master."

	"I won’t need your services until this evening. I suggest you spend the day at the Real Estate section, learning everything they can teach you. You are to take the broker’s licensing test as soon as possible. And, pass it!"

	"Yes, Master! Thank you, Master."

	Glen called the Real Estate Manager. "George, I’m sending my temporary PA over to train to be a broker. Can your people teach her what she needs to know to take the test?"

	"Of course. Happy to do a favor for you. When are you coming by, yourself?"

	"I’ll get there eventually, or if there is a crisis. Things haven’t exactly been going smoothly in my area."

	"Yeah. I heard your PA was in the hospital with another tumor."

	"I’m waiting for more reports. They aren’t sure yet."

	"Sorry to hear that. Come by when you have a chance."

	Glen hung up, staring at the wall. He wondered what George’s reaction would be when Jane showed up in clothes and a Red Belt, outranking him.

	He tried Selene’s number but it went to voice mail. He called Georgina.

	"Where is Selene?"

	"She’s just down the hall. Want me to get her?"

	"No, just have her report to my office. I need to talk to her."

	


Chapter 84 -- Slave Training

	Almost out of breath, Selene came into the office, obviously anxious not to keep her Master waiting. Sara Mae escorted her in, and softly closed the door behind her as she returned to her desk. Selene knelt to kiss his shoes, but he waved her off.

	"I think I’ll add that to the list of perks you Red Belts have. A couple more," he grumbled, "and I’ll apply for the job. How about, ‘Greetings, Master,’ the first time we meet each day?"

	"Thank you, Master. It is appropriate."

	"I wanted to meet with you several weeks ago, hence the references to your already being spoken for. The training facilities that you specified have nearly been completed. A few wiring jobs and camera adjustment and you can start classes. The 25 slaves we got in are gathering dust in the dungeon, so we need to get them operational right off the bat."

	"Master, may I inquire where these slaves came from? Knowing their background will help me in giving them suitable training."

	Glen shook his head. "At the moment, I can’t tell you anything about them. I expect that problem will be cleared up in a matter of days, but they represent a serious threat to the complex that I don’t want to risk."

	Selene’s face showed her confusion.

	"Trust me, it has nothing to do with you. The moment I can, I will give you as much information as possible. We have access to their histories on a web site, but that’s all I can tell you for now." He changed the subject.

	"Your training facility is in the basement of the castle. You have to go through the dungeon in order to reach your area. This was one of your suggestions that the architects particularly liked. They have installed a walkway that is enclosed in steel bars through the center of the dungeon. Slaves entering or leaving the training area have to use the walkway which lets them see all the torture instruments and punishment equipment. There are steel gates, like a portcullis, every hundred feet. If there were a slave rebellion, the instigators would be isolated. You and your staff will have passwords that cause a ladder to drop down from the ceiling so you can escape the mob."

	"Any time you are moving slaves back and forth, there will be a security person monitoring every movement. There are spray jets to immobilize anyone in a particular section, or the entire walkway. As a matter of fact, close to the gates, security can pop one person out of a crowd and put her down."

	Selene listened in amazement. She had seen only sketches of the layout, but she was now hearing one after another of her ideas that she advanced months ago, being implemented. Some had come from her previous experience, some from the museum dungeon where Dr. Steve and Penny played and one or two from the bout with Shelby in the same private dungeon.

	"You will have complete charge of your training rooms and the entire dungeon. Security is responsible for keeping up the dungeon, but you outrank every one of them, including the Section Chief. I’d tread softly until they get to know you, but if there is an emergency or you just need help, call on them."

	"I’d suggest drawing several slaves from the pool, making sure you get some with experience. There’s no telling what’s in this bunch in the dungeon."

	Selene interrupted, respectfully. "Master, may I have Sarah? She has taken to slavery like a duck to water and she has a mean streak a mile wide, which is just what I’m going to need once we get going."

	Glen frowned. "I don’t want her abusing the slaves."

	Quickly Selene clarified, "I said mean, but actually I meant that she is a sadist, just right for the job. She could take on a Marine drill sergeant and have him crying like a baby."

	"That, I gotta see!"

	"I’m sure you will be watching us, with all those cameras."

	"I should turn them off and miss the show? Not on your life! I enjoy watching an expert doing her job. There’s always something new to learn."

	"Thank you for the complement, Master. I take it this job is what you were referring to at the meeting?"

	"I wasn’t joking. I had you signed up for this job and both Ralph and Dwight have tried to beat each other out and lure you away from me, so if this job doesn’t work out, you have a job waiting for you in Security, or at the DB."

	"I’m honored. Master!"

	"Just do me a good job and I’ll really drop some honor on you."

	"I’ll do my best, Master!"

	"I can’t get away at the moment, but if you want to go take a look, you’re welcome. I’d still like to escort you through, as there are a couple of other people around here with ideas. We can do that sometime in the next few days. Your Red Belt status will get you anywhere down there." He sent her on her way and walked over to Sara Mae’s desk.

	"Learn anything, Big Ears?"

	She slid out of her chair to her knees. Eyes down, she responded, "Yes, Master."

	"So, just what was it that Big Ears didn’t already know?"

	"That would be an admission of ignorance, Master. I can’t do that!"

	"So, you are disobeying a direct order from your Master! That requires immediate corrective action. Get your sorry ass into the back room before I count to three, or it will be too sorry to sit on for several days. One!"

	Sara Mae was already through the door into the room where the whips awaited her.

	"Chain yourself!"

	Glen walked to the door to the outer office. "Opal, hold my calls. I have a case of rank disobedience to take care of. We are not to be disturbed."

	He walked into the back room, slamming the soundproof door behind him. Sara Mae was hanging by her wrists, her toes barely touching the floor. She was grinning. Their weekly whipping session had evolved into the interchange they had just gone through. Calling her "Big Ears" was her signal. The first snarl of the whip he had wrestled from between her teeth erased the grin as Sara Mae took the first dose of her bitter medicine square across her ass cheeks. When there was a pause long enough for a coherent thought, she made a mental note to beg Glen for an upright desk where she could work standing up.

	She was sobbing with pain when he released her, but somehow it was never enough pain. She could remember having had only one orgasm in her life, under circumstances that were too ugly to repeat.

	She wiped her thighs, wet to her knees, then spread her legs at a 90 degree angle with her butt wriggling invitingly. She had been doing this for several weeks and Glen’s response was the same each time. He slapped her full on her pussy, almost knocking her to her knees, and sent her back to work. First, he ordered her to go out to the outer office and display her well whipped back and butt to Opal. The added humiliation put fire back in her somewhat jaded eyes.

	Opal in turn had to count each welt, out loud, then raise her voice and inform Glen of the number. Sara Mae lived in constant dread that someone would walk into the office while she was bent over and witness the count. She never knew that Glen had given Opal instructions to lock the door before the whipping was over. So far, Opal had not expressed the slightest interest in a back room session, even though Glen offered it.

	When the weekly ceremony was over and Sara Mae had very gingerly rejoined her seat, Glen asked, "What was the man’s name - the one whose wife was with Amy?

	"Stette... Aidem Stette. Here’s his phone number."

	"Get him on the phone, please."

	"Hello, Aidem. Are you busy?"

	"Could you drop by the office, say in half an hour? Bring your slave along. I have an interesting proposition for you."

	Glen stood up and greeted Aidem when Opal escorted him in. "Glad you could make it. I have a business proposition for you."

	"Well, I’m retired, so it better be good."

	"Okay, here’s what I have in mind. As you have no doubt guessed, Marvin is no longer in the complex. I’d like to tell you the rest of the story, but the investigation is still going on. You’ll probably hear something in the next week or two."

	"With Marvin gone the place is empty, except for four slaves, who are holding out mainly on snacks they had in the refrigerator. I’d like to see you take over as manager of the store, which I’m told is the highest grossing shop in the Mall. I think you could easily handle minimal payments on a rent-to-own basis and still take a pretty handsome salary out of it. I can probably grease some wheels to get the project going. With the other slaves, and this one, you should be able to handle making and selling the restraints and your slave can model them. There are blueprints, a big forge and a couple of tons of steel strap to get you started."

	"Wow, that sounds like quite a project. I never got a good look at the place as I was too anxious to get my slave-wife out of his clutches. When could we inspect the place?"

	"Right now is as good as any time. The office can find me with a cell phone easily enough."

	Sara Mae started to order a car, but Aidem stopped her. "You can ride with me. The front seat is empty."

	His slave-wife looked pained, but quickly composed herself as she climbed into the back. She was not allowed to sit on the seat - the payback for some misdeed, so she had to lie in the footwell for the trip to the Mall.

	The Mall was bustling and as usual there was a crowd around the Metal Restraints store. There were no signs in the window, but several slaves were peeping in the window, looking for a sign of life. One of the men nearby recognized Glen. "Sir, when is the store going to open again? I have a couple of items on lay away."

	Before Glen could answer, another man piped up, "I’m ready to buy, if the place were open."

	Glen stepped up on the platform. "Men, ladies, slaves, the store will re-open in the next few days. This gentlemen is the new manager."

	He pointed to Aidem. Aidem in turn started to shake his head, then nodded. He could smell profit and he was experienced enough to realize that he was sitting on a bonanza.

	His slave-wife was not quite as enthusiastic. The bad memories had returned as soon as she saw the store and at first she didn’t want to even consider it - not that she had a choice.

	The four slaves huddled in the rear portion of the shop, the home-made dungeon that Marvin had used to hold the slaves he was selling. Glen reassured them, gave them money for food and sent over blankets and sheets that were in short supply. He told them that the store would reopen in a couple of days, assuring them of a living. One of the four was the blacksmith who made the restraints. Aidem set him to work at once, turning out a hefty supply, since Aidem wanted to have an opening day sale. The other three slaves had some experience so they started helping the smith, who soon had a regular production line turning out steel parts.

	When everything was running smoothly, Glen herded Aidem and his slave-wife back to the car. "Tomorrow’s another day," he pontificated.

	On the way back to the castle, Glen asked, tongue in cheek, "Do you think you might like to take the job?"

	"Wellllll, I dunno. It has possibilities. I’ll have to think about it."

	The slave, listening in the back, raised up and looked daggers at her husband-Master. "Take the job, you idiot!"

	"That will cost you."

	He braked to a sudden stop, popped the trunk and jumped out. He dragged his nude slave out of the car in front of a dozen amused bystanders. He jerked the trunk lid open and lifted her  bodily into the cavity, jammed against the spare tire. "For the rest of your year you ride with the spare, NOT up front! You and I and a whip will have a three-way when we get home!"

	Aidem got back in the car and apologized to Glen for his slave’s actions. He started the motor to ensure she couldn’t hear his next comment. "I’ll take the job. I put on an act, knowing she’d lose it. I needed a good excuse to strip off some of her hide. She hasn’t gotten completely used to being a slave, but she admitted that it had its moments. She’s gonna stay a slave when her year is up, I’d be willing to bet. One thing about it, she’s a whirlwind in bed now. She does things she wouldn’t touch with an eleven foot pole before the judge made her a slave."

	They rolled up to the entrance of the Executive Wing and Glen and Aidem talked business for several minutes. Glen’s phone rang, and he made his excuses and dashed for the door.

	The call was from Dr. Steve. They had operated on Amy and got a second tumor that was just starting. This time they only had to drill two small holes in her skull, one for the tiny scalpel, and the other for the camera.

	"I tried to call you earlier, but there was some sort of interference. I’ll let you know when she’s out of Recovery, but you had still better stay away from her. We don’t want excitement, or a relapse of any kind. This is a very crucial time for her."

	Glen would rather be with her than anywhere else, but he was not about to ignore Dr. Steve’s orders. He did go to the hospital, staying in the waiting room until the doctors were free. He gave a nurse a note telling them where he was.

	Dr. Stefan and Dr. Steve both looked worn out, fatigued. They bore good news, just as they had after the first tumor operation. The second was benign again, they had gotten every particle of it and had zapped the root so it would not grow again.

	While they were talking, a Recovery Room nurse approached them. Looking directly at Glen she announced, "She is asking for you, sir."

	Glen looked at the two doctors, his unspoken question foremost in their minds. Dr. Stefan broke the silence,"If she’s asking, she either doesn’t remember her outburst, or she does remember it and wants to apologize."

	Dr. Steve nodded in agreement. "I guess it’s safe." He was trying to remember an incident in the past, but it wouldn’t come out of hiding.

	Glen and the two doctors rode the elevator to the Recovery Room. They impressed on Glen the importance of keeping her calm. "We’ll wait just outside the door and if she flies of the handle again, we’ll be ready to move in."

	Amy was awake and alert. She watched him walk across the room to her bed. She motioned him down and whispered in his ear, "Did you bring my handcuffs?"

	Glen eased back a few inches. "Maybe tomorrow, when you’re feeling better."

	A little louder, still not carrying across the room, she said, "I’ve been a bad, bad, bad slave. Will you punish me for being bad? I lie here and I remember every bad name I called you. Then I picture the dungeon and I walk through it, trying to find some machine, some whip, some something you can wear out on me for each bad name I called you.

	Glen held her hand. He whispered back, "Don’t worry. you will get all the pain you can handle before you fully atone for that squabble."

	He expected her to at least look concerned, if not fearful, since she knew more of his soul than anyone else. Rather, she had a look of bliss on her face. The little pain slut was actually looking forward to getting severely punished. Not at once, but once she was recovered, she faced a rigorous, painful future. Not that her past had been painless.

	


Chapter 85 -- Same Song, Second Verse

	Amy’s recovery was quite rapid, thanks to the advanced methods used to remove her brain tumor. Glen humored her, bringing her a pair of handcuffs. She watched him lock the cuff around one wrist and the other to the bed rail. She exhaled a sigh of relief, only then realizing she had been holding her breath.

	"Tighter, please, Master."

	Just as in the previous case, Glen tightened the cuff, then double locked it to prevent it from closing further. The bondage was enough to inflate her nipples and set her squirming in the bed. Glen studiously ignored her arousal, kissed her on the lips, told her he loved her - in spite of her outburst - and then left. The nurse came in, instantly perceived what had happened and injected a sedative that put Amy to sleep.

	-0-

	Dr. Steve, Dr. Stefan and Dr. Brock  paid a surprise visit to Glen’s office a couple of days later. Both looked grim and Glen prepared himself for bad news, expecting little else from their showing up on his doorstep, as it were.

	Since it was obviously a personal matter Glen shooed Sara Mae to the outer office to give himself some privacy, while he made the three doctors comfortable. There was nothing he could do about the security cameras that were recording every word.

	After Dr. Steve introduced Dr. Brock, the hospital’s head of the Psychiatry Department, he came right to the point. "Don’t worry, we aren’t bringing bad news."

	Glen visibly relaxed. "I thought maybe Amy had a relapse, or worse."

	"No, nothing like that." Dr. Steve paused, and Dr. Brock interjected, "I assume you realize your wife is a pain freak?"

	"She gave every evidence of it, long before I married her."

	"That’s what I thought, but I wanted to make sure. Glen, she has approached us, asking our permission to allow you to punish her for cursing you and attempting to escape. Frankly she is proposing punishments that would make an Inquisition torture master blanch."

	He pulled a piece of paper from his inside jacket pocket. "As but one example - and this is copied verbatum - she wants you to: ‘Bring me home in a tiny cage. If I can breath easily it’s too big. Use those plastic cuffs to strap me to the bars. Each finger and each toe. Put my cage on a pedestal or a small platform outside your office. Put a sign on the cage, telling who I am and why I am being punished. Put two buckets with holes in the bottoms on top of my cage. Fill them with ice and water so they will drip on me. Keep them full all the time.’"

	"She can’t be rational! Not asking for something like that!"

	"On the contrary, she is one of the most rational persons I’ve ever met. I was very skeptical, given her past history, but there isn’t a single sign of irrational thought. She realizes that her acting up was a direct result of the two tumors, but she refuses to shift blame from herself for her actions. She’s one out of a thousand who is willing to accept responsibility for her actions. I’ve warned her repeatedly never to propose a punishment that would harm her in any way, be life threatening or leave permanent or disfiguring scars."

	"She is abiding by your orders. Other than whippings that might get out of hand and one or two other borderline injurious methods, the rest of her suggestions are much like the one I just quoted - grossly humiliating, uncomfortable to the nth degree, but non-threatening. She mentioned a week in the gibbet at the front entrance. That’s almost as bad as a week in the DB."

	"Did she tell you anything about what they did to her in the three weeks she was there? She was threatened with worse if she talked about it."

	"This is one instance where doctor-patient privilege can be helpful. She told me, but I couldn’t reveal it to you without both of us getting in hot water. Let’s just say that, remorseful as she is, she will never willingly go back there for another stay."

	"What do I do now? How do I handle this?" Glen looked perplexed.

	Dr. Steve held out his hand to comfort Glen as Dr. Brock spoke.

	"There isn’t much else you can do, other than going along with her. She is very strong willed for a submissive and if you don’t follow her lead in this she might very well become psychotic, or something worse. None of us want to see her spend the rest of her life in a locked ward, but it’s a distinct possibility. We’ve discussed this at length and the best thing for everyone will be to give her what she wants. Dr. Steve tells me that you feel guilty for punishing her for events caused by the tumors, but I can assure you, after examining her, you really don’t need to feel any guilt at all."

	"As I said before, she’s one of the rare ones, that accepts responsibility. As long as she feels that you are severe enough in your chastisements, she is going to be very, very happy. Coming from a doctor, I realize it’s a remarkable statement, but Glen, you are married to a remarkable woman. I know you’re sitting there listening to us, wondering ‘What woman, in her right mind, would do...’ but that’s exactly my point."

	"She’s sane, lucid, very smart and she knows exactly what she wants and is willing to suffer the consequences when she screws up. She embraced slavery to be close to you. She got you to marry her, knowing it was a step down, rather than up. Now she’s going to be on your case until she is satisfied that she has righted all the wrongs she has committed."

	"Do all three of you feel this way?" Glen was trying to digest facts that were close to heresy in his mind. He didn’t want to punish Amy any more than he had to, but here was a Psychiatrist telling him to do the exact opposite.

	"Yes," said Dr. Brock and the other two nodded in agreement. "We talked it over, considered every possibility and the one with the most likelihood of success is what we have outlined."

	"May I see the list of her suggestions?"

	"I not only have her permission, she begged me to be sure and present them to you."

	When he handed over several sheets, stapled together, Glen held them up and asked, "All of you have seen these?"

	Again, all three nodded. He scanned quickly down the first page. Several things stood out, but he needed to consider them at a slower pace. He nodded and looked at the three doctors, who were watching his reaction.

	"Sooner or later, with all due respect, she’s going to regret talking to you, and making out this laundry list. Not only that, but I love her and the last thing I’d want to do is hurt her."

	Dr. Steve interjected, "From what I’ve seen, and from what she told us, you already had hurt her. She avoided saying anything critical about you, so I got the feeling that she in turn is in love with you. I’d almost want to say ‘madly in love with you,’ but I’m not quite positive that she has reached that level. The one thing she mentioned was the humiliation of having to watch as you screwed one of the other slaves."

	"She admitted that, as a slave first, it was far from being an unusual event in the life of a slave. I also got the distinct impression that the whole scene, the humiliation, turned her on in grand style. She is a complex person, even after you get to know her. At the moment she is intent only on becoming a perfect, or near perfect slave and she is more than willing to suffer to achieve that goal."

	"Does she think she can order me around, make me follow her ‘suggestions?’"

	"God, No! She’d be devastated if she knew you felt that way. She bragged on you, saying that you would take her suggestions and put a new twist, or some attachment, something that would carry her idea to a whole new level, with the accompanying increase in the pain level. She is in awe of you as a Master. A good part of that is due to the very effective punishments you have meted out to her in the past."

	Glen was fully aware that the three doctors were effectively pressuring him to do something they couldn’t do, as doctors. It was going to be up to him to make her toe the mark, at the same time she was being severely punished for her foul mouth. All three would have vehemently denied any ulterior motive, but Glen, deep in the middle, could see clearly what was going on. If it didn’t work, he would take the heat. That alone was enough to make him resolve to take her in hand. Hiding his reservations he nodded and said, "All I can do is give it a try. When does she get out?"

	"Barring any complications we should discharge her day after tomorrow."

	"Is it going to be safe to take her home in a cage?"

	"If you want to go through with that, I think I’ll keep her one more day. What she proposed is going to be a shock to her whole body and I’d like to keep her a little longer. She can probably stand 12 hours in close confinement without serious problems, but I’d hold to that right now. Later, when her strength is back, she’ll be able to take four or five days, even a week if you let her out once a day."

	Dr. Stephan, who had been quiet for most of the meeting, cleared his throat. "Glen, if you don’t mind, we’d like a full report, say once a week, both to keep tabs on her and for some projects we are working on."

	"How about if I send her up to report? She can describe what happened to her during the week and what she felt about it. You can see for yourself if she is being overdosed, and advise me accordingly."

	"Excellent idea! We can make her part of the research."

	Dr. Steve added, "I think you are aware that she resented being punished by the other slaves. She has recognized the fact that you are not always available to punish her, so that’s another milestone. She also admitted learning the hard way that using her marriage as a stepping stone wouldn’t work, either with you, or with the other slaves. You need to impress on her that she is being punished as a slave, not as your wife. She can make the separation, but whether she can sell it to the other slaves remains to be seen."

	With that, the doctors got to their feet, shook hands with Glen and walked out the door. Glen escorted them to the outside door and watched as they headed toward the hospital. He went back to his desk. Lying there were the sheets with Amy’s suggestions. At the very top was the cage event, so important to her.

	Glen started reading as he sat down. His eyebrows shot up as he read further down. Amy had assembled several dozen particularly strenuous punishments, garnered from who knows where. While each was roughly comparable, they seemed to get harsher and harsher and more humiliating on each succeeding page. Glen agreed, after the first read through, that the majority were more strenuous than painful.

	He took the list along when he visited Amy. After kissing her, he sat by her bed, fingering the handcuff on the bed rail. He looked at her and she was smiling along with a good portion of pure lust.

	"When do I get out, Master?"

	He couldn’t resist. "You would have gotten out day after tomorrow, but because you’re dead set on going home in a cage, you stay an extra day. And that, dear wife, is going to cost you, big time."

	Amy brightened visibly when Glen mentioned the cage, and the threat did nothing to dim her enthusiasm. She knew that her message had gotten through. Now the next hurdle was convincing Glen that he should follow through on her other suggestions.

	Acting as if she hadn’t head his remark about "cost," she asked, "Did they give you the list I had made?"

	"They did, and gave me instructions to follow it to the letter."

	Amy blanched, knowing some of the things on the list were just window dressing, things she could talk Glen out of doing, but a blanket endorsement by the doctors was the last thing she expected.

	"What did they say?" she asked, a bit weakly.

	"They said that I should give you the punishment you’ve been asking for. That’s enough for a slave to know."

	"Master, you mean..."

	"They approved everything on the list. I intend to make some revisions and perhaps change the order, but you get to enjoy every one."

	"Master, I deserve every one, and a lot more. I’m not going to enjoy any of this."

	"You’ll have plenty of chances to dream up some new punishments to add to the list."

	He glanced through the pages while she watched, much like a bird hypnotized by a snake. "I only see two whipping scenes. Lost your interest in being thrashed?"

	He already knew the answer, but he was curious to see what her response would be.

	"Master, you know I am a pain slut. I get off on pain, so a whip isn’t really punishment. Discomfort, humiliation, shame - those are punishments that will make the most impression on me."

	"I see you didn’t leave out muff diving. I could have sworn you weren’t gay." The sarcasm filled the quiet room.

	"Master, you know very well that I am not gay! How humiliated would you be if you had to suck another Master’s cock? That’s exactly how I feel having to lick pussy. I hate it! Hate the taste that I’m never allowed to clean out of my mouth. Hate the pussy hair stuck in my teeth. I can’t think of a better way to punish me than to push my face into it and make me lick."

	"I didn’t see any cock sucking on the list. You must enjoy it."

	"Master, I do enjoy it, if it is your cock. Otherwise it’s as bad as pussy licking. To have to swallow another man’s jism is enough to make me puke."

	Glen glanced at the clock. It was time for visitors to leave, a rule that didn’t apply to him, but he had more paperwork to finish, so he got up, walked around the bed and grasped her free wrist. Before she could complain he again had her arms helpless with a second pair of handcuffs. He paused. Amy recognized her cue, "Tighter, please Master."

	He clicked the cuff twice and double locked it. She lifted her head, lips pursed. He dipped and met them with his own. He zipped his tongue between her teeth and withdrew it before she had a chance to react.

	"No orgasms," he ordered.

	He stopped at the nurse’s desk, handed over the key and gave his instructions. Restrained at all times, except eating and bathroom. Someone with her at all times she was not restrained. He repeated, "No orgasms." The nurse grinned and nodded.

	In the waiting room he sat down at a table, pulled out the list and made notes on it. He added two items at the end before folding it and putting it in his pocket.

	As he drove back to the castle, he called Security. "Ralph, I need a favor."

	"This late? Can it wait until morning?"

	If the truth be known, Ralph was lying on top of his PA, banging her for all he was worth when the phone rang.

	"Sure. Two days if you need it. I need a small cage for Amy. As a matter of fact a very small cage."

	"What does she weigh?

	"Oh, about 110, maybe 105 after this last operation."

	"I have just the ticket. You’ll need a shoehorn to pry her into or out of it. I’ll send it to your office tomorrow."

	"Thanks. Also a box of plastic handcuffs. Good night, and good night to whomever is panting in the background."

	"Night!" It was abrupt and Ralph was already moving back into position. He never had liked speaker phones.

	 

	


Chapter 86 -- Homecoming

	Amy’s release from the hospital was a surreal production that humiliated her beyond her wildest expectations. True to her boast, Glen had taken her simple idea and turned it into a complex drama by adding his deft touches to what she had suggested.

	It began in her room. Two of the biggest men she had ever seen, dressed in Security Section uniforms, plus two other men in SWAT uniforms, carrying AK-47 rifles, all marched in together. Amy greeted them with open arms - and legs - shackled helplessly on top of the bedding so that her entire nude body was on display. She wanted to yell for a nurse, a doctor, Glen, or anybody, but she was gagged, punishment for calling a nurse a bad name.

	Ralph, the head of Security, walked in. He walked to her bedside, Looking up, he nodded. Quickly one of the men unfastened her gag and one wrist. Brutally he shoved her onto her side, facing Ralph. She was also facing Ralph’s steel-hard boner, inches from her mouth. The man behind her shoved again and her lips touched the head.

	While she was swallowing it down her throat, she knew Glen was behind this, knew that she was being taken back to the DB, knew that it was all a dream. The variety of possibilities whirled through her mind, leaving her doubting all of them. The only reality was the throbbing cock half way down her throat. Reality was that she was about to suck four more men before the next scene began.

	Finished, they gagged her again and strapped her in a wheelchair. After all every patient leaves a hospital in a wheelchair - or a hearse. She was wheeled down the hall past patients walking the corridors. Past the nurse’s station, the staff lined up to wish her farewell. Into the elevator, where hands cuddled her breasts and tweaked her nipples. Amy’s complexion was rapidly changing from pink to darker and darker shades of red as her shame increased by leaps and bounds.

	It was a detour, but they wheeled her very slowly through the main waiting room, making sure everyone got a good look at her. Her armed guard, bringing up the rear, motioned everyone to follow them. They crowded around as the wheelchair turned into the main entrance hall.

	In the middle of the hall, glittering bright under the dozen spotlights aimed down at it, was a cage. A small cage. Really, a very small cage. The end door was invitingly open. Somehow that made it look even smaller.

	Amy was unstrapped and made to stand while her heavy serving chains were locked onto her again, Getting into the cage unencumbered would be doubtful. Ralph’s comment about a shoehorn was quite fitting, to coin a pun. Getting in wearing chains was close to an impossible dream.

	One man held the cage, while the two biggest lifted Amy bodily into the air, folding her at the same time. They lowered her into the end, but she stuck at her hips. Acting as if it were an everyday occurrence the two, in unison picked up the cage and jerked it. Amy slid the rest of the way in, the door was closed and a padlock snapped.

	At this point, the public address system came to life.

	"Gentlemen, ladies, slaves. You are witnessing the incarceration of the wife of the General Manager. She is a slave and is being treated as a slave. Enjoy the show."

	Amy’s mouth was already open, stuffed with a gag. She couldn’t believe her ears, humiliated by the words. She burst into tears and began sobbing.

	A box of plastic ties was opened. Her labia rings and nipple shackles were drawn taut to the bars. Her fingers and toes were welded to the cage in various directions, each new tie further restricting her movement. When they finished, she could move her eyes, but that was all. She closed them, afraid the shame would show.

	As the final cutting touch, the men lifted the cage and put it on the wheelchair, wheeling it out the front door to the applause of 50 or 60 people who had witnessed the unusual exit.

	Without ceremony the cage was dumped on a flatbed truck and tied down. Signs were hung on both sides and the end of the truck, identifying Amy. Amy knew it was a short ride to the office, but the truck driver had other orders. Traveling in low gear, horn blaring every few seconds, the truck covered every street in the compound and virtually every resident and slave saw it at least once, before it pulled up at Glen’ office.

	There was nobody there to greet her. That shamed her more than her treatment by the men. She heard the driver get out and slam his door, then silence. She waited expectantly for her cage to be moved to the pedestal she had suggested. With a sinking feeling she realized that she would simply be left on the back of the old truck. She winced as she remembered the signs that every passerby would see. Her Master had gone all out to make this a memorable low point in her life as a slave.

	As soon as the sun set, she heard two men talking as they approached the truck. They grunted as they lifted some heavy objects onto the flatbed. Neither spoke to her, as they stepped up on a tire and onto the truck.

	Rather than buckets, they had a deep pan, just the size of the cage. They put it in place and then she heard a pump running. A few seconds later she felt the first icy drip, followed by a dozen or more different drips that seemed to cover her whole body. A 50 pound block of ice was placed in the pan to keep the water cold.

	She heard them jump down and walk away. It would be the last human sound she would hear during the night. She was unaware that a camera was close to her cage, watching for the slightest sign of trouble, which would bring help in seconds. She didn’t know this and spent most of the night feeling sorry for herself. That feeling gave way toward morning to the realization that she had brought this on herself by her own actions and her punishment was richly deserved.

	The hours after dawn were the worst. Cold, miserable, repentant, she shivered in her bonds, praying that Glen would come and release her. Glen instead was sitting in his warm kitchen, sipping a cup of Jane’s superb coffee and eating Georgina’s biscuits, while he watched Amy on the monitor.

	People started coming by, early birds on the way to work. They would stop, read the signs aloud, laugh, and sometimes taunt her, before hurrying along. Her bladder was threatening to spring a leak, something she was sure was a punishable offense. She spent the better part of an hour scaring herself with thoughts of terrible torments or outright torture that she would earn if she soiled the truck.

	The cramps were getting worse when help finally arrived. Not Glen, not Georgina, not Selene. From the end of the line, Sarah came out to release her. With a pair of wire cutters she cut her way through the tangle of plastic ties. Amy was wet from head to foot, but to ensure lubrication to get her out of the cramped cage, Sarah had a spray bottle of cooking oil. She doused Amy liberally, even spraying her hair and face.

	Sarah hooked a chain to the truck bumper and then to Amy’s hobble. She used a come along to pull the cage out from under her. It went slow enough so that Amy was able to bend and twist enough to pull free. She was breathing deeply, something her cramped quarters had inhibited.

	Sarah used the chain to ease Amy down the side of the truck, then transferred it to her collar as a leash. It was a good 50 feet to the door, so Sarah’s command, "Crawl" was unexpected. The Mistress held Amy’s chain in one hand and a flogger in the other which she used to speed up Amy’s slow pace.

	The front door was open, but there was no sign of Opal. The door to the inner office was open, but again, no sign of Sara Mae.

	Sarah directed Amy to the door of the back room. She knocked. In a few seconds the door opened. Sarah slapped Amy hard on the ass with the flogger, moving her forward.

	"Stop!" came Master’s command. Amy stopped short, one hand in the air. She froze in position.

	"Kneel Up!" Her chains clattered as she lifted upright.

	For the first time she got a good look at what awaited her. Glen and the Mistresses were seated in a single line. Sarah’s seat at the end of the line was empty. At a nod from Glen she dropped the chain on the floor, the links rattling against each other. She walked to her seat and sat down.

	"Approach!" Amy obediently knee-walked to a spot in front of his chair, her chain dragging behind her.

	"Give me your chain." Her first mistake. Frantically she reeled it in, searching for the end. She reached up and handed it to him. He stuck his foot toward her, running the chain across the arch. When it tightened, he stepped down on the chain, dragging her head forward and down.

	Helpless in her chains, Amy pressed her lips to her Master’s boots, silently begging forgiveness, slave fear clouding her thinking.

	"Repeat after me ‘I am a disobedient slave’."

	Amy had no choice and no reason to argue as she repeated the line.

	"I deserve, expect and welcome my Master’s severest punishments."

	"I beg of you your harshest treatment, your cruelest treatment, your unforgiving treatment for all my faults."

	"Teach me, Master, I beg, to be a good slave, one that you will cherish and love."

	"Make me pay dearly for my sins. Teach me Master, to accept and grow in my slavery."

	Amy was letter perfect in her responses, repeating word for word, without a fault. This tiny cause for jubilation was lost in the flood of regrets for what she had done.

	Glen was finished. He reached over and handed Amy’s chain to Georgina. She pulled the chain toward her, repeating Glen’s use of his foot to force her to the floor. She repeated Glen’s final admonition, "Make me pay dearly for my sins. Teach me Mistress, to accept and grow in my slavery."

	The chain went to Selene, then to Jane, Sara Mae and on to Opal and lastly to Sarah. Amy prepared to bow down, but instead, Sarah put her foot on Amy’s neck and pushed her away. Amy, surprised, let out a sob and lay still, afraid to move.

	"Approach!"

	She raised to her knees and stopped in front of him.

	"As you can see, not everyone is willing to accept you in this house. If there was a vote, it would be six to one to divorce you and send you packing. Fortunately for you, slaves do not have voting rights. Unfortunately for you, the Mistress who just spurned you is your new trainer. I’m told that she has a yard-wide streak of sadism in her makeup, which if true means that you have a very rough time ahead.

	"You have, at one time or another, insulted every one of these Mistresses. Especially, you have insulted your Master, cursed him, called him names and attempted to escape. I cannot be lenient with you and still be accepted by these Mistresses as their Master. You refuse to evade punishment by reason of your medical history. That is a point in your favor, but without that fact, your punishment must be as stringent as you can stand.

	"Your doctors agree that you are sane, smart, and well educated. Perhaps all three are strikes against you. In any event, you have earned punishments that go well beyond what I or the Mistresses have used in the past.

	"You have violated our trust, lied to us, perhaps cheated in some way. There is no way to fully win back that trust, because there will always be that nagging little doubt. You can win back most of our trust by willingly accepting and even suggesting punishments that will be appropriate. You have made a list of suggestions. I have already added to the list and as you prostrate yourself before each Mistress and beg her to add more as well, you will keep a diary and you will report each week to the doctors with a copy of your diary for a study they are making.

	"One final piece of advice. Piss off any one of us, and all of us will be pissed off at you. You’d better pray you don’t slip up.

	"Last. This is your chance. You can leave, any time you wish and your money will be returned to you, with interest. What is your decision?"

	Amy went to her belly and kissed his boot. "I will remain as your slave, if you will have me, Master."

	"I’m not at all sure that you’re as smart as the doctors think you are."

	The Mistresses tittered and laughed.  The laughter had a somber undertone. Amy’s face changed color from white to red and flipped back and forth.

	"One other thing before we close this meeting. Jane’s temporary appointment as my PA is now permanent. Amy has earned at least a year of hard time so she will not be able to perform the duties as my wife. Thank you for coming."

	As they got up and left the room, Amy remained, nose to the floor, unmoving.

	"What do you have to say, slave?"

	"Thank you for punishing me."

	" Way too late. I was going to credit you with a week for your homecoming from the hospital, but your tardiness cancels it out.  Just remember what one single name you called me cost. You can think back of the experience as practice for what is going to be on your plate. I love you, and I always will, but thank your lucky stars that I am overruling the girls. They will make up for it, at your expense. You have a strong will and you will need every bit of it to keep from drowning in the revenge this will set off. Just remember, you answer to me, and you answer to them too. Everyone in the castle can give you orders. Even brown belts like Opal and Sara Mae can make you do anything they can dream up. If I were you I’d get my tongue limbered up, because I suspect you will be called on frequently."

	"I can protect you only so much and so far. Screw up badly and I could get overruled and you’d be out, so for heaven’s sake, stay out of trouble!"

	"Master, I am sorry. I do not deserve as kind a Master as you have been to me. Please, when you lift your hand to strike me, or lift your voice to sentence me, remember that I deserve every blow, every punishment."

	"You’ve said this several times before. I’ve said before, that I question whether I can believe you after you have broken your word again and again."

	"Master, please. What can I do to satisfy you?"

	"Be a slave. Think and act like a slave. Work at it. Perfect your slavery. No slave tells her Master to take a flying fuck. No slave curses her Master or calls him names. Forget you are my wife. I can remember for both of us. Your job is to be a slave. I hired you and I can fire you, but I’m not ready to take that step."

	Amy laid her cheek on Glen’s boot and sobs shook her frame. "Master, I’m so afraid. They will beat me, slap me, torture me. My life is already miserable. They will laugh at me, make fun of me, spit on me."

	"Not if you perfect your slavery. Look at your Mistresses. They honor each other as equals, or leaders. They recognize a true slave and honor her in little ways as she works her way up the ladder. You’ve been kicked down to the bottom rung several times and each time you advance you do something stupid and fall back, or get pushed back again.

	"Right now, you are very vulnerable. The girls resent the fact that you haven’t been punished for the outburst that put you in the hospital. I’ve told you before, to be my wife you need to work twice as hard as a slave in order to keep things from getting out of hand. When I tell them that you lost a week’s credit by failing to thank me properly, they will appreciate my, and your position differently.

	"Your new trainer is going to be a real problem for you. She was once your maid. She has been trained here and she will be Selene’s assistant, running the slave training school. As I mentioned, she is a sadist, so you are going to hurt, morning, noon and night, especially if you were snobbish toward her. Incidentally the word is out that you are going to be the training dummy for the school."

	"Master, I don’t believe I ever treated her badly. I think she is mad at me for verbally attacking you. She seems very loyal to you."

	"She is loyal, and you may be right. You have a lot of fences to mend. One more thing. Jane is my new PA. This means she sleeps in my bed, with whatever perks go with that. You can sleep in my bed as well, but be forewarned, only as a slave and an observer. One peep out of you and you go to the dungeon. You will need Jane’s permission, as well as mine. Any problems with that?"

	"No, Master."

	


Chapter 87 -- The Competition Heats Up

	Despite the somewhat upbeat comments from her Master, Amy was filled with a sense of foreboding. Her slave fear, finely honed and tuned to read between the lines, was setting off alarm bells, sirens and noise makers. One phrase stood out - "You will need Jane’s permission..." Her brain told her, ‘Not a snowball’s chance in Hell.’

	The bad part was that she agreed with the assessment. Jane was a climber and she had taken advantage of the situation to consolidate her power, turning her into Amy’s biggest rival. She wouldn’t let Amy near Glen in any situation, let alone in his bed. She knew that Jane would be beset with temptation to put her in his bed just to humiliate her. She got a flash of Jane forcing her to clean them up, suck his come out of her pussy, lick his cock to clean it, tasting the forbidden fruit.

	A second scene had her licking his cock to get him hard, then having to guide it with her bound hands into Jane and then lie with his cock rubbing against her nose until he came. If Jane made her lick him while he was fucking her... She couldn’t get the images out of her head and every time she tried new ones - worse ones - cropped up to take their place. It was bad, but worse was to come. She could feel herself juicing, aroused by her humiliation. Jane would catch that, play on that and literally drown Amy in shame.

	Glen was well aware of the competition and was using it judiciously to punish Amy. Humiliation was mentally painful, but didn’t leave scars like a whip. It could do damage, but Glen had no intention of letting it get out of hand.

	As he sat there watching her, something in his memory clicked, and he remembered the special power he seemed to have over her, that he had used several times. This would be the perfect opportunity to use it again. He had promised her he would only do it to her if she had committed a really serious offense. The present situation fit that criteria to a T.

	"Kneel up. Look me in the eye."

	Reluctantly she met his level gaze.

	"Remember, when you had your nose in the corner and I ordered you not to feel anything, no arousal from being punished?"

	"Yes, Master. I could feel nothing."

	"You begged me never to use that power again. What did I promise you?"

	"Master, you promised not to use it again, unless I fucked up badly."

	"Wouldn’t you say that you have in fact, fucked up really badly?"

	Amy tried to drop her eyes, but Glen’s held her captive. She stared into her future and a tear formed as she nodded. "Yes, Master." She was whispering.

	"You face at least a year of punishment. Nothing that is done to you will arouse you in any way during that period. You are forbidden to climax - and there is a severe penalty for begging permission from me or anyone else. Anything that causes pain will be doubly painful."

	"Yes. Master."

	"You still come, when I touch you."

	"Yes, Master."

	"From now on, your Master’s touch will be like any other. It will not arouse you in any way. That’s all."

	"Thank you, Master, for punishing me."

	"Go. Find your Mistress and beg punishment. Tell her what I have done to you."

	"Yes, Master."

	Very nearly despondent, Amy felt her firm resolve crumbling. The few crumbs from his table had been cleaned away before her eyes, leaving a bleak, black hole into which she felt herself sinking. ‘A year of this? How can I possibly survive?’

	Amy cried most of the way to Sarah’s room. She wiped her eyes, hoping her crying wouldn’t show. She went to her belly and knocked softly on the door. She waited nearly five minutes before Sarah opened the door and gazed down at her. She immediately spotted Amy’s puffed face and red eyes. She swung the door wide and made a parody of a welcoming gesture. Her lips curled as she ordered, "Crawl!"

	"Kneel up! Eyes down! Hands behind your neck! Spread your legs until your pussy opens! Why are you crying?"

	The question caught Amy by surprise and she hesitated.

	Her Mistress didn’t hesitate, primed and ready for the first slip. She swung her arm, bringing her full hand against the side of Amy’s face. Not a hard blow, but a noisy one. She stared, open mouthed as Amy dropped like a stone, moaning in pain.

	"Kneel UP!, damn you!" Amy slowly rose into position, much too slow for Sarah. She swung the other hand and Amy again dropped to the floor in serious pain. Sarah shook her head in disbelief. She stepped to the wall and pressed the intercom button.

	"Georgina, Selene, Jane, Opal, Sara Mae, please come to my room. You’ve GOT to see this!"

	It took several minutes for all the Mistresses to assemble, each one staring at Amy, who lay moaning on the floor.

	Sarah ordered, "Kneel up."

	Amy reluctantly regained her knees, her fingers locked behind her neck.

	"Too slow! Watch This."

	Sarah smacked Amy’s cheek. Amy bellowed her pain and again fell to the floor. The six girls looked at each other in disbelief.

	"She’s faking," said Selene.

	"Lying again."

	Georgina leaned down and pinched Amy’s thigh. She was blasted with a painful shriek.

	Georgina looked at Sarah.

	"Did you ask her about it?"

	"She’d probably lie about it. What’s the point of asking her?"

	Georgina made a face. "As it happens, I’ve seen Master do something like this. Ask her if she has been punished by Master?"

	"All right! Slave, were you just punished by Master?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"And?"

	"Mistress, he ordered me not to get any arousal or satisfaction from my punishments for one year. His touch no longer will cause me to come. I am not allowed to come and I am to be punished if I beg for an orgasm. He also ordered that I will feel twice the pain of anything done to me. He ordered me to report to you, beg punishment and tell you what he has done to me."

	"You lying bitch!" Sarah screamed at her, disbelief written all over her face. The other girls had similar expressions and were muttering much the same words.

	"Hold it, girls," said Georgina. "Before this goes too far, Master DOES have that power over her. On at least two occasions he has ordered her not to feel anything, or not to be aroused by anything. Right in front of two doctors and other witnesses he made her forget the tortures she went through in the jail. You saw her, wondering why her left nipple was burned. Master told her when he felt she was back to reality again."

	"Nobody, not even Master, has that kind of power. It’s some kind of scam." Sarah was adamant.

	"If you think so, stick your fingers up her pussy. I’ll bet she’s as dry as week-old bread. And remember, this is Amy, who creamed if anyone so much as looked at her."

	Sarah knelt beside Amy and tried to put three fingers in Amy’s puss. She met immediate resistance. She tried again with two, then with one finger, barely able to get the nail inside. Baffled, she wriggled it, but didn’t gain even half an inch. She pulled her finger out, turned it over and looked closely. There wasn’t a hint of moisture. Crestfallen, Sarah admitted defeat.

	"Mistress, you were correct. I apologize."

	Jane had been watching like a hawk. She chimed in, "What fun is there in punishing a slave that you can’t arouse, can’t deny an orgasm, can’t beat without half killing her?"

	Georgina had a ready answer, "It’s the Master’s prerogative to punish as he sees fit. We - I’m tempted to say - get the leftovers. He decides what punishments we mete out, how severe, and the results he expects. We still have a hefty arsenal of tools we can use. Humiliation is a big one. Domination is another. She is strong willed, and could easily become a Domme. Having to live 24 hours a day subservient to other slaves is something every one of you would fight, tooth and nail. Amy will not be allowed to fight us. We can shame her, ridicule her, make a lesbian of her, dozens of things.

	"She is going to be her own torture master. Master is making her list punishments she must suffer. And what does she have to look forward to after that?  Punishment for attempted escape."

	"Georgina, I’m in the mood to get my pussy plumbed. Is this slave available?"

	"Of course, Opal! Sarah, get a leash and see that she does an outstanding job. Anyone else...  Ah. I see, the line forms here."

	A good hour later the women were sated. Amy could barely get her swollen tongue back in her mouth. Georgina polled the Mistresses.

	"Good"  "Fair"  "Had better"  "All right"  "So So"  "Unsatisfactory"

	Amy swallowed, her throat dry. Georgina looked at her, keeping her face calm. She turned and picked up a metal clothespin. "Stick your tongue out."

	The very tip peeped out between her lips.

	"All the way!"

	The hidden tongue extended to full length.

	"I was about to let you get by with one, but I do not repeat orders kindly. You get two!"

	Amy tried to retract her tongue. Georgina patted her under the chin. The light blow rammed her teeth into the thickest part of her tongue.  She groaned with the pain.

	"Leave it out."

	"Yesh, Mistressh. Thank you ‘or punishhing me."

	"Sarah, this slave has a speech impediment. Make sure it is cured by this time tomorrow night, when we will meet again. I’m sure she will have a list of suggestions as to the right medicine to cure her."

	"Put Little Miss Frigid in a horizontal cage for the night. Tie those nipple shackles to a top bar so she won’t have to put all her weight on those sharp studs on the bottom bars. You won’t need to worry about her hands. She can frig herself all night long and never get a response."

	She reached down and grasped Amy’s jaw. Amy winced from the pressure. "Be thinking of ways to improve your tongue work. Any time you don’t get a solid string of ‘excellents’ you sleep in the cage. This was shameful - one ‘good’ - A kindergarten student could do better than THAT!"

	"Sarah, bring me a vibrator and some lube."

	Georgina took the vibrator and squirted a liberal amount of KY jelly on it. She made Amy open her legs further. The vibrator went in slickly, sliding on the artificial lubricant. She smiled sweetly in Amy’s face as she cranked the vibrator to its top speed.

	"You ought to be able to chew nails after being frustrated by that thing. All it’s going to do for you is keep you awake, wishing you could get aroused, praying that you could have an orgasm. Before this year is over you will sell your soul for one lousy stinking orgasm. Master told you, punishment if you beg for a forbidden climax. Go ahead, beg me. First, take the pins off and hold them up where we can see them."

	Amy dropped her head. Georgina snapped at her: "Look me in the eye, Frigid!"

	Amy raised her head, her eyes hopeless. "Mistress, I beg you. Intercede with Master so that I can come again."

	"Try that again, with some feeling. You sound like a Zombie."

	Amy repeated it, with much more feeling.

	"Louder!"

	She shouted the words.

	"Mistresses, here is a slave, willing to break her vows to her Master, asking us to intercede and help her break the rules. Just how hard will Sarah have to hit her to cause her to faint?"

	"Thank you, Mistress, for punishing me."

	Amy groaned - and fainted.

	"Shit!" Sarah swore. "Bring the cage in here. I’ll keep an eye on her."

	They quickly laid her in the cage and closed the lid, but didn’t lock it. Amy’s nipples were pulled taut, supporting at least part of her body weight, her back just grazing the studs on the bottom bars. Amy came out of her swoon and heard the Mistresses laughing. Sarah looked down into Amy’s face.

	"We’ll leave the lid unlocked, but if someone tries to rescue you, they will have to lift you with the lid. I hope you have a money back guarantee on those nipple shackles."  She put her hand through the bars, hooked a finger behind the shackle tie and jerked. Amy sobbed with the pain.

	Glen got up from his recliner and was about to shut off the monitor just before Jane walked in. He left it on, to show her that he was carefully monitoring what they were doing with Amy.

	She looked up at it as she walked toward the bed. She could plainly see the cage and Amy. She looked at Glen, sure he was watching her.

	"Master, it might be entertaining for Miss Frigid to have a monitor where she can see it at night. I’m sure there are cameras in here."

	"You didn’t believe that I could do that, did you?"

	"No, Master. I had never seen anything like that before. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Are you a hypnotist?"

	"Hardly. I don’t know whether it’s some special power I have, or a very susceptible Amy. I’ve discussed it with Dr. Steve and he wants to do a study on it. I don’t know whether it works on other people, or whether other people can order Amy."

	"Try me. Give me an order."

	By this time he had stripped her serving chains and she was lying on the bed, secured to the four waiting chains.

	Glen leaned down and slid his hand into her pussy, four fingers. She was quite wet.

	"Orgasm!"

	Her eyes widened, but that was the only reaction.

	"Amy climaxed on that order and promptly forgot the torture she had been subjected to at the jail."

	Jane shook her head, believing, yet still not sure whether or not to believe that a man could have that power over a woman. He IS a Master, she thought.

	Glen went around the bed, tightening the chains that held his PA rigid. He grinned down at her. "Guess we’ll have to make you come the old fashioned way."

	


Chapter 88 -- Life Is Unfair

	Amy was not a happy camper. The one small glimmer of feelings centered on the fact that Georgina had not reinstalled the pins on her tongue, but she had made a point of leaving them in plain sight. The cage was something else. It demanded so much attention that she had little or none left over to commiserate with herself over her lost stature.

	To begin with, it was too short and two narrow. The Mistresses had to half turn her body in order to slide it down and in. A hand pushed her head down and other hands forced her feet into the opposite end. When she laid on the bottom, her head was hard against the studded top and her knees had to bend slightly to position her feet. Her knees wound up pressed between the bars, right against the studs.

	Hurting from every direction, Amy lay absolutely still, knowing that movement of any part of her body would be painful. She thought they were going to pull her nipples right off the tips of her breasts, but they were big enough to reach the bar they were tied to and still support part of her weight. At the moment it seemed of little help as the studs she was lying on were already digging holes in her back.

	She had watched as Jane said her "Good Nights," and walked out the door, turning right - toward Glen’s room, rather than turning left to her own. Jane disappeared, then came back in. She bent down over the helpless Amy. "While you’re lying there with nothing to do, think about me in your husband’s arms. Think about me, getting fucked by that big cock. Think about me, swallowing his jism, licking his cock clean. All things you can’t have."

	She spat in Amy’s face and walked back out. Amy sobbed with humiliation.

	"Shut up!" snapped Sarah. "You wake me with your stupid crying and I’ll roll you down the stairs in that thing. No noise! Not a whimper. Just remember, you brought this on yourself."

	-0-

	The next day, Selene undertook the postponed tour of the Slave Training School area. She took her assistant, Sarah, and Sarah took Amy, after setting ground rules with her flogger. Amy had to walk three paces behind Sarah, keeping her leash nearly taut. Sarah warned of dire penalties if the leash touched the floor, but Sarah could drop her end at any time and Amy had to immediately prostrate herself while her two Mistresses took care of the business at hand. Amy was dressed in her heaviest set of serving chains.

	When they reached the enclosed walkway, Sarah made sure to stand where she blocked Amy’s limited view as Selene punched in the code to open the door. As they went along, Sarah made a point of drawing Amy’s attention to the slaves on both sides, working under the whip. Dripping sweetness, she told Amy, "That could be you - should be you - the way you’ve fucked up."

	It was not a question, so she had no chance to answer, instead hanging her head in shame.

	At the entrance, the walkway widened, joined solidly to the wall on either side. There was room between the steel walkway and the door for a hanging gibbet on each side. Selene pointed to them and made sure Amy was looking. Sarah jerked her chain and ordered: "Get up there, on your knees and kiss and lick both gibbets. One of them is going to be your home - a lot!"

	Amy got a whiff of them as she approached. From the smell, the last occupants had died, or they were never cleaned out. Her tongue reported a similar message. Her stomach revolted, forcing bile up into her mouth, meeting ages old stale piss. Just looking at the gibbets, as small or smaller than the cage she had been squeezed into the previous night, fanned her claustrophobia.

	The lower portion was openwork, ignoring modesty, while the upper portion where her head would be was solid metal. Sarah hurried her with the flogger, but too late to keep her from vomiting against the wall. The two Mistresses discussed in low tones whether to force Amy to lick the mess up with her tongue, deciding Glen might not be pleased with the penalty. Besides, both were anxious to see their new facility and there was no place to leave Amy. Perforce, she must follow their lead.

	Inside the entrance there was an open walkway alongside a covered walkway, low to the ground. Masters, and ranking slaves could use the open walkway, but slaves in training had to crawl through the covered part. There was a slot the full length of the walk, so that the slave’s leash could be held by whomever was in charge of her, giving them better control of the slave, without any interruption. Just as with the main walkway there were gates at each end that worked by remote control. This was another of Selene’s suggestions.

	Sarah led Amy through the ‘tunnel’ as she dubbed it, and made her continue to crawl as they started their inspection. The main hall was lined with tiny cells, intended to display the inmate to anyone going in or out of the facility. It was the first of numerous features intended to reinforce the mind set of the slave. Obey, instantly, willingly, or suffer painful or humiliating punishment.

	Amy got the full course. Selene rationalized that since Amy would be their practice dummy, she should be fully aware of the incentives built into every part of the building. She got off to a fast start as they came to the first classroom. Amy almost balked when she got her first glimpse of what awaited her. She barely hesitated, but Sarah saw in as a gross breach of discipline and slashed her with the flogger. With the ordered doubling of any pain, Amy felt like she had been flayed with a bull whip.

	Still sobbing softly, she was made to stand, while a harness was fitted much too tightly around her body. Sarah told her, in a matter of fact tone, "You’re going to be living in this harness from now on, so get used to it. Now, go sit down."

	Both Sarah and Selene suspected what came next, but it was a surprise to Amy. She turned toward the seat and winced as the straps locked on her body suddenly thrust sharp points into her tender flesh. Sarah laughed, "The faster you move, the more they hurt. Just try and run with that on. Get in that seat and stop wasting our time."

	"Sit down" was to be an experience. The student desks had a flat surface to write on, but most of the rest of the desk was missing. A heavy bar rose from the floor. Mounted on the tip was a small, narrow, half-moon shaped saddle seat with a massive dildo protruding from the center. It looked to Amy as if a crazed bicycle designer had dreamed up a torture seat. Wincing at every step she approached the seat, certain the dildo would never fit inside her.

	"Since this is your first time, I’ll give you some lubrication. Just don’t waste it!" She pressed a button on the little remote control she was carrying and a tiny fountain of oil spurted from the tip of the dildo. "Get down there and spread that around. You don’t want any dry spots in your cunt."

	Amy knelt and gave the mechanical monster a blow job, using her lips to grease it from top to bottom. Simple? Yes, but the chemicals in the oil were the foulest thing she had ever tasted. She tried to pull away, but Sarah had locked her leash tight, making it impossible for her to get the dildo out of her mouth. Her stomach roiled, but she was already empty. Sarah beat a light tattoo on her flanks with the flogger forcing her to complete the job.

	Sitting down was a whole new ball game. Sarah gave her barely enough slack to draw her mouth away. She wanted to spit out the oil, but Sarah’s hand hovered as a warning, so she could do nothing but swallow. Since there was no seat back, Amy was able to walk forward and straddle the dildo. She squatted slightly and aimed her pussy at it. Sarah "helped" by shoving down on her shoulders, forcing her down until she reached the "seat." One end of the seat pressed into her asshole, while the other pressed painfully into her abdomen, just above her clit.

	Then came the restraints. Amy’s wrist chain was snagged by a hook under the writing table. Her leash was locked to the post she was sitting on and her hobble chain was captured by a hook at the base of the post. She was now helpless for the duration of the class.

	Amy watched as Sarah plugged a cable from her harness into a socket on the post. Selene had moved to the teacher’s desk and was working with a console of dials and switches. She looked up at Amy. Sarah nodded. Selene pushed a button. Amy tried to cut the dildo in two as her muscles contracted violently.

	Selene chuckled. "A little strong." She twisted a dial and pressed the button again. The result was barely tolerable.

	She smiled in triumph. "That’s what dummies are for." Sarah and Selene tried out every possible combination, making notes of the maximum current that could safely be used. Amy was caught in the middle. Any surge of electricity made her convulse and any convulsion just plain hurt, from the harness.

	Then they switched to the vibrator. Amy had never been near a vibrator as strong as the one in the dildo she was impaled on. It went well beyond "industrial strength." When Selene pressed the button, everything, from the floor up shook and rattled. Amy’s teeth chattered and she thought she would implode around it. She found herself wishing for the days when Glen’s mere touch would send her over the top. That was a worse punishment, but not by much.

	Once Selene had tried all the buttons, Amy thought her travails were over, but they were just getting a good start. Selene taught Sarah how to use the buttons, and of course each button had to be demonstrated again. Sarah made several mistakes, which as might be expected were using too much rather than too little juice. She left the vibrator on until it sounded like it was breaking loose from its fastenings. Another button squirted lubricant if the vibrator wasn’t going. It had its own automatic feed to protect it from getting dry.

	Just when Amy thought they were finally done, Sarah discovered a push button under a flap. She pointed it out to Selene, let her read what was printed on the flap and then opened the flap and pushed the button. Both looked expectantly at Amy.

	Nothing happened for several seconds. Then Amy felt a sensation of warmth, beginning at the tip of the vibrator, gradually spreading down to the clenched sphincter muscle that was hugging the base. By the time that happened the tip felt like it had turned to molten metal. Amy moaned louder and louder, until Sarah had to distract her with the flogger. In Amy’s mind the shaft slowly melted down and down, until she was clenching a white hot molten mass, that was sloshing with the slightest movement, in her colon. Amy had no recourse but to faint.

	Sarah and Selene quickly unfastened her and lifted her off the dildo. They laid her on the floor and Sarah automatically locked her leash to a floor ring while Selene revived her. She had tried  the slave’s toilet first, but it was a primitive facility with only one small mirror and no medicine cabinet. In sharp contrast, the Mistresses toilet was a marvel of modern plumbing, with a big dressing table, comfortable chairs and a well stocked cabinet. She found smelling salts and returned to Amy. Waving the packet under her nose she brought her out of her faint.

	The burning was gone and Amy could feel nothing, thanks to the antidote which Sarah had squirted up her ass. She had made no points with her two guardians by fainting and was promised a particularly strenuous evening back in Sarah’s room.

	Right now, they were ready to take a break. Selene found the Security room. Just outside the door a T-bar stood, strap waiting. Amy was bent over it, strapped down and her wrist chain and hobble were locked to the handy rings for that purpose.

	When they were finished, Sarah verbally abused her. "You’re a slave, You’re not allowed in several places in the castle, and this is one of them. While you’re waiting, think up a suitable punishment for puking on the wall, and fainting. And, you’ll need to properly thank us for spending so much time guiding and using you."

	She gave Amy a vicious cut across her calves with the flogger and followed Selene into the room. Amy waited for what seemed like hours before the two women came back out. Amy suspected that she was being watched, not knowing that beside the two Mistresses, one man was in the room where they were and a man at the main Security building had a monitor linked to the camera that was broadcasting her picture. Glen was also watching, as he had been for most of the morning.

	So far, Glen hadn’t seen anything beyond what he had discussed with Georgina. She had carried the message back that they had a wide range of punishments they could inflict. Glen was intent on one thing - making Amy become a dutiful slave. Georgina had agreed and she had sounded out the other two Red Belts, Selene and Jane and found them agreeing, but not at all pleased that they couldn’t do some of the extremely severe methods that they would like to use. However, Glen was the boss. Georgina knew that all of the Mistresses would push the envelope, but she intended to follow Glen’s orders to keep Amy from suffering more than was necessary to get her back on the straight and narrow.

	Georgina’s assessment of Glen had changed significantly since they had moved to the castle. When she first agreed to be his slave, she had a lot of admiration for him and he seemed to be the perfect Master, at least for her.

	For Amy, she hadn’t been so sure. Old school, she felt, but never dared say, that Glen was treating his wife poorly. She had never faced the problems of a slave married to her Master, so she had a difficult time rationalizing Glen’s treatment. She felt he was punishing the slave in her, and ignoring the wife. She had participated, accepting Glen in her body while Amy looked on in frustration.

	In the intervening months, she had come to understand those problems and the difficult time that Glen had coping with them. She had watched in silence as Glen finally realized he had a problem, offering advice when asked, but carefully refraining from being overly critical. She could tell Glen had changed. There never had been a question of whether or not he loved his slave-wife. The real problem seemed to be in convincing those around him that he had changed his attitude toward her. Georgina had nearly balked when he ordered the Mistresses to take Amy in hand. She echoed Amy in feeling that Glen should be the hand that meted out punishment. However, she acknowledged that Amy had agreed to being punished by the Mistresses, because it was Glen giving the order. She was sure there would be further changes in Amy, hopefully enough change to solve Glen’s problems.

	Amy of course was unaware of some of the details, although Glen had told her some of what he had planned for her. All she really knew was that Glen had picked a really sadistic trainer for her. She and Selene had made up over their differences, but she was already getting bad vibrations in her brief contacts with her.

	Right now, she was busy heeling Sarah, with a wary eye for the flogger, which burned like someone was extinguishing cigarettes on her flesh. Sarah had very explicit orders as to what she could, or couldn’t do to Amy. She had aped the Red Belts, in wanting to do more. A big part of the controversy was based on a unanimous belief that Amy didn’t deserve to be married to Glen. None of them said it, but each one had made a silent vow to make Amy’s life miserable. Actually, it wasn’t jealousy. They felt that Glen was being taken, and their thinking was aimed at solving that problem, rather that their personal gain.

	All, that is, except Jane, who had managed an end run while Amy was in the hospital. She had a lot to lose if Amy got back in Glen’s good graces, but it still gave Amy only 1 to 6 odds of getting back to Glen.

	The Slave Training Facility was big, far bigger than either Selene or Sarah had expected. Amy would have agreed, but as always, nobody was interested in her opinion. Selene finally called a halt.

	"We can come back tomorrow and finish up. I made a list of people we’ll need so far and I’ll have to run it by Glen and the head of Security. This is going to be a humongous project!

	"More work for Amy."

	Sarah couldn’t resist ragging on Amy at every opportunity. She snapped the leash taut and Selene and Sarah walked back to the entrance with Amy following meekly in their footsteps.

	Sarah made her crawl through the tunnel and then made her kiss the gibbets again. By holding her breath Amy was able to get close enough to touch the metal with her lips. Sarah kept her on her hands and knees all the way through the enclosed walkway.

	There was a large crew working near the walkway. There were about 20 men, all chained together and several Brown Belt guards. Sarah slowed to a stop. She turned to Amy. "Display yourself."

	Amy didn’t hesitate. She walked to the steel bars, reached up and grabbed one with her cuffed hands, and then spread her legs as wide as the hobble would allow. The whistles and cat calls and lewd remarks rose to a roar. One of the prisoners stepped toward Amy. One guard blew a whistle and the entire line of prisoners fell to the ground, sparks jumping from their chains. The other guard ran toward them, yelling, "Get her out of here!"

	Sarah hastily pulled Amy away from the wall and the three of them literally ran for the exit. Selene punched the code and the gate opened, allowing them out. Neither of the two Mistresses made any comment although they expected to be bawled out when they reported to Glen.

	Sarah had her story ready.

	"Master, I could see where moving dozens of naked slaves back and forth through the walkway could incite the prisoners, which was exactly what happened. We can plan so that the prisoners are out of sight when we’re moving slaves. All it will take will be some communication between Security and the National Prison people."

	Even though the idea was sound, Glen still felt like chewing ass, but he let them go with a warning, after reviewing the tapes.

	"Don’t be inciting any riots."

	


Chapter 89 -- The Set Up

	Amy was the first to realize that she was still wearing the harness. She didn’t know how to handle that. If she brought it to their attention, it would sound like she was being critical of her Mistresses. And if it was intentional, she would rate penalties for complaining about her treatment. If she said nothing, she very likely would be whipped for not bringing it to their attention. The sharp points sticking through the leather were causing her serious pain, and she had a long walk ahead of her.

	Sarah finally did notice, when she turned to ride Amy. Exasperated she demanded,  "Why didn’t you tell us you were still wearing your harness? You could be arrested for stealing it."

	"I have no excuse, Mistress."

	"Good! Then consider it a punishment for taking so much of our time today. We don’t have a key for it, so you’ll have to wait until we go back tomorrow."

	"Thank you, Mistress for punishing me."

	Amy’s heart sank. If they put her back in the cage she would have less room, and more sharp points to contend with. She’d already had one sleepless night, and good prospects for a second night too painful to allow her to even doze.

	Selene held up her hand, stopping the other two. She took Amy’s leash from Sarah and unclipped it from Amy’s collar. She looked at Amy and pointed ahead. "There’s an intersection just ahead. Run to it."

	Sarah looked at Selene with her mouth open. Freeing a slave!

	She caught on belatedly as Amy started running. She got about ten feet before falling to the ground, crying out in distress. She curled up in a helpless ball. Sarah pushed her, not too gently, with the toe of her boot.

	Selene grabbed her collar and dragged Amy to her feet, snapping the leash back on her collar and returning it to Sarah. Selene put her nose in Amy’s face. Amy was still wincing.

	"Are you going to try to run away from us again?"

	"No, Mistress!"

	The two Mistresses resumed walking, laughing and joking about the effective harness. Their barefoot slave dogged their heels, humiliated by every sound the two Mistresses made. She fumed silently over Selene’s cleverness in giving her an order and then punishing her with the harness for obeying.

	-0-

	Sarah’s room had become party headquarters. The senior Mistresses had wine, while the Brown Belts had beer. Amy of course had water. Glen had allowed them to have alcohol for the first time, even though they hadn’t asked for it. None of the Mistresses realized that Glen was testing them, although Georgina did think the timing was a bit unusual. Celebration when Amy was fully trained, yes, but Amy had a long way to go.

	Jane and Sarah were the two stand outs in the group, the first to uncork a bottle or pop a cap, the first to get tipsy and the first to get really drunk. Amy was caught in the middle, either totally ignored by the Mistresses or with all of them converging on her at once. Sarah staggered up to her and demanded that she produce a penalty for puking on the wall. Amy had no more than gotten the words out, "lose the use of my hands," when Sarah grabbed a length of chain and padlocked her crossed wrists to the back of her collar.

	A few minutes later, all of the Mistresses except Georgina were asleep, snoring up a storm. Georgina felt her phone vibrate and answered it, Glen ordered her to chain the sleeping Mistresses where they lay and to bring Amy to his room.

	Amy watched in mounting horror as Georgina looped chains around convenient ankles or wrists and locked them to the nearest ring. When she pulled Amy to her feet, she resisted, swinging her shoulders to try to break Georgina’s grip. She got her face slapped for her troubles and had to meekly follow Georgina at the end of a leash.

	She had to crawl into Glen’s bedroom on her belly. There was no sign of him, so she kissed the waiting shackle and awkwardly climbed onto the bed. Without saying a word, Georgina turned her over so that she was lying on her arms in the center of the bed and locked her ankles at the foot of the bed. Amy felt every one of the sharp points in her harness. Georgina knelt by the bed, watching Amy as she tried to make sense of what was happening.

	Glen came into the room, wearing a robe, which he dropped. He moved in front of Georgina and she took him in her mouth, completing the job of getting him fully aroused. He sat on the bed on his side, reaching back to cup one of Amy’s breasts, confirming that the nipple was hard enough to bore holes with. Georgina watched his hand, wishing it was her breast that was being fondled. Glen motioned and pointed. Obediently she moved onto the bed on the other side of Amy.

	Glen turned his attention to the other nipple. He motioned again to Georgina, and Amy felt her gentle fingers playing with one of her nipples. She knew she should already be aroused to the point where she would beg for an orgasm, but she didn’t feel the slightest effect from their play.

	As he loomed over her, his rod knocking at the gates of her pussy, he finally spoke. "For this night only, you will be fully aroused. You will beg me for an orgasm, knowing you will be punished for asking. If you are sincere, if you love me, you will come - at my command."

	Amy screamed into Georgina’s hand over her mouth, a cry of pure animal passion. When she could speak, she panted, "I love... you, Master. Please, Maste..."

	Her plea turned into an incoherent rising wail as he drove into her, spreading her channel to accept him. Georgina’s nimble fingers played with Amy’s nipples, feeling life in them after days of deprivation.

	Amy dared not say the word. All she could do was match each of Glen’s strokes, "Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!"

	"Please. What?"

	"Please, Master, let me come. You can punish me any way you choose. Just let me come, please, Master."

	Glen pointed to Amy’s nipples and squeezed finger and thumb. Georgina dug her nails into the erect flesh and pressed her thumb and finger together and pulled. Amy rose off the bed, arching, following her tortured nubbins into space. Cold sweat broke out on her forehead. She felt him swell inside her, felt the first spurt jetting into her and her disbelieving ears heard the word.

	"Come!"

	Amy screamed in agony, the long suppressed climax literally ripping her apart with ecstacy. She lay, eyes closed, drained.

	Glen unlocked her ankles and tapped her on the shoulder.

	"Bathroom."

	Weakly she nodded. Georgina raised a questioning eyebrow. Glen nodded and Georgina took her to the bathroom and cleaned her up.

	Washed, wiped and refreshed, Amy fully expected to be sent back to Sarah, but that was not what Glen had in mind. With Amy back on the bed and locked down, Georgina was again invited to join them and she too was put in restraints.

	Glen caressed her still hard nipple as he passed sentence. "You were ordered not to beg for an orgasm. As punishment, you will wear your harness until you get back to the Slave Training Facility and get the key and your wrists will remain locked to your collar until your Mistress sees fit to release you."

	Amy nodded, "Thank you Master for punishing me."

	Both knew that his punishment was meaningless, as she already >was under the same sentence from Sarah.

	-0-

	Morning light revealed chaos in Sarah’s room. The first to wake needed desperately to get to the bathroom, but there was little or no slack in the chains that imprisoned them. By the time all were awake, someone had spotted the keys hanging on a hook by the door, but inches beyond the reach of the nearest Mistress.

	Jane shouted at the monitor, which suddenly changed to the feed from Glen’s bedroom. There was a concerted gasp as it revealed the two lying in Glen’s bed. Selene got a very uncomfortable feeling in her stomach, matched by Sarah, as they realized that they had allowed a prisoner to escape from their custody.

	Georgina was waiting outside the bedroom door, listening for her cue from Glen. He touched a remote control and the camera zoomed in on his face.

	"Georgina will release you one at a time to go to the bathroom. You are all in deep shit for abusing the wine and beer I provided. After breakfast we will discuss this further."

	Georgina walked into camera range and unlocked Amy and walked out with her. First to the bathroom and then to Sarah’s room. A very subdued Sarah hurried to the toilet and then accepted Amy’s chain from Georgina.

	"What’s he going to do to us?"

	"I have no idea. He’s pissed." Georgina shook her head and walked to the next one she was going to release.

	Sarah rattled Amy’s chain. "How did you get out of here?"

	"Mistress, everybody went to sleep. Master sent Georgina to get me."

	"And?"

	"She put me in his bed, Mistress."

	"And, did he fuck you?"

	Amy bent her head. She didn’t like the direction the questioning was going, but she had no choice.

	"Yes, Mistress. He allowed me to come, once. Then he punished me for asking."

	Selene had been listening to the conversation. As Amy spoke she and Sarah exchanged glances. Amy seemed to be back in Glen’s good graces, which meant they were potentially in serious trouble. Sarah wanted desperately to ask Amy what her punishment had been, but she was smart enough to realize that asking it could cause her further problems. She eyed Amy up and down, noting that she was still in the harness and her wrists were still crossed behind her neck. She gave a slight involuntary shudder, imagining how painful the reverse prayer position would hurt. She had a bleak insight into her chances of winding up bound just like Amy. Reluctantly, thinking of her own hide more than Amy’s, Sarah released her wrists, but immediately cuffed them in front.

	Jane had a serious problem. As Glen’s PA, she had shirked her duty and had already been punished by seeing herself replaced in Glen’s bed. She mentally prepared for a serious ass chewing, followed by an as yet undefined penalty for getting drunk and passing out. It was not lost on any of them that if Amy had decided to flee they would be lined up at Glen’s feet begging to be punished. She could hear the whip cracking in her mind. She still didn’t understand Georgina’s role, but she was beginning to suspect that the whole thing was a setup to test all of the Mistresses.

	After all of them had been released, Georgina packed them off to breakfast, reminding them that Glen had scheduled a meeting immediately after breakfast. She and Amy proceeded to dump all of the half empty glasses and loaded up the unopened beer and wine and carried it to a storeroom which Georgina locked. She and Amy joined the others at breakfast.

	Georgina took Amy to a holding cell after breakfast and locked her in. She went back to join the other Mistresses who were kneeling with somber faces before an obviously angry Glen.

	He opened with a blunt statement, "By rights, each of you, except Georgina, should be demoted to slave and sent to the DB for 30 days to be taught the meaning of your slave oaths. You have embarrassed me in more ways than you realize."

	"Selene, Jane, you are Red Belts. That status is now in jeopardy because you can’t hold your liquor."

	The faces of both were flushed with shame as he continued, "I’m warning you, in front of the other Mistresses, your second offense will put you in the DB for an indefinite stay and you will then be sent to the slave pool for reassignment. Frankly, as Red Belts, I expected more from you."

	"Sarah, your duty was to keep one slave secure and under restraint. You failed, so how can I trust you to handle many slaves?"

	"Opal, Sara Mae, you two should have known better as well. I do not appreciate slaves with hangovers trying to do their jobs. All of you were given certain responsibilities for training Amy. At this point all but one of you have failed miserably. I’m going to leave all of you wondering whether you were set  up, or whether there was any need to set you up. Each of you will report to me in private for your punishment. That’s all."

	Going by rank, each Mistress entered Glen’s office, crawled to his feet and placed one of them on her neck, repeating her slave oath. The meetings were brief. The Mistresses coming out had the same sour look. The two Red Belts looked at each other for sympathy as they waited, but Selene wanted no part of Jane’s career climbing. Jane went in first and came out almost in tears. Selene was crying softly after her meeting. Part of every sentence was the admonition not to talk to the other Mistresses about their punishment.

	That alone was enough to scare all of the Mistresses, as it smacked of DB tactics. For the next several days they kept a close eye on each other, expecting at any moment that one or more would "disappear." Each one toed the mark, exerting their best efforts to do their assigned jobs. Of them all, Sarah drew the most attention, since Amy was in her charge. The topic was not discussed, but several felt that if Sarah had been doing her job and had just put a lock on her leash, much of this wouldn’t have happened.

	Glen didn’t want to send any of them to the DB, as at the moment he needed them in place and doing their jobs. Georgina had suggested to him that he use the implied threat of the DB to scare them, and they mutually decided that it worked very well.

	Amy didn’t benefit all that much, but Sarah did back off and ease up on the harassment and unwarranted punishment. Her big problem was the promise in Sarah’s eyes that eventually they would "get" her. She read the same message in other eyes as well, although none of the Mistresses would come right out and say it.

	Jane wound up a loser, but not as big a loss as she first thought. When she saw Amy in Glen’s bed, on the monitor, she nearly collapsed, seeing her big plans go down the tube. She was mollified when Amy returned to them, but she learned a very important lesson. She seriously thought of trying to trade jobs with Selene, but, given Glen’s anger, she knew that wouldn’t fly, and besides she realized she simply didn’t have Selene’s qualifications and experience to run the Slave Training Facility.

	If the truth be known, Glen would have preferred Selene in his bed as she was a much better, and more experienced fuck. That would not happen unless Jane really screwed up.

	He made no comment to her when she returned to his bed that night, nor did he bring it up again for some time. He continued to monitor Amy, following her with the nearest camera for hours at a time. Much of that time he was also doing paperwork, or making phone calls, running the day-to-day operation of the complex.

	Amy was something of a mess by the time they got back to the STF. She navigated the walkway without a slave in sight. She knelt, held her breath and kissed the gibbets before entering the tunnel.

	Nearly 24 hours locked in the tight harness left her with a number of nicks, several of which oozed tiny droplets of blood as the hated leather straps were released. She sighed as the last one fell away. Sarah opened her mouth to jab at her but thought better of it. Tomorrow might find Amy with a Red Belt, giving her orders and remembering every jab that she had made. "Do your job!" Glen’s words thundered through her mind. Her job, as carefully outlined to her, was to train Amy to be a real, 24/7 slave.

	Selene found herself with two jobs - getting the STF off the ground, and keeping Sarah from overdoing Amy’s training. Sarah had the ideal sadistic bent, but she needed intensive training herself  before she could effectively apply it. She was a quick learner, but Glen was fully aware of her inexperience, which was one of the reasons why he spent so much time watching them on the monitor.

	He made a note when he heard Amy sigh and Sarah ignored it. Any domme worth her salt would have used it for an entire evening’s "entertainment." At the least she should have gone back in the harness, with some judicious tightening of any "slack." It didn’t make any difference if it was Amy or another slave. Sighing, which amounted to an unspoken complaint, was a luxury forbidden to slaves.

	


Chapter 90 -- The STF

	Selene and Sarah got a late start, because of the meeting with Glen and the wait while he passed sentence on each Mistress. Amy had been  anxious to get there and get out of the harness, but she also realized that she was getting some heat and dirty looks from the other Mistresses, who blamed her in part for their problems with Glen.

	She followed along as they visited the next classroom. Each room had one of the tunnels so that a slave could be trapped by closing the doors at both ends. Amy had to use the tunnel, while Selene and Sarah walked beside her, holding her leash.

	Once inside Amy thought she was in a typical torture chamber. Her unease didn’t escape Sarah, who reminded her for the hundredth time that she was going to be the modeling dummy.

	In this room there were no desks, just poles rising from the floor, with an adjustable section. Selene demonstrated by standing Amy over a pole and then sliding the upper section into her pussy until she was forced to stand on her toes.

	Selene explained, for Sarah’s benefit, "We will have several classes going at the same time. This room will be for the trouble makers. If we can’t make them toe the line, the DB will take them off our hands, but we don’t want to lose any slaves that could possibly be rehabilitated. The graduates from the DB aren’t worth bothering with. They make good ditch diggers or road sweepers and that’s about all."

	Two walls of the room were stone and brick. Set into the walls were small barred doors.

	"The real problems go in the cells. They will learn quickly to pay attention as that is the only way out."

	Sarah dragged Amy over to one of the doors, opened it and pushed Amy in. She was immediately claustrophobic and rattled the bars in a parody of a B movie. Sarah flogged her fingers, forcing her back, but there was only a couple of inches of space behind her. There was no room to sit down or lie down, a slightly milder version than the "Little Ease" cells in the DB.

	Besides the posts there were ring bolts everywhere on the floor, walls and ceiling. In the back wall there were six openings about three feet off the floor. Sarah peered into one, then went back and released Amy and made her climb into one of the holes. The opening sloped sharply downward, and tapered to a near-point deep in the wall. There was barely room for Amy’s hands and her head was squeezed against the rock. With the steep slope she had no purchase and could not back out. The rock seemed slippery as well, so that her body was constantly pressing her head tighter and tighter between the rocks. Amy began screaming, certain the hole was collapsing on top of her. Selene whipped her feet, that were conveniently still out in the open. Then she dragged Amy out of the hole and laced her with a quick dozen strokes of the flogger. Amy could barely gasp the words of thanks for her beating.

	Surrounding each pole and in a row across the rest of the room the floor was a one meter square steel plate covered with short semi-pointed studs. The points were close enough to walk on - if you didn’t tarry. Standing on the plate for a lengthy class would be an entirely different matter.

	In each corner of the room there was an odd looking apparatus that caught Sarah’s eye. She walked over, with Amy trailing behind and took a closer look. Her eyes widened cruelly as she realized what it was. She turned to Amy.

	"Stand in the corner!  ON the blocks, you idiot!

	Sarah bent down and closed the stocks around her ankles. Amy was standing on the upper edge of a triangular block of wood, several times larger than the wooden blocks she had used for self torture eons ago. The stocks prevented her from moving her feet, so she was helpless. She immediately tried to shift her weight to one foot, to give the other some rest, but she could stand it for no more than a few seconds. Sarah’s flogger punished her shins. "Stop wiggling!"

	Amy’s arches were already aching fiercely. Each passing minute seemed to double the pain. Sarah fiddled with the stocks and discovered they could be moved. She cranked them back, forcing Amy to move her feet, until all her weight was on a point just behind the ball of her foot. Amy held position for a short time. Then her heels began to droop. Amy exclaimed and jerked her feet upward, away from contact with the hidden pinpoints under her heels. The position put added strain on her feet and ankles.

	The two Mistresses watched her intently. This particular punishment was one of the ones intended for the worst of the troublemakers and both were anxious to see it in action. They talked to each other as they watched, gauging Amy’s pain against her known capacity. It was immediately obvious that it was going to be quite effective, even on the callused feet of a hardened slave.

	Rather than release Amy, they kept her locked in the stocks while they tried several items from one of the storage closets. Amy suffered a stun gun charge at low power, a cattle prod and several different attachments that shot varying charges of electricity through parts of her body.

	By the time they were through, Amy was exhausted. Reluctantly Sarah released her, only to stake her to the floor, lying on one of the steel stud mats. Amy barely felt the studs. They left her there while they went in search of some lunch.

	When they came back, with no sign of any food for Amy, Sarah started nosing through the cupboards, examining the punishment tools, whips, canes and all sorts of restraints. She came back to Sarah with a pair of boots in her hands.

	"What the Hell is this?"

	Selene laughed. "Here, I’ll show you."

	She bent down and released Amy, leaving her sitting on the mat. She took the boots, which were joined sole to sole and inserted Amy’s feet at the tops. Her feet and ankles slid easily into the boots as they were several sizes too big.

	"Sarah, get that bag on the bottom shelf."

	The bag was open. Selene lifted Amy into a squatting position, then tilted her legs until one boot was upright. Sarah poured the mixture of sand and gravel into the boot. There was a canvas collar attached to the top of the boot that tied just above her calf, to keep the sand from running out. Selene tipped her the other way and Sarah filled that boot as well. The two began tightening the straps on the boot, pressing the gravel into Amy’s feet, ankles and legs. They continued until she was in obvious pain, then left her sitting on the mat. She tried to move off the mat, but gave it up almost immediately.

	After a few minutes Sarah lifted her off the mat and set her down on the floor.

	"Scoot back onto your mat!"

	Amy fought back the tears as she wriggled her way back to the mat, her legs a useless dead weight. The sharp gravel in the boot was pressing her flesh and one large lump was drilling into her ankle bone. Since her legs were spread wide by the opposing boots, she was forced to drag her pussy across the floor.  She made an honest effort to return to the mat, but the two Mistresses had looked at everything and had run out of patience.

	Sarah had been examining the whip cabinet and among the leather and whalebone and fiberglass she found a strap. She didn’t know what to call it, but Selene had seen one early in her career.

	"That’s a Spanish strap. It was adapted years ago from a strap used to make a horse high step. It works extremely well on the human female too, so put it on Amy and let’s see how she likes it."

	Sarah made Amy turn and lie on her back on the mat she had barely reached. Then she had to put her legs in the air while Sarah removed her hobble chain.

	Amy jabbed herself severely as she tensed her muscles to respond to a ""Stand!" order. Obediently she spread her legs and stood rigid as Sarah first fitted a very narrow belt around her waist. She left it a little loose while she looped the end of the Spanish Strap to it, then ran the strap between her legs and up to the belt in back. Sarah tightened the belt, then tightened the strap, then again the belt and one full strength jerk on the strap that brought Amy to her toes.

	Amy silently cursed the cruel man who had invented this diabolical instrument of pain. She had seen only enough to realize that both the strap and the belt were actually woven horsehair, no more that a quarter of an inch wide, but capable of supporting several times her weight. It was now buried deep between her pussy lips, pressing dozens of hair ends into the sensitive surface of her clit and exquisitely tight across her ass hole and up between her ass cheeks. She was gathering her strength to scream, but the real pain hadn’t even begun.

	Selene tapped the back of one leg with her carriage whip. "Up. Above your waist."

	Amy raised her leg, bending at the knee. Every horsehair in the strap attacked as one. She tried to yell, scream, cry and shriek at the same time.

	As if nothing had happened, Sarah slapped her flogger against the back of Amy’s other thigh.

	"Up. Above your waist."

	She had to slap Amy a second time before the leg slowly rose until the knee was slightly above her waist. She sobbed. The slow movement had seemingly driven the strap deeper and deeper into her defenseless pussy and set up a violent itch where it crossed the other hole.

	She opened her mouth to beg for mercy, but Sarah slapped her face before she could speak. "Ask for mercy, and you run in place for five minutes. Want to try for 10?"

	"If it pleases Mistress. Thank you for punishing me."

	Sarah grumbled, thwarted in her original plan. She still had lots of room to make Amy hurt. "We’re ready to leave. You are going to high step to the tunnel and then you will crawl through and on through the walkway. If you make it that far without collapsing, I will remove the strap. If, as I expect, you can’t make it through the walkway, then we will spend tomorrow training you to high step, without all the histrionics."

	Amy didn’t need a dictionary to translate "training" as being on the wrong end of a whip, a cattle prod, a cane, or any of the above. She was already tired from a long day spent in pain as one device after another was tried on her. She gathered what strength she had and prepared to suffer.

	She got that right, at least. She suffered. Every lifted leg tightened and pulled the strap, sawing between her legs until she was sure she was bleeding profusely. It was less that fifty feet to the beginning of the walk. Crawling through the tunnel brought a whole new set of nerve endings into direct and painful contact with the strap. She made it out through the walkway, but was indeed close to collapse when she reached the end. Sarah made her stand. She unhooked the strap and hung it on a hook on the end of the walkway. Amy waited for her to remove the belt, by now buried and nearly out of sight, but marked by a vivid red line across her belly and back.

	Sarah picked up her leash and taunted her, "I said I’d remove the strap. I didn’t mention the belt, which stays on until tonight, when you have satisfied all the Mistresses."

	Amy followed the leash, once again the butt of a cruel joke. The belt, relieved of the taut pressure of the strap, decided to do some torture of its own. With the overpowering pain of the strap gone, the belt made itself known in a thousand stiff ends jabbing her in response to her slightest movement. Amy quickly discovered that breathing hurt. She shifted to shallow panting, which was a mistake as both Mistresses thought she was getting aroused by the pain and spent the rest of the journey walking Amy backward in front of them, their hands holding her chain inches from her collar as they repeatedly questioned her and felt her dry pussy several times. Amy wasn’t about to tell them how much that cursed belt hurt, knowing it would become an instant favorite for her tormentors.

	Not too surprisingly, both Selene and Sarah were called on the carpet as soon as they got back. As they knelt before Glen he roundly chewed ass.

	"I told you not to go overboard. Yet, you spent the day testing restraints on Amy and then used a Spanish Strap on her. Have either of you ever worn a Spanish Strap? Sarah, I know you haven’t because they’ve been off the market for four or five decades. Selene?"

	"No, Master. I hadn’t even heard of them until today. There is a card with the information in the whip cupboard."

	"Sarah, when I’m finished with you two, you will go back and remove the belt. You can continue as planned to have Amy satisfy the Mistresses. You two will leave early and Selene will put the belt on you for the walk back to the STF. You will recover the strap and Selene will install it, at least as tight as you did to Amy and then you will high step back to the Executive Wing. Failure to complete the course means you try again tomorrow night, with all of the Mistresses watching."

	"Selene, I am disappointed in you. You are not showing your true leadership qualities. I will withhold punishment until I see whether you can carry out my orders."

	Amy did her part, working her tongue at top speed, sending Selene and Sarah on their way. If Amy had known of Sarah’s punishment she would have smiled, but she was denied that pleasure. By the time she got everyone satisfied, she realized that her tongue skills were improving. Only one "Excellent" so far, but that was better than the first night.

	Amy was surprised when the Mistresses discovered that she had suffered the Spanish Strap. They made her lie on Sarah’s bed, exposing the fiery red groove bisecting her. They brought ointment and quickly soothed much of the pain. The redness would remain for several days and her presently useless clit would be untouchable for several more days. As they talked among themselves, Amy realized that she had been the victim of a near-antique torture instrument. Georgina was the only one who knew anything about it and she indicated that she herself had suffered similar wounding from an overzealous Master.

	Any sympathy evaporated when it came time to stuff Amy back in her cage. Without the harness she quickly found remembered studs and steeled herself for another sleepless, moveless night.

	It was late when Selene and Sarah came back to their rooms. Amy heard them, wondered what time it was and then concentrated again on willing her body as stiff as a rock. Her mind raced. She suddenly wondered where the two had gone. She had a premonition that it somehow concerned her, but she would not know until someone told her.

	It took almost two weeks before Amy’s tongue rated an "Excellent" score from everyone. She would have achieved her goal several days earlier, but Jane refused to give her a score higher than "good." She was finally shouted down by the other Mistresses, as before not because of sympathy but to get on with other aspects of her training.  As it was Amy was close to being a walking zombie, the result of a succession of sleepless, or near sleepless nights.

	Because of their rivalry, Jane took a personal interest in Amy’s training, making frequent suggestions to Sarah when the others weren’t around that would make Amy’s life more miserable. Sarah was still too new to realize what was happening, giving in to Jane because she was a Red Belt. Amy, as the direct target was well aware of her persecution and Glen was keeping a very close eye on Jane ever since the spitting incident.

	Amy was in a spot, and Jane knew it and took advantage of it. Jane was careful to cover her tracks, leaving Amy with little to complain about that wasn’t technically part of her training. She was well aware that Amy didn’t dare complain to any of the Mistresses, let alone Glen. He watched, and waited, counting Jane’s little games. He was growing dissatisfied with her anyway, and Jane was too busy with her own plans to realize that Glen was drifting away from her.

	-0-

	Selene reported to Glen that everything was in readiness. She asked for a dozen slaves to use as trainers, and gave them a three day training course. She and Sarah and Amy showed them where things were stored, where everything went and Amy demonstrated virtually every restraint in the place. When they were finished, Amy passed out brown belts to each of the slaves as Selene addressed them.

	"If you think all slaves are the same, think again. Most are voluntary. Some of them are in it strictly for the money, some because they like being on the wrong end of a whip. A few that you will come in contact with either have been abducted off the street, or sentenced to slavery. If you’ve been to the Mall, you’ve seen the slave demonstrating the steel restraints. She is the manager’s wife, sentenced to a year of slavery. She is very likely to be sent here by her husband for training.

	"Most of your trainees will be sent here as punishment. Our job is to ensure that they really are being punished, and that they go out of here with a grim resolve never to darken our door again. We will use a system of collar colors to identify each trainee so that you can see at a glance."

	"Black will designate punishment."

	"Red will be escape artists and runaways."

	"Blue will be the whiners and complainers."

	"Green will be the novice and new slave."

	"Purple will be volunteers."

	"If you are unsure how to treat any of the trainees, talk to Sarah or to me and we will recommend ways to train her. One thing you will need to instill in every incoming slave is that they can change collar colors in an instant. The slightest infraction of the rules can have disastrous consequences for the slave, regardless of her color."

	"The STF is starting day one with some of the most advanced equipment available anywhere in the world. We have drawn from museums, commercial firms, private collections, interrogation rooms, from the Discipline Barracks and even from the National Prison.  We also have very experienced people on staff who can design gear as we need it. Sarah and I know how to use the equipment and we will be teaching each of you individually as we go along. If you run into a problem, ask, and we either have a gadget, or can get one made in a matter of hours. The General Manager has given the STF the highest priority. Some of you have already felt that power, pulled off of other jobs to help us. Once you’ve had a chance to settle in, I’m sure you’ll appreciate the move."

	 

	


Chapter 91 -- First Class

	Selene’s task, now that the STF was ready to operate, was to begin classes. The first source would be the 25 slaves traded from the National Prison. They were an unknown quantity, despite the lengthy dossiers that the NP had furnished. Both Glen and Ralph were worried that there were one or more spies among them. Dwight was even ready to take all of them to the DB and interrogate them. At Glen’s urging they decided to let Selene handle it, but all three men intended to watch them very closely.

	Selene decided to handle them in batches of five. The coffles were marched to the end of the walkway where they were released from the neck chain and equipped with collars, leashes, cuffs and hobbles. Amy got the job of leading the slaves through the walkway and tunnel, before handing them off to Sarah, who took care of assigning and attaching them to their desks. She was in no particular danger as the individual slaves were essentially helpless in their chains, with their hands behind their backs. Although Selene had no idea yet of their history or capabilities, she assigned  each group to a different classroom. Thus one group wound up in the punishment class while another went to the novice class.

	Selene addressed the slaves in each room as soon as all of them were in place. Her message was short, and to the point.

	"This is the Slave Training Facility. You will refer to it as the STF. I have no doubt you soon will have other names, but that is just one of the forbidden things you will cope with. You have a list on your desk or pinned to you. These are the rules you will live by until you graduate, or are remanded to the Discipline Barracks. You will have them memorized by this time tomorrow."

	"This is a ‘one mistake’ facility. Screw up and you will be sent to a stricter class and wear a different color collar. Screw up with a black collar and you will be a guest of the DB. A long term guest. All of you came from the National Prison System. There is no comparison between the NP and the DB - unless ‘ten times worse’ doesn’t mean anything to you.

	"You are here to learn. You have no rights, no privileges, nothing, until you graduate. That will be a date set on an individual basis. You may spend a month here if you’re a quick learner. You may spend a year here, or longer if you don’t learn.

	"You are slaves. With one exception you are at the bottom of the heap. My assistants and I are all slaves, but they wear Brown Belts as a badge of authority and I wear a Red Belt, the highest rank a slave can obtain here at the castle."

	Selene paused and the PA system came on.

	"I’m the General Manager of Castle Bond. I am proud to take part in the opening of this new facility. I congratulate Selene, Sarah and their assistants in getting this place ready on time. As slaves, your part will be to learn what they have to teach you as quickly as possible. The sooner you learn, the sooner you will be out of here to your next assignment. Thank you."

	The first day went rapidly. Each classroom teacher checked the papers and questioned each slave. Each class had one or two that belonged in a different room, so Amy had her hands full, running slaves from one room to another. When everyone had been properly placed, Selene and Sarah went from room to room, issuing and locking the correct-colored collar for each slave. The punishment class wound up with four black collars and one red.

	Selene made the point, as she fitted the red collar. "There’s a vast difference between a Red Belt and a red collar. Don’t confuse the two. This slave is wearing a red collar because she has run away twice from her Master. Running away here is an automatic ticket to the DB."

	The teacher slaves used the rest of the day to go over the lengthy list of rules that the slave students needed to know. They made the point again and again, "This is not a school. It is a forced punitive and educational program that you have been ordered to take. You may have goofed off in school, but goofing off here will have very painful consequences. Keep goofing off and each incident will bring you increasingly stiff penalties. Those of you who remember your high school math will understand 1 -2- 4 - 8 - 16.

	"You may ask questions only when your teacher has designated a question period. All teachers and staff are to be addressed as Mistress.

	"All right, question period. Five minutes."

	"Mistress, the slave who escorted us. She doesn’t have a Brown Belt. Does she outrank us, even without the belt?"

	"You outrank her. She is the one member of the staff who does not have a Brown Belt. As slaves, you do not need to know why she doesn’t have a belt. Asking her about her status is forbidden. She has the authority to tell you what to do, so don’t try to cross her."

	-0-

	There were plenty of rooms to house the teachers in the Executive Wing, but the evening entertainment had to be moved to a larger room. Georgina had everything ready when they trooped home from work. The students were housed in the classrooms right at the STF. Two male guards handled the security at night. There was no need for more, as no movement was allowed at night outside the class rooms.

	Late that evening after watching Amy satisfy the Mistresses, including the dozen new Brown Belt teachers, Glen began to play with Jane. He unfastened her shackles and then opened a box on his nightstand. It was filled with heavy, thick elastic bands. Jane watched intently as he slid them up both arms and both legs, until there was a band every few inches. There were two around the base of each breast, slowing circulation so that they soon turned a deep purple color. He installed a ring gag and tied one of the bands across her open mouth to each side strap.

	Jane was getting a bad case of nerves, which turned into classic Slave Fear. This was the first time Glen had ever done anything other than relatively gentle foreplay before fucking her. She racked her brain, trying to remember if any of the other Mistresses had mentioned this sort of game. She had been snapped enough in high school to know that she was in for a painful evening.

	Glen was already secretly enjoying the game. He read the fear in her eyes, exactly the effect he was going for. He laid his wristwatch between them where both could see it. Then he explained the rules.

	"You have 32 bands on your body but there are eight hidden bands. Your job will be to select a band that I will snap. If you pick a hidden band, you get snapped twice, my choice. If you pick all the hidden bands before you get the rest, I get ten snaps on any bands I choose. If you pick all the regular ones, you get to refuse the remaining hidden bands. You will enunciate clearly. If I don’t understand you, I will pick two bands. Are you ready?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Jane was not at all sure she understood the game and the different confusing choices made it worse. She gritted her teeth and picked a number. "17." (Try making a 7, with your mouth wide open.)

	Glen consulted his chart and pulled the band across the arch of her foot. He released it, causing Jane to curl the foot as tight as she could get it. She suddenly realized that she would have to memorize each location and its matching number, while putting up with the intolerable sting of the heavy bands.

	"23."

	One of the two bands on her right breast was pulled taut and released. She winced, her brain digesting the fact that each breast involved three numbers, one of which would result in both bands being pulled at the same time. She was ready to stop playing right then, but Glen looked pointedly at his watch.

	"32."

	"Stick your tongue out." The band pulled against the ring gag. She yelped when the rubber struck her tongue, which disappeared into her mouth for soothing that was not to be. She dug it into her gums, trying to ease the sting.

	"5."

	"Hive?"

	"Five."

	"I get two." Left thigh and the one just below it. Jane winced, and winced again. Glen consulted.

	"Hidden. I get two more."

	Two direct hits on her nipples. For some reason the bed refused to open and swallow her. She made a noise to show Glen that it hurt. He appeared to ignore her.

	An hour went by, very slowly and painfully for Jane. Glen thought it was great fun, especially when she had to admit that while she had heard of a slave fuck, she had no clue as to how it worked. Glen tried to be helpful by offering lessons, but he was quick to point out that the lessons would cost her. She asked and held her breath, "What will it cost me, Master?"

	"Oh, just three snaps - on your clit - for the first lesson."

	For all of two seconds she considered making a run for it. She had already suffered a devastating snap that had cost her extras for noise. Three more was like asking her to pick a branding iron out of the fire by the red hot tip. But, she had her cushy job to think of. All she would need would be a dab of soothing salve and most of the hurt would go away. Reluctantly, she nodded.

	Quickly, he explained the rules - how high, how hard - and fastened her down with the corner chains to give her some leverage. He pointed out, as part of the lesson, that an experienced slave could bounce even if her chains were fully taut, not with the slack he provided her. However it would take a practiced eye to see any difference between Glen’s taut and slack.

	As she bounced under him, she quickly realized too that the flesh over her pelvic bone was going to be bruised by the hard contact. Glen had set his own payment schedule. He snapped her clit before the start, renewing the stark pain from the previous snap, and then pressed forward into her so there was constant friction against her sore clit. She was panting her pain when he stopped in the middle to correct her form and get more arch in her back, taking the opportunity to snap her again. Jane groaned in a deep base tone.

	As the end neared, they both climaxed together. Glen figured she would hold off until he had come, since he had not given her a specific order. Jane was dimly aware that she might be graded on her performance, but she felt secure enough to ignore such a possibility. After all, her rival was busy with girl-on-girl action, under Sarah’s heavy thumb, so she needn’t worry.

	She certainly would have worried if she could have read Glen’s mind. He was grading her, and had been for some time. The figures were definitely not in Jane’s favor. Glen was becoming increasingly aware that Jane talked a good game, but is was glaringly obvious that she not only didn’t enjoy pain games, she didn’t show the slightest signs of arousal. If Selene, or Opal, or Sara Mae had been playing, he would have had to deny them orgasms long before the game was over. Amy, without his order denying her arousal, would probably have been the first to beg, and very probably would have suggested the game in the first place, beating him to it.

	Amy had her own problems. Sarah decided, with Selene’s approval to have her teach a class with hands on, actually tongue on, experience. By this time she had earned her way out of the tight cage, her string of "excellents" was a frequent topic of conversation.

	Amy commandeered one of the slaves that had been giving her problems. She had her lie down on a table and over the slave’s protest, chained her in position, with her legs pulled wide open.

	The slave yelled, "You can’t do this to me. I’m a grade higher than you. Let me off this fucking table, NOW!"

	The teacher assigned to the room walked in, whip in hand, just in time to hear the last of the outburst. The whip sang, the tip wrapping a neat red line around her upper thigh, inches from her open pussy. It sang again, and the matching line etched itself in soft thigh flesh a fraction of an inch closer.

	"Would you like to try for a split pussy?"

	"No, Mistress," she said, hastily. "She tried to give me orders."

	"And what orders apply to her?"

	"Mistress, she... She has the authority to tell us what to do."

	"But you forgot that when things got a little rough?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Very well. Apologize to Amy. You and all the rest will show her respect and call her Mistress."

	The slave dragged an apology out by the roots, affixing her newly won title. Amy graciously accepted it and began the lesson. The teacher watched for a moment or two and then left.

	At the end of the class, Selene, Sarah and the teacher walked into the classroom as Amy finished. Selene cracked her whip to get everyone’s attention.

	"Class, we had an incident here at the beginning of the class. One of you, perhaps expressing the feelings of the rest of the class, balked when a slave of lower rank tried to give orders to one of higher rank. There are two solutions to this problem. One would be to discipline all of you until you beg to take orders from any lower life form. I can assure you we have the equipment to do just that.

	"The other solution is much simpler and doesn’t waste the time we’d spend removing bits and chunks of your hides. Amy, please come forward."

	Stunned, Amy stood stock still for a moment, then hurried to kneel in front of Selene. She turned to Sarah and nodded. Sarah opened the box she was carrying.

	"Stand."

	Sarah handed Selene a Brown Belt. Selene stooped and fixed it around Amy’s waist. Amy stood, looking down at the belt, unbelieving.

	"Slave Amy, by virtue of my office, I welcome you as a Brown Belt, of equal rank with the other teachers. I have had nothing but good reports of your work, your attitude and your attention to detail. For the moment you will continue to teach this class. I’m sure the class members have already had second thoughts about rebelling. Or is there one or more who would still like to question her orders?"

	She swept the little group with her eyes. Not one showed the slightest expression, already fearing for their future.

	"I’ll repeat for your benefit, since this is the first serious incident in our training classes, this is a ‘one mistake’ facility. Amy, as a brown belt, has the authority to change the color of your collar, or ship you to the Discipline Barracks."

	-0-

	The classroom incident seemed to trigger a whole series of events. Amy didn’t find out until much later that Selene had called Glen and went to bat for her, describing the glowing reports she had been getting, and the potential problems if she remained without a belt. Glen wanted to agree by the end of Selene’s first sentence, but he listened to all she had to say before approving the belt.

	The other Mistresses, with the lone exception of Jane, greeted Amy with open arms. Glen watched the hugging and kissing that went on when she got back to the Executive Wing. He switched to watching Jane and as he watched her, she was deliberately ignoring Amy and her well wishers. It was enough to make Glen realize that he had made a mistake in selecting her for the PA job. Jane didn’t fit in the group. She was not a team player, and she very likely was faking an interest in bondage.

	Glen called Georgina to his room. They sat and talked for almost an hour. Then he called Jane. She was glad to escape from the impromptu celebration but she was startled to find Georgina already there. She looked at her suspiciously, but Georgina was calm and composed.

	Glen suggested she sit, and then began, "Jane, I’ve come to the conclusion that you aren’t ready for the job as my PA. The mistake was mine, but I think you had everyone fooled."

	Jane opened her mouth to protest, but thought better of it. Perhaps he had some better job in mind for her.  His next words really shocked her.

	"You aren’t ready, aren’t experienced enough to wear a Red Belt. Quite frankly, I seriously doubt if your qualifications are enough for a Brown Belt. As a result, I’m demoting you to a beltless slave. You will be assigned to the slave pool."

	Jane gasped, exhaling the breath she had been holding. She started to speak, but Glen cut her short. "I don’t want to hear anything from you. I’m embarrassed enough at having to keep replacing staff. Georgina will escort you to the pool."

	Georgina stood up, the chains in her hands rattling. Jane gasped again. To leave in chains! She thought once more of escape, but Glen could easily catch and overpower her, even if there was a place to go.

	"You will have one week to decide if you wish to remain in the castle. If not, your money will be returned to you and you will be shipped home. However, you will not leave until we are satisfied that you will not be telling the world about this place. If you stay, you will be in the second group of trainees in the STF."

	Jane sobbed, once, as the shackles closed on her ankles and the Red Belt fell to the floor.

	


Chapter  92 -- The New Personal Assistant

	Amy was rightfully proud of her Brown Belt. For the first time in a long time the other Mistresses stopped treating her like a piece of shit and welcomed her to their group. Things had gone a bit overboard at the celebration party. The most thrilling to Amy was that for once she didn’t have to service all of the Mistresses. What actually happened was that she was blindfolded and three of the Mistresses went down on her for a change. Amy was tied on the bed as several joking threats were made to have the entire group lick her pussy, but they were never carried out. Very probably if there had been liquor at the party they might have gone through with it.

	It was a day later when Amy first realized that she hadn’t seen Jane. At about the same time the other Mistresses noticed her absence, but at first attributed it to some project that she was working on. As slaves they were well aware that Masters didn’t share unnecessary information with their slaves. Georgina knew, a necessary point, but she was under orders not to discuss it with anyone until someone asked.

	Georgina had returned from the slave pool with an angry look on her face. Glen noticed it at once.

	"What’s the problem?"

	"That sleazy bitch! She tried twice to bribe me to let her escape. Said she had an uncle who would make me a rich woman. I had to gag her and then kick her ass seven ways from Sunday to get her into the building. She was fighting her chains and even with the gag I could understand better than half of the crap she was calling me. A couple of the guards came out and helped me and we strung her up in a punishment cell and gave her a dozen welts where they will hurt for days. If she goes to the STF, she’ll need a black collar and double chains."

	"Good work. I expect she won’t get much past the first day before she gets a one-way ticket to the DB. It’s certainly nice to have a place where you can ‘bury’ your mistakes."

	"Master, who is going to get her Red Belt?"

	"I haven’t decided. I jumped the gun on her, and a couple of others, so I’m going to think about it. In the meantime..."

	He swung his arm to present the bed, set for two. Georgina looked at him in disbelief.

	"Yes, First Mistress. The place of honor is yours. I decided that before I put a hold on new belt wearers."

	Automatically, she went to her knees, trying frantically to digest this sudden move by her Master. She stuttered and stammered, trying to express her thanks. He reached down and pressed his finger to her lips. Strictly reflex, her tongue shot out and wrapped the finger, laving it from the tip down. Glen responded with a sudden indrawn breath. He lifted her face and looked into her eyes, reading the devotion spilling out.

	"First Mistress, do you think you can handle the Executive Wing and the job of my Personal Assistant?"

	Georgina looked up at him, her eyes brimming with tears. How many nights had she laid awake, picturing his face looming above her, felt his phantom cock slide into her, deep, wide, hard. She had frigged herself time and again with that image on the inside of her closed eyelids. The few times he had used her left her with even stronger, even more powerful images that once conjured up, left her sapped, weak as a tuft of cotton. She ignored her needs, intent on serving her Master to his best interests.

	"Master, I am too old for your bed. You need a young, facile girl to properly arouse and satisfy you."

	"Hush! I will not hear such talk. You have the experience, the knowledge, the loyalty that these kids haven’t begun to learn. I asked if you could handle both jobs. I don’t need a pointless lecture."

	Unabashed, Georgina stared up at him. "If it pleases Master, I will do both jobs. The answer is yes."

	"Good. Otherwise I would have had to whip you until you accepted. One thing. Not a word to anyone, until they ask where Jane is. Then you can tell them all you want to. Meanwhile, your chains await. Do you wish a bedmate, or a watcher?"

	"If it pleases Master, this first night is special to me, alone."

	"It’s just as special to me, so it will be private - as private as anything can be with cameras everywhere."

	Georgina was tempted to thumb her nose at the camera, but she recognized the need for surveillance. They were there as much for her as for her Master. She composed herself on the bed, after locking both ankles and her left wrist. Glen finished the job with her right wrist, using his tongue to lick from her wrist, across the palm and up her little finger. Georgina jerked as if she had been shot, then wriggled back into her inviting, legs fully spread, position.

	Glen adjusted her chains, allowing him to penetrate her from the back as he spooned against her. When he had her filled to capacity, he moved his head and bit gently on her earlobe.

	"You heard Selene tell her life story. Do I need to hang you from the rafters to get your history?"

	"No, Master. She said it was good for her to share her painful life - and it should be helpful to me too."

	"Why don’t you start with your jewelry?"

	"Master I still wear my slave jewelry, the ring through my clit and the two rows of rings down my cunt lips. You were kind enough to cut the thin chain and lock , releasing my pussy for Master’s use. The rings were inserted by my Master-husband one at a time over a period of two years, justified by demerits he had given me that a whip wasn’t strong enough to erase.

	"The clit ring is my cross to bear. The curved needle that had been slowly forced through my tenderest flesh split several nerves in the process, leaving raw nerve endings pressed against the ring that followed. The ring was fashioned of titanium, impervious to all but a diamond saw blade.

	"The wound throbbed for months. When the throbbing stopped the pain set in. I couldn’t touch any part of my body that was closer than four or five inches to my clit. He would beat me with a heavy electrical cable until I would touch myself. I was never allowed to come. Always just to the edge, never on beyond. He bought a scalpel in a surplus store and threatened to cut my clit out of my body.

	"He was unpredictable in many ways, especially with the noise I made while he was beating me. One night he would urge me to scream until my voice cracked. The next night the slightest sigh or moan that he could hear - even when I was fully gagged - would set him off and he would attack me until I started bleeding from my wounds.

	"I first met him while waiting in line for my driver’s license. He picked me out of the pack as the one available submissive in the room. He took my arm and pulled me out the door and bundled me into his car, without saying a word. I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t protest, even when he pulled a set of handcuffs out from under my seat and locked them on my wrists. They were connected to a short chain, attached to the base of the seat, so I had to crouch forward, bent almost double.

	"He made me keep my head down for the entire drive, so I had no idea where he was taking me. Just before we reached his home he blindfolded me. He was laughing with glee when we drove into his garage. I heard the garage door come down. I spent a month as his prisoner before I heard that sound again."

	Glen had started moving, very slowly in and out of her well lubricated cunt. Listening to her story was as arousing for him as watching a naked woman. Georgina was fully aware of the effect she was having on him, but she found herself getting aroused, both by the rampant cock that was drilling her and by her own words. Up to that moment she had never shared more than a few hints of the way she had been mistreated. The release triggered a rush of energy that made her squeeze her muscles in a steadily increasing pattern around him. Like any man, Glen could take only so much before his orgasm took control. Georgina could feel the spurts deep in her womb, the last thing she remembered for several minutes.

	Glen had continued his slow movement, at a serious cost, but it was nirvana for Georgina, who came repeatedly, each climax seeming to push ahead of the previous one. By the time she  came back to the real world, Glen had unfastened her, so she slid out of the bed, holding herself with one hand to avoid a drip as she hurried to the bathroom. Glen lay on his back, enjoying the post-climax rush. Georgina came back to the bed and crawled on her hands and knees to him, engulfing him until she could feel the head swelling well down in her throat. She pulled back, licked up her juices and his, cleaning him, ready for the next round.

	-0-

	Selene was an excellent motivator. For the first few days the gibbets at the front entrance had remained empty. At a meeting of the teachers, she informed them that they were to pick their worst student, or the biggest trouble maker and install them in one of the gibbets. Then she surprised them.

	"I’ve decided that the teacher or trainer who does the poorest job will occupy the other one. I’m tempted to say they will remain there until someone else screws up, but that might overdo the punishment. For now the trainees won’t be expected to volunteer, but, since you are the ones who set the example, I expect that when you realize you haven’t been doing your job you will ask to be incarcerated. How many of you feel that you could do your job better?"

	Two or three hands went up, then dropped, leaving one teacher with her hand up.

	"What makes you think you aren’t doing your job?"

	"First Mistress, I am a submissive. I don’t feel right ordering slaves around, even other submissives. I don’t have the guts to tell them what to do."

	"Do you think you can do a better job locked in the gibbet?"

	The teacher hung her head. "Yes, First Mistress."

	"Very well. You will be assigned to the gibbet to the right of the walkway as you come in. Your class will be brought to you, to see you being punished and to be taught your lessons."

	She turned to the rest. "Now, who has a candidate for the other cage?"

	Three hands went up, including Amy’s.

	"Why?"

	"The slave isn’t paying attention. She’s experienced and thinks she doesn’t need this training."

	"The slave is always trying to talk to the slaves next to her."

	Amy’s answer was similar, "She’s disrupting the class, asking questions she knows the answer to."

	"Amy, call a guard the next time she does it. She won’t enjoy her stay."

	-0-

	Amy didn’t have long to wait. The same slave who had challenged her authority was asking one question after another, not giving Amy a chance to teach the other slaves. Amy patiently answered three questions. The fourth was too much.

	"Slave, you’ve asked one too many questions, deliberately disrupting the class and trying to make me look bad. You will miss a week’s training, which will be added on at the end of your stay in the STF. You will spend the week in the gibbet."

	She had already pressed a button on her remote, and as she finished speaking a guard entered, stun gun at the ready.

	"Class, what did I teach you about a slave assigned to the gibbet?"

	Four hands went up. The fifth slave glared at the guard, afraid of his stun gun.

	"Two."

	"Mistress, the punishment requires a full chain set, weight determined by the teacher."

	"Get the heaviest set and dress the slave."

	Five shifted her gaze from the guard to Amy. Her eyes spewed hatred. Amy had seen that look before. This time she was in a position of authority, not on the receiving end. When the last lock was closed Amy smiled.

	"Perhaps this will teach you to obey orders. Guard, put her in the gibbet at the main gate. Come back in an hour with a coffle chain."

	-0-

	Sarah had suggested that each slave be assigned a number, both to identify them and to show their rank in the class. Selene approved it and they quickly found that while there was some confusion because of the frequent reassigning of numbers, it instilled the concept of rank. During any given day, a slave might wear two or more numbers.

	Those who ended the day with a five were prime candidates for the gibbet and any slave that remained a five for more than two days was guaranteed a stay. There were now three sets of gibbets - the ones at the main entrance, the new set at the STF and the ones at the front door of the Discipline Barracks. The slaves considered the ones at the main gate the worst of the three because the inmate was exposed to the weather, burned by the sun, drenched by the rain, hot metal in the daylight hours, frosty iron at night.

	Although she already was training on other subjects, Amy’s class on oral sex was a classic. She had only trained her group, but Selene, after reviewing the tape, ordered her to give the training to the other four groups as well.

	For the girl-girl action she picked one of the group who was a five, or who in any way disrupted the class. The selected slave was chained on an OBGYN  table, with her legs extended and spread. This had already happened to slave Five, before she was sent to the hanging cage.

	Amy would then proceed to demonstrate the proper tongue action to bring the slave to a slow boil. At this point she would stop long enough to deny the writhing slave an orgasm, on the threat of a week in the gibbet. She also used the opportunity to warn the class that typically a Master would deny his slave a climax, especially until he reached his own. "Orgasms are not a right for a slave, they are something you earn by properly arousing and satisfying him."

	To the disbelief of the slaves, Amy described her own situation as an example of what they could expect, "My Master has forbidden me to feel arousal of any sort, and forbade me from reaching a climax under any circumstances. I can be masturbated, licked, fucked, watch bondage movies for days on end and my cunt will stay bone dry."

	The slaves were muttering to themselves, shaking their heads.

	"You don’t believe me?"

	Every head nodded.

	"Put two fingers in your twat and then hold them up."

	The wetness on every hand was obvious across the room. The slaves had been aroused by her tongue work. Amy spread her legs, jabbed her fingers into her opening, worked them around and held them up - dry.

	"Now, watch this."

	She pressed the remote and the TV screen came to life. The camera zoomed in showing Amy and Glen:

	As he loomed over her, his rod knocking at the gates of her pussy, he finally spoke. "For this night only, you will be fully aroused. You will beg me for an orgasm, knowing you will be punished for asking. If you are sincere, if you love me, you will come - at my command."

	Amy screamed into Georgina’s hand over her mouth, a cry of pure animal passion. When she could speak, she panted, "I love... you, Master. Please, Maste..."

	Her plea turned into an incoherent rising wail as he drove into her, spreading her channel to accept him. Georgina’s nimble fingers played with Amy’s nipples, feeling life in them after days of deprivation.

	Amy dared not say the word. All she could do was match each of Glen’s strokes, "Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!"

	"Please. What?"

	"Please, Master, let me come. You can punish me any way you choose. Just let me come, please, Master."

	Amy’s face was flushed as she relived those moments. She looked into the equally flushed faces of the slaves. One raised a tentative hand. Amy nodded permission.

	"How long has it been since he.... you... came?"

	"That’s part of my punishment, so I’m not allowed to answer. Just be warned, it could happen to you. A sour face or unthinking words could make it much worse."

	


Chapter 93 -- First Mistress Georgina

	Amy paused for effect. "Slave Two, trade your number with Slave Three. You forgot my title."

	"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for punishing me."

	-0-

	When Glen woke, he was still hard, and still buried to the hilt in Georgina. He pushed tentatively, striking bottom. She groaned in ecstacy. He pumped again, fingers searching for her flint hard nipples. She groaned, much louder. He pumped again.

	She burst into a torrent of words, "OhmyGod! Master, mercy! A slave begs permission to come!"

	"Only after your Master has been satisfied and has come."

	"Hurry, Master! I’m about to come."

	Somewhat to his own amazement he discovered he was one stroke away from causing a flood. He reared back, almost coming fully out of her, then slammed full length, his excited bellow matching her keening scream of satisfaction.

	The euphoria lasted only a few moments. Georgina did the "I’m full of sperm" trot to the bathroom. Glen rolled over on his back, eyeing his cock as it slowly deflated. He closed his eyes, reliving the remarkable feeling of waking up and being balls deep in her cunt. He was nearly back to sleep when Georgina returned. She gave him a lolly pop lick to clean him up, then started to lie down beside him.

	"Uh uh, we’ve got work to do." He grinned at her. "I sure hope you’re on the pill."

	"Hah! I stopped that 20 years ago. Remember, I’m just an over-the-hill porn star, Master."

	"Not in my book. I think you need to teach a class over at the STF. Something like ‘Fucking 101.’"

	"Master! I hope you’re kidding!"

	Glen just grinned for an answer.

	-0-

	It was Amy’s day to teach the novice class of slaves. She had the full five to work with. As usual she picked Slave Five to be the guinea pig. Just from her reaction, Amy asked, "Are you a virgin?"

	The slave’s mouth opened and she froze. After a long moment she barely nodded her head, her cheeks a solid red.

	"One demerit for failing to give a vocal response to a question and one more for failing to use my title. I don’t believe you. There’s no such thing as a virgin slave."

	"Mistress, I was born a slave. My mother was a slave. The man who fathered me was a Master wearing a mask. Mother never was told who the father was. I have worn a chastity belt since I had my first period. My Master volunteered me for this training. He removed my belt and sent me to you."

	Amy walked between the slave’s splayed legs and pushed two fingers into her pussy. She penetrated barely past her nails before she met resistance. She nodded, then motioned the other four slaves to come forward. Each in turn felt the girl’s hymen, a barrier that all of them had long since breached.

	"You realize that you won’t leave here with that?"

	"Yes, Mistress. I was informed by one of the guards in great detail."

	"Would you rather that I fixed the problem with a dildo?

	"Mistress, my Master specified that I be deflowered, as he put it, in the normal course of my training."

	Amy shook her head. "Five, I can tell you right now that your deflowering will not be in the normal course of your training. You’d better pray that it’s nothing worse than a public ceremony involving you and the entire guard force. In the meantime, let’s get on with the lesson. Have you had any girl-girl experience?"

	"No, Mistress."

	"Well, today’s the day. All of you, as slaves, can be expected to know all there is to know about pleasing either men or women. You don’t get to pick and choose. Because some of you probably have never examined yourself closely below your belt, I want you to take a very close look at Five’s plumbing. Slave One, tell me exactly, using your crudest language, what you see."

	"Mistress, I see an open cunt, surrounded by inner and outer lips. I see her clit, peeping out from under its hood. Below it I see her asshole winking at us."

	"Exactly."

	Amy could see the flush turn the girl’s breasts pink as she blushed at being so closely examined. She was especially embarrassed that her sphincter was rhythmically opening and closing, as if inviting something to penetrate her. Amy called the class’s attention to the slave’s blush, pointing out the moment where it reached her cunt.

	"Master’s love to see a slave blushing. Unfortunately it’s not something you can control or turn on at will. If you are one of the few lucky ones who still blush over your use, flaunt it, don’t hide it."

	Amy stuck her tongue out, then bent between Five’s legs. The tip touched the girl’s clit. She tried to rise off the table, jerking her chains in a clash of metal. Amy stopped and looked at the four faces peering at her.

	"I’ll wager this slave has never been licked before. You heard her say that she has been locked in a chastity belt."

	She slapped the slave’s thigh. "Didn’t your Master ever lick you?"

	"No, Mistress. He said it was beneath his dignity. I asked him once and was severely punished for suggesting it."

	"Gather round and watch what I do with my tongue."

	The slaves moved in closer, just a few inches from Amy’s head. Five cringed, anticipating the tongue that was about to torture her. Amy looked both ways to make sure they were watching, then stuck her tongue out again and traced a path between the lips and straight to her clit. Five groaned in sweet agony, already panting. Amy, for the benefit of her audience, kept her tongue extended, so that it was readily visible. Five’s arms and legs were trembling, muscles knotting. Her head whipped from side to side, every breath a groan. Finally she couldn’t stand the lapping tongue.

	"Mistress, may I have my first come, please?"

	"Not until my demonstration is finished. Hold it, and do NOT let go. You are a slave and your orgasms are controlled by your Master or Mistress. Disobey my order and you will spend 24 hours in the gibbet."

	She looked at the class. "Some Masters will not only punish a slave for coming without permission, they will equally punish their slave for begging permission. You saw that happen to me on the video.  You need to remember that the Master is ALWAYS in control of your body and its functions. You don’t piss, you don’t shit, you don’t come without his specific permission. He decides, not you."

	The lecture gave Five a chance to recuperate and slide down from the peak she had nearly climbed. However, it also gave her clit a chance to react that would make the next touch painful more than pleasurable. That fact was obvious when Amy resumed. Five went into spasms, fighting her body, denying the orgasm that swelled within her, groaning as if each breath were her last.

	Amy stopped again. "Stick out your tongues."

	The four slaves obediently opened their mouths. Three had the longest tongue.

	"Three, get in here and show me you’ve learned something."

	The first stroke was tentative, the next almost fully experienced. Five’s moans went up an octave.

	"Nibble on the lips. Bite, but gently. Think about teeth on your pussy."

	Five didn’t have to think. Although she had a second’s advance warning, the first teeth nearly did her in. She couldn’t picture one woman chewing another "down there," but she was getting graphic details from the nerves in her own cunt. She yelped like a whipped dog at each bite.

	Four, Two and One all got the same reaction although they had to get closer to the action. It made no difference to Five, who was bouncing in her bonds, gasping for breath. Amy added some more advice.

	"Unless you are specifically ordered to, don’t bite her clit. If your target isn’t fully restrained she can break an arm or a leg, or even suffer cardiac arrest. Then too, if you break the skin, that’s a nasty place to have an infection. You know what feels good on your body, so make sure you treat her body the same way. One more thing. Licking can and will be used as a punishment by many Masters. You’ve seen Five raising a fuss about being licked for a few seconds at a time. Just imagine what she will feel if all five of us take turns for several hours of non-stop pussy sucking."

	Hearing the threat of a relay race on her cunt was more than Five could take. Abjectly, she begged, "Mistress, please! Please don’t keep licking me. Please, Mistress! You can punish me any way but that. I’ve been a good slave. I’ve held my climax like you ordered, but... I... can’t... hold... it... much... longer!"

	Amy wormed her finger into the clit’s nest. She announced, "The class is over. You may come."

	As she said it, she pressed her nail into the white pearl. Five lifted one end of the table off the floor as she screamed her release. All the slaves watched in open mouthed amazement. One and Three had never performed a lesbian coupling, so Five’s reaction came as a complete surprise.

	When Five was calm enough to release, Amy unfastened the chains and helped her to a sitting position. A glass of water appeared and was gratefully accepted by the sweating slave. "Mistress, may I ask a question?" Five had a puzzled look on her face.

	"Of course. Open time, for all of you."

	"Mistress, are you a lesbian?" Five asked bluntly.

	The other slaves swallowed titters and fought to keep their faces expressionless. All four pictured Five as getting soundly punished for asking such a question.

	"Good question. Why do you ask?"

	"Because you knew exactly where to touch me and how hard or soft. I’ve never had more than one orgasm at a time before this! Your nail, pressing on my clit just as I started to come, kept me coming, again and again. I know, if I ever get permission to come again that I will remember and touch that spot and have one pop after another."

	"That’s a good lesson for all of you. If we had the time and I felt that you deserved it, you all could try for multiples. It’s a sensation you will never forget. Overdoing it can be extremely painful."

	"As to your question. No. I am not a lesbian. I enjoy being fucked by my Master too much. But, as I have mentioned before, I am being punished and this is part of my punishment. I can say that I have been VERY well trained, as Five just attested. We intend to have you at least as well trained when you go out of here."

	-0-

	Georgina knew that her days were numbered. Nothing was said and Glen didn’t allude to it, but there were little things that a veteran like Georgina would pick up on. The most significant was the fact that Amy had been promoted to a Brown Belt. As far as she was concerned, Amy more than deserved the promotion, because the other Mistresses had begun remarking on her teaching ability. She was a little surprised that Amy had changed enough to be willing to show others why she was being punished, but she applauded the initiative that Amy was showing.

	-0-

	Glen, being a man, was not as swift in picking things up, but even he was becoming aware that Amy was no longer Amy the troublemaker. Glen, in his own defense, was adept at reading minds, but that required direct contact with the person and he had only seen Amy that one night, although he watched her for hours on end on the Security monitor.

	Selene came into his living room and knelt before him. She had a DVD in her hand.

	"Master, you may not have seen this."

	He motioned toward the machine and she loaded it and turned it on.

	The two watched in silence to the very end. It was a tape of Amy’s class. Selene rose and shut the machine off, leaving the tape. She knelt before him again, even though as a Red Belt she didn’t need to.

	"Master, she’s changed, and for the better. She’s the best teacher I have."

	"You think I should cancel the rest of her punishment and take her back." It was not a question.

	"Master, I didn’t say that. I was one of the group that unanimously recommended to you that you divorce her and send her back to the States. All I’m doing is showing you what’s going on, so you can make your own decision. I do not presume to tell a Master what to do. If you had followed my advice, I would not now have an excellent teacher."

	"Protestation aside, you know I value your opinion and advice. If I took her back, would you continue to use her as a teacher?"

	Selene waved her hand at the DVD machine.

	"Master, if she were no longer under a gag rule, her message to those trainees would have been ten times as effective, which is saying a lot. I have no doubt that she will expose her entire past, the punishments she was enduring. She is an absolutely ideal object lesson. You have been cruel to her. She will not backfire at you, but instead will use it as a teaching tool. She has also learned from the experience."

	"So, you want me to do something, so you can have a good teacher."

	"Master, you indeed are the Master, and it’s up to you to figure it out."

	She jumped nimbly to her feet and fled, anxious to get out of range if he decided to be angry. Glen just shook his head and started to rewind the DVD.

	-0-

	In the right hand gibbet at the main gate, Slave Five of the punishment group simmered. There was a slave she didn’t know in the other cage, but efforts to talk to her had brought a guard on the run. He jabbed her twice with his electric prod, warning her again that she was not allowed to talk. The other slave had watched silently as she was punished. Five had vengeance on her mind. She ignored the threat of a gag.

	-0-

	In the hospital wing apartment there was a locked room. Dr. Steve had the only key and the room was off limits to everyone else.

	With one exception.

	The lone occupant, as might be expected was Dr. Steve’s wife-slave, Penny. Despite all her experience with bondage, she had never had any contact with hospital restraints. "Her" room was fully equipped with every medical restraint known anywhere in the world. She had as much fun furnishing it as the average housewife would in remodeling her kitchen.

	The one problem Dr. Steve had was that Penny did not want to leave her room, for any reason or any occasion. She literally had to be whipped out of her self-imposed restraints and into suitable clothes for the wife of the Hospital Director, to attend a staff party or have dinner with other doctors and their wives.

	Her oft repeated plea was "Leave me here, in chains, to suffer while you have fun."

	That, invariably got her a couple of real zingers that made sitting at a banquet table a lesson in composure. She would fidget just enough to draw Dr. Steve’s frowning attention, which would ensure a painful session when they got back to their apartment.

	


Chapter 94 -- More of Georgina

	Georgina spent most of the day in a daze, her eyes glazed over, seeming to be looking at the distant horizon. She barely managed her duties, depending on the slaves who served as housemaids to do their job without her looking over their shoulders.

	She was infatuated with the big cock that had given her so much pleasure. Waking up with it jammed against her cervix was an experience that she would happily welcome on a daily basis. She knew that many women wouldn’t have been able to handle that big a cock, but she liked it that large - and that long.

	The daze wasn’t just because she had been thoroughly reamed after a length of time she didn’t want to figure. What was bothering her was the aftermath of her revelations of her past. The two had combined to bring back memories that she thought she had buried for all time, but she had slept and dreamed of several forgotten incidents in her slavery over and over again. It’s bad enough to dream that you are running naked through big crowds of people. It’s quite another thing to dream you are nude, walking into a room full of people, shuffling in your chains, clips on your nipples and being led by a leash snapped to a clamp on your nose. In typical dream fashion - or perhaps you would consider it a nightmare - she couldn’t see the face of the person holding her leash, but she knew that it was her husband. She knew the year, the month and the day, indelible in her memory as the day she serviced a house full of people for the first time.

	When she woke to Glen’s thrust, she thought it part of her dream, but she knew at once that the feelings were no dream.

	As evening came, she prepared the bedroom, making sure the chains on her side of the bed were coiled and ready. Just touching the warm metal links fired her arousal, gasping for one breath. She turned back the bed, smoothing the fresh sheets. She didn’t dare speculate as to whether he would take her again on this night.

	Glen came home from the office early, as if he sensed that Georgina was waiting impatiently for his return. He too had been turning their coupling over in his mind. Despite her age she was hot piece and he too had been looking forward to a repeat of the previous night. It was nearly an hour until dinner would be served. He dreaded the subject, but he had to do it.

	"Selena came by this morning and left a DVD. I want you to watch it and tell me what you think."

	He turned the machine on and sat in the recliner while she sat on the couch. He watched as intently as she did, seeing Amy go through her teaching routine. He watched the faces of the other slaves to see their reactions as Amy talked. When the tape ended, Georgina sighed.

	"Master, you’re going to take her back, and I’m out of a job."

	"I think we went through this once before, only it was Amy complaining that she was going to be jobless."

	"Yes, Master, but that was during the time she was being heavily punished."

	"What makes you think I’m going to take her back?"

	"Two things, Master. One, you wouldn’t have shown me the DVD if you weren’t thinking about it, and two, she’s a superb teacher. I wouldn’t have the guts to stand in front of a class and admit that I was being punished, knowing that my refusing to answer would raise a hell of a lot of speculation. She worked it into what she was teaching them and made an object lesson of herself. That’s not the ‘kiss my ass’ Amy that I knew."

	"You must have been talking to Selene. She said much the same thing. She said flatly that Amy is her best teacher."

	"Master, I haven’t seen Selene all day. Just what I saw on the screen was enough to express an opinion. The funny part was that she aroused all the slaves - and made them like it. They aren’t going to get any relief for weeks or months."

	"Well, aren’t you going to suggest that I do something?"

	"Master, I’m sure Selene told you just what I’m going to tell you. All of the Mistresses wanted you to divorce her and send her home. You are the Master, you have to make the decision."

	Glen groaned. "Oh, Lord, not another one. How about some sage advice? After all you are the senior First Mistress."

	"Master, my advice is as suspect as Selene’s, more so actually because my just-assumed job will be on the line. From all appearances you were right and we Mistresses were wrong. I don’t want to get between you and Amy, if you two can straighten out your differences."

	Georgina sat silent for several moments. She looked at Glen, who was watching her expectantly.

	"Master, with your permission, I will do this. I want Amy watching tonight and as the cleanup crew. I’m betting that she will be at least a little jealous, but nothing like in the past. She wouldn’t be human if she wasn’t at least a little jealous. I intend to convince her that she is going to have to work even harder before she can replace me. It should be educational for her to hear what I went through."

	She grinned and added, "It will be nice not having to trot to the bathroom every time you fire that howitzer of yours, Master."

	"That’s the first time anyone called it that!"

	"Master, what did you expect? You could sink a battleship with all that sperm."

	-0-

	After dinner, they watched TV and made conversation, some of it rather forced because both were thinking ahead to the bedroom. Glen finally yawned and turned the set off.

	"Call down and have Amy sent up."

	Georgina almost "chickened" him but held her peace and made the call. The startled voice on the other end was priceless. The soft knock on the door came almost immediately. Georgina went to greet Amy as she crawled through the door. She took the proffered leash and led her to Glen’s feet. After the ritual, Georgina jerked gently on the leash, crawling her to the bedroom. Amy’s eyes widened in shock. She knew that Georgina was now Glen’s PA, but she never expected to wind up on the same bed with them. As far as she knew, she was still way back in the back of the doghouse. She hadn’t expected a greeting from Glen, but it still hurt, a little.

	Amy remembered only too well the fuss she had made when Glen made Georgina his slave. Now she thought of her only as her superior and she actually felt happy for Glen to have someone experienced in his bed. She mentally counted noses, but nowhere could she find a jealous bone in her body. She also remembered how jealous she had been at the time. It was the first time she had faced her inner conflicts and it felt good.

	Now she was kneeling beside the bed where Glen and his PA would make her watch as they fucked. That did bring out her jealousy, but nowhere near what it once had been. Amy didn’t realize it, but she was growing up. She reminded herself that she was a slave, Brown Belt or no, and jealousy was forbidden for a slave. It had gotten her in deep trouble before, but she resolved that it would not any more.

	Glen seemed to change, in the short walk from the living room to the bedroom. He stood in front of Amy and offered his hand. She looked up, trying to understand what was going on. She reached out and he took her hand and pulled her to her feet. His arms encircled her.

	"I’ve missed you."

	He raised her face and kissed her, whispering, "I love you."

	Georgina watched, emotionless. The thought came unbidden, ‘Now I should be the jealous one.’

	At the moment Glen’s main concern was Amy. "Are you jealous of Georgina?"

	"A little, Master. I am happy that you have her for a PA."

	"You get to watch, but not participate. Your job will be to clean us up afterward. Can you handle that?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"I am going to hang Georgina by her thumbs and force her to tell us her life story. She began last night and I want you to see the tape. There are some interesting lessons for you to learn."

	"Thank you, Master."

	Georgina made a mock glare at Glen, then arranged herself on the center of the bed. Amy took the outside. She had a light shackle on one leg and a long piece of chain, allowing her to roam anywhere she was needed on the bed. The chains that held her were more symbolic than anything else, but Georgina was so used to them that she would sleep only fitfully if she was free of them.

	Glen debated having Amy get him hard, for a brief moment, but Georgina beat him to the punch, using the slack that allowed her to turn on her side to reach him and stroke him. One touch of her hand and Glen was knocking at her portal, sliding into her tightness, gently punching her cervix. Amy groaned.

	"Master, if you move, I will come." Georgina pleaded.

	"If you come, I will move you to the nearest whipping post and turn you into one big welt."

	Despite thinking that it would be a worthy swap, Georgina clamped down on her orgasm. The evening had barely begun and she had an hour or more of her story to tell. She gritted her teeth. It would not be easy.

	"He picked a whip off the garage wall. It was prophetic, because I never saw him again without that whip in his hand. He beat me until I begged him to tear off my clothes. He made me name each item of clothing, then beg specifically to have it ripped or cut from my body. When I was naked, he whipped me for begging, and I had to name each piece of my clothing before I got the stroke.

	Hanging beside the whip was a leather punishment helmet. I had never seen one before and had no idea what it was or what it was for. I got whipped soundly for not being able to name it. Then I had to beg him to lock me in it and another whipping for my begging.

	"The first of a multitude of rules was enforced with the whip. I had to crawl on my belly anywhere I went in the house. I crawled, but my tits came up off the floor. He made me turn over and ask for ten on each breast, plus an extra ten for begging. I was half out of my mind with fear and pain. He had me thinking of nothing but pleasing that damn whip.

	"He kept me in that helmet for at least a week. Most of the time I was gagged. He’d ask me questions while I was gagged and then beat me for refusing to answer. If I made any sound when he took the gag out he would jam it back in, or get a bigger gag and force it into my mouth.

	"He introduced me to butt plugs. I still wear the rings he put in my flesh around my asshole, that he locked the plug to. That was one of the first steps to taking complete control of me and my body. When he filled my ass with one I had to beg for a bigger one, or a longer one and beg him to lock it in me so that I couldn’t pull it out. Not that I would have dared. He had me so scared that more than once I pissed myself while he was working me over. That led to a cork in my urethra and endless hours of severe pain in my bladder. I was scared stiff that it would trigger a kidney infection, but it never did.

	"With those two bodily functions under his control, he went to work on my breathing. I had to commit all of his rules to memory, so he had me repeating, ‘I cannot piss without Master’s permission. I cannot shit without Master’s permission.’

	"The new one of course was, ‘I cannot breathe without Master’s permission.’ He played breath games with me by the hour. He’d make me draw half a breath and hold it, then exhale and hold it, so that I was going two or three minutes without air. If I fainted, I’d wake up with a plastic bag over my head, taped tight to my neck. He would watch me with a nasty grin on his face as I used up the small amount of oxygen in the bag. He had an oxygen bottle with a small tube that he used to prolong my stay in the bag. He trained me to beg with the last breath of air. If I panicked and begged too soon he would start all over again. I still can’t see a plastic bag without remembering the feel of that empty bag pressing against my face.

	"He got a surplus gas mask and put locking straps on it. I had to wear the mask and watch him as he held the tube in front of my eye pieces. He would slowly close the valve that allowed air into the tube. Just the tube by itself ensured that I was re-breathing about 90 percent of my air supply. I learned the hard way not to beg him to open the valve until the last possible second."

	Georgina paused and squirmed slightly, adjusting her position. Glen responded by moving in and out an inch or so. Any lag on either’s part came up to speed instantly. Georgina clamped down hard.

	"He was breaking me down. I had already reached the point where I would promise anything to make him stop. He caught on quickly and made me suggest punishments and then beg him to use them on me.

	"He chained me up, with a 50 pound weight locked to one ankle. Then he dumped me in a hole in the floor and turned on the water. He slid a steel grate over the hole. The water kept rising until my face was pressed between two bars to get any air. My hands were locked behind my back, so I knew I could last only a minute or two before the weight would pull me down and drown me. With my last breath I rattled off several severe punishments, knowing as I said them that he would use every one and keep me screaming for hours.

	"One of the suggestions I made was a torture cell to keep me in. He hung me by my wrists and whipped me while I dreamed up every torture I could think of. He went ahead and built the cell in his basement. He put me in a pillory so I had to stand and watch. Whenever he took a break he picked up the whip and made me add something new, or refine what I had already suggested. I got plenty of extras for ‘ordering’ him to do the things. He even made me preface each suggestion with: ‘I order you to,’ so that he had an excuse to beat me.

	"When the cell was finished it was like my worst nightmare. The floor was covered with sharp studs. The floor, the bars and the walls were electrified. The floor was the worst because it was impossible to put a foot down without getting a shock. Lying down triggered a series of low level shocks that constantly varied in intensity. I was allowed to lie down only five hours a night. The rest of the time I had to stand on display at the front of the cell, holding the bars that constantly shocked me. For diversion, there was a stand in the center of the cell, a compact version of the wooden horse. If I wished to rest, I had to ride the horse for a minimum of one hour. The so-called saddle had electric contacts which zapped my labia. If my horse time overlapped my sleep time, then I lost that time.

	"For the first several months I was literally holding my breath, expecting to get raped at any moment, or at the least forced to suck his cock. I was beginning to think he was gay, but he had a plan for me.

	"One morning I awoke to the usual whip alarm clock. He locked a hobble chain between my ankles and put my wrists in cuffs attached to my belt. A dildo and butt plug were shoved in dry and locked in place. A heavy collar was fixed on my neck, with a chain leash attached permanently to it. The biggest gag he could find was pushed into my mouth. He made me crawl on my belly across the house to a room I had been in only once before, when I was made to tour the house.

	"The first thing I saw was a man waiting. I had never seen him before. When I crawled into the room I discovered there were two nude women kneeling against the wall, restrained much as I was. Nobody bothered to tell me, but by listening I learned that the man was a Justice of the Peace and that the two women were his wife and daughter. To my horror I discovered that I was about to participate in a marriage ceremony - and I was the blushing bride!

	"I tried to protest, despite the gag, which earned me an unkind cut between my legs. Under the threat of a repeated whipping I stopped making noises. I lowered my head and looked at the other two women. They were looking at me, but without the slightest hint of compassion or sympathy. Reliving that moment later I decided they were well trained slaves.

	"The ceremony began as a normal wedding. ‘Do you, Harry, take this woman... Do you, Georgina, take this man...’ When it was my turn to respond, the JP said, ‘Nod your head.’ I so wanted to end this farce, shake my head and run from the room, but that was not to be. Harry had a firm grip on my leash, I was hobbled and my hands were useless at my belt. I nodded.

	"Then came the worst part. The ceremony changed from marriage to slavery. I couldn’t believe my ears as the JP and Harry recited the words that would make me his permanent slave. I had no part in the drama. I heard them say that I had agreed, and not only agreed, but begged to be enslaved. That was my chance to protest, to deny any agreement, but Harry was waving his whip at me, effectively silencing any disruption in the process of making me his slave.

	"The rest was bizarre. The JP shook hands with Harry and congratulated him on his new slave. He turned and nodded to his slaves, ignoring me. One at a time they knee-walked to me, nuzzled my cheek with their gagged mouths and then backed into position at the wall again. This was my introduction to slavery."

	


Chapter 95 -- A Chilling Tale

	"They watched me belly out the door, to the singing snarl of Harry’s whip. I would quickly find that marriage was a farce and slavery would occupy my every waking moment and most of my dreams. If anything, he treated me worse as a wife than he had when I was his trainee slave.

	"The marriage bed he had prepared for me would have been a joke if it hadn’t been so terrifying. The bottom sheet was lying on top of hundreds of thumbtacks. My body weight of course pushed them through the cloth and into my skin. I tried to roll away from them only to meet Harry’s waiting whip.

	"I was not chained to the bed, as I am now. Harry had massive bars, that he could barely lift, that he laid across my wrists and ankles. Any movement, or any effort to pull out from under them hurt. Just plain hurt.

	"Harry shed his clothes, changing the whip from hand to hand. I had quickly learned that he was adept with either hand. He pointed his whip at my breasts, my signal to beg for them to be whipped. Harry wasn’t even half hard, but he stiffened slowly as he whipped me. When my breasts were ruined, he pointed down my body, between my legs. I knew exactly what was coming and I wanted to curl into a ball. I had no choice. My legs were spread, pinned to the bed, with the sharp tacks digging into my ankle bones. I abjectly begged to be whipped between my legs. He got my clit with the first slash. My scream sent his hardon pointing to the sky.

	"He shoved the tacks aside and mounted me. With his first thrust he discovered I was a virgin. I was promptly punished for not telling him the information. To make it worse, he mounted me again and rather than pushing into me with a quick shove, he pushed very slowly to make it hurt more until my hymen finally ruptured. I forgot to thank him for deflowering me, which enraged him. He punished me for a week.

	"Then he took me back to the bed to take my ass, He made sure I was kneeling on the tacks and started pushing into me without any lubrication. He moved about trying to penetrate me and scraped his leg on one of the tacks. I had to suggest and agree that I would sleep on a tack bed for a week before he would stop beating me. Then he started beating me again, accusing me of ‘tightening up’ as he tried to get into me. I begged for lubrication, which cost me another week on the tacks. Once he was oiled up he drove into me full force, slamming his balls against my sore cunt.

	"When he took my mouth, after questioning me repeatedly about any prior experience - which I didn’t have - he put my head in a vise, closing the wooden jaws on the sides of my head, making it impossible to move. I could open my mouth and move my tongue, but that was all. Then - there are no other words for it - he fucked my face like a knothole in a fence.

	"Once he had violated all three holes, he forgot about marriage and went straight to torture mode on me, his slave. He always gave me the impression that I somehow had forced him to marry me. It made absolutely no sense, then or now, looking back at it. He treated me far worse after we were married than before."

	Amy lay, leaning on one elbow, watching Georgina’s face, listening to every word. She was shocked by what she heard, and correctly assumed that the really scary parts were still to come. She already had adsorbed enough to realize that her punishments had been no more than a slap on the wrist compared to what Georgina had endured and survived. She realized too that she was learning how to survive from what Georgina was telling them.

	Glen was looking at it with different eyes. As a Master, he was constantly on the lookout for fresh ideas to use in disciplining his slaves. He was also enjoying a direct connection. He could feel the play of muscles as she related her story and from that he had a very good idea of what turned her on. It meshed quite well with what turned him on, so he knew that before very long she would be forced to give in to her arousal and beg him to take her. He also knew that Amy was getting nothing in the way of arousal, obedient to his order. He was sure that sooner or later she would use it as an object lesson for her trainees.

	He stirred. Georgina stopped talking and pushed back against him. Glen released her wrists and helped her to her hands and knees. He got behind her, shoved her legs apart and pressed into her. Georgina grunted with satisfaction as he began a pattern of long slow strokes that measured her entire depth. Amy watched, as fascinated as if she had never seen a couple in action. Glen barely remembered to remind Georgina that she could come as soon as he did.

	The noise level increased steadily as the two panted and groaned toward a mutual climax. Amy fidgeted, wanting badly to add to their pleasure in some way, but afraid of incurring the wrath of either one, or both. In the heat of battle Glen remembered a night long ago. He wondered if Amy remembered the joke. He turned his head to her and ordered, "Milk the cow."

	She knew, instantly. She scrambled forward, reaching for the two hanging breasts that were rocking back and forth. Unerringly her fingers caught Georgina’s nipples and began to ravage them, pulling and squeezing, almost a parody of milking a cow. Georgina was ecstatic. She couldn’t remember her own name, let alone whether she had ever had her tits pulled while she was being fucked doggy fashion, but it probably was a first for her. Her moans and groans were boosting the noise level right along with her pending climax. Just when she thought she would lose it, she felt Glen spurting in her passage and she just plain screamed with enjoyment. Amy had to let go to cover her ears, but by then Georgina was so deep in her multiple orgasms that she didn’t miss Amy’s fingers on her nipples.

	Glen recovered enough to announce cleanup time. He positioned Amy and pulled out, allowing her to stem the immediate leakage. He watched as she expertly sucked Georgina’s pussy, drawing out Glen’s sperm and gobs of lubrication. Then she moved over to Glen’s tool and cleaned it from top to bottom with her tongue. Finished, she went back to her corner of the bed and waited for orders.

	Glen reached over and found her hand, and held it. "Would you like to come too?"

	Without hesitation she responded, "If it pleases Master, I would like it."

	"For the next half hour, you will again feel arousal and be able to climax. As usual, you will beg permission to come, knowing that you will be punished for begging."

	"Yes. Master."

	"Georgina, our slave was kind enough to clean us both up. Would you mind returning the favor?"

	"Gladly, Master."

	She reached out and enfolded Amy in her arms, giving her a big hug. While it was not what Amy expected, it was very much to her liking. After all, "Any port in a storm."

	Georgina positioned Amy and got between her legs. Glen handed her a pillow and Amy raised up enough to put it under her ass. Glen had one more order.

	"Amy, I want you to get a grip on my rod and work it while you are being serviced. I get to come first, and then you can beg permission. Understood?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Immediately her small hand closed around him, finding pre-come to lubricate with.

	Georgina’s tongue carried an expert label but, given the parameters of this race, she lightened up, avoiding Amy’s clit until later, to give her a chance to milk Glen. Amy indeed needed all the wiggle room she could get, as she was starved for an orgasm and Glen was too soon after his bang-up job on Georgina.

	Everything worked out well in the end and Glen spurted all over his stomach just before Amy begged permission and then exploded as Georgina’s tongue found her clit at last. As if planned, the two women jointly cleaned up Glen, sharing his sperm. And that was just the first part of the night.

	-0-

	Amy had to go to work at the STF so she was up before the other two awoke. On silent bare feet she slipped from the room after unlocking her shackle.

	She was waiting to start her class when her phone rang. Glen issued an order. "You will find Sarah and offer to lick her pussy. That’s your punishment for begging."

	He waited for her to thank him, then hung up. Amy looked up to find a guard walking toward her, escorting the slave that had been in the front gate gibbet. She cursed, silently.

	At that moment Sarah came around the corner. Amy greeted her, then told her, "I’m being punished. I was ordered to give you a cunt lapping."

	Sarah’s eyebrows went up. She knew better than to ask, but she had an immediate idea that could be fun.

	"Tell you what. I’ll be your sex dummy for your class. That way I’ll get your tongue and five others."

	Amy paused a second, then brightened. "Great. I’m just about ready to start."

	Sarah moved suddenly in front of Amy, by pure chance just in time to intercept a blow from a steel restraint in the hands of the Five slave. The blow numbed her left arm, but she was able to get her right arm around the girl and get a hand on the piece of metal. Amy pressed her emergency button and looked around for a weapon. A single pair of heavy cuffs on a long chain was all there was. Amy swung the cuff around the slave’s neck. It circled and slammed into the other cuff in her hand, locking on the chain, so that Amy had a choke chain on the struggling slave. She jerked, hard, and the slave went down, with Sarah on top of her. Two guards pounced on the slave and had her helpless in seconds.

	A guard truck rolled up to the entrance and the slave was hustled off to the DB. Sarah ordered, "Treat her as a permanent resident."

	Selene came running up, and was quickly filled in on the details. She examined Sarah’s arm and called an ambulance to take her to the hospital. She came back a few minutes later, without even a bandage to show for her adventure.

	"They said it was just a deep bruise. I’ll be black and blue for a couple of weeks."

	"Where did she get that restraint?"

	"We’ll have to check the security tapes to find that out. I was talking to Amy and then stepped in front of her just when he swung.  Amy was the apparent target."

	"Amy?"

	"That’s the slave that I reported that was giving me problems. She just showed up from the main gate a couple of minutes before the attack. I saw her coming, escorted by a guard. I was talking to Sarah and lost track of her."

	Selene went back to her office and ran the tapes. She came back with the news. "She had that restraint hidden behind a box. She went straight to it as soon as the guard left, so she had been planning it. Sending her to the main gate may have prevented an attack when Amy was alone. As for Sarah, she moved and deflected the slave’s aim. She was lucky because she was aiming for the head.

	"While Sarah got her stopped, Amy deserves the credit for putting her down and out of action. That move with the cuffs was a classic! I’ve never seen them used quite that way. Both of you are to be commended."

	The four slaves that were left in the class stood silently. Amy looked at them. "Five demerits apiece. Not one of you stepped forward to help two Mistresses under attack. This was a life or death situation. If Mistress Sarah hadn’t spoiled her aim I could be lying on the ground, dead. You will learn one thing and learn it well, from this incident. You defend your Master or Mistress with your last ounce of strength. All of you are hobbled and wearing wrist cuffs, but neither would stop you from aiding your Master. Heaven forbid that you are involved in another situation like this because if you don’t jump in and aid, you are gone, out of the program and headed for the DB, just like your erstwhile comrade.

	"Each of you will be questioned to ensure that Five didn’t have an accomplice. If you were, you can expect the book to be thrown at you. Attacking a Master is one step short of a capital offense, so be warned.

	"Now, we’re late getting this class started. You’re going to have  to learn fast and hard."

	She was about to designate Four as the practice dummy, but Sarah held her hand up. "Is that offer still good?"

	"Are you sure you want to do that?"

	"It will take my mind off my sore arm."

	Amy nodded to the table. "You’re going to have to be restrained."

	"Is there any other way? Adds spice to the tongue."

	As Amy fixed her restraints she talked to the class. "You get a unique opportunity today to learn a few new things. I’m being punished by having to give Mistress Sarah a cunt lapping. She in turn thought it would be educational for you to see one Mistress satisfying another Mistress, so you get lucky after all.

	"Remember, from yesterday’s class I told you how to use your tongue, how to hold it, and where to go with it. I’m going to demonstrate without stopping until Mistress Sarah comes. You will watch and learn, because you go next in numerical order and there are demerits waiting to go with any complaints from her. I recently completed a course where I had to earn an Excellent rating from every woman in the group. As you will find, that is not easy to do, but before you pass this class, you will have to be able to do that. Now, watch."

	Amy leaned in over Sarah, who was bound with her ass resting on the very edge of the table. Amy stuck out her tongue, making sure the four trainees saw it, and that Sarah saw it. Very delicately she ran it from just north of her brown hole, up her slit with a side track or two on the labia and out the top. Sarah wriggled and smiled at Amy. She repeated the contact, with a little more pressure. Sarah groaned in response. Amy gradually narrowed the field, as it was obvious Sarah wasn’t getting anything out of the approach grooves. Sarah began panting, keying Amy to the fact that she was about to come from the combination of an expert tongue and the public spot where she was being serviced.

	Each pass was a little shorter, each centered on Sarah’s clit. You could count the number of passes by the erratic rise in the keening sounds coming from Sarah’s mouth. She was beginning to fight the chains holding her firmly spread and her head began thrashing from side to side.

	"I’m..." was as far as she got as she climaxed, collapsing onto the table. Amy gave her a trial lick that brought her to life, eyes wide open. She looked over at the four slaves, mentally calculating their potential skills against her capacity. She already doubted she could complete the course, but she had made the public commitment and was determined to stick with it, if for no other reason than to teach the trainees a lesson.

	Amy murmured  to her, "Need water, or anything?"

	Sarah grinned at her. "I need another tongue."

	Amy grinned back. "Keep that up and I’ll empty all the other classes and line them up here."

	Sarah knew she was kidding, but it still sent a thrill through her, picturing 25 tongues, one after another.

	"One, it’s your turn. She’s all warmed up and ready for you."

	One went at it with vigor. Too much, and Sarah winced. Her clit was tender and needed tenderness.

	Amy warned One and the others, "Keep an eye on her face. It will tell you whether you are doing it right or not."

	One lightened up and was rewarded with a moan of pleasure. She got the hang of it and soon had Sarah keening through her nose again, until she came, explosively.

	Two paid attention, watching both Sarah’s face and One’s tongue action. It paid off with a crashing climax that left Sarah glassy eyed.

	Three and Four were pretty much a dead heat. Sarah was trembling with the strain and popped for both of them after only a few swipes.

	Amy released Sarah and helped her sit up. She had worked up a sweat and felt as weak as a kitten. Amy let her recuperate for a minute, getting the water that Sarah now wanted. Then she asked, "I need the ratings for their records."

	"One was fair, Two was good and Three and Four were fair. Their teacher was excellent. It made it hard to judge the others."

	"Shall I call in the other classes?"

	"God, No! I’ll be sore for a week as it is."

	 

	


Chapter 96 -- Reconciliation

	Word of the attack spread rapidly. All of the Mistresses stopped by or met Amy in the halls and congratulated her on her quick thinking. Sarah told everyone that Amy had literally saved her life. She admitted to Selene that she was losing her grip with her one good arm when Amy rescued her. Neither Sarah or Amy wanted to talk about it, but the others kept pressing for details.

	Georgina had filled Glen in on the incident, going to his office to talk in private. She had run the security tape and made a copy of the pertinent sections. Glen watched it in silence, muttering under his breath a couple of times.

	"Looks like Amy is today’s hero."

	"She could have done the same thing as the trainees, stepped back and waited for the guards to break it up. Master, she’s changed. The old Amy wouldn’t have done that."

	Glen nodded, "She certainly has changed. I fully expected a tantrum last night, but she took it like a trooper. It’s remarkable that she could lie there and watch her husband screwing another woman without throwing a fit. As you say, the ‘old’ Amy wouldn’t have lasted thirty seconds. The Mistresses have done a good job of teaching her to be a slave first."

	"Master, this certainly proves her loyalty. Frankly, I’m glad you overruled us and kept her. She’s turning into a really valuable asset."

	"I’ll ask the same question. Should I take her back?"

	"Same answer, Master. I’m not about to make your decisions for you."

	"I’m about one heartbeat away from stringing you up and beating on you until you give me an answer." His grin had a touch of frost.

	"Master, I’d resign on the spot."

	The Master and the slave looked at each other, neither willing to back down. Common sense took over and Glen changed the subject.

	"Did they find out where that slave got that steel restraint?"

	"They checked the serial number and it’s not on any equipment list that we have. The DB is checking their records. They are running tapes from the camera that was focused on where it was hidden to see if she hid it, or someone hid it for her. That was as of an hour ago, according to Selene."

	Sara Mae announced a phone call. Glen picked it up. Dwight was calling from the DB. "Your people seem to have a knack for picking out the bad guys. This slave trainee turns out to be the spy we suspected.  The good news is that she hadn’t had time to recruit anyone to help her, or made contact with any other spy."

	"That’s great! But, how did you get all that information out of her so fast? It’s only been a matter of hours."

	Dwight chuckled. "I used my secret weapon on her."

	"Which is?"

	"One of the inmates mentioned a really high powered version of that green Japanese mustard. I never can think of the name, but the regular stuff packs a hellova punch and this out does the regular by a factor of ten. I put the slave’s head in a vise and shoved a cotton swab with some of it smeared on it up her nose. She started sneezing like an AK-47, so fast she couldn’t draw a breath. I let her sneeze for about 20 minutes, then swabbed out her nose with alcohol. I put a big dab of the mustard on another swab and showed it to her before I aimed it up the other side of her nose. She spilled her guts on the spot."

	By the time she got through giving me the information I was so pissed off that I went ahead and shoved it up her other nostril. Then I covered her mouth so she couldn’t breathe and held her nose until she ran out of air. She pulled in a big gust of air and pulled that mustard right into her sinus cavities. Man, she like to tore that vice loose from the bench. I’m going to let it wear off a little and ask her some more questions. Strikes me as real talkative."

	"Great work, Dwight. Keep it up!"

	As he hung up, Sara Mae held up two fingers. He pressed the button for the other line. Selene had further news. "Master, the tapes show that the guard hid the restraint for her, several days ago. We’ve got a clear picture of him doing it. He must have brought it in from outside, because none of our records or the DB records list that serial number."

	"I want to get to the bottom of this. Check the main gate tapes to see when it came in."

	"Yes, Master."

	-0-

	By late afternoon the facts had been gathered. The guard had been detailed to guard the slaves that came from the deposed President’s home. He had picked up the restraint from the transport bus and carried it through the gate without anyone noticing. Security had searched his room and discovered a transmitter hidden in a portable radio along with incriminating documents. The slave, threatened with another dose of mustard had admitted and confirmed the guard’s part in the plot. By the time the dust settled, the officer in charge of the main gate detail had been demoted, the guard was in a holding cell at the DB and several new and more stringent regulations were put into immediate effect.

	-0-

	Selene called an informal meeting that evening after dinner. Amy as usual was excluded. Georgina joined the group at the last minute. Selene stood up and looked around the table, then sat down again.

	"What are we going to do about Amy?"

	Nobody said anything for several seconds. Sara Mae piped up, "Isn’t that Master’s problem?"

	"It is, and it isn’t. Both Georgina and I have talked to him about taking her back, but neither of us told him what to do. Amy has changed. She’s benefitted from her punishment. Sarah has been riding her hard and she has shown remarkable improvement, to the point where it’s more and more difficult to find reasons to punish her."

	"How much longer is her punishment supposed to run?"

	"About three months, give or take a day or two.

	"Will Master give her time off for good behavior?"

	"Precedent is against it. A Master almost never revokes a penalty."

	"Would it help if we went to Master as a group?"

	"You’d risk a lot doing that. You do not want a Master who is pissed off at you. Georgina and I have both risked our jobs trying to get our point across. It’s not going to help to have all of us in the doghouse.

	"There is one approach that we haven’t tried. I learned this from Dr. Steve’s wife-slave, Penny. She got her husband to punish her, rather than hiring someone else to discipline her. We aren’t exactly hired, but the circumstances are still quite similar. If we can convince Master to do his own punishing, it might solve his problem and our problem. But, we need Amy to go along with it and perhaps even initiate it."

	"Let’s get her in here and find out how she feels."

	Sarah went and found Amy, and brought her back to the meeting. She hesitated, seeing all the faces watching her, immediately afraid that she was about to be punished for something.

	Selene read the fear in her eyes and patted her hand, calming her.

	"We’ve been talking about you, all of it good. You have been toeing the mark, obeying orders and keeping out of trouble. You are showing all the signs of growing up. Your teaching skills are already a valuable asset to the STF. Your loyalty, demonstrated by your rescue of Sarah, is impeccable. We see no reason to punish you further. However, we do not make the ultimate decisions. Those are the Master’s prerogative."

	"This is going to be difficult for us, and especially difficult for you. We’ve discussed it and the one avenue open is for you to ask forgiveness and reinstatement. We will back you up and go with you to face your Master but you will have to convince him. We do have one suggestion - to remind him of Dr. Steve and Penny and her desire to have him punish her personally."

	"If you agree to that and use it in your plea, you may be able to convince him. He is willing to listen and has asked us for advice, which we have declined to give. This is his decision to make and your future depends on your ability to convince him that you deserve a remission of sentence. You still have about three months to go before your sentence is completed, so you will need to ask for a parole, or time off for good behavior."

	Amy looked from face to face, seeing nothing but compassion and concern for her. She looked especially at Sarah, who smiled back at her, easing Amy’s concern. It would mean a lot to have her in her corner.

	She bowed her head, composed herself and looked up. "Thank you, Mistresses. You don’t know how much it means to me to receive your support and be accepted into your group. Months ago I always felt like an outsider, especially when I thought of myself only as Master’s wife. You have taught me the truth of ‘slave first’ and now I am proud to be Master’s slave."

	"I am deeply gratified that you think I have learned enough to stand alone, without supervision. I want to say yes and agree with your suggestions, but I need time to think them over. I must be perfect, to approach Master. I must pick the right words, always fearful that I will say the wrong thing and suffer more penalties, rather than less. I will let you know as soon as I have made a decision."

	Amy got up and left the room, hiding the tears flowing from her eyes. She could hear the hum of conversation rise behind her as she walked down the hall to her room.

	Glen was late for supper, so there was no time for Georgina to talk to him. She was hesitant, wondering what Amy would decide.

	After dinner he watched a basketball game from the States, an aura of "Do Not Disturb" around him. They chatted about the day, but Georgina didn’t mention the meeting, assuming that he had probably watched it.

	The nightly routine began. The TV was off, Georgina called Amy and the three went into the bedroom. As Amy’s head passed near Georgina’s ear she whispered, "I’ve decided."

	Startled. Georgina stared at her, but all she got was a serene smile. Glen settled in his favorite position, ready to enter Georgina. Amy bent double, pressing her face to the bed. "Master, we need to talk. Open time, please."

	Georgina was at a loss for words. The unexpected move had her stumped.

	Glen was not to be stopped. He aimed at Georgina’s pussy and slid his cock home. Comfortable, he looked at Amy. "Open time. What’s on your mind?"

	"Master, I have served nine months of my sentence. My Mistresses feel that I deserve a remission of sentence, a parole."

	"I don’t usually change a sentence, once pronounced. But, go on."

	"Master I have learned a very bitter lesson. You assigned me to excellent teachers who have carefully cured me of the false pride that stems from ignorance. I have learned to be a slave, a good slave, even perhaps an excellent slave. I have been taught the skills of a slave, the loyalty they owe to their Master or Mistress.

	"But, to serve you, I need to be a perfect slave. I can think of no better way to reach perfection than at the end of your whip. With all due respect, not in a Mistress’s hand. She is imparting what she believes are your ideals, but my perfection depends on your direct personal attention to every detail of my life.

	"I’m asking your parole, not just for my benefit, but so that you may train me to be the slave you have always wanted."

	"That means you want to come back to my bed." Left unsaid was, "What do I do with Georgina?"

	"Master, I have thought long and hard about that. I still have three months to serve. What better way to punish me than what has occurred here the last couple of nights? Making me serve you and my Mistress, in your bed is a daily lesson in humility that I will learn anew each night. Frustrate me, until I scream, before you allow an orgasm. This makes it a personal punishment, directly from you."

	"What happens to your Mistress at the end of your sentence?"

	"Master, if it pleases you, my Mistress will remain my Mistress. She is superbly qualified to be your PA. As a simple slave I would not presume to replace her, even had I the authority. I have learned that I am a submissive. I can teach, but I would be helpless with any authority. If it pleases Master, I will remain as a cleaner of cocks and pussies."

	"And if your jealousy returns?"

	"A slave is forbidden jealousy. I have learned this lesson, but I expect my Master will teach it to me again and again that I cannot be a perfect slave if I am jealous. Master, I beg your whip, to punish me for presuming to suggest a parole."

	"You spoke in open time, which is now over. Right now I have an urgent need to fuck my PA. If you haven’t forgotten how to milk the cow, then get busy."

	Attacked on two fronts, Georgina had no time to mull over the conversation. Later she would be proud of Amy for facing up to a difficult situation. She wondered if she would have the guts to sentence herself to a lifetime of frustration in order to please her Master. She decided she had been through worse.

	When morning came, Amy was feeling the first pangs of frustration. She of course had suffered it during her sentence, but this new form traced directly to having her nose literally rubbed into the goings on in Glen’s bed.

	Glen had gone to sleep, still inside Georgina. He hadn’t said a word about Amy’s request for parole. In his mind he already had accepted it, but he worried about some loose ends that ultimately would have to be solved. Amy lay awake repeating over and over the words she had said to Glen, worrying over each word, each sentence, certain she had failed and would be punished by one of the Mistresses.

	At work she steeled herself for angry words from the other Mistresses, but they were all normal, doing what they normally did or said. Despite her careful listening, there was no hint that they were aware of her plea to Glen. The only one who knew was Georgina. As they drank their coffee, he told Georgina that he had made up his mind and that he wanted to meet with the Mistresses after dinner, including Amy. He left her in the dark as to which way he was going, but she was used to that.

	Glen opened the meeting in his usual blunt fashion. "Amy tells me that you think I should put her on parole. Is that correct?"

	There was a chorus of  "Yes, Master’s."

	"Isn’t that a bit presumptive, since making decisions is the Master’s prerogative?"

	More "Yes Master’s"

	"Fortunately for you, Amy is a pretty good talker, good enough to stop me just as I was getting ready to prong my PA. She told me your ideas, but she embellished them with some ideas of her own that may come as a surprise."

	"I have agreed to parole her. I have also agreed to take over her personal discipline, just as Dr. Steve did with Penny. Selene can explain that reference to you. I agree, the situations are much the same. A while back they were completely different and this suggestion would not have worked. In the meantime, Amy has become a slave and has volunteered - just as Penny did - to be personally punished by her Master. You no doubt will, from time to time, see her with unexplained welts and other marks that you can credit to that personal attention. If she is asked, she will be required to state exactly why I punished her and how I punished her. I expect all of you to ask."

	Amy was blushing furiously as Glen added, "And, while you’re asking, be sure and inquire when she last came. Her answer should be interesting.

	"Asking for something is usually a trade off. I MIGHT have approved this parole without further ado, but Amy had a unique offer that I couldn’t refuse. She suggested and agreed that she would be punished by serving nightly in my bed. Serving, in this case doesn’t mean lying there and getting screwed. It means watching Georgina and I, playing with Georgina’s  nipples and then cleaning both of us up after we’re finished. Amy feels that she deserves to be punished for her past bad acts and bad attitude. She knows she is going to be humiliated every night, but she wants it, because she wants to be my perfect slave. Actually she has already been serving us for several nights.

	"She does not want Georgina’s job. She calls her Mistress and intends to continue calling her that through her sentence and beyond. She will continue to call you Mistress as well.

	"If this sounds like ‘out of the frying pan and into the fire,’ I don’t think so. If I made her do these things, I’d be the worst bastard in nine counties. She volunteered, willingly. I can’t fault that, but I can question her sanity. Frankly, I wouldn’t know what to do with a perfect slave. Nobody to beat on. Nobody to chew on. Hopefully this perfect slave of mine screws up at least once in awhile so I can see if I still remember how to handle a whip."

	


Chapter 97 -- A History Lesson

	Glen looked around the room. "Just remember, if she is to be punished, I’ll do it. I do love her, but she won’t get any love taps from me."

	He paused. "Any questions?"

	"Is Amy still under orgasm restrictions?"

	Glen smiled. "Amy tell your Mistresses what your status is, and why."

	"Mistresses, I am on permanent orgasm restrictions. I am under orders not to get aroused for any reason, including punishment or torture. When it pleases Master, I am allowed to beg to come, and permitted one orgasm, with the understanding that I will be punished for begging. As Master pointed out, I volunteered to accept this and other punishment, so my Master is not being cruel to me."

	Selene spoke up. "Master, may I ask the slave a question?"

	"Of course."

	"Amy, why? You would have been done in three months and free as a bird. Why?"

	"It’s very simple. I love my Master. I am happy only when I’m serving him. I hurt him deeply with my rebellion and I am more than happy to spend the rest of my life making up for the trouble I’ve caused him. I’ve been cruel to him, not the other way around. To make up for it, I’m being cruel to myself in atonement."

	As women, the Mistresses could picture exactly what she would be going through. It was anything but a pleasant picture and it caused some soul searching about their own loyalty to Master. It would be a heavily debated topic for months to come.

	Selene was satisfied with the answer. She had drawn out Amy’s love for Master and her explanation rang true. Master would have plenty to think about. She noted too that Amy never once mentioned her marriage. Selene was convinced that Amy had in fact grown up.

	Amy was barely beginning to realize the whirlwind she had started. She could tell from Glen’s tone that he wasn’t quite 100 percent in agreement with what she had proposed. Having to explain her punishments was a twist that he had added after the fact. She wondered what other surprises awaited her. She went to Georgina for help. Kneeling before her, she asked, "Mistress, did I do it wrong?"

	Georgina stooped down and took her in her arms.

	"No, Amy. You’re dealing with a man. You have me and the other Mistresses convinced. Your Master will fume and fuss for a time but eventually he will accept your loving gift. But, you’d better watch out, because he may well go overboard making sure that you are punished to his standards."

	"He said I’m crazy."

	"Amy, he didn’t say that. He said he doubted your sanity, which is a whole different thing, entirely. Ask your Mistresses and I’ll bet they agree with him on that point. You taught me and the other Mistresses a lesson in loyalty, and your standard may well be higher than theirs. I’ve been through the mill and I understand your loyalty and I would match it with my own, even if none of the rest can."

	"You mean you would do the same? Kneel on the bed, watching him fuck someone else. Clean up after them?"

	"In the time it would take to release me from the bed and put on your ankle shackle. You see, I love Master, too. Just like you, I would put my life on the line if he merely asked. I know exactly where you are coming from, a loyalty that’s impossible to find anymore. You and I could have shared him - and frankly I thought that was what you were going to propose. You have the better plan. Sharing would be a constant invitation to jealousy. Servitude denies you the luxury of jealousy."

	"That was what I thought. I could share him with you, as you say, but I would be in a constant struggle to control my jealousy, wasting precious time that I could use to please Master."

	Amy suddenly realized what she had said. "Oh, Mistress, I’m so sorry. I kept repeating ‘Master,’ without including you. I want to serve you, just as I serve him. You deserve to be rewarded for your service to him and for the worry about your job that I have unwittingly caused. My willing servitude includes you, as long as you will have me. As a slave I need to say, ‘If it pleases you, Mistress,’ and I mean every word of it."

	"I never thought I’d ever hear those words from your lips. You have changed, thankfully for the better. I don’t need to warn you that you will have a hard life serving us. There will be more than enough humiliation and embarrassment to fill your plate every day. I know you well enough to know that you have considered and accepted the effect they will have on you. The other Mistresses never accepted you because you flaunted your marriage. Now they have made you part of the group. If the burden you have strapped to your back becomes too heavy, they will be there to help you through the hardship."

	" Thank you, Miss... Oh! Shit! I’ve been talking to you for all this time and using the wrong title. Please forgive me, First Mistress."

	"You are forgiven. Just don’t do it around Master. You don’t want to destroy your image as a perfect slave."

	Georgina smiled and hugged her again.

	"Thank you, First Mistress."

	Glen smiled and turned away from the screen.

	-0-

	That night, Glen proposed the very switch that Georgina and Amy had discussed. "I think our little slave should be rewarded for her heroism. Why don’t you and Amy trade places."

	Georgina immediately obeyed, starting to unlock her shackles.

	"Master, No!"

	Both stared at her like she had just slugged them. Georgina froze, one hand in mid air.

	"Slave," growled Glen, "You are on very thin ice."

	"Master, I know that and I will accept any punishment you deem suitable. A slave does not refuse a Master’s order. But, you are taking a privilege away from First Mistress and giving it to me. Not only do I not deserve it, but she doesn’t deserve to have it taken away from her. I am the one being punished here, not First Mistress."

	Glen shook his head. "Did you by any chance go to law school?"

	He knew she hadn’t but he needed time to think. There was no question that she was right, but she had refused an order.

	After she answered, he admitted she was right. "Stated that way, Amy is correct. The switch is cancelled. However, Amy refused a direct order. Your punishment will be a week of arousal without permission to come."

	Georgina shook her head in amazement, re-fastened her shackle and wriggled into position against Glen, feeling his pressure to enter her. She moved, in anticipation of his long, slow strokes. For the first time she felt sorry for Amy, knowing full well what constant arousal without release would do to her.

	She picked up where she had left off her story, despite not doing it the night before:

	"I can’t repeat enough, as a lesson for Amy, he treated me far worse after we were married, My whole front from my tits down had rug burns from dragging on the floor as I crawled  everywhere. Even if I only had to go three feet, I had to get on my belly. When I got too good at crawling, he locked me in a leg spreader. It was too wide to go through a door, so I had to ask for ten in order to get help. Harry was an expert at backhanding me so that the whip bisected my furrow and snapped on my clit. By the time I had gone through three doors I was a wreck, but then I had to turn around and go back.

	"After months of belly crawling, he promoted me to walking. Duck walking. My ankles were chained to my belt - and each other - so that I had to squat to walk, and then only a couple of inches to a step. This opened up a whole new world of whipping possibilities and he exploited every single one of them.

	"I lived in cages for over a year. All of them were too small, too narrow, too short, or too claustrophobic. One of his favorites was one shaped like a chair. He made me sit down, then closed the front over me. The entire chair was lined with spikes - even the arm rests. The spikes didn’t break the skin, but I had a bruise to match every one of them. After being in it for several hours he would come with one of those Sterno stoves and light it and put it under the seat. It took a while to heat the heavy steel seat, but once it got hot I had to lift my body off the seat and use my arms to hold me up.

	"Harry would stand there and watch me struggle. Once I lifted up, he set a time limit and I had to wait to be let out. It was always more than my arms could stand - I couldn’t use my feet - so I’d have burns on my ass from the hot spikes.

	"When I wasn’t in one of the cages he usually made me wear a heavy steel branks. It forced me to remain silent as the tongue piece was full of sharp edges. He would lock it to a stand so that I had to bend both knees. It’s impossible to stand for more than a few minutes like that, especially when you are wearing 30 or 40 pounds of chain and that branks, which probably weighed another 20 pounds. He’d leave me in it until my legs collapsed then whip me for failing to stand.

	"Harry got me a neck corset - a thing that wrapped around my neck and extended up over my upper lip and down to my breasts. It laced up the back and he did everything but put his foot on my neck to help him tighten it. He expected it to go on tighter every time I wore it, and since it didn’t, I got the blame and the punishment. The only saving grace was the channel down the front that kept it from choking off my wind pipe.

	"I never did find out where he found the big U-bolts that he used to torture me. It didn’t make any difference where they came from but I spent a lot of time cursing the SOB’s that sold them to Harry. He took two of them and put them around the base of my breasts, with a steel strap across. Then he would tighten them up until my tits turned blue. I had to beg him to tighten them up a quarter turn. He would tighten them with a big wrench, then invite me to think up some torture to get him to back them off the quarter turn. If he didn’t like what I suggested he would tighten them another quarter turn.

	"He had me at a disadvantage, because I had never even seen a picture of bondage, while he had years of experience and knew all the equipment and what part of the female body it would hurt the most. That meant that my pitiful suggestions either got laughed off, or he would do them, hurt me, then punish me for suggesting such a poor choice. Lots of times he would demand a suggestion, then counter with his own choice, which was always far more painful, earning me some additional punishment as well.

	"Selene talked about the pain boxes she used in Dr. Steve’s dungeon. For Harry, what she described was just the beginning. He fixed a pair of dildos on the base. Not the usual large and small. Both were the same size. He modified them by applying paint and then sprinkling abrasive granules on the wet paint. He lived to frighten me, so the first time he used the box he showed me a dildo with quarter-inch chunks sticking out all the way around. I tried to crawl out of my skin and the chains holding me, but it just got me another bout with his whip.

	"Then he lined the box with coarse emery paper. He used it on the outside, where my chin rested on the top and along the sides of the posts where my thighs and ankles rubbed. There was a studded bar that pushed my breasts back and a few inches below it a bar that pushed my back forward. By the fifth minute I was begging. By the half hour I was incoherent but that bastard made me sit in that box for a full hour, then took his damn sweet time releasing me to collect my whipping for begging.

	"In my agony early on, I suggested he beat my feet as a penalty to get me out of the box. That was one of the few that he took seriously. Since when I was sitting in the box my feet were right next to my ears, I got both the pain and the noise. After he welted my feet I had to duck walk the length of the basement and back, not much fun on the rough concrete. My feet are still tender, even though that was years ago.

	"His idea of fun was to do something to make me scream. I told you that he would make me yell one day and not allow a sound the next. He found one of those U-bolts that fit around my head. He fixed a baseball size rubber ball on a crosspiece and tuned the nuts to force the ball into my mouth. I thought my front teeth were going to break off at the gum line, but that’s a story for another time. When the ball finally slipped past my teeth I couldn’t begin to move my jaw. Just like with my tits, he kept tightening, forcing the ball farther and farther back in my mouth, threatening to cut off my air. All the time I was screaming like a banshee through my nose. I was drooling a river and of course got slapped for making a mess.

	"Harry had long since found out I was claustrophobic and I spent a lot of time chained until I couldn’t wiggle and then dumped in a small closet. That played right into his love of hearing me scream, because I was a basket case before he would drag me out. He had a very tiny cage, just big enough for a small dog, that he would cram or pry me into. He’d put me in the closet, then offer to take me out if I would spend an hour in the cage. If I didn’t answer instantly, I stayed my full time in the closet and then went straight to the cage for double time. Needless to say I learned to be a contortionist.

	"The bad part was that he was making me like it. After awhile I realized that I was getting a rush from his whip. Then other pain started to turn me on and after a couple of years I found I was addicted to pain. The really bad part was that he flat refused to ever let me have an orgasm. He told me many times that women didn’t need to have orgasms. I spent almost 20 years getting high every day on pain, then being denied any relief. That alone was a worse torture than some of the nasty things he was doing to me.

	"He built a walker for me. Not the medical kind, but a demonized version. It was square pyramid, rising from a base to a flat plate with a hole for the ‘patient’s’ neck. Harry actually made several versions, but I hated all of them. One had small wheels, but they caught and nearly caused me to fall, which would have broken my neck, to put me out of my misery. With larger wheels I could walk fairly easily from one end to the other. Too easily. He took the wheels off and mounted skids, so I had to work hard to even move it, let alone go back and forth. It was built so that he could get at me with his whip and he never wasted an opportunity.

	"I’m sure you’re wondering what my family thought about all this. If they had known what I was going through, they would have called the cops immediately. Harry was too smart for that. He made me write a series of letters, explaining that I had run away to get married and that we were living at the far end of the country, out in the desert where there was no phone service. My parents must have bought it, because there never was any search for me. Both of them were dead by the time I was released. In Harry’s papers there were unopened letters addressed to me that he had never given me.

	"Going back to claustrophobia, Harry came up with the ultimate weapon to use against those of us with the phobia. It was a head box, which you no doubt have seen pictured or offered for sale in the Internet. God forbid that you ever allow your head inside one, whether you are phobic or not. It’s a box, somewhat larger than your head, which opens into two halves. Each half is lined with dense black foam. Why black, I don’t know, but I suspect it has the same fear effect on others that it has on me. I think Selene mentioned that her attacker used one on her.

	"Carved into the foam is the outline of a head. A doll head would just about fit. When your head goes in and the two halves are closed your head presses against the foam to open the hole to accommodate you. Your jaw is jammed tight and your immediate concern is breathing, again something Harry thought was something women didn’t need to do.

	"There was an air passage, however, it did not go straight from the nose to the outside air. Rather, it went around the cheeks, up the back of the head and out at a back corner. The compression of the foam half closed the air passage and the foam seemed to suck air out of the passage, so the occupant is immediately pulling for air. Your cries for help and pleas for air die a half inch from your lips in the dense dark foam."

	Glen decided that this was a good time to stop talking and get some action. He pulled back and shoved forward, instantly switching Georgina from talking mode to fuck mode.

	She turned her head toward Glen. "Master, what’s the reference to ‘milking the cow?’ I assume it has something to do with my nipples, which are always sore after a night in your bed."

	Glen laughed as he started moving slowly. "It’s a joke from way back when I started playing with Amy’s nipples and jokingly told her I was milking the cow."

	"Go easy, Amy. I’m still sore."

	"You should be First Mistress. You were having a multiple.

	


Chapter 98 -- The Object Lesson

	Amy knelt before Selene in her office. "Mistress, if it pleases you, I would like to combine all the classes today for the lesson I have in mind."

	"This wouldn’t have anything to do with a punishment that your Master imposed?"

	Amy held her head high. "Yes, Mistress. I feel it would be a valuable lesson for any slave."

	"Humiliating and embarrassing. I believe that was the description."

	"Yes, Mistress. I deserve this punishment."

	"So, are you going to crawl from guard to guard, begging ‘beat me!’"

	"No, Mistress. Master has reserved my discipline to himself, as he told you. I do plan on using the guards for today’s lesson, but not to beat me."

	"Permission granted. Also, because of the possible danger, you are assigned two guards as bodyguards. You may use them for class purposes as you see fit."

	"Thank you, Mistress."

	Promptly on the hour the entire group of slaves filed into Amy’s classroom. Each slave was cuffed and hobbled as a precaution. They found a numbered desk and stood waiting. Amy was seated with a towel over her legs. When all the slaves were in place she stood up and dropped the towel. It had been hiding a vibrator which was taped to her leg, with the bulbous head pressing directly on her clit. Nobody made a sound, so the faint whine of the vibrator was easy to hear. Appearing to ignore it, she moved to the podium, stopped and looked around. Four guards were lined up at the rear, ready to pounce if there was the slightest disturbance.

	Amy raised her leg, showing the vibrator. "How many of you have been given an orgasm with a vibrator?"

	All but two hands went up. Amy pointed to them. "Have you ever had an orgasm?"

	Both shook their heads and responded. Amy made a wry face. "Have you tried?"

	There was the slightest hesitation before the two red-faced slaves admitted they had.

	"Sooner or later you will serve a Master who will control your orgasms. If you are frigid you can expect special training because control is vital to the Master. Some will refuse permission for days, weeks or even months. I know of one case where a slave went for 20 years, without an orgasm. It is one of the most potent tools that Masters and Mistresses have to control you, so learn how to cope with it, rather than trying to escape or evade orders.

	"Other Masters will train you to climax on command, perhaps even compete with other slaves to see which one can come the most times in a race. If you are serving a Mistress the possibilities will run the same gamut with a few extra twists thrown in. If you are a lesbian to start with, you probably will have an easier time with a Mistress, but your life may well become a hell on earth if you serve a Master. My job is to teach you to be bisexual, so that you can willingly serve either a Master or a Mistress, regardless of which way you lean.

	"What I teach you today is a general view of what you might expect. Individual Masters and Mistresses may have views directly opposite to my teaching. Expect that and be flexible and willing to adapt to any possible situation."

	Amy looked around the room again. Selene and Sarah had joined the guards at the back and the teachers were grouped behind them. She was certain that Glen would be watching on his monitor. She remembered his words about "thin ice," but forged ahead anyway.

	"The key word is willing. I’m going to demonstrate that, with an incident that occurred last night. It started when I refused a direct order from Master."

	That got everyone’s attention. Sarah’s mouth dropped open and Selene blinked, unsure whether to believe her ears.

	"Without boring you with a lengthy story, I was already being punished for some incidents in my past. Master wished to reward me for my heroics - as he put it - so he ordered his Personal Assistant to trade places with me on the bed. My job was to watch, assist where needed, and clean them both up afterward. His PA accepted the order - WILLINGLY - but I said ‘No.’ I argued with Master, again a violation, saying that I was the one being punished, not his PA and she rightfully deserved the privilege while I did not.

	"Master said I was right and cancelled the order. However, since I refused an order, I merited punishment, which I acknowledged."

	Amy raised her head, looking into the eyes of her audience.

	"Master has a unique power over me. You will no doubt think I’m making this up to prove my point, but Master can control my mind with an order. He first discovered it by accident when he was punishing me. I am a pain slut, with all that the term denotes. He told me that I was not to get any enjoyment out of my punishment, or get aroused. It scared the shit out of me, because I endured pain and suffering and never felt a thing. My mind went totally blank. I could not, for the life of me, create a mental picture of any kind, let alone the sexual fantasies that I used to arouse myself.

	"As you can imagine, I am in awe of his power. You will encounter Masters and Mistresses that control you with other forms of power, so always be prepared to obey any orders they may give you, regardless of what you think about the order. This is a case of ‘Don’t do as I do, but do as I say.’"

	She held up the leg with the still buzzing vibrator.

	"I’m sure you are all familiar with this particular vibrator. It plugs into a 110 volt circuit and delivers industrial strength vibrations. I doubt if any of you - or any of the guests we have today - have managed to survive more than five minutes of its insidious strength without coming."

	She raised the leg again.

	"I turned this on over an hour ago - full speed."

	 She looked for a black collar.

	"Twenty, come up here."

	She pointed to the vibrator. "Please confirm that it is set at its highest level, and is actually working."

	Twenty peered at the switch and nodded. She placed her hand on the head of the vibrator, feeling the oscillations that were pounding hard on Amy’s clit, and nodded again. "Everything is as you said, Mistress."

	"Check to see if I am aroused."

	Twenty looked into Amy’s eyes, not sure she heard right. She saw the resolve and followed the order. Hesitantly, then more firmly she palmed Amy’s breasts, testing the nipples with her fingertips. Amy remained calm but Twenty turned red as an apple. Used to doing things like this under the cover of darkness, or at worst in privacy, having to feel up another girl in public was a distinct trial for the slave. She looked to Amy again for reassurance. Amy could have disciplined her for hesitating to obey a Mistresses’ order, but she nodded approval and Twenty’s hand dropped to the vibrator again.

	She pushed it out of the way and slipped a finger into Amy’s slit. She followed it with a second, a third and a forth, buried to the knuckles. She drew the hand out and pushed it forward toward the audience. Even in the back of the room they could see the lubricant dripping from her fingertips.

	"Twenty, would you say I am aroused?"

	"Yes, Mistress, VERY aroused."

	"Would you say that I have climaxed in the past hour?"

	Twenty looked for the telltale signs, the mottled skin, but Amy’s skin was a healthy pink.

	"No, Mistress. Besides, you would be unable to endure the vibrator after an orgasm without being heavily restrained."

	She looked down at her ankles and then the wrists that Amy displayed for her. "There are no signs of any restraint."

	"Thank you, Twenty. You may go back to your desk."

	Turning back to her audience, Amy again swept the room with her eyes.

	"By now some of you probably think that I am performing magic tricks. I assure you, I am not. What you see is part of a rather unique punishment imposed by Master for refusing an order and arguing.

	"He imposed a week of arousal, forbidding me to come, an order he can accomplish merely by telling me what my body - and my mind - can or cannot do. It was his way of saying that I would be aroused day and night for seven days and that nothing I did - like this vibrator - would bring me off.

	"I willingly accepted punishment, before he imposed it, because I knew I had broken the rules. What you see is a penalty imposed in addition to a longstanding punishment for other rules I broke.  Part of this new punishment is to suffer the humiliation of having to publically describe my mistakes, my errors in judgement, and yes, my slave crimes, and explain in detail the punishment I am receiving. Since it is a valuable lesson for you trainees, I asked that the classes be combined to hear my admission of guilt.

	"I mentioned humiliation. Be prepared. It will play a big role in your life as a slave. If you fight it, deny it, you are headed for trouble. My Master is an expert at humiliating his slaves when they need discipline. In my case, he began my week of arousal using his fingers to arouse me. Not his cock, not his tongue, but his fingers. What can be more humiliating than that?

	"I will tell you that I masturbated all night at his direction, in the vain hope that there might be a gap in his control over me. I knew that I might be punished anew when I confess to him tonight.

	"I also knew, as I taped this vibrator to my clit, that I might just as well have taped a block of wood there. Its sole purpose it to drive my point home - You must learn to cope with anything your Master or Mistress does to you.

	"You also must learn to accept discipline willingly. If Master whips you, learn to accept it, learn to enjoy the pain. If he, or she, embarrasses you or shames you or humiliates you, it’s all part of the Master-slave relationship that you MUST learn to live with.

	"Before I go to the next part of today’s lesson, I want to fully inform you on another topic. As most of you know, Mistress Sarah and I were attacked by a slave. There were four other slaves present. Not one of them came to our assistance. We didn’t ask for their help, but they should have volunteered and stepped in to assist us. The slave was intent on killing one or both of us with a steel restraint as a weapon, which made it doubly important that we be helped.

	"The four slaves got five demerits each, which in this case was a relatively mild punishment although they may not think so by the time they work the demerits off. I’m sure they won’t make the same mistake again, and I want to stress to you, as I did to them, that loyalty to your - or any - Master or Mistress is the most important thing a slave can give. Hopefully none of you will ever be witness to a situation like what we faced, but be ready to put yourself on the line if the time comes."

	She looked at the slaves. "I want the four slaves who didn’t help us, to raise their hands."

	Red faced, four slaves pushed their shackled wrists into the air.

	"There, you can see how easy it is to humiliate a slave. Be thankful that we haven’t punished all of you for their fault. It could easily happen to you, so make sure any slave you work alongside is as willing as you are and as loyal.

	"Now we are going to change topics. All of you have been trained in pleasuring and satisfying a female. We’re going to teach you all we can about pleasuring and satisfying a male. Notice I did not specify a Master or a Mistress. There is a very good reason for that. Your first priority is their satisfaction. That you should have learned already, even if you don’t know how to do it. But, somewhere along the line, sooner or later, you will be ordered to service a man or woman who is not your Master or your Mistress. It may be another Master or Mistress, or it may not. Whatever their status, you don’t quibble. You serve.

	"If you don’t, or don’t perform up to expectations, you are embarrassing your Master or Mistress. You NEVER want to do that. Shaming them by showing poor training is guaranteed to be bad for your health. I’ve been down that road, and bitterly regretted it. You will too, so learn, learn, learn and do your very best, regardless of whatever situation you find yourself in. There’s nothing that will bring their full wrath down on you than reflecting poorly on your Master or Mistress. Act like a spoiled child and you will reap the whirlwind.

	"For the rest of this class and future classes, we’re going to dispense with saying ‘Masters and Mistresses.’ When I say ‘Master’ it automatically includes Mistresses.

	"How many of you have never had a man’s prick in your mouth?"

	Only one pair of hands went up.

	"You are?"

	"Number Seventeen, Mistress."

	"Seventeen, come up here, with me. Stand next to the edge."

	She looked at the back of the room. Two more guards had joined the four already there, and as Amy looked, two more walked in.

	"May I have eight volunteers please, from the guard detail."

	The men looked at each other, grinned and moved forward to join the two girls on the platform. All eight were wearing the standard uniform, shorts and a white T-shirt with "Guard" stenciled on it.

	"Thank you, gentlemen, for volunteering. We need to show our audience some typical male bodies. Please strip off your uniforms."

	All eight immediately took off their clothes. A couple were half hard, but the others, perhaps jaded by the constant array of nude bodies around them, were flaccid.

	"Seventeen, I take it this is the first time you’ve seen a nude male?"

	By this time her flush had reached her knees. Embarrassed beyond words she barely whispered, "Yes, Mistress."

	"I’d like our audience to hear your responses. Much louder."

	"YES MISTRESS!"

	"Yes, what?"

	"YES, MISTRESS, THIS IS THE FIRST TIME I’VE SEEN A MALE COCK."

	"That’s better, but that was not what I asked. Since you at least know the term, I’ll excuse you. Do you feel humiliated, embarrassed, ashamed?

	"YES, MISTRESS, I FEEL ASHAMED, EMBARRASSED AND HUMILIATED."

	Amy smiled. "You can stop yelling, as long as those in the back can hear you." She smiled again. "Wait until you see what I have in store for you."

	Seventeen looked like she wanted to run and hide, but she stood her ground.

	Amy took her by the hand and led her to the guard at the end of the line.

	"Do you like what you see?

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Is he ready?"

	Seventeen squirmed, her fingers convulsively tightening on Amy’s hand.

	"No... NO, Mistress."

	"I won’t embarrass you by asking how you know that, but what do you propose to do to get him ready?"

	"Use... Use my hand, Mistress?"

	"That’s part of it. What else?"

	Seventeen groaned and tried to hid her flaming face in her shoulder.

	"You get two demerits if I have to repeat a question."

	"Mistress! ... My... My mouth?"

	Seventeen looked like she would burn up at any moment. Two Mistresses guarded the door. She could not escape.

	"Your hand, and your mouth. You mentioned both with a question in your voice. To answer your question, Yes, with your hand and Yes, with your mouth."

	She pointed to his organ, which was showing signs of life.

	"Kneel, and touch him."

	


Chapter 99 -- Guard Duty

	The guard was watching Seventeen with sudden interest. He was mesmerized by the firmness and slight wobble of the slave’s breasts. By the time she reached her knees in front of him he had reached half mast and his cock was pointing straight at her mouth. "Touch him" echoed in her mind blocked by a prim and prissy mother who had raised her daughter to be a chaste saint. She could not refuse an order. Just a few minutes before she had listened aghast to Amy’s admission of refusing an order. She was a teacher. What would happen to a hapless slave who refused?

	She reached out very tentative hands, wishing fervently that she wasn’t cuffed. Her fingers touched the soft skin, just as nature lurched her target an inch higher. She screamed in fright, jerking her hands back in a clash of chain. The audience roared with laughter and Seventeen’s face took on a purple hue. Grimly determined, she reached again, this time getting a two fisted grip that booked no surprises. The guard barely stifled a groan as he felt her grip tighten at the same time that his tool was expanding.

	Unbidden she slid her hands up and down his length, completing the job of getting him fully hard, pointing at the sky when she released it.

	Amy pointed to the slit in the tip. Seventeen could see liquid there. For a horrible second she though he was getting ready to piss on her, but the guard couldn’t have accomplished that if he was standing on his head. Amy made a rubbing motion with her hands and Seventeen nodded.

	She rubbed a finger in the juice and then rubbed it down the length of the guard’s cock. Hands on again, she found they slid up and down much easier.

	Amy nodded to the guard. He reached out and grasped Seventeen’s head. She struggled against his hold, but calmed immediately, realizing both that he was much too strong for her, and that he undoubtedly was following some unspoken order from her Mistress.

	He drew her head forward, almost hitting her in the eye. With one hand he aimed it for her mouth and moved a short step forward, pressing it into her mouth. He held her there, on command, with just the head past her teeth.

	"Taste the liquid - the pre-come."

	Seventeen moved her tongue, blindly searching for the slit. She swirled across it, for the first time tasting a man.

	"Lick, and kiss the head."

	She twisted her head sideways, looking at the next guard, refreshing her brief memory of male anatomy. She identified the head as the bulb in her mouth. She started to lick, then realized that it was too far in, so she pulled her head back against the willing hands. She looked down her nose as it emerged, mentally comparing it with the next man.

	"Like a lollipop."

	That she could understand. She licked, alternated with gentle kisses, again holding him in both hands. It came over her that she was performing a lewd act in public, before dozens of watching eyes. She could feel her skin changing color, at least in her mind. She decided that purple went with her eyes.

	"Look up at him. Get his permission to go further."

	She obeyed, continuing to lave the head with her tongue, her hands squeezing and pulling his staff. Her pupils nearly disappeared under her upper eyelids. He looked down at her, seeing her through a haze of lust. He too was aware of the avidly watching audience, the thought sucking his ball sack into a tight noose. Holding her head, he leaned forward, into her.

	"Audience, notice that he did not give her a verbal command. Instead he moved closer, allowing him to go further into her mouth."

	Seventeen could taste his maleness, the pre-come still on her tongue, unaware that she would shortly get a real taste. The guard, aware of her inexperience, was gentle with her. He timed his movements so that she never felt pushed, or hurried. It worked for his benefit as well, as she was able to concentrate on what she was doing, rather than fighting him.

	"This is what is known as giving head," said Amy, "because the head of his cock gets the most attention. It is also called a ‘blow job,’ although there is more sucking than blowing. A slave that can give an expert blow job is highly prized by most masters. There’s another stage that we’ll get to in a bit."

	The guard was slowly working farther and farther into the girl’s mouth. She was responding by tightening her lips around him and removing one hand to allow more to go into her mouth. She continued to watch him, learning from his nods or frowns. She felt a tinge of panic when a slightly deeper thrust pushed the head into the upper constriction of her throat. She started to gag and he pulled all the way out quickly, allowing her to cough and breathe. When she recovered he started again.

	Seventeen was getting the hang of it quickly. She deliberately moved forward, feeling his head plug her throat. She stayed like that for several seconds, then marked his cock with her finger to see how much she had taken. She could barely cover the staff with her other hand and the head stuck out beyond that. She looked up at him again, a plea in her eyes. He read her correctly and nodded. She slid onto him, down, her lips an inch away from his ball sack. She could feel his head going deeper into her throat, perhaps a quarter inch before she gagged. She drew back, stopped the gagging and pushed in again, gaining another quarter inch, but that was too much for the guard. He blew one jet after another down her throat, and as she withdrew, a dollar size gob on her tongue.

	"Swallow!" ordered Amy, emphatically. Seventeen was already prepared to spit her mouthful, but she obeyed, leaving a salty taste in her mouth.

	"Clean him up!"

	Seventeen knew just enough to start lapping, first licking his balls, then moving up his still hard staff, getting every trace of his spend, right up to the tip. He jerked when her tongue invaded his slit, gathering the last trace of moisture.

	Amy turned to the audience. "You’ve just watched a neophyte learn how to suck cock. You heard my orders and commentary. Those of you who are experienced know the rules and know how their Master interprets them, so you don’t need verbal orders. Some Masters may order you anyway, just for their own satisfaction. One thing I might add is that most Master’s expect you to get his tool out of his pants and put it back in after you’ve finished."

	Seventeen was still on her knees, still admiring her first cock, infatuated with the sight, the smell and the taste of a man. She gave all the signs of quickly becoming an expert.

	Amy gave her the proper credit. "That’s one of the best examples of a novice giving head that I’ve seen. Let’s give her a hand."

	The clapping was enthusiastic, but the slaves were eyeing the other seven men, most of whom had come to full attention watching Seventeen.

	"Are there any deep throaters in the crowd?"

	Three sets of hands went up. There was a chuckle at the back as one of the teachers started to raise her hand, then quickly dropped it, remembering where she was.

	Thirteen, Fourteen and Fifteen came up on the platform. Amy assigned them to the next three guards.

	"This is not going to be a contest. For those of you who don’t know, deep throating means to actually get the head of a cock into your throat, past your gag point. Seventeen almost made it on her first try. You three are assumed to be able to complete the act. How about you guards? Have you been deep throated before?"

	All three nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

	The action started much the same as Seventeen’s demonstration, with a round of kissing and licking the head. Fifteen got impatient and tried to push him into her throat, but the guard and Amy both chewed her out and sent her back to kissing and licking the head.

	Seventeen watched with considerable interest. Amy had invited her to remain on the platform to watch and learn. This was a potential star pupil, who as far as Amy was concerned, could quickly advance out of the training and into a job as a teacher. She handled being exposed and trained before a crowd extremely well, other than turning purple. If she could talk, and teach what she had learned, she would be a prize.

	After the initial licking, the guards began to press slowly. The girl’s mouths sank further and further until all external signs of a cock had disappeared. Internally was another matter. In all three cases, as Amy pointed out to Seventeen, the cock head was visible as a distinct bulge in the slave’s throat.

	"At this point," said Amy, "Some Masters like you to hum. It’s like having a vibrator down your throat and most males will last only a few seconds. For others, all you need to do is swallow. This constricts the throat and tightens it up on the cock with predictable results.

	"One tip. Some Master’s consider their seed as sacred, and woe betide the slave who lets some leak out of her mouth, or who tries to spit it out. If  you just plain hate the taste, an excellent solution is to learn to deep throat, because all of it goes straight down the tube, and you won’t taste a thing."

	The three guards all shot their loads down their respective slave’s throats. They expressed their gratitude and the audience applauded, although more muted than Seventeen’s

	"This doesn’t just apply to blow jobs, but some Masters enjoy giving their slaves a jism bath. They will pull out and spray your face and breasts rather than have you swallow it. Where there is more than one slave, as in the situation I was involved in, you will be expected to clean up the other slave, but don’t get ideas, unless your Master orders it, to carry the cleaning over the line. Masters may demand that you do a show for them with another, or other slaves. Just don’t initiate anything like that without specific permission or orders.

	"One other point. Hold your breath if you are sprayed. If you get come up your nose you will be a sick puppy, so exhale, rather than inhale, especially if you are gagged. If he is determined to shoot up your nose, promise him anything short of suicide to get him to stop."

	There were still four guards and four stiff rods.

	"One, Two, Three and Four, come up here."

	Amy announced, "This IS a contest. These guys are hot to trot. You slaves are in a hurry to get this over and get back to normal. So, the winner is going to be the slave whose man spurts LAST! The rules are simple - You must maintain mouth contact with your cock. If you are off of it for more than two seconds at a time, you lose. There are dire consequences for the losers, and I do mean dire. Leakage or failure to swallow will put you with the losers. Let’s blindfold you and get ready."

	"Go!"

	Urged on by the other slaves, the four kneeling slaves searched for a head to lick. Finding it, they began to delicately hold it, rather than slurp it down. As might be expected the feather touch was more than enough incentive to fire a full burst into the waiting mouth. Two of the four lasted only two or three strokes. The third got a blast that was too big to hold and allowed it to leak from both sides of her mouth.

	The fourth stood rock hard for a full minute longer and Four succeeded in holding and swallowing everything, so she was declared the winner. Amy announced the results, then turned to the three losers.

	"You three are assigned to the guard’s dining room for the evening meal. Each of you will be responsible for satisfying all the men sitting at your table. The guards will vote after the meal and the slave with the poorest count gets ten on the ass. The other two will get five, just to remind you never to lose.

	"For the rest, I’m sorry I didn’t have enough men to go around. This was a special occasion and otherwise the guards are forbidden to have any form of sex with you. This was a special treat for them and I expect you to also consider it as a special treat.

	"What you have just watched no doubt came as a surprise to some of you. As you gain experience as a slave, you will realize that events like this can involve you on a moment’s notice. A Master’s whim is a powerful force to be reckoned with. You have to be ready instantly for the unusual to happen. What if - right now - I ordered you to pair up and do a 69 with your partner. Would you be ready? Would you hesitate? Would you argue with your Mistress? Would you refuse her order?

	"I think not, but I hope sincerely - for the benefit of your hide - that you take today’s lesson to heart and do what you are supposed to do, not what you want to do. I did what I wanted, and I will suffer for it - willingly - for a long time to come. Sooner or later we’ll find out whether you have the guts to obey without hesitation, without reservation.

	"And, finally, learn to be loyal. Above all, be loyal to your Master. Loyalty doesn’t just mean laying your life on the line. It means things like going to your Master and admitting jealousy or hatred or some other forbidden emotion and begging punishment and aid in getting back on track. Loyalty can’t be bought. It has to come from your heart."

	"Class dismissed."

	The slaves filed out while Selene and Sarah waited. The teachers moved into a corner and began talking excitedly. Amy got Seventeen’s name and sent her on her way with a pat on the back.

	Selene walked toward her, hand extended. As she came up to Amy, she put her arms around her and patted her back repeatedly. "Excellent, excellent, she whispered in Amy’s ear. Aloud she said, "Congratulations! I said you are our best teacher and watching this class I feel it even more strongly."

	At that moment, one of the teachers approached Selene and then walked with her to where the other teachers were waiting. They conversed in low tones, while Sarah also extended her congratulations to Amy. She admitted, "I wouldn’t have the guts to get up and say those things about myself."

	Amy smiled. "But, you haven’t done the shitty things I did to Master. You don’t need to get up and apologize for anything you’ve done."

	"I know, but you’ve put up an awfully high bar for the rest of us to climb over. I always thought I was loyal, but listening to you gives me a whole new perspective. I learned from your classes and there are one or two things that hit very close to home. Making you a teacher was one of the best moves Selene has made."

	"Speaking of Selene, I’m back, and this is Patricia. She has some news for Amy."

	"Mistress Amy, I’m the spokeswoman for the teachers. They have just elected you - with Mistress Selene’s permission - as lead teacher!"

	"Does that mean I’d be stuck behind a desk? Frankly, that’s not my idea of teaching."

	"No, no, Mistress. We all want you to keep teaching. You keep your students paying rapt attention for the entire class. We need to know how to do that and you would be the best teacher. We would need to juggle some class schedules, but all of us want to sit in on as many of your classes as possible."

	Amy looked to Selene for guidance. "Mistress, are you cool with this?"

	"More than cool. You’re hot! I approved the whole idea. We have talked to some of the slaves in your classes and they give you the highest possible marks. We don’t dare take you off a scheduled class or we’d have a riot on our hands."

	Selene pondered for a moment.

	"That girl. Seventeen, wasn’t it. You did a classic job teaching her."

	"I had help. That girl is smarter than a whip and she caught on faster than any other student. She’s teacher material and I’m planning on accelerating her training and having you give her a job."

	"I noticed the same thing. But that’s your responsibility. You get to hire and fire the teachers. They ceded that right back to me, to give to you."

	"Then I can have her ready for a brown belt in a week."

	"Good! We need her, badly."

	Selene’s secretary approached. "Mistress Amy, Master wants you to report to him as soon as you get back to the Executive Wing."

	Amy rolled her eyes.

	"What have I done now?"

	


Chapter 100 -- The Curtain Falls

	Glen and Georgina were waiting in the living room when Amy knocked on the door. She dropped to her belly and crawled to his feet, first kissing his slippers and then placing one foot on her neck in submission.

	"That was quite the stunt you pulled today, bragging about enduring Master’s cruel punishments. I take it that was strictly for my benefit?"

	Amy remained silent, completely baffled by this sudden, and to her mind unwarranted attack. She knew she probably deserved it, but she was at a loss as to just why. She knew one thing, she was not about to argue with him and get her arousal extended for months.

	"You may speak. Open time."

	"Master, did I misunderstand you? I thought I was supposed to admit my faults and explain how I was being punished." Glen laughed. "You were, and I was just pulling your leg a bit. You’ve had everything but the kitchen sink going your way today, so I thought it would be fun to catch you by surprise."

	"If I wasn’t so badly in the hole on punishments I’d tell you exactly what you just did to me."

	"Go ahead. It’s open time. You’re safe."

	"Thanks but I’ll save it for when I’m really pissed at you."

	"Maybe you won’t think so badly of your husband when you see what I have for you."

	He picked up a box from the coffee table and handed it to her. Amy took it gingerly, as if expecting to suddenly explode in her face. When she got the lid off, her mouth dropped open in shock.

	"A Green Belt? For me?"

	"Why would I give it to you if it belonged to someone else?"

	Lamely she responded, "I... thought you might want me to award it to someone."

	"Dufuss! It’s yours!"

	"Thank you, Master." Her response was automatic as she frantically tried to remember where a green belt fit into the castle hierarchy.

	"But, Master, I thought Green Belts were for the Labor Department slaves. Am I being transferred?"

	"No, silly. I revised the belt specs and the Labor slaves get Brown Belts. This is the only Green Belt in the castle. You rate it as the Lead Teacher."

	"With all due respect, Master, would I have gotten it if I hadn’t been your wife?"

	Glen looked at her, and stared her down. "Yes. You deserve it for the excellent work you are doing as a teacher and now teaching the teachers. Ask me again outside Open Time and your ass will be cherry red for a month."

	"Then I will ask it again. I deserve to get my ass whipped for less."

	Georgina, who had remained unusually silent, cleared her throat. "Amy, shut up! Now!"

	Glen looked at her startled.

	"You too, Master. You both got off on the wrong foot and the only way this argument is going to go is that she winds up helpless and along in the dungeon, cussing your name. Now, damn it, kiss and make up. God, the things I put up with for you two."

	"Amy, I will personally cut your ass to ribbons if you aren’t in his arms in the next 30 seconds. If he doesn’t accept you, he needs to find a new PA!"

	Amy stood up and moved close to Glen, looking back at Georgina as if she expected a whip to suddenly appear in her hand. He hesitated, but he knew when he was losing the battle and opened his arms. She almost jumped the last two feet and his arms closed tightly around her as he kissed her and whispered, "I’m sorry, I love you," in her ear.

	She leaned back against his sturdy arms. "Did you really mean that?" He nodded emphatically.

	"Then take me into your bedroom, chain me taut as a bow string and fuck my ears off."

	Glen picked her up in his arms and carried her through the doorway. Amy looked back at Georgina, who stood with a forlorn look on her face. "Hey, you’re invited too." With his free hand, Glen also waved her to follow them.

	Hours later Glen lay nearly exhausted in the middle of the bed, flanked on one side by his PA, wearing the ankle shackle of a serving girl. On the other side his worn out wife-slave, still locked so tight her joints were popping. Not unexpectedly some 24 hours of arousal made Amy insatiable. Glen made the mistake of allowing her unlimited orgasms and promptly wore out his best man, then begged Georgina to do something - anything - to wear her out. Georgina called on moves she had forgotten decades ago and had Amy bouncing helplessly in her chains. Sleep finally decreed bed rest and all three were soon snoring.

	Amy was late for work the next morning. Her face was shining as she explained her appearance in a Green Belt. She also had an announcement to make.

	"Master and I had a discussion about this belt, which turned into an argument, which turned ugly. Fortunately it occurred during Open Time or I’d be languishing in a cell about a month away from daylight. First Mistress Georgina broke up the fight and ordered us - both - to make up, or she was quitting. We kissed, and Master said he loved me. I told him to take me into the bedroom and fuck my ears off. We invited First Mistress along and she volunteered for the cleanup position. Master chained me down, fucked me until he ran out of steam and then First Mistress worked me over until I was totally out of it. You haven’t lived if you haven’t had three dildos in your holes, all set on max."

	"The big thing is that Master and I had a long talk before he even considered releasing me. We came to a compromise. The old punishment is done. I’ve served my sentence. The new punishments are deferred as long as I don’t screw up this job. Since my punishment serving as cleanup girl is cancelled, I felt it was only right to volunteer for the job, especially after the bang up job First Mistress did. Master bet me that I couldn’t stay out of trouble long enough to keep this job. He won’t let me tell you what the bet is, but I can tell you if I lose, my ass is his for forever and six months."

	"Right off the bat I hit him for permission to use one of the guards to demonstrate using my pussy and my asshole. He turned three shades of green, jealous, but he got over it in a hurry and HE volunteered to help me demonstrate that class. I told him we’d have to hire a hall, because everybody and his uncle are going to want to see THAT!" I guess the big main classroom will be big enough, but let’s get some chairs from someplace. It’s going to be a long afternoon for the spectators, while I’m enjoying myself."

	One of the teachers looked like she was about to cry. Amy asked what the problem was.

	"Mistress, my class is scheduled against that."

	"Oh, you’re invited too. I’ll have all your trainees anyway.

	-0-

	Penny called, congratulating Amy on her new position They talked for several minutes, then Penny turned the phone over to Dr. Steve.

	"I understand you and Glen got into it last night. Anybody get hurt?"

	"Oh, Master, it didn’t get that far. First Mistress Georgina broke it up." She went on to explain the evening events and their compromise.

	"Do you think you can live with that?"

	"Yes, Master. I’m sure my new job will keep me busy and out of trouble. I’d better, because he’s got all the details in his computer and he can call it up the minute I get out of line."

	"I don’t want to think about the problems if you do. You could wind up over here, in a locked ward. You don’t want that, and I sure as hell don’t."

	"No, Master. I would call you at the first sign of a problem. To change the subject, how is Penny doing?"

	"Oh, I think she will continue to be disciplined for the next 15 to 20 years." He laughed. "She’s getting so she enjoys a good whipping. I’ll have to start looking for something new to get her attention."

	Amy hung up and sat, staring at the wall, remembering. She looked at the clock and saw it was time to go home to Glen.

	Epilog:

	And so we come to the final curtain of  "Amy’s Bondage," or perhaps it should have been "Amy’s Adventures." As I said in the Prolog, this story was more than 20 years in the making. I remembered enough to rewrite it. Some parts in the middle were difficult, but as I approached the end it seemed almost to write itself. I need to thank Suzi, who was critical of one part of the plot line, but in the process led me to a new, and very integral part of the plot.

	There were many doors along the route from beginning to end. Some, I opened and closed. Some I never opened. Some I did open, but open or closed there are many different directions that the story could follow. I hesitate to say it is finished. I’ve only just begun to describe Georgina’s decades of cruel servitude. The forbidding Discipline Barracks has much to tell. A story like this begs to be picked up and carried further. I’d appreciate comments directed to Suzi.

	There are other story projects with my name on them. I hope you will continue to read and enjoy them. If I earn your desire for more, tell Suzi.

	END

	 

	 

	 

	Down and Dirty

	by Raul Roget

	


Chapter 1: A Slave Has Escaped

	The chant had a certain monotony to it, but if you listened closely, each new announcement was slightly different. A speech therapist would have immediately recognized that a different word was emphasized in each mantra.

	The speaker was a woman, her youth attested by her near perfect - and nude - body. Breasts, almost too opulent to be called tits. Cunt exposed bare: lips and clit peeping from the background flesh. A face to love, beautiful with high cheekbones that gave away her good breeding. A smile would have lit candles in a wide swath, but her face was grim - and very determined - with good reason.

	"Slut Petra will NEVER try to escape again."

	Any other slave turned slut in her position - if still alive - would be striped from the tips of her fingers to between her toes and would wear enough hardware to keep the steel mills working overtime. Masters and Mistresses do not take kindly to slaves going AWOL (Absent Without Leave).

	Slut Petra had two strikes against her when it came to discipline. She was addicted to the whip - in any form - and her motto was "The more chains the better!" Punishing her for almost anything, let alone the seriousness of an escape attempt was like trying to whip the wind or stop the rain.

	Hence the seeming dull and boring mantra. Master was highly intelligent, but if truth be told, his IQ exceeded that of his slave by less than a handful of points. Master didn't really need a whip, since his forte was the cutting remark that could wound far deeper than the lash. Writing such remarks for highly paid comics resulted in paychecks that were obscenely large, easily financing a remote ranch in New Mexico where he and his slave lived, with a small staff to handle the real work.

	"Slut Petra will never TRY to escape again."

	There was serious doubt in Master's mind that she actually tried to escape. He suspected strongly that she had become bored and staged her disappearance in order to be punished, to fill the deep-seated want with the exciting pain of the whip.

	In any event he awoke one morning to find her gone, the bed empty on her side. He checked with the cook and the night guard, but neither had seen her. When daylight came he took his pickup and drove to the highway, scanning both sides of the narrow road. There was little to hide a runaway beyond a few bushes.

	To be certain, he drove a mile west on the highway, then reversed and drove another mile east of the ranch road, certain in his own mind that a nude girl would hesitate to try to hitch a ride.

	He had barely turned back onto the home road when he saw her. She knelt, hands behind her head, a few feet from the track, facing him, eyes down. She was nude, but Master again suspected her of some duplicity. He pulled a short whip from the gun rack behind his head and stepped out.

	Master eyed her with contempt. "You sorry bitch, YOU are in deep shit!"

	"Master, I..."

	"Shut the hell up! You don't say one word until I tell you to - and that day hasn't dawned yet." The whip seemed to have a mind of its own, swinging out, the tip catching the side of her nose. Tears flooded her eyes at the sting. His words hurt more, especially since she had earned them.

	He circled her, moving out each time he changed direction, searching. Under a bush he found a hastily buried package with one of his shirts and a pair of jeans. Without a word he threw them in the pickup. "Stay put. Move and you'll wish you had run down the highway and under a bus." Ignoring her tears he gunned the pickup, raising a shower of dirt and rocks that pelted the kneeling slave.

	It was nearly an hour before she heard the horse. She was facing the wrong way and wouldn't have dared turn to see if her life depended on it. The horse stopped, inches from her. Her Master reached in his shirt pocket and pulled out a folded paper. He held it before her studiously downcast eyes.

	She looked at it and gasped, drawing a warning look. It was the Vet's title picture from the Leviticus web site, showing a girl being lead by her bound hands behind a horse and rider, a picture she had seen many, many times.

	"It's three miles to the ranch. You fall down and we go back out to the highway and start over." The horse turned and started toward home. The slave followed. The rider watched her, an angry scowl distorting his handsome face. He urged the horse to a faster gait. The slave trotted, keeping the loop to the saddle horn with just enough slack.

	The slave made the run without faltering. She never lifted her eyes from the road, never saw the scowl turn to rigid determination. It was gone when he pulled up at the barn. Instantly she was on her knees, bound hands awkwardly behind her head. She was breathing hard, sweating in the August sun. Her nose itched intolerably but she had no desire to aggravate her already disastrous position by breaking yet another rule.

	Master had burned out his anger on the long ride home. He made it a rule to never punish while angry. Some of the punishments he mentally considered in that first mile could easily have left her a helpless cripple, ruined for the games they loved. His imagination toned down to skinning her alive with the whip, but knowing her love for pain he tossed the idea quickly aside. The last mile gave him plenty of time to consider some serious mental punishments.

	"Stand up! Hands in front."

	She scrambled quickly to her feet, expecting and steeling herself for a severe whipping. The end of the rope was still tied to the saddle horn. He turned and hung the whip on the saddle. Reaching in his shirt he pulled out a key. Seconds later her collar fell away, for the first time in many months. Her eyes widened as he threw it like a frisbee into the big manure pile next to the barn.

	Grimly he nodded toward the pile. "You are no longer a collared slave. Rather, you are an uncollared slut. A slut is lower than a slave, so you have lost every right and privilege in my house." Up to this point losing her collar was the worst possible punishment. Tears welled as she felt the loss of her familiar restraint, knowing that her punishment had only just begun.

	The contempt showing clearly in his face and voice he ripped her with words. "Any Master worth his salt would whip you to the death for running away." She was already looking down but her head dropped even further. She had kicked herself for pure unadulterated stupidity every bound step back to the ranch, back to the torture chamber with which she had a love-hate relationship.

	He voiced his suspicions as to her motives. "If you had really tried to escape you would have made it. You have the guts, but you don't have the common sense that God gave a goose. Motive is not going to save you from the full punishment that a runaway deserves."

	The slut listened very carefully, hanging on every word, trying to learn what her fate would be. She guessed he wouldn't flay her with the whip, but there were so many other penalties she could pay that it was less than comforting to know.

	Even as her Master had considered the proper punishments, as he rode with her following at rope's end, his slave-soon-to-be-slut had allowed her vivid imagination to run riot, driving herself into a frenzy of fearfully counting the many ways she could be hurt. She thought of his acid tongue but ignored it, assuming it too mild a rebuke for her grave misdeed. This was only one of several miscalculations she made, turning a bad hair day into utter disaster.

	Her Master blamed himself in part for the incident. Petra had welcomed her slave training with open arms, satisfying a deep-seated urge of long standing. She took to slavery so quickly and so well that Master neglected to impress upon her the catastrophic consequences of running away. She knew it anyway, but some less-than-bright impulse led her astray. Now she would have to pay. His omission would have no effect on her sentence. Master had done his duty, so it was the slave's fault. Always the slave's fault.

	"Slut, go stand on the corral fence, straddling the top rail. Until I come back you will yell at the top of your lungs, 'I am a STUPID slut.' You will count to 10, quickly and repeat, and keep repeating until I tell you to stop. If I can't hear you in the barn, you will be dunked in the horse trough until you suck your lungs full of water. Git!"

	He released the rope from his saddle and slut took off at a dead run for the corral. Master ignored her and walked into the barn. Slut could be heard quite plainly even at the far end. A trace of a smile flicked across his face as he reached for a chain hanging on the wall. It took some time to haul the various lengths of chain out the door. Slut was around the corner of the barn so she had no inkling of what Master was doing.

	Master bellowed at her, "Slut, come here!" She tore around the corner, carrying the neatly coiled rope, landing on her knees in front of him. She was counting and opened her mouth to repeat her embarrassing slogan. "Shut the hell up, you stupid slut!" He shouted the words, cowing her into silence. Slut knew that by now everybody on the ranch had heard of her demotion and had heard her yelling to proclaim her stupidity.

	"I want some answers. Since you are too stupid to talk you will nod or shake your head to answer me." Slut kept her head down, eyes on the ground in front of her.

	"Have you been planning this? Remember, I have the proper tools to ensure correct answers." Slut shook her head.

	"Spur of the moment?" She nodded.

	"Anyone help you? She shook emphatically.

	"You stole a shirt?" Reluctantly her head nodded up and down.

	"You stole jeans?" At her nod he added, "Separate crimes, separate punishments."

	"You hid the shirt?" She could see the pattern coming, as she nodded.

	"You hid the jeans? You stole food? You stole a bag to put your stolen goods in? You hid the bag?" On and on, a litany of admissions that she would be paying for over months, if not years. The most telling admission was saved for last.

	"You endangered your Master's property and damaged it? She wanted to deny damaging, ignoring her feet, sore from the rocks and thorns. Since the two were lumped in a single question she had no option but to nod her head. A list of her crimes, headed by running away would be posted on the ranch bulletin board the next day, complete with her signature attesting that it was a true list of her admissions.

	With that piece of business out of the way, Master addressed her again, "Slut, did you not say "The more chains the better?"

	Slut didn't need a crystal ball for this question either. Without hesitating she nodded. Rather grimly, Master announced, "We're going to test that right now. Stand up!"

	Slut jumped up and stood at attention. Grunting with the effort, Master picked up the end of a massive chain, hauling it to Slut, who already was silently cursing her big mouth. It took only five links to replace the collar that was buried in the dung heap, the massive links accepting a padlock to close at her throat. The trailing links were adjusted to fall down her back and loop around her waist, to meet a second padlock, pulling her stomach in at the same time.

	Slightly smaller chains were selected to first secure her wrists high behind her back, then trailing to her ankles. Master had a large wooden case full of padlocks allowing him to be generous with them. He proceeded to be overly generous, fulfilling his disgust with more and more chains. When he stopped, slut was now chain slut, anchored by five or six chains from every attachment point. When she tried to move she discovered her ankles were fastened to long chains still lying on the ground. She would have to drag them every time she moved one of her feet.

	Master eyed her coolly. "I will not give you pleasure by whipping you to your cell. Instead, I will use the one weapon in my arsenal that you fear. Oh, and no orgasms, now, or in the foreseeable future. You MAY be allowed an orgasm IF you ever earn your collar back."

	Slut nearly panicked, pointless in her cocoon of chains. Looking at the future her Master was laying out for her would give anyone a panic attack, even with her lengthy experience in Master's collar. She gasped silently when she saw Master load fresh batteries into a cattle prod. She was unaware of the subtle changes in the electronics in the prod, cutting the cowhide-penetrating shock into a milder form human skin could withstand. Unknowing, she feared it and any other form of electricity.

	It was a scant 200 yards to the house. Chain slut measured every yard with a stinging zap. Burdened with more than her own weight of iron and dragging nearly as much more, her progress was painfully slow. Master made no effort to speed her movement, satisfied to zap every target of opportunity. The multiple chains offered an unending path for the shocks that searched out the tenderest skin.

	Her path, directed by the prod, led around the house to the front yard. Looking down, she was unaware of the hole she was approaching until she nearly stepped into it. Master's "Stop, stupid!" came even as she lifted a chain weighted ankle to move forward.

	"Damaging my property AGAIN!" It was grossly unfair. Her last order was to "March." Her nod was very faintly reluctant, even as she realized that fair treatment was not what she deserved. She jerked as if whipped when she heard "Reluctance noted." The shit she was embroiled in got even deeper.

	"Would you like some more chains?" Not, "Are you hurting?" Just the loaded question, Master's voice dripping honey. Her nod came before he completed the word. Momentarily foiled, Master ignored her answer and began unlocking padlocks until she stood nude again. As he freed her, she eyed the hole almost under her feet. It looked barely larger than a posthole to her, another miscalculation.

	"Get in!" Slut hesitated. "Get your ass into that fucking hole, stupid!" Somewhat awkwardly she dropped into the hole. The tight fit only allowed her to crouch against her lower legs. She kept her eyes down while she puzzled over the portent of being in this hole in the front lawn.

	Something quite heavy hit the ground around her hole. Something cast a shadow across her upper body. Something, she determined out of the corner of her eye, was a heavy metal grill, pinning her like a bug in her cramped hole. Chain rattled. Length after length lay across the grill, weighing it down. This was the end of the road. She was not going to her comfortable (relatively) mattress on the dungeon floor.

	Master's voice penetrated to the bottom of the hole. "Just so you don't get bored, you will lick each link of every chain up here. After every link you will shout your mantra. You will stop at sunset and begin again at sunrise. When you have finished licking all the chain you will shout without pausing until you are told to do something else.

	Slut could suddenly hear voices. She recognized some of the staff. Master spoke up. "The slave has lost her collar and is now titled stupid slut. She has no authority, no appeal and once her initial punishment is underway she will be available to all of you for work, or play."

	Addressing the hole he ordered "Tell the staff what you are." From beneath the grill slut's voice was loud, "I am a STUPID slut."

	Grinning, Master told her, "I had a little trouble hearing that. Would you mind repeating it, and real loud this time." The cook giggled.

	The words came from the hole again, much louder. "I want to hear you at least that loud for every link." Through a slight gap in the chains he saw her head nod, accepting her punishment.

	Slut worked and shouted diligently for the rest of the day. At sunset the night guard pulled the chains away, pulled the grill away and allowed slut out of the hole. She was given a chamber pot which she nearly filled under the man's watchful eyes. She looked around for paper to wipe herself but there was none in sight and the guard made no move to get it. She was given a crust of bread and all the water she wanted.

	While she gnawed at the rock-hard crust the guard drove a spiral tent stake into the hard ground. He locked a length of chain to the swivel and locked the other end around her ankle. With a sinking feeling slut realized that she would be spending the night in her hole, a crude tiger cage. Even before she finished the bread she was ordered back into her cramped quarters and the weight of the grill and chains effectively locked her in.

	Nights in the high desert are noted for rapid cooling as soon as the sun goes down. To slut it seemed a matter of minutes between blazing sun and just plain shivering cold. The ground felt relatively warm as she curled into a ball to conserve her body heat. The slightest breeze felt like ice cubes sliding over her goose-pimpled skin. Even now, hours later, her nervous system still jangled from the multiple shocks of the prod.

	Sleep would not come. She was cold and miserable; not just from the cold but from the stark reality of her stupidity that got her into this mess. She had ruined a near-perfect Master-slave relationship because of her perceived boredom. Master would have been happy to remove boredom from her life if she had only asked. Now she was as strictly curbed as if she had a mouth full of gag. She couldn't talk, couldn't apologize, couldn't explain. Nodding and shaking her head like a horse gave her no possible out. She agreed with her Master, "You ARE a stupid slut."

	Even worse, she knew that she was trapped at the very beginning of a lengthy cycle of well deserved punishment, with no way to mitigate what would be done to her. It had been years since the Master's last gag rule for her had been in effect, back when she was first training to be a slave. The training had been painful as Master deliberately asked her questions she couldn't answer with her nodding and then punished her, first for refusing to answer, then for failing to call him Master. She did not look forward to a repeat of those hard learned lessons. A Master is always right. A slave is always wrong. A Master is praised. A slave is punished. It's as simple as that.

	As dawn broke, slut was shivering. Minutes earlier she had fallen asleep, dreaming of being locked to an anchor being dropped by some huge ship, sliding below the surface of the water, waking from her nightmare just as she gasped her last breath. She had no room to move but she exercised her muscles, hoping to warm enough to stop shivering. She eyed the chains above her, her tongue tingling at the thought of more licking.

	Suddenly her eyes widened in horror. The neat rows of chains she had already done were scattered, lumped with the unlicked. She would have to start at the beginning, thanks to the guard, who had probably deliberately mixed them up. He no doubt was pissed that he had to babysit her. She recognized three lengths by their unusual link shape, but that left a mound that she would have to do or do over.

	For the briefest of moments she considered starting early, facing a long day. She remembered her orders. "Sunrise." Not dawn.

	It was minutes from sundown when she finished the entire pile. She signaled with her repeated mantra that she was done. Her Master inspected. She was punished for failing to clean the links in the chain running to the stake, impossibly out of her reach. She held out her sore tongue for a muted zap, still powerful enough to tempt her to bite her tongue off to relieve the pain. The chain was dumped into the hole so she could reach it. As she cleaned each link she shoved them back up through the grill. Finished, she was punished again for delay.

	Supper came and went. Bread and water. Toilet on the chamber pot, this time with paper. She had to stand, bent at the waist, and clean herself while the guard had a clear view, making sure she didn't miss anything. Another night in the hole, shivering, lapsing into troubled sleep for moments, then wide awake and trembling.

	Dawn. Master was up, looming over her hole. Until he arrived she wondered what to do now that her chains were cleaned.

	"Bored?" Hopefully she nodded, knowing she was foolish to expect mercy. She tried with her answer to convince him she regretted running away.

	He shoved his hand through the grill, under her eyes. She saw a teaspoon. A plastic 'klunk' announced a five gallon bucket dropped on the grill. "Your rabbit hole is too small. By sundown I want the bucket full. You will announce each dozen spoonfuls in the usual manner, only louder.

	By sundown the bucket was nowhere near full. Slut was scraping frantically with her spoon at the cement-like dirt, with little effect. Nothing was said. She was fed and watered and put back in her hole. Master appeared above her. "Here, this might keep you warm." He dumped the bucket of dirt over her head. "Start at dawn."

	She was scraping with the first faint light in the east. The night guard punished her for starting too early. At sunset she had filled the pail to the rim. It was taken away and dumped, to slut's relief. The pail came back. "Dawn."

	The excavation gave her barely room to sit, rather than squat, but her knees were still right in her face. She scraped and scraped, failing to fill the bucket. It was dumped on her head after supper. "Dawn" was the command. Master had not come near her.

	The constant scraping put a knife edge on the spoon. Sharp, it did a somewhat better job of cutting into the caliche. It took a week to give her legs room to stretch out straight. Another week widened it to allow her to lie flat for the first time. Her moments above ground were expanded to include a half hour of really strenuous exercise that showed off her bouncing breasts, followed by high kicks that left her fully exposed to the guard and any other spectators that wandered by for the show.

	Master made a rare appearance, watching her perform without comment. While she was catching her breath as she went back to her hole, he asked, "Still bored?" She shook her head. Master grunted and turned away. "She stinks. Give her a bath." A hose was brought. Cold water sprayed on her. The impervious dirt sucked nary a drop. The water in her hole was up to her chin with her face pressed against the immovable grill. She was handed a bar of laundry soap. She scrubbed, ignoring the dirty water she was bathing in. For the first time she felt claustrophobia building. All it would take to drown her was a few seconds of an open faucet.

	Once clean she was left alone in her water filled hole. She had wondered how they were going to get the water out. The answer was simple, they weren't. It was nearly dawn when the last little pool of water seeped into the ground. Slut was a basket case from the cold.

	September brought frost. She was offered a sleeping bag, with a string attached. She would have to give the night guard a blow job in order to get it. She endured one night without it, then agreed, first punished for delay. The one suck was turned into a solid week of pleasuring the guard. Slut was never sure how it came about, but the nightly blow job became a regular part of her evening routine, usually with other staff members watching and commenting crudely on her abilities.

	The first snowstorm of the season drove her inside. A tiger cage had been prepared in the floor of Master's office. It was far smaller than the cave she had carved out, so she was back to crouching in a strained squat. For the most part, Master ignored her. He did tell her she would find relief from her boredom, working in the kitchen. He let her walk ahead of him, dragging her long ankle chain. The cook took over, directing slut into her private office. She pulled the last links in as the cook shut and locked the door.

	Bluntly the cook explained, "You want to work here, you  pay me for the honor." She made it perfectly clear by raising her skirt and apron, revealing a lack of underwear and a jungle of curly hair. Slut nodded hastily, unsure of what cook might do to her if she refused. The cook slid backward onto the corner of her desk, spreading her legs and pushing slut's head into the proper position. "Now lick! You've certainly had enough practice."

	Between satisfying the cook and doing all the kitchen scut work, slut had no time to be bored. If Master was still in his office when the exhausted slut was shoved in her cage for the night, he delighted in forcing her to repeat her stupid slut slogan again and again, catching her as her eyes drifted shut and her attention wandered.

	It got to be too much for her one evening, the end of a day that saw her servicing the night guard and the cook, and spending hours cleaning the grease traps with her hands. Master asked her to perform and she snapped. "Master, I...."

	"Just shut UP!" He glared down at her as she clutched the steel bars. "Bored again, after all I've done for you.@ Angry at the affront to his authority, he still had the sense to wait until he was cooled down before punishing her.

	At dawn she was pulled up out of her floor cage to kneel before the night guard. Unbidden she loosened his belt, unzipped his fly and carefully brought his erect cock into view. She looked up into his eyes as required and brought him off with practiced ease.

	They met Master at the corral. He eyed her up and down and grabbed a matching length of chain to lock on her other ankle. Effortlessly the guard held her in mid air, while Master threw one chain across the fence. Slut found herself sitting on a sharp "V" made of two planks nailed to the top rail. Her legs were dragged down by the heavy chains. Slut tried to lift a leg, but she couldn't overcome the weight of iron attached to her ankle.

	She looked down and saw the guard attaching one chain to a wire leading to a small control box. On the inside of the fence a second wire was hooked to the other chain. Seconds later as Master flicked the switch she received the full impact of the shock that an electric fence can produce. It was a new and frightening experience, especially when the current started pulsing at regular intervals. After the initial shock slut discovered that the nail heads in her saddle were also charged.

	Master issued instructions. "You will ride the wooden horse. You will shout to the world, >Slut Petra will never try to escape again.' Each time you say it you will emphasize a different word. There are eight words. After every eight you will draw a deep breath and yell your stupid slut saying even louder. One mistake will get you a week on the horse. Two a month and three a month with the prod up your cunt. Now, start yelling!"

	"SLUT PETRA WILL NEVER TRY TO ESCAPE AGAIN"

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2: A slut is punished

	One stupid mistake. Master lost a lot of sleep wondering, re-living the abortive escape. The admission by his penitent, demoted-to-slut slave that the root cause was boredom pissed him off as much as if the staged escape had been real.

	When his collar stopped smoking and calm had been fully restored he made several informed and unbiased decisions. Slave Petra had caused him a lot of hurt. Since he had already stripped her collar from her (and recovered it from the manure pile later) she was now slut, her Petra name lost to her for the near or far future. As for slut, Master told the ranch foreman that, "She may well be drawing Social Security before she gets her collar back."

	At the moment slut was on the near side of 30. She was well aware that getting herself back in Master's good graces would take time, but if she had heard Master's sarcastic comment she might well have, in the vernacular, 'shit her britches.'

	Determined that slut would never cry 'boredom' again, Master decided that his ranch, which covered 23 sections and a few odd quarters, was big enough and diversified enough to keep slut much too busy to get bored.

	Now that winter had come, slut was in winter quarters, in the tiger cage under Master's office floor, Three days of carpentry had produced a hinged section of flooring which covered the cage in the event visitors came by. The hinges and latch were covered by a rug. Master made a point of not installing electricity or running water under the floor, so slut lived a Spartan existence, especially when company came, To ensure any unwanted noise would be stifled, slut was warned that the slightest audible noise would lead to her being tied spread-eagle to the corral gate for an unspecified period. Clothes would be optional - Master's option. The odds? 10 to 1 she'd be naked as a jaybird.

	New Mexico winters, except in the mountains, are usually not that severe. Sunny days followed cool nights, with the odd snowstorm twisting out of the Rockies. Once the morning chill wore off Master made a practice of putting her outside in the nude. A half hour to an hour of rigorous exercise was added to her schedule to warm her up for the day. The exact length was up to whomever was supervising her performance, with the slightest stumble adding another fifteen minutes of practice.

	I might mention that slut was not a country girl. She grew up in a city of 50,000, so she had hardly seen a horse before Master brought her to New Mexico. In short order she had been taught to ride, rope, milk cows and shovel manure. Since she was almost always nude down to her cowgirl boots there were always a couple, or all, of the ranch hands volunteering as teachers. The order was "Look, don't touch."

	That didn't survive the loss of her collar. Posted on the ranch bulletin board was the notice, specifying " anybody, any time, anywhere." The lone exception was the stipulation that any sexual activity would be in full view, not behind closed doors. That by itself would take up a significant portion of her time. When Master told her he couldn't resist a double-meaning cliché' "It will keep you out of the bars."

	Since she had lost her house privileges, she had to use the bunkhouse toilet and shower. The men - following one of Master's suggestions - instituted a rule that she always had to leave the door open when she was in the bathroom, and always had to invite one or more of the men to shower with her.

	Master moved her clothes to the bunkhouse, emptying the closet that she once rated as a slave. This led to more new rules. She had to call in at least one of the men to inspect and watch her dress, or undress - if she had been lucky enough to wear clothes for some special reason. Just as with the bathroom and shower, if there wasn't one of the men available, she had to wait. The men had veto power over what she wore unless Master had already specified her garb.

	When all these changes were first starting, Master called a meeting of all the workers. Slut was sent to the barn and harnessed in a cow stall, with her head trapped in the stanchion that normally kept a cow from backing out of the stall.

	Master described the various punishments that slut would receive to begin her long climb back into his favor. His "anyone" slogan drew applause and he cautioned them. "I don't want nightly gang bangs but if you space it out with your regular work it will make for some interesting breaks." The crew got the message. They were being well paid and this was an unexpected and very welcome fringe benefit that they didn't want to abuse.

	Master got a laugh when he told them that slut was >bored.' "Not any more," one of the ranch hands laughed, "we'll keep her from being bored."

	Master laughed too. "You guys, and gals - nodding to the cook - probably can come up with some fresh ideas to make her miserable. I'll pay $1,000 for the best idea of the year. Write it out and have slut bring it to me."

	The meeting broke up with loud laughter. One of the hands clapped Master on the shoulder and joked, "How are we supposed to top those tiger cages you started her out on?"

	Master grinned, "You'll have plenty of time. I'm planning on offering the same prize next year. Hell, I'll probably be offering it for the next five years - at least."

	Looking up he called, "Before you go back to work, one of you go get slut. She's probably milked by now. Bring her up to the bulletin board and she can read her rules to us. I think she'd like that."

	She wouldn't like it a bit, but she would know better than to protest. Jim, the cowboy with the longest legs brought her up from the barn on her leash. He'd left her hobbles on so she was taking four steps to his one, making it look like she was running.

	The crew crowded around her as Master gave her instructions to read everything on the bulletin board that pertained to her. She flushed a deep dark red, almost beet color and started reading. When she got through with the rules affecting her she glanced about and saw a note pinned at the corner. "For a good time, call slut." If possible she flushed an even darker red as the jeers went up from the crew.

	It was a brisk morning several days later, not quite 50 degrees. Slut, sans clothing, walked barefoot to the bunkhouse, waited in line to use the toilet, joined her shower mate and then trotted back to the house, holding a folded note. She knelt and knocked on the lower panel of the door. Master looked at the clock and let it cross 10 minutes before going to the door. Without a word she handed him the note and waited, kneeling up, shivering.

	Master, opened and read it, grinning almost from the first word. "Did you read this?"

	"No Master. I was ordered to deliver it, and not to read it."

	Master laughed, roared, "Boy, has he got a surprise for you.! Go back and tell him 'Yes.' Quickly! Stay in the bunkhouse until I call."

	"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

	While that particular surprise was cooking, the crew kept slut busy transporting notes to Master. One of the first was to let them train slut to learn and memorize a dozen different mantras so they could change her tune by calling out a number. She was getting a chorus of "BORING!" any time she repeated the same slogan more than twice.

	One of the first new ones was "I'm a stupid, stupid, stupid dummy." They made her add a stupid with each recitation until the 'boring' cries drowned her out. She was a quick study and within an hour had the 12 memorized and was able to match a slogan when the number was called at random.  One that didn't quite make the cut was "Slut is just two letters away from shit."

	The ranch foreman sent her to the house, first tipping Master to what was coming. She cooled her heels for 30 minutes while Master took an 'important' phone call. When he opened the door she started down her new list. Master listened, shook his head, said 'boring' and shut the door in her face. She was crying when she got back to the bunkhouse, staring into a future of humiliation.

	Giving her to the crew for a playmate hurt her cruelly. Master hadn't touched her, or shown the slightest interest in her, a 180 degree turn from the almost nightly sex that she had enjoyed with him as a slave. She knew that it was a two-edged sword. He wasn't getting any sex and she was getting more than she wanted but she knew that the slightest hint of a complaint from her would get her a swimming lesson in the ice cold water in the stock dam - or worse. Thinking of the stock dam brought home once more the cold hard fact that she was treading on very thin ice.

	A week later, the surprise the crew had been assembling was ready. Master announced on the intercom that he was going after the mail. He told slut, "You're going along for the ride." He pointedly didn't mention clothes. Fortunately for slut, a warm front was coming through and the morning had warmed up rapidly.

	Slut walked out the bunkhouse door and stopped short when she saw the pickup. Mounted in the bed was a crude wooden horse. There was a real saddle on the horse's back, but there was an attachment, a modification, that instantly caught the eye. Running from the horn back to the cantle was an inverted V-shaped piece of wood centered on the seat that literally shouted "Look at me - I'm going to hurt you bad!"

	Slut had already figured that she didn't stand a chance of riding in the cab, but the potential of the wooden horse caught her flat footed. Carefully masking her fright she climbed into the back, with the foreman right behind her. Hanging stirrups had boots bolted into them. The foreman steadied her as she slipped her feet down into them, realizing at once that they were at least a size too small and narrow width besides. With all her weight and the foreman pushing on her bare hip she got first one and then the other foot completely into the boots. There would be no escaping them without help. The pain was instantaneous.

	There was no need to tie her hands, but they were tied anyway with the reins, looped about her wrists and tied off to the saddle horn. Slut didn't dare sit down, but the reins kept her from fully standing, keeping her crouched over, straining her thighs and calves. Her fear turned to terror as she pictured six miles of ruts, stones and potholes riding this thing.

	Master made his appearance, comfortably dressed, still wearing a windbreaker. He eyed slut for a brief moment, taking in her already cramped stance. His grin cut her like a knife. "Let's go riding." Slut remained silent, an answer not required.

	The ride was at least as tortuous as she had expected. Master hardly needed to deliberately steer toward road hazards as the slightest sway or jolt pitched her sideways, forward or backward. Before they had driven half the distance to the highway the cramps in her legs were screaming pain messages to her brain. The only solution was to sit. To slut that was not an option, at first.

	Slut had ample experience with the horse to color her thinking. The nice ranch crew had equipped every corral top rail with one and she had tried each one in turn, shouting her slogans until the stabbing pains choked off her bellows. She couldn't go near the corral or even look at it without twinging. The deep-seated (pun intended) pain that ran from her clit to her tail bone seemed to last for days after a ride. The herd of horses on the corral fence were rigidly mounted, immovable. The horse she was on was bolted to the truck bed, but was gyrating like a mechanical bull as the truck bounced and swayed.

	Master drove out onto the highway to make a U-turn, pulling up near the mailbox.

	Barely glancing at his sweating passenger he said, "Sit." He ignored her hesitant descent onto the shaped wood, knowing she would have to obey. She was firmly established, all her weight on her split when he returned. He instructed, "When I stop - for anything - you sit."

	She was barely able to keep the pain out of her voice. "Yes, Master." She now had no choice or alternative. When the truck moved, she crouched. When it stopped, she sat. Even a stupid slut could understand, but would her body respond to such commands? The thought stabbed at her. Even she was thinking of herself as a stupid slut.

	The seated slut waited while Master inspected the mail. Normally he would have tossed the bag of mail onto the seat and headed back to the house. However, in honor of his passenger he opened and read every letter - even the junk mail. This took the better part of an hour. Slut had lost all track of time, her pain seeming to double and double again every minute or two. She could have raised herself, but Master had told her to sit. Rising would be a violation of a direct order. Master had numerous cruel and unusual punishments waiting for just such a mistake. Slut swallowed her pain, forcing her brain to ignore it, while she waited, and waited. She spent the time listing all the possible and known punishments that might come her way.

	What made her frantic was thinking of the impossible and unknown tortures that he might dream up for her. She scared herself to the point of hyperventilating by visualizing some of her own ideas, dredged up while curled in the dirt at the bottom of the hole. She lived in mortal fear that Master would somehow learn of her fantasies and brutally extract them from her brain.

	She was on the verge of screaming when he started the motor and the truck started moving. Gasping in relief she forced her trembling legs to support her, wincing as the too tight boots reminded her of their hold on her feet. Her hips and knees hurt from resisting the sways and jolts. If she had to describe their pain it was on the order of being hit with a two by four.

	She felt like she was glued to the slick wood between her legs. It took all her willpower to pull herself away, even knowing it would relieve the burning horror of crushed nerve endings and pinched flesh. The relief was over almost before it began, replaced and overshadowed by renewed cramps in her legs. Even her feet cramped, protesting the taut leather that squeezed like a devil's vise.

	The cramps were not new. Her mind flashed to the tight confines of the tiger cage again, where cramps were numerous and unremitting. Unable to stretch out or put weight on the cramping leg, they punished her for hours, denying any thought of sleep.

	The truck stopped. Quickly she sat. Master stuck his head out the window. "Tell that jackrabbit what you are."

	She saw the small animal, huddled against a bush even as she yelled, "I am a stupid, stupid, stupid, stupid dummy slut."

	Master watched as the rabbit hopped away, searching for food. Slut sat, hurting. Master drove on. A cow appeared. The truck stopped. Slut sat. She yelled. The cow ignored her. The truck moved on and she crouched, her legs in agony from her toes to her hips.

	When the truck finally stopped for the last time, next to the bunkhouse, slut was in a state, often described as being at the end of her rope. She had been pummeled by every rock and hole in the road and now she had to sit again. The intent to rebel was plain in her eyes and Master didn't overlook it. From somewhere a buggy whip appeared in his hand. One stripe across her back, then two. She sat down, too fast, hurting herself before the real hurt set in. Nodding to the foreman he said, "One hour. She's going to be limited to blow jobs tonight." The two men laughed together. Master took the sack of mail and left the pickup in the middle of the yard. Slut sat and hurt, barely hearing the scathing remarks about her passed back and forth by the ranch hands.

	The next morning, slut was sent to the bunkhouse as usual. She was nearly an hour late reporting back to Master. She had to assist every one of the men by holding his cock while he emptied his bladder into the toilet. Then three of the crew crowded into the shower with her, all needing to be washed from head to toe and then serviced with her mouth. Cook also needed some head, preformed right next to the serving line as breakfast was served.

	Master noted the delay and allowed slut to kneel outside for the same length of time. He led her into his office and pointed to a thick stack of junk mail. "You are to take this to the trash barrel and burn it."

	"Yes, Master" She reached for the stack.

	"One piece at a time."

	"Yes, Master." She picked up the top piece and walked on her knees to the door, which Master opened for her. Once outside the house she could stand erect, but she must kneel at all times in the house and was forbidden to touch a doorknob. To reach the burning barrel she had to go past the bunkhouse and the corral, each with its vivid reminders of her lowly status as a slut. She would know the path by heart before the day was over.

	Master had added his usual "Hurry." She would trot back and forth, then wait, and wait for the door to open. She sighed. A slut's life is hard - but she'd asked for it.

	Cruelly she punished herself. She said it aloud. "I'm NOT bored." Someone heard her say it.

	 

	


Chapter 3: A Hard Ride

	Going after the mail quickly became a regular 'treat' for slut. Each day she grimly rode the wooden horse in the truck bed, standing in the too tight boots when the truck was moving, sitting on the sharp wooden "V" on the saddle when Master stopped, shouting one of her stupid mantras at every living thing they saw, including at least one rattlesnake.

	If the truth be known, the apex of the "V" had been carefully rounded on Master's orders. Even so the delicate tissues between the female legs were crushed between bone and wood, whatever the shape. Master was quite pleased with the effective punishment meted out by the simple device. He had no compunctions about using physical chastisement but he made a point of using a mixture of physical and mental penalties, actually leaning more to the latter. Humiliation was one of his favorite weapons.

	Winter was nearly gone but on the rare day when it was snowing, or the wind dropped the chill factor, slut got to wear clothes for the three mile ride. From some long forgotten surplus store Master had purchased several pairs of ultra heavy canvas overalls, originally used by hard hat divers to protect their rubber diving suits from snags and tears. a matching jacket protected the arms.

	The canvas only bent easily when it was wet. On slut, directly against her skin the hard cloth showed the greatest reluctance to accommodate her feminine form. If she had been asked her opinion, she would have compared it unfavorably to steel wool rubbing on her tender parts. But, nobody asked so she suffered in silence. Master thoughtfully cut away a slot through the crotch to allow her private parts to retain full contact with the wood. One side effect of that was a freezing draft up her lower body.

	For slut the worst part of the ride was to sit, facing the highway while Master took his sweet time reading the mail. There was very little traffic on the road, because a new highway had taken most of it, but usually at least one pickup or a car would zoom by while she sat there. She could tell by the sudden slowing that they had seen her. Her back was to Master and she didn't have permission to turn around so she was unaware that he was carefully watching each vehicle until it was out of sight, prepared with an explanation if they stopped and backed up.

	She settled into a terrorized routine to speed the waiting, moving her head back and forth to where the highway disappeared from sight in either direction, always afraid the next car would lead to exposure. One day she was startled to see a figure come into view. Someone walking, a good half mile away. Master had his window rolled down so she could have called him, but she didn't dare.

	Her gag rule, in effect now for several months, had no exception to fit this. If she warned him, Master would easily decide that it had not been an emergency and thus did not warrant breaking silence. at the current high level of her punishments she didn't dare take the chance.

	As Master continued to read his mail, slut kept her eyes on the approaching figure. When it was within 300 yards she realized it was a woman. Master caught a glimpse of her in his mirror at about the same time. She was obviously looking at slut.

	When she got to the ranch road she stopped, never taking her eyes off of slut. Master watched, without moving. after a long moment she walked up the road to stand beside the bed of the pickup, looking up at slut. One glance had taken in the reins tying her hands and the bolted boots, the only visible signs of her restraints. She glanced at the mailbox and her eyes widened as she gasped, reading the Master's name. Her knees hit the dirt as if they had been shot out from under her.

	Master was out of the cab in an instant, stopping with his boots planted inches from her knees, staring down at her. He was startled by her sudden reaction and even more surprised when she backed up enough to allow her to kiss the tips of each boot.

	"And you are?" Master asked.

	"Master I am - or was - slave Martha, collared by Master George."

	"Was?"

	 

	"Yes, Master. Master George died last week. I and two other slaves were turned out to find new Masters.

	"So you chose me."

	"No, Master. I didn't know until I saw your name on the mailbox. The name was familiar because Master George often spoke highly of you."

	"All right. Slave, get in the cab and we'll discuss this further on the way to the house."

	"Yes, Master."

	Slut watched her with foreboding. This was a new development but slut had a sinking feeling that it would be of little if any benefit. It was much more likely to cause her some serious problems. She could feel jealousy squeezing her throat like a hangman's noose. She hadn't expected an introduction, but it hurt to be so completely ignored. For the hundredth time she was reminded sharply of her place. Slaves got to ride on a comfortable seat in the cab, out of the wind. a slut rode the wooden horse.

	Adding to her woes, it seemed as if every cow on the ranch had lined up to welcome the new slave. Perforce, slut had to serenade each one with her mantra, complete with slave Martha sticking her head out and describing it as 'boring!' Martha was obviously getting a quick and detailed description of slut's status and duties.

	Two of the ranch hands were detailed to get slut off her high horse. Slave Martha was taken directly to the computer and Master dictated a lengthy directive outlining the new order of things on the ranch. On the ride home Master had agreed to collar her as his slave and explained the variety of duties she would take on.

	Master called the foreman on the intercom and set up a gathering of the crew at the bulletin board immediately after supper. Then he went to make his own arrangements. The new slave posted the notice on the bulletin board in preparation.

	When the entire crew was assembled, slut was posted beside the board, warding off attempts to read the new notice, not even getting a chance herself to read it.. Master came from the house, leading a fully nude, barefoot slave by a cord to her tied wrists.

	Master stood in front of the bulletin board and directed the slave to lie on her belly before him,. Slut watched with tear streaked cheeks, then knelt in back of Master. She remembered her collaring, the formal rite of making a slave. So long ago. Now, so far from her grasp. Master had not bothered to tell her what was going to happen, so she would find out things right along with the ranch hands.

	Master glanced at the setting sun. There would be time.

	"Before you lies a woman, bound, without clothes, on her naked belly in a position of total submission, begging a chance  to renounce her status as a free woman.

	"Woman, what is your desire?"

	"Master, Mistresses, other Masters, honored guests, I plead with you to make me a slave. I beg a collar."

	"Are you willing to serve in every capacity? "

	"My body, my mind, my soul are nothing if I cannot serve completely and without reservation, even onto death. I renounce my freedom."

	"What experience and knowledge do you bring with this plea?"

	"Master, I have served 10 years as the collared slave of the late Master George.  I hold a doctorate in computer science with a minor in business administration."

	"Are you willing to give up all your worldly possessions, renounce station or position, own nothing?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Slut managed to keep her face impassive. She was stunned.  a beautiful woman, highly educated, with twice as much experience as a slave. She could see her own future getting darker and darker.

	A final question: "are you willing to sign a contract with your own blood, ending your status as a free woman?"

	"Master, if it were possible I would give every drop of my blood, do absolutely anything required of me, to achieve your collar."

	The ranch foreman stepped forward. He helped Martha to her knees and then his knife cut the loops on her wrists. She slid her fingers across the red welt's, comforting them for a moment before giving her hand to him. He turned her hand over and pricked a finger pad with the tip of his knife. Blood welled up and she gathered it with an antique pen and wrote her name at the bottom of the clipboard he held.

	Master picked up a box. In two quick steps he was standing in front of the kneeling woman. "Having renounced your life as a free woman and having given evidence of a sincere desire to become a slave, I grant your plea and collar you as my slave." Reaching into the box he removed the collar and placed it about the slave's neck. The click of the lock carried to every witness.

	"I collar you as slave martha."

	The new slave continued to kneel, reaching up to delicately feel the metal around her neck. Knowing herself fully, completely collared, with no turning back. She prostrated herself, wriggled forward and kissed the toes of Master's boots. Keeping her eyes down she said her first words as once again she accepted slavery over freedom. "Thank you, Master."

	Slut got her first good look at the collar and couldn't repress a gasp. It was 'her' collar! To her horror it was the collar that Master had taken from her neck and thrown in the manure pile. She flushed to her waist, totally and completely humiliated.

	Master heard the gasp and rightly guessed the reason for it. Deliberately he reached down, grasped the slave's hand and brought her to her feet, hugging her to him for a brief moment before she went and knelt beside slut. She glanced briefly at the girl and then faced front.

	Master announced, "as you already can see, there are some major changes occurring here in my lifestyle. I have posted a list of the changes and since many of them affect slut, she is going to read the board again. "  Slut jumped to her feet before the sentence was complete. She began reading.

	The first paragraph introduced slave martha, naming her as first (and only) slave and went on to accord her most, if not all of the privileges and responsibilities that once belonged to slut.

	One of the key points affecting the staff was the re-establishment of the "look, don't touch" edict once applied to slut before she lost her collar.

	The second paragraph repeated slut's bottom of the heap status, indicating that she was in a punishment period of indefinite duration. It affirmed her sexual "anybody, any Time, anywhere" status. Slave martha, who had written the notice, followed along, careful that slut was not misreading any of the directive.

	Following was the lengthy list of bunkhouse rules. There was a surprise addition. a set of bondage equipment would be moved to the bunkhouse and the crew was allowed to pick one bondage item to add to slut's costume each morning, to be worn all day. Then came the kicker. If nobody was around to select one, slut would have to pick two before she could leave the bunkhouse.

	The third paragraph caught everyone by surprise. The tiger cage under the office floor was now the slave's nightly quarters and slut, effective immediately, was relegated to a bed in the main men's room of the bunkhouse. She was to be spread-eagled in chains on the bed by the staff unless she was being punished elsewhere.

	Master had informed the slave that she would spend the first night in the tiger cage, but the second night would be in his  bed. After that, "We'll see," Master did tell her that he hadn't had any sex since the escape attempt.

	Slave martha had licked her lips and promised, "Master, I will do my best to erase that bad memory. My body is yours."

	The next paragraph referred back to slave martha, who would take over the company books because of her experience.

	The last paragraph was a reminder of the $1,000 reward for a fitting punishment for slut. She glanced over the board to find any other references to her, trying to avoid the pinned note. Master put his finger on it, forcing her to read it. She blushed, "For a good time, call slut."

	The crew broke up, jeering slut. Everybody liked her, but they had to abide by the rules of her punishment, which meant no favoritism. actually everyone probably leaned over backward to ensure she was getting the full effect.

	Master motioned the two girls to him. He led them into the office. Both knelt at the door, then walked their knees to a spot in front of his desk.

	Without preamble he set down their status. "Slut, you are now low man. Slave martha is your direct superior. Your punishment phase is extended indefinitely. She will be responsible for ensuring that you don't lack for things to do.  Wherever possible she will administer any special punishments and duties to ensure that they take up as much time as possible, so that you won't be bored."

	He looked at slut again. "She is fully aware of the stupid escape attempt and other things about you and your schedule of punishments. as you read on the board, I have placed a $1,000 reward for the best punishment of the year for you. The money will ultimately come out of your hide. Since martha doesn't need the money she is not eligible, but martha, you will come up with a minimum of two special punishments a month. I will decide when and where your ideas will be used, so you will have to clear them with me."

	Looking at slut he said, "It's quite a comedown to have a complete stranger come in and take control of your life, even wear your collar. If you want to go down the road, now is the  time to say so. You have no collar, so you are free to leave. Is that what you want?"

	The girl barely hesitated. "No, Master... Master, may a slut speak?"

	"Remember, my gag order is in effect. You do not speak to anyone unless you are asked a direct question." He watched the frustration build in slut's eyes. Her eyes sprang wide open when she heard him say, "What was it you wanted to say?"

	"Master, I do not want to leave. I made the worst mistake of my life staging an escape. I swore to myself, and I swear to you - and to slave martha - that I will do anything, accept any punishment to regain my rank as a slave. I will accept any pain, any humiliation, any embarrassment, any disgrace to restore myself to your good graces."

	She looked at the kneeling girl beside her. "Master, I was jealous. I think I still am, a little. I need to be punished severely, so I beg proper punishment for my fault. I must look up to her as my superior, but there are many things she can teach me, many things I want to learn from her to become a better slut."

	Master looked down at her calmly, although he was quite pleased with her statements. "Jealousy is forbidden to a slut. To a slave for that matter. We will arrange a special punishment in the morning. It will be quite severe, befitting your crime."

	Master looked at both of them and warned, "This is an example of something I will deal with very harshly. You need to tell me immediately - as slut did - if you have broken one of the rules. If you fail to tell me, I'll find out eventually and you will really hurt. Your punishment, slut, will be severe, but it will be tempered with the knowledge that you reported it to me. Next time, you tell martha, as she is now your boss."

	He started to send them away, then added, "Never, ever, lie to me. I detest liars. If either of you lie to me there will be several portions of your body that will be a bloody mess for starters. You'll have plenty of time to practice screaming. Do I make myself clear?"

	As one the two said, "Yes, Master!"

	"You slut, report to the bunkhouse. I'm sure one of the boys is waiting with a shackle in his hand, ready to tuck you in for the night."

	Obediently she repeated, "Yes, Master" and knee walked to the door, waiting as he got up from his desk and opened the door for her. She headed for the bunkhouse at a trot. Two of the cowboys were waiting for her.

	Master watched for a moment as she hurried. Then he turned to slave martha. "I think I'm going to postpone your first night in the cage," pointing down to the barred opening she had been studiously avoiding.

	He walked over to the door to his quarters, opened it and said, "Come."

	She rose and thanked him even as she glided through the door, a smile of anticipation on her lovely face.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4: Slave martha

	Master was having second thoughts. Less than a week into the new regime it seemed to be coming apart at the seams. It was obvious that slave martha was holding back, treating slut with the proverbial kid gloves. At the same time she was interacting poorly with the staff. Most of it could be chalked up to the new situation, but there were growing signs of possible major problems. Master wondered if he had rushed things, going faster than martha could assimilate them.

	One thing he knew. Taking the slave to his bed had been the highlight of his changes. She had drained away the hurt and disappointment in a single night, leaving Master exhausted. Whenever he thought of her the vision of her sweat-streaked body filled his mind, lying provocatively, spread-eagled in her chains, welcoming him again and again.

	But that was only one part of her duties. There was a growing list of problems that had to be addressed at once. Master called the slave from her office. She appeared moments later, knocking at his office door, kneeling. He opened the door and she quickly positioned herself in front of his desk.

	Master got straight to the point. “I’ve got some problems. Some, if not all of them are your problems.”

	“Master?”

	“Why are you giving slut so much leeway? You are supposed to be punishing her, not sucking up to her. You are the slave, she is the slut, so you are her superior. Why isn’t that working out?”

	“Master, I’m trying to get into her head, find out what makes her tick. I need to know in order to make her punishment effective. She is a complex individual. I’m not used to a personality like that.”

	“I don’t want excuses. Didn’t you tell me you were first slave for Master George?”

	“Yes, Master... but...”

	“But?”

	“Master George was not my first Master. My father abused me and sold me as a slave to a rich neighbor. They both treated me as a submissive, but my next owner made me dominate another slave. I’ve had to switch back and forth ever since my teens.”

	“Which do you prefer?”

	“Master, I am a slave. A slave is submissive to her Master, so I prefer submission, but it is the Master’s choice.”

	“I’ve already told you my choice. You WILL dominate slut and you WILL make her life miserable until I tell you differently. As you’ve already learned, I won’t touch her for any reason. That is your job. I expect results.”

	“Yes, Master. I will obey.”

	Master changed the subject abruptly, as he had another thought. “Have you used that tongue of hers?”

	The slave didn’t even blush. “No, Master.”

	“From now on her first duty each morning when she reports from the bunkhouse will be to service you until you are satisfied, right here,” pointing to the floor in front of his desk.

	“Yes, Master.”

	“I’m sure the cook will appreciate her practicing. You might want to send her to the cook to volunteer her services. Cook never seems to have time to get into the rotation in the bunkhouse.”

	“Yes, Master. Will that be all?”

	“One more thing. I’m getting reports that you are having some difficulty with the staff. Throwing your weight around. I remind you that you are a slave. Everyone here at the ranch with the single exception of slut are your superiors and their orders, their wishes are my orders and my wishes. You dominate slut, but you submit to everyone else. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, Master. I will obey.”

	“Think up a good punishment for yourself. We’ll take it up later.”

	When later came, it was decided that martha would spend all her free time for a week in the tiger cage, allowed out only to do her bookkeeping and to handle slut. She had suggested two days but Master overruled her. Besides, he had the authority to pull her out of the cage for a quickie in his quarters at any time, day or night.

	Wednesday had become slut’s chain day. She was sent to the barn where she had to lift each heavy chain off it’s hook and drag them out into the sunlight and place them in neat, straight rows. Someone would come by to inspect and if there was a link out of line she had to stand up, bent at the waist and accept ten strokes of a willow switch.

	The object of her punishment was to turn the rusty old links into bright smooth metal that gleamed in the sun. She had an ample supply of emery cloth and several files. The chains were in deplorable condition, some of them looking like they came dragging behind the Mayflower. Years of neglect had taken their toll and rust was everywhere.

	Really there was no point, other than to punish slut, in bringing out every chain in the barn each time. Working at full speed she was never able to clean up more than a few feet of a single chain, rarely making her quota for the day. Early on she was punished by being forbidden to sit while she was working, so she had to squat over the chains. Missing her quota or the discovery of a link not fully cleaned meant she dragged the chain locked to her ankle the next day.

	She spent her lunch breaks locked in the stanchions in the cattle stall, bent over at just the right height to be taken in the rear. Usually only two or three of the staff found her, the rest of the crew somewhere out on the range. If they thought of it they brought her a sandwich and a bottle of water.

	Other than being serviced, the staff pretty much left her alone. Now that slave martha was her superior, slut was inspected much more often and found herself being punished frequently and painfully. By pushing her, martha got her to meet her chain cleaning quota more often, but it was at the expense of other punishments which kept slut on her toes.

	The change in slave martha was immediately apparent to slut. The slave became the domme from hell to fulfill Master’s edict, so slut was doing some serious suffering right along with a strict indoctrination covering her slut status.

	She was being taught first to be a slut, to live up to her name. Humiliation waited at every turn.  Her leash seemed to always be snubbed close to the nipple ring that substituted for her missing collar. To slut’s dismay, the slave started participating when slut serviced one of the crew, criticizing every move, offering a steady stream of instructions which slut had to follow instantly.

	Having two naked women in their room always drew a crowd. While some of the biting comments were intended merely to embarrass slut, she also learned new techniques and new methods of satisfying the crew members. A favorite of the crew was when martha made slut describe everything she was feeling as one of the men pumped into her body. She was forced to beg to have her tits mauled and her nipples squeezed and twisted, beg for fingers up her cunt or in her ass. Then she was made to hold her arms open and beg one of the men to fuck her, offering all three holes for his choice.

	Master had given slave martha a leather belt as a symbol of her office. Hanging from it was a leather flogger. It was always in evidence when slut was servicing the crew and available if there was the slightest doubt or hesitation in slut’s service.

	There was no letup in the required shouting of the humiliating slogans for slut. She had heard ‘boring’ so many times she winced at the word. She was instructed by martha to learn a new slogan each day and martha made sure she had ample opportunity to hear ‘boring’ again. Almost every one had the words ‘stupid,’ or ‘dumb,’ or multiples of the words.

	Punishment for a ‘lack of enthusiasm’ in her bunkhouse bed was swift and certain. The cowboy didn’t complain, but the slave did. Dawn found slut just outside the bunkhouse, giving the time, locked in heavy wooden stocks that circled her neck and wrists. She was nude, and shivering as she greeted the frosty dawn.

	“Stupid says it is 7 A.M.”

	“Stupid says it is 7:01 A.M.”

	Shouts of ‘boring’ could be heard from inside.

	“Dummy says it is 7:02 A.M.”

	“Dummy says it is 7:03 A.M.

	More ‘boring.’

	“Stupid says it is 7:04 A.M. She promises to be VERY enthusiastic in bed.”

	The door opened. A nude, fully aroused cowboy stood, waiting. “Welllllll?”

	The slut’s restraint was unlocked and she was snub leashed into the warm room. The door closed.

	-0-

	Master and the ranch foreman are talking.

	“How is the crew taking to all this?”

	“Surprisingly well. I fully expected just what you had discouraged, but there has been no attempt to gang bang her. The boys like their jobs, the good pay and now the fringe benefits. I doubt that they will screw it up. They get their kicks humiliating her.”

	“What about the slave?”

	“Now there’s an interesting gal. There have been one or two comments that they’d like some variety, but they know your word is law. By the way, what’s her story?

	“Pretty much what I’ve already told you. I had her on the carpet and she admitted to being abused - and sold - by her father. Apparently she’s been through a string of Masters and had to switch from domme to sub at a moment’s notice.”

	“Not too many of the true switch-hitters around. You’re lucky.”

	“Well, one thing about it, she’s picked up a whole bag of sex tricks. She wore me to a nubbin the first night she was here. That after walking 10 miles.”

	“She’s been teaching slut and there’s been a definite improvement in slut’s capabilities. You know, I can’t get over the luck you had in finding her. If you hadn’t been reading your mail at the box, she might have gone on by.”

	“Well, she couldn’t have come at a better time. I was getting a bit nervous about handling slut and hard up for a piece of ass, if the truth be known.”

	“Hmmn, I’ll bet... Oh, one other thing. There have been some complaints that martha is trying to dominate the crew.”

	"I know. She’s had her ass chewed, and was punished already for that, so I don’t think there will be any problems. She has been forcefully reminded that everyone on the place except slut are her superiors. If it happens again, let me know right away. The only one she gets to dominate is slut.”

	“That must be a headache, dominating slut one minute and subbing for you the next.”

	“Ah, but that’s what she gets the big bucks for.”

	The rather cruel joke signaled the end of the meeting and the foreman walked away chuckling.

	-0-

	A note from the cook was hand delivered by slut. She returned with the Master’s thanks and instructions to give her head as soon as she had some free time.

	The note contained a devilishly humiliating punishment which martha instituted the next morning.

	Slut was given a hat and boots and led to the barn, where an already saddled horse grazed. She took the flogger in her hand and pointed to the horse. “Besides every human you are now ranked below every living creature on this ranch. Horses, cows, rabbits, deer, coyotes, foxes, mice, rats, or anything else on four legs.”

	She went on. “This means that you will get on your knees and then prostrate yourself before every animal you see. I don’t care if there’s a pile of cowshit a mile deep, you get your belly to the ground. You then kneel up, shout one of your mantras and then thank the animal for listening. You will ride for two hours and bring back a count of every animal you see. When you get off the horse you will do the same thing as when you got on.”

	The “Yes, Mistress” response was quick and enthusiastic. Slut had learned her lesson on that score. She knelt, dropped onto her belly and told the horse exactly how stupid she was, then climbed aboard and walked the horse away. Martha watched, chuckling when slut encountered a rabbit before she had gone a hundred yards past the barn. Slut was learning that humiliation was martha’s middle name.

	-0-

	There was a spurt of activity on the ranch. Slut was relegated to her cow stanchion for several days, breaking the busy routine that now took every waking minute. She had company, as martha used the opportunity to hold classes in slut behavior. They could hear trucks driving back and forth, but the sounds were meaningless.

	When the last truck disappeared, martha left for an hour and then took slut around and showed her parts of the new security and surveillance equipment. Seemingly there were cameras everywhere, but even martha hadn’t been shown where some of them had been installed.

	The lesson was driven home as martha explained that Master intended that nobody would leave again without his permission. Since slut was the only escapee, the expensive system was obviously intended for just one person. As it turned out, it affected others as well.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5: The Invasion

	The vibration under his pillow woke Master. Instantly alert he nudged the slave. He whispered in her ear, “Be quiet. We’ve got intruders.” He punched a button on the vibrator, which would signal the foreman and the night guards.

	Seconds later her cuffs were open. Master handed her a heavy revolver. “Keep it out of sight. Don’t shoot unless you are in real danger.”

	He opened one of the night stand drawers, revealing the control panel for the security system. A red light was blinking. The signal came from the tiger cage in the front lawn. He flipped on the microphone and heard a muffled curse. He turned it off again.

	On silent feet he walked into his office and lifted a Winchester off the gun rack. He put the gun between his thighs to muffle the sound and worked the lever, loading it. He debated whether to meet the intruder outside or wait for him to come in the house. The outside doors were never locked so it would be easy.

	A whisper of sound came from the radio. Master put the plug in his ear. The foreman asked and Master explained. “Go outside and get him, or them, before they get a chance to get inside.”

	“OK.”

	Master strapped on his night vision goggles, using them for the first time. A silent prayer that they would work was answered and the room lit up before his eyes. The foreman had a pair as well, so Master assumed that they were better equipped than the intruders.

	Staying close to the floor he moved to the window at the front of the house. He looked in the direction of the pit, but a reflection from the glass hid the dark figure lurking there.

	Without a sound Master left the house and cautiously looked around the corner, toward the lawn. The goggles now showed movement, but not a person walking or running. He heard another muffled curse. Moving closer he could see that there was a man there, but he seemed to be kneeling rather than walking or just standing.

	Rifle at the ready he walked boldly up to the kneeling figure. Looking down he discovered that the man wasn’t kneeling, but instead had one leg buried to the thigh in the ground. Swiftly Master patted him down. There was no sign of a weapon so he left him right where he was. The man had fallen into the tiger cage, trapping his leg against the partially open grill. Master got a grim satisfaction that the hole where slut had labored for weeks had served an unintended purpose.

	Master leaned down and laid the rifle barrel across the man’s ear. He whispered, “Stay put, and shut up. Not a peep.” The intruder was nodding frantically when there was a yell and sounds of a brief scuffle at the bunkhouse. Master moved the muzzle of the rifle under the man’s chin and lifted. “Just the two of you?”

	The man squeezed out a choking “Yes.”

	Master pressed a button. The yard lights came on, turning night into day. A group of men were moving toward his office. He called to them, “One of you men bring a bar.”

	Both the men were brought into Master’s office. Since neither had a gun, Master decided to have a bit of fun with them. First, both were asked repeatedly if they were alone. Both denied there was anyone else. Seconds later they were sporting leg irons and heavy hinged handcuffs.

	After getting a good look at them, Master decided that they were not your typical thugs. In fact, just the opposite. Both appeared to be in their early 30s. Both were good looking, one blonde, one with reddish hair. As Master watched them he noticed the blonde looked vaguely familiar. “Names?”

	The blonde said “Ralph Terris.” The red head responded “Ralph Speecher.” Master shook his head, puzzled. Neither name was familiar. He noticed that both were carefully testing their cuffs, obviously their first experience with them.

	“OK, what exactly is going on? Why are you sneaking onto my ranch at 2 a.m?” The two Ralphs looked at each other, but neither spoke. Master shrugged and brought the rifle up from behind the desk, aimed between them. “Same question.”

	Ralph looked at Ralph. The one named Terris spoke up. “It’s my fault. Don’t blame him as he’s just along for the ride.”

	“Trying to get into my bunkhouse at 2 in the morning is not 'just along for the ride.’“

	“Please, I’ll explain. I’m trying to find my sister. I’ve been looking for several years. I got a tip she might be on your ranch.”

	“Ever heard of driving up to the front door in daylight and knocking politely and asking?”

	“Sir, I was told she was being held prisoner, as a sex slave. Ralph came along to help me.”

	Master noted the new politeness, but forged ahead with his interrogation. “So you show up, without weapons, expecting to rescue the fair maiden from the white slavers without a fight.”

	Terris looked crestfallen. He reluctantly nodded, his face flushed. “Something like that, sir.”

	Master looked down at him and shook his head in disbelief. “Do you have the vaguest idea how stupid, how dumb this stunt is?”

	He didn’t wait for an answer, instead posing a new question, for which he already knew the answer. “Your sister’s name is?”

	“Petra, sir.”

	Master looked at the foreman and winked. "I might have known. It must run in the family.” The foreman chuckled.

	“Go get her.” The foreman nodded and headed for the bunkhouse. Terris looked surprised and opened his mouth to ask a question. The gun moved slightly in his direction, shutting his mouth quickly. They waited in silence.

	Both men looked at the door as slut walked in ahead of the foreman, nude as usual. Terris gasped, his eyes open to their maximum. Master suspected rightly that this was the first time that Terris had ever seen his sister completely in the bare. Apparently unconcerned at seeing him she knelt down beside him, calmly looking at the floor and ignoring him.

	Master asked slut, “Before this goes any further, are you being held here against your will?”

	“No, Master.”

	“Did you sign a blood oath, renouncing your freedom and accepting my collar, as my slave?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	And you lost your collar because you staged an escape, merely because you were bored?”

	She hung her head but the answer was clear. “Yes. Master.”

	“29!”

	“I am too dumb to spell stupid.”

	“41!”

	“I am too stupid to spell dumb.”

	“Two of your favorites. Why?”

	“Master, I made the dumbest, stupidest mistake in my life, pretending to escape. I regret it bitterly, not because I am being punished, but because I destroyed your trust in me.”

	Master said, harshly, “Who would have thought, two dumb people in the same family. Your brother just staged a stupid rescue mission to save you from my clutches.”

	The girl went from calm to absolute outrage and anger in an instant. She turned to her brother as if seeing him for the first time. “You prick, I told you years ago that I wanted nothing more to do with you - not after you tried to rape me. I hope they hang you by the balls in the hayloft! I thought I was the dumb one in the family, but you take the cake!

	Master studied the situation for a moment, then began issuing orders. He called slut to one side and conferred quickly with her. “Can you make that rape charge stick?”

	She nodded quickly. “Master, my mother caught him. She wouldn’t do anything at the time.” She added. “You’ll never know how ashamed I am to have to be naked in the same room with him.”

	Master patted her on the shoulder. “Go into my bedroom and fill in your Mistress. If you can find some clothes you can come along to watch.”

	Master didn’t hang them in the barn. Slut was wearing one of Master’s T-shirts that came halfway to her knees. She hurried to catch up with them, intent on revenging herself on her brother.

	The entire crew was up and about, raised by all the racket. By the time they got to the barn all of the ranch crew were following along. Even slave martha had found a second T-shirt. It had all the earmarks of a lynch mob, and the mood got even uglier when word of slut’s near rape was passed around. After a short search a pair of very large ant hills were found and the two men were stripped of their clothing and staked down in the form of a classic Indian torture.

	Ironically it was one of the multitude of spots where slut had recited her punishment mantras, so she was quite familiar with it. She had spent only a few seconds standing between the two ant hills, but it had been long enough to garner several stinging bites. She and the rest of the crew stayed back where only an odd sentry ant patrolled.

	The two Ralphs started struggling immediately. Master looked down at them. “Those are fire ants. They like to bite, especially when they are mad.” Even as he said it Terris yelped as an ant bit his thigh. Slut stood silently watching, remembering, praying to the ant gods to direct them straight to her brother’s cock and balls.

	-0-

	In the morning, the foreman and three hands went out to the anthills. They herded the naked two back to their car, which wasn’t even turned around for a getaway. Tossing them their clothes they watched as they scratched their bites, too busy to even get their clothes on.

	The foreman directed: “Get the hell off this ranch and never come back. If either of you breath one word to anyone, that rape charge will become official business.”

	The crew watched as the men finally dressed, slid gingerly into the car and disappeared down the road to the highway.

	-0-

	Slut knocked at the door and Master let her in. She took her place in front of his desk, reporting as ordered. Master looked down at her and recognized that she had something on her mind. She was still under gag order, so he gave her an out. “Was there something you wanted to say?”

	“Master, thank you for stopping my brother and punishing him. He’s had it coming for a long time. I am sorry for the disruption this caused for everyone.”

	“You are welcome. It’s the least I can do after your years of devoted service. You may be lower at this moment than at any point in your life, but it will be up the hill from here.”

	“Master, I’m sure he intended to kidnap me to finish the job that Mom interrupted.”

	Master nodded. “The sheriff was waiting for them at the highway. They’ve been charged with attempted kidnapping, trespassing, home invasion, assault and conspiracy. The other Ralph agreed to testify against your brother. The judge in this district is noted for lengthy sentences, so I don’t think they’ll see daylight for quite some time. Oh, and they had guns in their car which makes it a high class felony.”

	“Guns?” She looked up questioning. “But they didn’t have guns.”

	Master winked at her. “They did when they were arrested.”

	She thanked him again and turned to leave.

	“Slut, your gag order makes it difficult to talk to you. As of now it’s lifted. Go put a notice on the bulletin board. Oh, and take down that 'good time’ notice. Everyone has seen it.”

	“Thank you, Master.”

	-0-

	Master and the foreman, Jeff, shared glasses filled from a bottle of Jack Daniels. The two had become fast friends in the relatively short time that Master had owned the ranch. The foreman and several of the crew were holdovers from the previous owner, so they knew the place like the back of their hand.

	The foreman spoke first. “Close call.”

	Master nodded. “Thank heaven we got that security system in when we did.”

	The foreman nodded agreement. “That Speecher character was 10 feet from the bunkhouse door, and the gun rack would have been right around the corner.”

	“Did you catch him?”

	“No, Tony, one of the night guards spotted him and made the tackle. He deserves a bonus for a job well done.” He sipped his drink, then added: "I think we need a third night guard. Two aren’t enough if we’re going to get visitors like this. We need one more for days off and vacations.”

	Master chuckled, “You mean they want days off in spite of having that nice pussy on call all the time?”

	The foreman laughed too. “It damn sure guarantees that they show up for work every day!” Then he asked, “Do you think there will be any fallout from this?

	Master shrugged. “I seriously doubt it. The Sheriff is becoming a good friend and he will make sure that as little as possible gets into the paper. He knows what I’m doing and says there’s no law against it as long as nobody is forced. The kid that’s covering the courthouse for the radio station must be another one of slut’s relatives. He’ll take any story we feed him.”

	He sipped and added: “We’d better start locking the vehicles and buildings at night. I never thought it would come to that, but times are changing.” Another thought struck him, “It’s going to be expensive, but I want a sensor hidden out by the highway. These guys got way to close.”

	The foreman picked up a catalog lying near his elbow and riffled through it, finally showing Master a page. “That would work without having to bury a cable all the way in here. It would feed the power line and then we tap off here to get the signal.”

	Master made his decision. “Give Tony a $100 bonus and a $20 a week raise. I’d feel more secure if you could add two more night guards. Go ahead and order the remote unit for the gate, and anything else you feel you need. With this new equipment we can integrate them right into the system.  “Do you think you can find a couple of hard workers that can put up with sharing the bunkhouse with a slut?”

	The foreman grinned. “Sure. I’ve got two cousins who are looking for work. I can vouch for them and I know they will keep their mouths shut. Matter of fact I think one is into B and D with his girlfriend. He’s kept that so quiet that none of his immediate family even know about it. I found out by accident. Since she’s a subbie it won’t get in the way of his working here and bonking the slut.”

	“Go ahead. Offer them the job. Give them the skinny, but don’t forget to warn them about the down side as well.”

	“Yes, sir. I’ll give them a call right now. And, thanks for the whiskey.”

	“Any time.”

	 

	 

	


Chapter 6: Sex, Sex and Sex

	As the evening turned into night the three females on the ranch were all thinking about sex, but from widely differing viewpoints.

	The cook, Verna, had a private room on the second floor in the bunkhouse. Her tall svelte frame and glistening black hair visually clashed with the stereotype of the short pudgy, stringy haired vixen that is so often pictured for a cook. Just about every man on the crew had made two or three attempts to get into her pants without success. A couple had persisted, anxious to gain bragging rights but they had been rebuffed at every turn.

	Verna was lying nude on her bed, exhausted from a lengthy bout with Ken. Ken was inhuman, prone to hour after hour of penetration, violent rutting and above all vibration. Ken was Verna’s pet name for her oversize plastic 'friend’ that pleasured her at a moment’s notice. But even Ken had never gotten fully past the delicate lips that lined her slit.

	Verna was a mess mentally. She was not a lesbian, although slut’s tongue was pure heaven. She desperately wanted a relationship with a man but the right one had never come along. She was old school, brought up by parents who would have disowned her if she had sex before marriage. That she was 'saving herself’ for her husband fell on deaf ears. It even embarrassed her to have to keep repeating it while she fended off pawing hands. She desperately hid her arousal as the feeling hands brought her more than once to the brink of orgasmic disaster. She knew that if she ever had an orgasm that the word would get around and she would never have any peace.

	When slut was mo ved to the bunkhouse Verna’s emotions became even more confused. She stayed in her room at first, ignoring the sounds drifting up from the main room. All was lost when she opened the door to listen more closely, eyes shut, picturing what she would see. Soon she found herself standing outside her room, leaning over the balcony rail, avidly watching every stroke as one of the boys covered the chained nude, joining the other avid watchers. The boys knew she was there and slut often looked up directly into her eyes as she was being screwed.

	Not so strangely, having a nude slut sharing their bedroom seemed to sharply increase the attempts to seduce Verna. However, the cowboys didn’t seem to understand, or didn’t want to understand that her appearance at the balcony rail was not an invitation to the nearest stud to climb the stairs and mount her. She had sharply rebuked the first to try it, stopping the attempts before they even started.

	If the Master hadn’t ordered it she never would have allowed slut to give her head, right out in public, next to the serving line at supper time. The ecstacy she had enjoyed, including a nearly suppressed orgasm, had robbed her of a night’s sleep as she lay in agony on her lonely bed, debating herself as to whether she was or was not a lesbian. She wasn’t and she knew it, but slut’s tongue had given her a full dose of self doubt.

	Verna was lying there, comparing the good and bad things in her life, the one underlying problem being that she was distraught that she couldn’t find a man.

	-0-

	Slut, on the other hand, had more men than she could handle. At least that was what she first thought when she was punished by being turned into the crew’s play toy. While it wasn’t exactly a piece of cake, she quickly discovered that one of her immediate fears seemed to be groundless. Just like her Master, she had visualized repeated gang bangs on a nightly basis. Like her Master she was greatly relieved to find that while the cowboys were crude, they liked her and didn’t play rough with her and she quickly found their attentions would keep her aroused, despite being distracted by other punishments.

	She was not at all happy with the arrangement, but she knew she had to tolerate it. She was not about to complain or ignore her Master’s order. She had glowed when she was Master’s slave, his exclusively to have sex in any form he chose. She knew she richly deserved to be punished, but she hadn’t expected this turn of events. The one good thing was that she could enjoy unlimited sex almost on a 24 hour basis. She had an unusually strong sex drive, but one that Master had matched on at least an equal basis. She was getting enough now as well, but she dreaded the fact that she was slipping into a mode that she could only describe as 'sluttish.’ “But,” she asked herself, “isn’t that the whole point of my punishment?”

	She had watched her once-empire crumble to dust when 'that woman’ had walked up to the truck and moments later had her job and title for her own. As she admitted to Master, she was at first wildly jealous of this interloper. Even now, as new punishments were looming for it, she still got little blips of jealousy. With good reason she expected slave martha to beat her insensible until she renounced these last vestiges of her jealous rage.

	Slut was awed, and cowed by the new slave. Most of her jealousy, as she had told Master, had evaporated when she learned of her new mistresses experience and educational background. Once she had rid herself of the clouds of jealousy she could see martha as a ticket to get on the fast track back to her collar. She knew instinctively that martha would teach her many things that would be of value. At the same time she realized that some of the moves she was learning from the crew would help get her back into Master’s bed. At that point her crystal ball went dim as she refused to face the possibility that there might be three in that bed. After all, it was big enough for three.

	Then had come the half-assed 'rescue’ by her abusive brother. She shuddered as she relived the close call that could have ruined her life. If she had disappeared from the ranch it would have been chalked up as a successful escape, even if her battered body had been found in some ditch miles away. Even with the two men in jail, her careful efforts to re-establish Master’s trust had almost suffered, but Master had ended by praising her and lifted the frustrating gag ban.

	She lay there after the last crew member had fucked her and gone to his own bed, reliving the humiliations of the day, not the least of which was being forced to have public sex on demand. She hadn’t shown it, but having the cook watch her as the men took her was pure agony.

	Slut could see the avid hunger in the cook’s eyes, certain that she would have given almost anything to take slut’s place, even to being tied to the bed. Slut was fairly comfortable being naked in front of the men, but some small part of her rebelled at having another woman watch her degradation. She too posed the question to herself as to her lesbian tendencies, and as Verna had done, denied to herself that she was gay. After all, she was getting poked several times a day by men. She rejected that argument, pointing out that it was forced.

	No matter how many times she repeated her degrading mantras each one hurt. The good thing was that she was able to use every embarrassment, every humiliation or hurt to stiffen her resolve to regain her slave collar. She sighed in pained resignation.

	As sleep came closer, her thoughts returned again and again to the new punishments she would face in the morning. Her vivid imagination quickly gave her a big screen, full stereo, 3-D picture of her suffering torture after torture, as fast as she herself could dream them up. The immediate problem was that the rapid fire visions were saturating her writhing body with inescapable arousal. She prayed that Master would never ask her to suggest some punishments as every one she imagined was worse than the one before it and the very first one would have set her screaming, far stronger than anything Master had ever done to her. She overlooked the fact that now she had a mistress between her and Master.

	She finally slept, restlessly, dreaming that she had to climb an endless mountain that stretched into the clouds to find her collar. By morning she would dream of never ending torture in a room where every object graphically promised pain.

	-0-

	Slave martha, who had played a major role in the recent events was lying in her Master’s bed, sated after an hour of foreplay that had brought her to the boiling point, bouncing on the bed like a rubber ball as her new Master filled her to overflowing, matching bounce with thrust until she was yipping like a coyote.

	She too had plenty to think about and sleep would come quite slowly. In her mind she replayed a tape of the last weeks. The death of her Master, George, was not a surprise as he had been in failing health for several years. Once an active slave owner, he had lost interest and his three slaves were ignored and left to their own devices.

	At his death the family had descended in force, complete with a lawyer. They assumed that the slaves would have a large claim on the estate, but the will was specific, leaving each girl the sum of $2,000. The rest of the relatives were still unhappy, especially when they found out the entire ranch was going to the oldest son. They felt better when they found there was plenty of cash for everyone. The oldest daughter handed the three slaves their money and ordered them off the place.

	She had only a vague idea where the other two slaves were headed. They had heard of a Master in southern Colorado so they had probably gone there.

	The rapid fire turn of events after that was only now sorting out. She now was sure that her automatic ritual of kissing Master’s boots at the mailbox had unlocked the gates of heaven. She startled herself with the realization that she had been very jealous of the tortured girl on the wooden horse, envying her the luxury of having a Master who would put her in bondage and punish her for some unknown fault. She thrilled at the thought that she would have to kneel before this same Master and admit her fault, knowing that he would punish her twice as hard as he would slut.

	Her conversation with Master in the truck on the way home was a blur. She remembered being asked if she would wear his collar and her reply. After she got to the ranch she didn’t remember anything else, but as she moved about she seemed to know what she had been told to do and how to do it.

	Postponement of her first experience with the tiger cage had made a profound impression on her. The follow-up sex had been heaven as Master George hadn’t taken any of the slaves into his bed for several years. Master had suffered a much shorter time but his big manhood made up for lost time for both of them. When she did experience the claustrophobic tiger cage as her first punishment, she recognized that it would have been a bit much for her that first night.

	Her thoughts strayed back to slut. She had expressed her amazement to Master when he described some of the unique punishments she had, and would suffer. Master went on to explain how the staff was benefiting and reciprocating with new ideas for her punishment.

	It was a tough act to follow. Slut had Master’s ear, but martha already knew him to be fair, so she was unconcerned that slut might complain. She doubted it, because she easily recognized the girl’s determination to succeed which would be damaged by a complaint. Martha also knew that - despite the stupid and dumb mantras - slut was very bright. She learned fast, and martha was quite pleased that she had expressed a willingness to learn from her new mistress.

	Now all she had to do was her two assigned tasks, keep the books and train slut. Her third task was to keep Master’s bed warm, but that was not on the list and was off the books. As for training slut, she was prepared with both carrots and a stick to break any remaining tendrils of jealousy in her new charge.

	Like slut, martha had a 3-D file of visual images of punishment and torture to draw on for morning. The key difference for martha was that they were for slut and not for her own body. She made a mental note to get slut at the height of some painful episode to admit to whether she had ideas for her own punishment. She decided it might be quite interesting. Too, martha had the duty card to hold over her, ensuring an answer.

	She made another mental note and underlined it to stress it’s importance. It stated emphatically that she should never ever allow herself to get in the same position.

	She dreamed she was on a high mountain top, throwing a spinning collar to a struggling figure far down the slope.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 7: A Slave Begs a Master’s Collar

	There was a knock on Master’s office door. He opened the door to find the cook waiting. She was wearing a denim shirt and jeans. Master held the door open. “Cmon in. Have a chair.”

	Verna hesitated, then startled Master by kneeling beside the chair, rather than sitting on it.

	“What tha...” he muttered under his breath. He looked closely at her as she composed herself, noting the body language in his expert way. His gut told him she was on a mission.

	“What can I do for you?” He already knew.

	She fought to get the words out, twisting on her knees, her hands, suddenly behind her back, fingers flailing.

	“Sir, I...

	“That’s Master.”

	Verna gulped and corrected herself. “Master, I... want... to... be... a... Ah, your... slave.”

	“But, I already have a slave.” He was determined not to make it easy for her. The decision to renounce freedom and take a slave collar should not be a spur of the moment action.

	“Master, I have seen your slaves. I envy them their collars.” Her words came easily, as if the dam had broken. “They are what I want to be. I need someone to decide when I take my next breath, someone who will direct every facet of my life from now on.”

	“You are the only cook we have.”

	“Master, if you order me to cook, that will be my task.”

	He changed the subject. “Did someone suggest this, put you up to it, dare you to do it?”

	“No, Master. I watched slut, chained, helpless, loving her chains, enjoying being ordered to perform sex acts, doing them because she was told to do them, for their enjoyment, not hers.”

	“What will you do when the men walk in for breakfast and see you in serving chains, with a gag in your mouth, clamps on your nipples and a big buzzing dildo up your ass?”

	"I will serve them proudly, as a collared slave.”

	“What will you do if I assign you to join slut in servicing the crew?”

	“Again, I will service them proudly, as a collared slave.”

	"I will be your owner. You will own nothing. You will give me your savings, your money, your clothes, everything. Is that what you will do willingly?”

	Without hesitation she responded, “Yes, Master.”

	“You would have to be trained every minute you are not at your stove.”

	“Of course, Master.

	“Will you accept training from slave martha and from slut, whom you would outrank?

	“Of course, Master”

	“Would you accept another Master if I ordered it?”

	Momentarily puzzled she seemed to shrug it off, and answered again, nodding her head as if to emphasize her agreement.

	Master said, "I will probably accept you as a slave, but I want to think about it and make sure that all my questions are answered. Go do your cooking and I’ll call you. Thank you for coming to me. I am honored that you wish to be my slave.”

	“Thank you master. The honor is mine.” She got up to leave.

	He chided her. “Slaves in training do not stand in my office. They kneel. A training slave or a slut cannot touch a doorknob in this house. You wait on your knees for someone to open it for you.”

	She acknowledged the rules and walked her knees to the door, which Master opened.

	Her final “Thank you, Master” was clear and distinct. Master nodded, watched her hurry toward the kitchen and walked back into his office, shaking his head slightly. Putting his collar on her was an excellent idea, but he had something else in mind, a plan forming even as she talked.

	He got on the intercom and called the foreman. When he answered, Master said, “Jeff, do you have time for a Jack or two? I’ve got something to talk over with you.”

	While he waited, he walked across the hall to the open door opposite his. “Martha, I assume you heard the conversation. What do you think?”

	Momentarily surprised by the question - asking a slave’s opinion - martha almost forgot to slide off her chair to kneel before her Master.

	“Master, I think she will make a very good slave. She reeks of submission. If she got turned on watching slut be a slut she is going to be an excellent candidate for a collar.”

	“Can you train her? She has a hectic schedule as it is.”

	“Yes, Master. I suspect she will train very rapidly.”

	“Very well. Order another collar and we’ll have the collaring ceremony a week from today.

	The foreman walked into the hall and greeted Master. He left an order with martha for the bottle of Jack Daniels and glasses.

	Once the two were settled, glasses in hand and the first appreciative sips taken, Master cleared his throat.

	“I’ll get right to the point, Jeff.” How would you like to have a slave of your own?”

	“What in the living hell would I do with a slave?”

	“You aren’t gay are you?”

	“Hell, No! And if you weren’t a friend...”

	Master chuckled, “Sorry, couldn’t resist. Back to the point - a slave of your own.”

	“My point exactly. What in hell would I do with a slave? What brought this on?”

	“You’re stalling!”

	"I repeat, what brought this on? Which slave are you giving away? Why would I want a slave?”

	"She could keep your balls warm on a cold night.”

	“Well, I’ll admit, that does have possibilities.”

	“Ever tie a girl up like slut and fuck the shit out of her?”

	“As a matter of fact I’ve done that twice with slut since she moved over.”

	“Did you do her in your bedroom?”

	“Nope. I followed orders and did her in the main room with half the crew watching. She’s dynamite in bed.”

	“Picture that in your bedroom, behind closed doors.”

	“I can. I can! Are you giving me slut?”

	“No. Guess again.”

	Jeff raised his head and motioned with it to the office across. He mouthed, “Her?”

	Master shook his head. “Guess again.”

	The foreman frowned, thinking hard. "I give up.”

	Master debated teasing him longer, but there was work to do. “How would you like Verna as your personal possession”

	Jeff sat, stunned. “My god, that hot ass? She’d wear me out in a week. I’ve been panting after that ever since she came to work here.”

	“All you have to do is tell your slave when and where and how and how much sex and she will follow orders. Or she will as soon as martha gets her trained.”

	“Jesus, I’d be as dumb as slut if I didn’t take you up on the offer.”  He affected a simper, “But this is so sudden!”

	“Half an hour ago your new slave was kneeling right beside that chair, begging for a collar.”

	“Oh God, I would have given a hundred dollars to watch that.”

	“The last question I asked her was whether she would accept being given to another Master. She agreed, so you can make her beg for your collar for a week if you want. I’m planning the collaring ceremony for a week from today. I told her I would call, but you can take over for me on that. Just call her in and tell her what’s happening. She will have to turn all her possessions over to you, any property, savings, everything. I’ll have martha run off a slave contract for both of you to read.”

	Master paused. “For that matter, have her read it to you so that you are sure she understands it. I’ve alerted martha and she will start training her immediately, working around her schedule...”

	The phone rang, interrupting him.

	“Hello.”

	“Hi Major. How’s it hanging?”

	“You what? You’re kidding me!”

	“OK. Bring it on down and we’ll show you the bright lights of town.”

	“Bye.”

	Master hung up the phone, grinning. “Never rains but it pours! That was Major Jennings, an old friend up in Colorado. Seems he has a house trailer he wants to give me...” He paused for effect, “Along with the two slaves that are living in it!”

	“Two more! This is turning into a fucking slave ranch. We won’t have room for cows if you keep putting up homeless slaves!”

	“As a matter of fact.” He stopped and called martha in. “Your two slave buddies are at the moment in a house trailer that my friend is giving me, and it’s headed this way. You will stay the number 1 slave, so I expect you to handle all the new collars. There’s still time to get them into the collaring ceremony if you order them right now - and order some extras, just in case.”

	“Right away, Master.”

	Turning back to Jeff he gulped the small amount of whisky in his glass and laughed again. “How about if we put one of them to work in the kitchen to help your slave and keep the other one in rotation to fill in if someone is sick or having their period?”

	“That would work. But, it brings up another point. Remember I said my two cousins were looking for work? Well, one of them, Jacob, is into the bondage scene a lot heavier that even I realized. He’s ready to go to work right off, but when he found out what we’re doing out here he wants to bring his girl, Ramona, with him and get her trained.”

	“Now this is getting serious. Martha are you off the phone?”

	She came into the room and knelt.

	“Suddenly, we’re running a surplus store. If Jacob comes to work here, he wants to bring his girl for training. Can you handle a pair of trainee slaves, the two slaves coming from Colorado and slut?”

	“Master, it will work. The two from Colorado are well trained. One has five and the other six years collared, so they can help me with the trainees and slut. One of them helped me with the books for Master George, so if I can have some of her time it will give me more training time.”

	She shook her head. “Master I’m amazed they got that far. A young, experienced and trained slave will bring six figures in an auction, maybe more if the woman is willing to be a slave and willing to serve. Someone should have spotted them and taken them in.”

	The foreman whistled. “God, I had no idea these girls were so valuable. I joked about this being a slave ranch, but maybe it isn’t that bad an idea.”

	He thought out loud. “We’ve certainly got the talent to open a school, and the barn could be converted to a second bunkhouse fairly easily. You can pick up a house trailer for a song, so we could house the staff and use the bunkhouse as the slave area,”

	Jeff rubbed his chin. "I sure hate to see us getting any closer to skirting the law. Wouldn’t it be better if we just made a training school out of it? Once trained we return them to their Master or Mistress and as long as the girls willingly sign an agreement to participate in the training, we’re in the clear. I don’t want some irate mother coming out here claiming we raped her daughter.”

	“Whoa, whoa,” said Master. These are great ideas but we need a business plan. “Martha?”

	“Master, I can run one up in about two hours.”

	“Good. Get at it.”

	Master said, “We don’t have to decide today, so let’s all think about it overnight. Jeff, I supposed you’ll have other things on your mind.”

	“Yeah, you bet.” His face turned red. After all it would be completely new ground for a 40 year old bachelor. He stopped at the door, looking back at Master. “It might just be that I would need a bit of training too.”

	Both men broke up laughing. Jeff was handsome and had never lacked for a female companion. Much like his slave-to-be he had never found the right girl. He was privy to everything that went on at the ranch but Master noted that he might need a pointer or two in how to handle a slave.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 8: Two Slaves Arrive

	Most of the crew was on hand as a welcoming committee when the big dual-wheeled truck rolled into the yard, towing a 50 foot 12-wide trailer. The rig had set off the remote alarm when it came in the gate, giving everyone a 20 minute warning to be ready.

	Master and slave martha were among the first. She was anxious to see her friends again. Master wanted to make sure everything was fully prepared. The bunkhouse door closed after three of the ranch hands and one of the new night guards came out. It opened again and Master chuckled. Foreman Jeff came out, holding a short leash attached to chains that in turn were locked about Verna, the cook. Verna, the newest trainee slave, wore absolutely nothing other than her chains.

	There was no question that she wore them proudly. Her head was high, even though her eyes were fixed on the ground in front of her. She gave not the slightest hint that she was embarrassed by her nakedness. Seeing her regal entry it was hard to believe that she had rejected every male on the crew at one time or another.

	It almost seemed as if Jeff had been reading Master’s mind. His trainee slave was outfitted with a set of serving chains, which ran from her wrists, through rings on a wire-thin belt around her waist and down to matching thin steel cuffs on her ankles. She was gagged, and when she passed Master to take her place kneeling beside Jeff, Master could see the dildo protruding from her distended ass. The only thing missing were the nipple clips.

	Master clapped Jeff on the shoulder. “Man, you’re a fast worker. I’ll bet you got her in bed too.”

	The foreman grinned half sheepishly. “It was every bit as good - hell a lot better than good - as you said it would be. I even think she could give slut a tip or two. And, she was a virgin to boot.”

	“I’ll be damned! She never said a word.”

	“Once she got over the shock of my being her Master she begged for my collar and then begged to be fucked. Her exact words were: ‘Master, I beg you to take my virgin pussy.’ That was another offer I couldn’t refuse.”

	“I’ll bet she had her eye on you all the time.”

	Jeff moved the leash slightly and Verna tensed for an order. “I dunno, but I’ll make her tell me before long.”

	Verna took all that in, keeping her face impassive, basking in the praise from the two Masters. The soreness between her legs reminded her of their sleepless night of rough sex. She had been surprised by the skill with which Jeff had mounted her, in several positions, bound and unbound, wringing several scream-inducing orgasms from her sweat-soaked body. Only the first of the screams had been allowed to echo through the bunkhouse, trumpeting the loss of her virginity. He had left the door open for all to hear. Now he closed it and the rest of her screams were stifled behind a cruel gag that she had willingly accepted.

	She suppressed a shudder as she remembered the unbidden vision that had come to her as one orgasm faded into the next, a vision of her lying staked out naked on one of the fire ant holes, thrusting violently with each bite against her Master’s rampant organ. She was instantly aroused, and wet. She assessed her growing need and wondered if he would find the time to torture her. She didn’t need anybody to tell her that she was already hooked.

	By now slut had come from the bunkhouse, equipped by the boys with a heart-shaped chastity belt and cuffs that joined her wrists and ankles behind her back.  She knelt beside slave martha. Slut held her head firm and carefully moved her eyes to examine Verna.

	Slut had laid on her bed in shackles, left on the edge by one of the night guards. She had watched the foreman lead Verna on a leash up the stairs to his room, her hands cuffed behind her. She had heard the deflowered virgin’s scream and knew instantly its portent, the knowledge jolting her so close to the edge that she screamed her frustration into her pillow. Now, she tried to decide if she was imagining it, or if Verna really looked ‘well fucked.’

	Right behind slut had come Jacob, one of the newly hired night guards. He had his trainee slave, Ramona, on a tight leash, less than six inches of leather between his fist and the girl’s nipple ring. He put her down on her knees next to slut and then walked forward to stand beside Jeff.

	Major climbed down from the cab and greeted them. “Allen, you old bastard, how in hell are you?” His eyes took in the kneeling slaves. “Nice scenery you’ve got. Want some more?”

	Master Allen returned the greeting in kind. “God, you look like you’ve aged fifty years since the last time I saw you. Looks like those slaves wore you to a frazzle. And, what do you think this is - a dumping ground for used slaves?”

	“Nah. They showed up on my doorstep, begging for a Master. I’ve got all I can handle so I figured you’d be the likeliest choice, especially since you already have one of the trio.”

	He walked to the trailer door and opened it. “Come on out, sluts.”

	Master’s slut reddened, the casual use of the term getting under her skin despite her best efforts to keep her poker face.

	It was questionable whether the girls in the trailer heard the order. The loop of a chain leash hung on the inside door knob. Major tugged and first one girl, then the other carefully felt for the step and then answered the jingling tug of the chain and knelt side by side. Both girls were wearing punishment helmets that ran from their necks up, as tight as skin, the only openings for their nostrils. There was a slight bulge over the ears, indicating soundproof padding. Very narrow leather lacings passed through armpits and back behind the neck, anchoring two curious tapered metal tubes that extended from their shoulders to several inches beyond their extended fingers, with the ends closed, effectively preventing them from bending their elbows or using their fingers.

	Major grinned at Master Allen. “Caught em frigging each other.”

	Master nodded. It was unique, but an obvious remedy for slaves that didn’t obey.

	Major nodded toward the trailer again. “There’s a matching pair of leggings in there that have a fun heel. Not any fun for the girl wearing them though.”

	None of the three kneeling slaves could quite suppress the shiver that the word ‘fun’ elicited. Each wondered who would be the first to ‘model’ the restraints. In a slave’s world, anything new was more than likely to be painful, humiliating and certainly not ‘fun.’

	Major seemed to have a perpetual grin. He nodded again toward the trailer. “There are three or four boxes of ‘surplus’ bondage equipment on board. I stopped by George’s place and bought everything he had. You can have it for what I paid for it - $2,000. The daughter damn near ran me off when she found out I had his two slaves with me but greed got the best of her. She’s a real bitch.”

	Slave martha nodded her head in agreement as she had seen her in action. She ground her teeth as she wished she could see her chained in severe bondage and under her thumb.

	Master Allen must have been thinking along the same lines as he told Major, “Maybe I can think up something to take a little of the starch out of her.”

	Major left the two slaves on their knees and walked forward to shake Master’s hand. Master Allen in turn introduced him to Jeff and Jacob, and the other staff members. Last he pointed to each slave and said just their name, to identify them, not to introduce them. He deliberately saved slut to last and gave her some special attention.

	He pointed his finger. “Slut. She lost her collar because she was stupid enough to stage an escape. She’s been telling the world how dumb she is ever since. Why don’t you give her a number between one and a hundred.”

	“74.”

	Slut responded instantly, shouting, “I AM THE STUPIDEST, DUMBEST IDIOT ON THE PLANET!”

	Major didn’t react to her shout. He muttered, “If she tried to escape she’s lucky to still be alive.”

	Master responded, “At the moment she’s the lowest ranking human on the ranch. She’s one step below the cows and the other livestock.”  Major shrugged, seemingly pleased.

	“How about a drink while I write you that check?”

	“Aren’t you going to inspect the merchandise?”

	“I know pretty much what George had and if you got all of it, it’s well worth the two grand.”

	Major pointed out, "I meant the slaves.”

	“That too. My girl has pretty much filled me in on them. Umm, what do I owe you for the trailer - and gas to get down here?”

	“Not a cent. I needed to get down in this area anyway for a business deal, so this was just icing on the cake. I couldn’t get a nickel for the trailer. A big dealer up there went belly up and saturated the market when they auctioned off his stock.

	“Keep an eye out for me as it looks like I’m going to need some more housing, Any real good deals would be welcome.

	“OK, now about that drink?”

	“Jack and ice?”

	“Perfect.”

	Master Allen turned to his slave. “Get the drinks, then get your two girls out of their bonds and get them settled somewhere, and have slut or someone show them around. They probably will go back in the trailer tonight. “I’ll talk to them when they are ready.”

	“Yes, Master. At once.”

	-0-

	Christeen and Dahlia knelt patiently, used to endless waits in the life of a slave. Despite their bonds, both were technically free women, able to walk away from the ranch and never look back. However, both were so immersed in their slavery that they hardly considered it. They both wanted to be collared again and it was unfortunate that they had wasted the time and money on a useless trip to Colorado. News travels fast in the bondage community but not quite fast enough to bring them immediately to a new collar.

	Master Major had been curt with them when they showed up unexpectedly. His gruff instructions were to act as slaves even though they had no collars. They had earned punishment simply by breaking the almost standard slave rule prohibiting sexual play without permission. They had been treated to a sound thrashing in addition to the helmets and arm tubes. Neither would sit comfortably for several more days.

	Major had chained them to separate beds in the mobile home, releasing them only long enough to squat beside the road to relieve themselves. Helmeted, they had no opportunity to enjoy the scenery for the two day trip. He carefully drew the shades down before briefly removing the helmets for food and water. He had stopped at the gate and released them, attaching the leashes ready to display them.

	Slut got the job of escorting them around the ranch buildings. She showed them the bunkhouse, describing her duties there. They had nothing to eat since breakfast so slut took them to the kitchen for a sandwich. Verna was still wearing her serving chains but the big dildo was no longer in sight. Slut laughed to herself as she wondered if it had been shoved out of sight up her rectum. Her little brown rose winked at the thought.

	Afterward they toured the barn where slut pointed out the stanchion and showed them how it could be locked about their necks. Outside, she led them to the fire ant nests, describing what had happened there to her brother and his friend. As she chatted she noted that the stakes were still there.

	A big long-eared jackrabbit appeared from under a bush, eyeing the three humans. Slut demonstrated her submission to the animal, bowing, then prostrating herself and shouting s mantra before rising again. She had to explain the whole gamut of punishment that she was subject to, to satisfy their curiosity.

	As they came back by the corral, properly impressed by the punishment horse on each top rail, slut saw slave martha waving to her.

	Respectfully she asked her charges to hurry as Master Allen was waiting. She filled them in on the special rules about doorknobs and kneeling as they hustled along.

	At the door she demonstrated, knocking on the lower panel, waiting on her knees for someone to open the door and stayed on her knees as Master opened the door and ordered them in.

	Master went back and sat down in his chair, taking a long look at his new charges. “You are?

	“Master, my slave name is Christeen.”

	“Master, my slave name is Dahlia.”

	“An exotic?”

	“No, Master. My first owner named all his slaves after flowers.

	“Do you like the name?”

	“If it pleases Master.”

	Turning his attention to the other girl, asked the same question and got the same answer.

	“Christeen, why are you here?”

	“Master, I beg your collar.”

	“And you?” Same answer.

	Several minutes later they had answered all his questions and convinced him that they were serious, not that he had any doubts on that score.

	“Very well, I will accept you as my slaves. Martha, come here please.”

	When she appeared in the doorway, he continued, Slave martha is the number 1 slave here. You will obey any command she gives as coming from me. Christeen, I’m told that you are trained as a bookkeeper. You will spend as much time helping martha as is needed. For the moment your additional duties will be to serve with slut evenings in the bunkhouse. You are her superior, but you will defer to her instructions in the same manner. You and Dahlia will sleep in the trailer for the time being”

	Looking at the other girl he ordered, “Dahlia, you are experienced as a cook. Verna, the chief cook is already in training to become a slave. You will assist her as needed. Again you are her superior, because of your past slave training, but her word is law. If there is time you will assist with her training. In the bunkhouse you will make yourself available if either of the other girls needs time off.”

	“Final question. Do either of you have any reservations about servicing the crew?”

	Almost in unison came the “No, Master.”

	“Any questions?”

	Dahlia asked, “Master, does this mean we’re going to be gang banged?”

	“That was the first question I addressed when I started this with slut. The crew respects you and never more than one person at a time will approach you for sex. On average slut has been handling two, sometimes three men a night. This is a fringe benefit for the staff and they are not about to abuse it - or you. You are to do anything they ask, in any position they require, in any bondage that they specify.

	Christeen asked, “Master will there be women?

	“At the moment, No. The only women on the ranch are all slaves or trainee slaves. However, as slaves you will have no opportunity to object.  Or, were you hoping there would be women?”

	Christeen turned red. “Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

	“One last piece of advice. You got punished severely for playing sex games with each other. The rules here are even stricter and the punishments are devastating, so keep your hands at home and out of your own pussy as well. Slut probably already has described parts of her punishment. You will do well to heed her lesson.”

	“Thank you, Master.”

	 

	 

	


Chapter 9:  The Planning Stage

	Master Allen and Major spent the evening in town, enjoying a steak dinner, returning to the ranch well after midnight. Slave martha had locked herself in the office tiger cage for the night. One of the spare bedrooms had been readied for Master’s guest.

	Major found slut kneeling by his bed, one wrist chained to the upper corner of the bed.. He called to Master, “I’m too wasted to do anything but sleep. What do I do with this slut?”

	Master came into the room, holding his remote. He pressed a button and one of the night guards answered. “Take slut back to the bunkhouse.” Seconds later there was a knock and slut was led away. “Night.” “Night.”

	-0-

	After a hearty breakfast, the two men inspected the trailer, evicting the two slaves, who were sent to their respective jobs.  Master was visibly surprised when he began checking the bondage equipment from Master George’s ranch. Major’s description of “two or three boxes” was grossly under counted. There were three boxes in the first closet they opened and more boxes in every cupboard and closet from one end to the other. There were even six boxes in the back of the truck. Slut was enlisted to help unload and move everything to a storage shed next to the house. As needed they would be taken down to the dungeon. By the time she was through hauling she had counted seventeen large boxes.

	Master had watched with growing interest, picking up items from the boxes as they were moved out of the mobile home, mentally comparing them with his current equipment. Much of the new equipment duplicated his, but he realized that the way things were going he was going to need all this and very probably some more as well. Slut was told to make a complete list of all the items, a job which took all day to complete.

	Once the mobile home was empty, Major started the truck and moved the trailer to a spot east of the house, away from the corral and barn. The land sloped gently away, giving the viewer a clear and beautiful picture of the mountain range in the far distance. Two of the ranch hands brought cement blocks and stacked them to hold the mobile home straight and level. By dark they had skirting around the sides, a wooden step at the front door and short trenches to install water, sewer and power lines.

	Before sunup the next morning two dozers and three backhoes arrived on long lowboys. By sundown a prefab septic tank and leach field had been completed and six hookups for mobile homes were complete, with room for at least four more. Christeen and Dahlia were moved to the bunkhouse and the foreman and Verna were established in the big mobile home. Major stayed a second night, this time using slut and keeping her in his bed. He had been busy on the phone as soon as he learned what Master was planning and reported that he had four more double-wides on the road, bought at fire sale prices.

	The convoy of trailers arrived at midday and everyone pitched in, so by evening all of them had running water and electricity. Jacob, the night guard, and his girl Ramona got the first one that was completed. All of them had three bedrooms, so the other three night guards got the next one. Three of the cowboys went into the next one. Master had hired two cleaning ladies who were put in the last one.

	Master stood and surveyed his new 'city.’ One saving grace, it was not your typical mobile home court. Rather than being jammed against each other there was at least a hundred yards between them, giving all of them an unusual amount of privacy. Since there were acres of space this was not a problem, and it helped ensure that any screams went unheard. He had no doubt thought that there would be more couples appearing who would need accommodations. The living arrangements were of course subject to change.

	Christeen and Dahlia had been moved into the room vacated by the cook. They took advantage of all the confusion to play some bedroom games, unaware that the security cameras were recording their every move. The tapes clearly showed both girls having multiple orgasms. They were called to Master’s office. Neither was seriously concerned, although such a call indicated something important was going to happen.

	As they knelt before Master’s desk he directed their attention to the big screen in the corner. It lit up and both girls gasped as they witnessed their tongue play in vivid greenish color from the infrared camera. Master shut it off and read them the riot act. “You are uncollared slaves at the moment, so your slave oath doesn’t apply. However, my ranch rules match the oath for ANY female on the property, so I will punish you in the same manner as a slave.”

	He got up from his desk and loomed over them. “You are scheduled to be collared day after tomorrow. Right now your choices are to either leave the ranch as a free person and never come back, or accept your punishment, which will continue after you are collared. You both have begged to be collared, I’ll remind you.”

	“Master, I accept your punishment and beg again for your collar.” Dahlia was the first to speak.

	“Master, I accept your punishment and beg again for your collar.” Christeen squirmed slightly as she spoke.

	Master Allen looked down at them. “Christeen, you are a lesbian?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	“Beside any other punishment you are forbidden to touch any female on the ranch for 90 days. If you touch one, even accidentally, you will report to me for additional punishment. For that same period you are to proposition any unattached male and offer any sexual service you can provide, on a daily basis. Is that clear?

	“Yes, Master.”

	He called the foreman on the intercom. “Is the box ready?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	He looked at the girls. “Follow me.”

	-0-

	They knelt, looking at the box. Neither liked what they saw. They liked it even less when it was opened up. Dahlia was ordered to climb in. She had to squat while shackles were locked on her ankles, short-chained to her wrists locked behind her. Her head poked up through a hole in the top. A crescent-shaped piece of wood slid across the top and down, tightening the hole, trapping her head.

	Christeen was treated in the same fashion. The two girls looked at each other, a wooden wall between their bodies. A board was shown to them. It had a large penis gag mounted on each side. Both girls had their heads forced back as the board was installed and with some effort the gags slid home, more than filling their mouths. The board fitted in a slot in the box. More wood cast a shadow over their heads. It was fitted into other slots. Each girl was now staring at boards that surrounded her head on three sides. They could hear the sounds of the ranch and feel the heat of the sun, but could see nothing but a featureless board. Their sole recreation was sucking on their penis gags.

	That evening there was a conference in Master’s office. Master, Jeff and slave martha spent most of an hour discussing business. The main topic was slut.

	-0-

	Collaring day dawned like any other day. Dahlia and Christeen were unlocked from their separate beds and taken to the double box. They already thoroughly hated it, especially since Master had never set a time limit on their punishment. 

	Christeen had nodded when she should have shaken her head, in response to a question. The sides of both boxes were opened and several shovelfuls of sharp gravel were strewn on the floor for them to squat on. The clear message - screw up and both of you get punished.

	Slave martha was juggling several jobs, finishing the book work, preparing the collars, supervising the slave’s punishments and mentally checking off all the other things she needed to do before the ceremony.

	Punctually at a quarter to one all the people on the ranch began to gather at the bulletin board. A ranch hand escorted the two slaves from the box, leaving their wrists and ankles chained. Jeff the foreman marched his proud slave in her ever present serving chains and placed her prone on the ground facing the low dias where Master would stand, alongside Christeen and Dahlia.

	Jacob showed up with Ramona, who only moments before had been stringently hogtied while she sucked on his rampant cock. She was put on her belly with the other slaves. Slut knelt well behind her Master, beside slave martha.

	Master turned and located slut. He ordered, “Slut, front and center.” Fearing the absolute worst, she walked her knees from behind him to in front of him, facing him with her back to the audience.

	Master Allen let her sweat for an eon - at least 30 seconds.

	He cleared his throat. “Would you like to join the other slaves?”

	She broke at least two rules, looking up into his face, utterly astonished, even as she stared, hearing the low murmer of comment from the gathering. “You... mean?

	“Yes, you get your collar back, but if you forget again to call me Master you will hang by your thumbs until your memory is perfect.”

	“Yes, Master. THANK you, Master!”

	Looking up, as she scrambled to drop on her stomach beside the other slaves, Master addressed the crowd. “No, I’m not getting old and feeble. The foreman and slave martha both interceded for her as we need trained slaves. He nodded toward Verna and Ramona. “These slaves have to be trained in turn. Slut is not as dumb as she has been forced to act for several months. She did the stupid, and she has paid a severe price for it, but she will be invaluable to the training school we are planning. She will be on probation for a month and if she stays out of trouble she will be promoted to number 2 slave.”

	The ceremony began. One by one the old and new slaves were accepted and collared, each awed by the sudden change in her life. When slut’s neck received her collar and the lock closed with finality, Master looked down at her and announced, “I collar you as slave petra.” She went rigid, fighting her body that had been steadily building arousal as each collar was closed and locked. Now, to regain her long lost name nearly cost her control. Master was well aware of what was happening and responded to her thanks by saying, “Go ahead.” Her groaning climax marked her as a natural slave.

	The five fresh slaves were alternately hugged by their Masters and by slave martha. Slave christeen and slave dahlia got only their hug from martha and were immediately taken back to their box, to resume their punishment, no longer 'free’ women but slaves being disciplined. Later, Master walked up to the boxes, rapped loudly on the top of the wood surrounding their heads. “One week.” They could hear his footsteps walking away. As one they moved, wriggled, probed, forever exploring their tiny prisons, searching in vain for a comfortable position.

	Luckily for them, consignment to the boxes didn’t mean 24 hours a day. They were let out for toilet breaks, meals and any duties that needed attention. Christeen was badly needed in the office and Dahlia’s evenings in the bunkhouse were more important than allowing them to sit idle for hours. They were also allowed to sleep, chained, on a bed every other night for five hours.

	Slave Petra immediately was invited to participate in the on-going meetings discussing plans for a slave training school. Although she was a bit rusty, she quickly regained the respect of the others, and was able to draw on her experience to make several very practical suggestions, most of them being adopted into the plan.

	Gradually emerging from the discussions was a program that would work at several levels, to match the needs of potential clients. For the near future the planners had rejected taking on any unwilling trainees, concerned that legal problems would be too serious to warrant taking a chance. The discussions were halted while Master Allen spent a full day talking about the idea with a lawyer. The news he brought back confirmed the decision to go only with willing parties and included several tips on how to handle their training.

	Master Major located two trailers that were mobile classrooms, solving another problem for them. They were put on pads near the trailer homes and connected to the utilities. Master Allen invited Major to become a partner in the new venture, but for the moment he declined. He did indicate that he might reconsider before very long. Master Allen was anxious to get him involved as he had many key connections in the slave trade.

	Meanwhile, the two slaves had completed their sentence in the boxes. They were at once put to work teaching the new slaves and the boxes disappeared from the driveway. They lost their private room and were relegated to separate beds at opposite ends of the main room in the bunkhouse.

	Meanwhile, slave martha finally got a chance to examine the list of bondage equipment that Major had bought for them. Her “Wow” was not unusual, as the list looked like the stock of a king-sized adult toy store. She of course had been on the receiving end of some of the bondage items at Master Georges, but she had no idea he had been that well equipped. His bondage gear had been kept in a special room, locked and off limits to his slaves.

	She compared t he list with Master Allen’s inventory and found that there were wide variations. On a few things, such as handcuffs and whips, the combined total would have equipped a regiment of slave girls. For other things like ankle and wrist cuffs, there were matching amounts that swelled the total to an adequate number for their plans. However in several areas there were pieces of equipment that they didn’t have and in a few instances things she didn’t know existed, or had no idea what they were or what they were used for or how to use them.

	-0-

	Master was called to the phone. He came back a few minutes later, grinning broadly at Jeff and slave martha. He refused to answer any questions until the other two slaves, christeen and dahlia hurried to join them. When they arrived, out of breath, Master commented, “Somewhere there is a God.”

	He grinned again. “I just got a phone call from George’s son. He caught his sister stealing from the estate. He wanted to punish her right there, which was when he discovered that she had sold all the bondage gear - and kept Master Major’s check as well. Now he wants to send her to us, to train her to be a slave. He agreed to the first figure I gave him, which was $15,000 a month with a $50,000 bonus upon delivery. He volunteered an extra $10,000 if we used at least one of every piece of gear on her that Master Major bought.”

	Master Jeff raised the point. “That’s not willing.”

	Master Allen responded, “The lawyer said if we have a signed contract, in this case from the brother, that it is legal enough to get by. She is going to stand in front of our camera and announce that she is willing to enter our training program. She’ll play hell trying to prove coercion. Besides, she isn’t going to complain and get busted for stealing from an estate. That would get her 20 years.”

	The three slave girls were dancing and hugging each other. “That’s the best news I’ve heard in months, said martha. “She’s a bitch,” the other two said, almost in unison.

	Master Allen ordered, “OK, back to work. You can be on the welcoming committee.”

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 10: Sister Meets Her Match

	The welcoming committee turned into a mob scene. All but one of the ranch residents, including all six slaves, turned out to meet Master George’s daughter. It was a bit unusual for the full crew to turn out, but the story had gone around rapidly of her mistreatment of Master Major and the three slaves. Master Allen had announced the details of how and why she was coming, adding a bit of spice.

	Three video cameras and at least two of the security cameras were directed toward the spot in the parking area where the first act of this drama was going to play out. Slave Petra was placed in charge of restraints and had assembled a display on the lawn that was more than ample.

	Master Allen had called his friend Major and given him all the details. He had made three other calls, one to his lawyer and the other to the county sheriff, telling both exactly what was going on and how he planned to handle it. Neither saw any serious problem with what he had planned, but the sheriff reminded him in passing that it had to be willing on her part. Master responded by describing the camera setup he would be using.

	The third call was to George’s son, Bill. He reached him on his cell phone as he was already getting on the road. He told Bill what would be waiting for him when he got to the ranch, and suggested several things to do to his sister before they arrived. Bill told him that he had his sister blindfolded, gagged and her wrists and ankles tied with rope.

	“OK, I want you to release her completely as soon as you turn in at the gate. Tell her she is going to be taped from the moment she steps out of the car. She will have to read aloud and sign a statement that she is voluntarily taking special training. If she shows the slightest sign of reluctance she gets tied up again and goes right back in the car and straight to the Sheriff’s office.

	“The Sheriff tells me she can be charged with Grand Theft for the check as well as the misappropriation rap, which adds up to 35 years. She won’t be eligible for parole until the 15 for Grand Theft is over.”

	“Have her put on fresh makeup and lipstick and make sure she covers any marks from her gag strap. When you come into the yard, I want her looking out, with the window rolled down and showing some normal curiosity. She doesn’t have to fake a smile, just some interest. I don’t want her cringing as if someone was going to hit her with a baseball bat.”

	Master had to do some firm convincing, as Bill was threatening to strangle her on the spot 'not to avoid paying for her training but because he was so pissed off at her.'

	The phone call paid off  because sister Helen was cooperating to the max when Bill’s Cadillac drove into the yard a half hour later. Bill had no sooner shut the motor off when another car came out of the dust cloud and drove in, parking on the other side of Bill’s car. The hat was familiar and Master Allen chuckled. It was Master Major, just in time for the festivities.

	Helen got out of the car and a second later Bill appeared, tower ing over her by a good foot. Master strode to meet them, welcomingthem and Major in the same breath. Master looked closely at Helen and satisfied himself that her face showed no sign of her recent bondage. He showed them most of the cameras and explained to her that in order to take the special training his ranch offered she would have to read for the cameras and then sign several papers connected to her training.

	He grinned to himself as he watched her eyes while he was explaining things. She managed to keep from even flickering her hatred for what was coming to her, but there was just enough set to her jaw to make her attentive look a lie. He decided she was a good actor who would need close watching.

	Bill apparently had scared her badly. Master was sure that Bill had rubbed in the fresh charge that could add another 15 years to her jail time. Helen had a burning suspicion that this place would be a much bigger hell hole than jail but she didn’t expect it to last that long. She figured she’d be in an out in a month. She’d be in for a surprise.

	She walked to the dais, directed by Master Allen’s light but firm grip on her arm. Bill was a step behind her, hovering, and Major brought up the rear, ignoring Helen as he greeted the others, nodding to the slaves in recognition. Without seeming to look he moved into position flanking Helen as Master Allen stood on her other side. Bill backed up a step, but she glanced around and knew he was right behind her.

	When everyone was in position Master Allen turned to Helen. “Would you please read aloud and then sign this document, which is the reason you are here.”

	Helen took the paper, glanced at the spectators and in a clear voice read, “I, Helen Regis, willingly and knowingly agree to participate in the special training program offered by the New Mexico Queen Ranch for a period to be determined by my successfully completing the course of training. I absolve the Ranch and all its employees from damages for any injuries or trauma I might sustain while resident on said Ranch, and participating in said training.” She recited the date and time, then laid the paper on the podium and took the pen offered by Master and signed it with her usual flourish.

	More papers were laid before her. She glanced at them and signed them without reading more than a few words, anxious to get the embarrassing program over with. She... almost... said, “Let’s get on with it,” but some inner alarm bell stopped her. She focused on what she had read aloud. Much too late she realized that she had missed the fact that there was no set date for her release from the program. The phrase, “for a period to be determined,” would come back to haunt her and mock her. She wondered where Major had come from. She connected it with the check he had written, which she had cashed, but failed to see what he would do. She was in awe of both Master Allen and Master Major because they both resembled her father in the calm manner in which they dominated those around them.

	She had been devastated when her father died and she came to the ranch to discover that he was keeping three young women as slaves. She was snotty nosed to them, treating them as grossly inferior, something that she considered to be normal, but from some of Bill’s angry words it was anything but normal, and now she was going to have to pay for it. She was still smarting that Bill had threatened to kill her. She wondered if she could use that to lever her way out of this mess, but she knew it would be her word against his and she was the one facing jail time if she screwed this up. She had been greedy as a child, always taking the larger portion, and she had never outgrown it. Master Allen had his work cut out for him.

	Finished, she gave Bill an icy look that should have bowled him over, but he ignored her. The brother and sister didn’t speak a word as he got in his car and drove out the gate. The women were the first to notice that she had brought no luggage, and no purse. She literally had only the clothes on her back and that situation was about to change radically.

	The two Masters left the signed papers on the podium and walked toward her. The rest of the staff had been waiting for this moment. Master Allen pointed, somewhat dramatically at Helen. “Strip. Bare.”

	To everyone’s amazement she was unbuttoning her dress before the second order. Seconds later her entire pile of clothing was lying on the ground. Her befuddled mind once again nearly spoke aloud, but nobody heard the “Yes, Daddy” that she cut off before it reached her vocal cords. She thought, she was sure, she had said it aloud. She realized she was losing touch with reality when she found herself squeezing violently to keep her bladder from flooding down her thighs.

	She jumped when a willow switch slashed her naked hip. She turned, eyes terrified, to see the three slaves (martha, christeen and dahlia) standing, waiting for an opening to slash her again. She heard a footstep and turned to see a very angry Master Major bearing down on her, with a matching switch in his hand.

	He demanded, “Would you like to treat these slaves like dirt again?”

	Her growing fear caused her to stutter. “N N No, p p p pll ease.”

	The switch in his hand bent completely around her waist, as he hit her with the full force of his arm. “No, what?”

	Helen was certain she was losing control of her bladder. “NNNo, Sir.”

	The slash was in the exact same track, with equal force. Helen squalled. “No, what?” he demanded.

	“Nno, MASTER!”

	“About time,” he growled. He pointed to the three slaves. “You address them 'if you have permission to talk' as Mistress.”

	Through the mind fog that enveloped her she understood she was being taught something important, so she clung to it, knowing she had no permission to answer, even to acknowledge the order.

	Slave petra arrived with a double handful of restraints. In a matter of minutes their prisoner was gagged and sporting an ugly 10-pound steel collar, with matching overlarge wrist, waist and ankle restraints. Petra looked over at slave martha and joked, “You ought to make her walk out to the gate and back in this rig.”

	Slave martha smiled. “Maybe Master will drag her behind the horse like he did with you, petra.” Helen looked up, horrified, visualizing being dragged on the ground from the highway. Martha was not about to disabuse her of the idea, enjoying the fear in her eyes.

	Helen could stand it no longer. She was deathly afraid of asking, but her bladder was not to be denied. She whimpered, and pointed frantically toward her lower belly.

	“Do you have to piss?”

	Helen nodded violently in answer to Major’s question.

	“Well, why in hell didn’t you say so? Gawdamn women, always having to 'pee.’ Go ahead, squat.”

	She didn’t believe him. Civilized people used toilets, in private. She got a good look at his face and believed him. She squatted, splashing in the road like a water hose, with every eye on her. As Major described it later to Master Allen, “So help me, she got done and looked all around for toilet paper.”

	Three of the four slaves had their hands in the loop of helen’s leash. Slave petra led the way, backing down the stairs in the dungeon to catch helen if she tripped over her hobble chain. They got her to the bottom of the stairs before the action started. The slaves never did figure out what, if anything triggered it but helen suddenly made a roundhouse swing, knocking dahlia to the floor. The other three struggled to contain her as she screamed and fought.

	Major was right behind them and grabbed a stun prod off the wall and jammed it in helen’s ribs and held the button down for long seconds. She stiffened and collapsed in a limp heap.

	“Put her in the first cell.”

	Slave petra swore and announced, “I’ll fix that bitch.”  She returned with a black wooden cube and walked into the cell.

	She opened the box down the center and showed it to Master Major. He grinned and nodded, commenting, “She’d better not dislike tight places.”

	The cube had come from George’s ranch so it was fitting that it be used on helen. The box was full of stiff black foam. On the two open sides there were matching shallow depressions in the shape of a human head. A tube was fixed so that it would extend into the mouth of any hapless victim that was encased in it. Martha removed the woman’s gag.  They laid helen’s head on one half, inserting the tube well into her mouth and then closed the other half, requiring most of petra’s weight to latch it closed.

	Slave petra was left behind to guard her when she recovered from the zapping she had received. She was curious as to how helen would react to the cube.

	She didn’t have long to wait. When helen recovered consciousness she automatically pulled her hand up to her face, now covered by the wooden box. Instantly, with a clash of chains she raised the other hand, both hands frantically searching for a latch, a catch or some way of escaping from the compressed foam. Most of the noise was cancelled by the foam, but with her ear close to the tube petra could hear constant screaming. She tapped the intercom. “Master, she’s got a severe case of claustrophobia. Shall I let her loose?”

	The speaker crackled. “Take off the cube.”

	Slave petra opened the cell, unlocked the cube and put it out of sight, after locking the cell again. Helen had apparently fainted, so it was several minutes before she came to. She looked with bleary eyes at the slave. Remarkably, she got up on her knees, bowed before petra and said, softly, “Thank you Mistress.”

	The slave looked at her hard and shook her head. She was having trouble keeping up with the wild swings of this personality. Helen continued to kneel.

	At last, petra made a statement. “You are claustrophobic?

	“May I speak, Mistress?”

	“Yes, go ahead.”

	“I am severely claustrophobic. Even this cell,” she looked around her, “I would be suffering an attack if the bars were not open. I don’t know what you put on my head that felt like a wooden box, but it scared me shitless. As long as you have that to threaten me, I’ll be as tame as a kitten and I will do anything you ask. I would cut my throat before I’d go willingly into that box again.” She shuddered violently, rattling her chains. “You have no idea what it feels like to wake up... that... tight... tiny.”  Her body went rigid as a tiny blip of an orgasm escaped her control.

	The two Masters had turned on the monitor and microphone and watched an listened as petra talked to helen. At her admission, Major looked at Allen and grinned, “There’s more to that slut than meets the eye. I think we need to talk to her.” Allen nodded and smiled, as they headed for the dungeon.

	Normally Master Allen conducted interrogations in the dungeon with the subject strapped to a rolling metal table, a convenient method of moving her close to the various torture instruments. This time his plan of action was different. Slave petra moved to one side, awaiting any orders from the two Masters. Major pulled up a chair and sat down facing the kneeling prisoner. Allen in turn walked over and drew the cube from its hiding place and placed it directly in front of helen. He sat, with it between his spread legs. Helen focused on it, unable to tear her eyes from it. Even concentrating she couldn’t fail to notice the bulge in Master’s crotch, just behind and above the box.

	He coughed, lightly. Then he looked intently at Helen.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 11: Questions Asked

	Master Allen was interrupted by the opening of the dungeon door. Slave martha had finished a task and followed them, as Master Allen ordered.

	Helen had remained silent as the three sat or knelt in front of her barred cell. Her eyes had widened with fear when she saw Master Allen bring the black wooden cube and set it in front of her. She knew he was doing it deliberately to rattle her, but she also realized that she was very likely to feel it squeezing her head before this meeting was over. A wave of nausea threatened and she felt dizzy facing her phobia.  There was visible evidence of her reaction in a tic that suddenly disfigured her cheek and neck.

	Master Allen's voice was loud in the room. “Do you always greet your Masters in this fashion?”

	The innocent question jarred her out of her funk. She shot to her feet, her chains making an ugly sound. She dropped back to her knees and fluidly prostrated herself before the men, reaching forward with both hands. She pulled their boots toward her, raised her head and kissed the toes fervently. She gently pushed the boots back and reached for the other two. Again the kisses, her tongue clearly visible. She remained on her belly, waiting for Master to let her kneel.

	“Aren't you forgetting your place?”

	Helen knew instantly what he meant. She belly crawled to where slave martha was kneeling. Martha stood up. Helen reached through the bars and pulled first one bare foot and then the other to her mouth for smothering, liquid kisses. Martha looked at Master Allen, a question in her eyes. He smiled and nodded.

	Slave martha looked down and just as the hand was returning her foot she ordered, “Clean my feet. To the ankles. And hurry!”

	Smoothly Helen pulled the foot back between the bars, her long slick tongue reaching for the grimy foot before it reached her. Minutes later both feet were gleaming, wet to a perfect line around each trim ankle.

	“Kneel up. Where did you learn to do that? For this and other questions I ask you, you will respond fully and in detail. If you lie you can expect to become more than well acquainted with this box.” He reached down and caressed the wood with his hand. Her eyes followed his fingers, a mouse watching the snake.

	She was silent as she got back up on her knees. "Master, I learned it from my Father, George. He would punish me for bad grades in college by making me train with his slaves. He... He also punished me when he caught me having sex with one of the ranch hands.”

	“Did he treat you like a slave?”

	“Yes, Master. I wore the same chains as the slaves, slept in the same beds, shared their punishments, worked under the whip with them, doing the hard labor of the ranch. I received special, extra punishments when I was caught having sex.”

	“And? I distinctly remember telling you to fully answer my questions. You are to volunteer every important fact pertaining to my question.”

	Helen tested Master Allen's patience almost to the limit, afraid of the reaction her next answer would cause.

	“Master, the special punishments. They were... my first experience with the box there between your knees. The cowboy who... They made him make the box and put me in it and lead me around and around the ranch buildings. They told him exactly what being trapped in that box would do to me. Then they showed him what it did to me. They made him wear it. Then they made him torture me with it.”

	“They made me do it naked, in my slave chains. At the end of an hour, my father would make me lie in the dirt on my back.  He lined up the whole crew to watch. Then he forced the cowboy to masturbate and shoot his load down the tube into my screaming mouth. Two of the other cowboys were ordered to flog me while he was doing it. I had the screaming fits from being locked in that thing from the first minute. My father kept me in it exactly an hour at a time, but it seemed like a whole day. The worst was when he took it off and then promised to put it back on again later. I'd scream my head off and promise to do anything other than go in the box, but he would ignore my pleas and lock me in it again for another hour.”

	“I had to do that for a solid week. I was a basket case for a month afterward. The last time I wore it, the cowboy was gone when they finally took it off again. I never did learn what happened to him. For all I know he may be buried somewhere out on the ranch. I learned my lesson. I haven't had a man's prick in me since.”

	“So, you are a trained slave.”

	“No, Master. I only had two months of training, 10 years ago. I'm a long way from a fully trained slave. I have no experience pleasing a man, so I must learn.”

	“Men. You didn’t mention women.”

	“Master, I have years of experience with women. I have had at least one woman living with me ever since I left the ranch and went to Pueblo. The girl there now is a submissive that has worn a collar for four years, but I’ve never gone through the collaring ceremony and made her a real slave.”

	“Then you are a practicing lesbian?”

	Helen moved her arm, as if to ward off the question. "Yes, Master I am a lesbian.”

	“Let me make one thing clear before we go any further. You touch any woman on this ranch for any purpose whatsoever, without permission and you will get reacquainted with your screaming fits. There will be no female sex play without my permission. Since you need practice with men, you will be expected to start tomorrow and service at least two men a day in any manner they chose, in public. Sort of a ‘get acquainted with the crew.’”

	Master Major turned to him. “If you’ll make that tonight, I’ll teach her a trick or two by morning.”

	Master Allen roared. “You horny bastard, I might have known you wanted to shag this pussy. OK, OK.”

	“What in hell did you think I wanted? I chartered a plane and rented a car to be here for this! The least she can do is put out for me.”

	“All right! But you don't count on her quota...  On second thought you’ll screw her so many times it will fill her quota for a week. Now, do you MIND if I get back to asking questions? ”

	“It's your dungeon, go ahead.” Master Allen swung at Major's hat, intentionally missing as his target ducked and swung an arm in Allen's direction, also missing.

	“Are you aware that you are costing your brother a small fortune to have me train you?”

	She hung her head and nodded. “Yes, Master. He told me exactly what it will cost, and what it will cost me. When I am trained he is going to put me on my back for the entire ranch crew and make me pay it back that way. He promised to beat me one day for each day that I am ‘lying around’ in training. I hope to learn fast as he is heavy handed with his cane.”

	“Is your brother into the scene at all?”

	She tossed her head, remembering. “That bastard. He watched me being punished, obviously getting a big kick out of seeing his kid sister naked. No matter where they sent me, or what Father had me doing, Bill was right there watching, never taking his eyes off me. He came in his pants the first time they let me out of that box, when he saw what it did to me. He never touched me, but he would order me to stand in front of him so that he could 'inspect' me. He would touch my chains, stroke them, and then laugh at me. I know Father encouraged him to do things like that to me, to embarrass and humiliate me.”

	“How about since then?”

	“Master, I’ve heard through the family that he has had several girls at his home that were treated like slaves, but I don't know anything beyond that.”

	“You realize he's likely to do more to you than just touch your chains when he comes back?”

	She slumped and a bitter sob escaped her lips. “I know, Master. I deserve it.”

	“What's the story on the money you stole?”

	Helen winced, shaking her head, wanting the question to go away, but she had no choice. “I stole the $2,000 check that Master Major gave me and I emptied one of the boxes at the bank. There was $200,000, part of father's estate.”

	She stopped, opened her mouth, closed it again, fear suddenly distorting her bright face. She opened it again, but nothing came out. Master Allen couldn’t resist.

	“Cat got your tongue?”

	Helen suddenly slid forward, her breasts dragging on the concrete as she flopped on her belly. “Mercy, Master, Mercy!” Head down, she sobbed. “You told me to answer fully and not to lie.”

	She raised her head, but couldn’t face them, dropping it with her forehead pressed to the floor.

	Muffled, her voice was shaking. “Master, there was another box. I emptied that and bribed the same teller to destroy the records so Bill wouldn’t know about it. There was another $200,000 in that one.”

	Major swore, “Good God almighty!”

	Master Allen gritted his teeth. “I have a feeling that brother Bill is going to come down here and personally supervise flaying your hide from head to toe. He is going to be one unhappy man!”

	Helen remained in position unmoving, her vision of coming events choking her throat in a vise.

	“Master. The money, all of it, is in a floor safe in the master bedroom of my house in Pueblo. I wouldn’t tell Bill because I thought I could get him to share. He got the ranch, so I felt I should have a share of the money.”

	Master Allen could be cruel. “Look at the mess your greed has caused. You are fair game for my crew for as long as we and Bill want to keep you. I’ll make you a bet that Bill will spend every dollar in those boxes to extend your training way beyond what you bargained for. Whether he wants to or not he is going to be a Master and you, sister, are going to be a slave. You are very probably going to spend the rest of your sorry life in chains, without two cents to rub together.”

	Master Allen flipped open his cell phone and called Bill.

	“Hey Bill. Got some good news and some really bad news... Your greedy sister just confessed to stealing another $200,000 from you.”

	“The good news? Sure. All the money she stole is in a safe in the floor of the master bedroom in Pueblo... Yeah... Ha! I win my bet! I said you'd do that... Thanks. You're welcome to come over and watch any time. Bring your favorite whip... The combination? Just a minute..." He glared at Helen and sarcastically asked, “I supposed I’ll have to torture you to get the combination?” He sounded so hopeful.

	“21 right, 3 left, 15 right, 2 left.”

	Master repeated it on the phone,  “Are you going after the money? I don't blame you. There's a subby guarding the place, so bring her along. We’ll settle up for her when you get here... Thanks, Bye.”

	Master snapped the phone closed. "Her sentence is now ‘forever, plus six months.’" She’s paying for the entire stay and we get the completion bonus before she even starts learning her trade.”

	Master snarled at Helen, “Get your ass on your knees, NOW!”

	She obeyed instantly, absolutely all the fight gone out of her.

	Master read her the rules. “You can kiss helen goodbye for a long LONG time. Following an old tradition around here, you are to answer to 'slut' until further notice. As you already know, you are not to touch any of the women and are to solicit any of the men that you can. You will be chained 24/7 in a suitable weight as determined by your trainers. As slut, you are the lowest person on this ranch, and again, following tradition, you will bow to every living thing, other than birds, that you encounter in your training. Your training hours are the length of the day - 24 hours. You will train and work seven days a week with no holidays and no days off. You will also willingly volunteer for work whenever you are between training sessions.”

	“Your training progress will be assessed on an hourly, daily, weekly and monthly basis. Failure to meet your goals for each assessment will mean appropriate punishment.”

	He looked down at the box, making sure she saw him.

	“Anyone on the ranch has the right to charge you with an offense, for any violation of the rules and either punish you themselves or send you to one of the slaves for punishment. In serious matters, such as theft, lying or escape attempts the complaint will come directly to me for immediate action.”

	Slut knelt with her head bowed. Master snapped, “Look at me. She raised her head, a bit listlessly. “Do you understand the rules?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	“You signed a paper admitting yourself to my special training program, saying you were doing it willingly. Do you still agree willingly to be trained?”

	“Yes, Master, I agree willingly, with no reservations.”

	“Very well. You will accompany Master Major to his bedroom and satisfy his every wish and obey his every command.”

	“Yes, Master."

	“And, you will perform for him with much greater enthusiasm than you are displaying at the moment.”

	“Yes, Master!”

	-0-

	Over breakfast the two Masters discussed the previous day's events. Major chuckled. "It would be a dirty trick to collar slut's sub and put her in charge of slut's training.”

	“If she can switch I’ll probably give her the job. I can imagine she’ll come down here pretty fired up when she finds her mistress in our training program.”

	Major nodded. “Allen, are you still interested in having a partner?”

	“Sure. Know any smart people that would be interested?” Butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth.

	“Son of a bitch, insulting a man over breakfast! I’ve got my business deals running smoothly and I’ve got some money to invest, so I'm interested. This is too much fun to miss.”

	“What did you do, crack one of Bill's bank boxes?”

	“Aw, that's dirty! Say, if there's room for more, I’ll bet Bill would be interested.”

	“I'm planning on talking to him when he brings the new girl in.”

	“So help me, one of these days these gals will stop falling in your lap.”

	“I hope not. It's been a good run of luck so far. Word of mouth seems to be working just fine.”

	 

	 

	


Chapter 12: Little Things Come in Big Packages

	Master called a staff meeting. Jeff and Jacob were on hand, as Masters, with their leashed slaves. Since one of the topics was the new slut, she was unceremoniously hustled off to the cow stall in the barn, out of earshot.

	Master then introduced Major as the newest Master on the ranch and as a partner in the training school.

	Major, with the polish of a radio announcer, thanked the crew for their loyal service, told them how glad he was to be included in the project and warned them that there were hectic times ahead.

	“Opening a training school is not an easy job, especially since we have a limited amount of facilities. We are going to be inundated with workmen for several weeks. This is going to call for vigilance on your part to ensure that they are totally unaware of the lifestyle we are living. Wherever possible our crew will do any work that might impinge on our dungeon and any restraints that the slaves are wearing. The collars, I’m sorry to say will have to come off as will any visible chains. I’m sure you Masters can adapt, and can think of some hidden methods of bondage as the need arises.”

	He turned to Jeff and hid his grin. “Master Jeff, you are going to HAVE to put some clothes on your cook.” That sally drew a big laugh as slave verna had been cooking and serving in the nude since before she was collared.

	“The rest of you slaves will have to be dressed as well, just as when you moved in the trailers. We can’t have you distracting the workmen, because speed is important on this project. We don’t want any tall tales or rumors carried out of here, either. I want to close by saying I’m very proud to be working with Master Allen, whom I’ve known and called a friend for many years. Again thank you for your loyalty.” He looked a little startled when the crew applauded.

	Master Allen clapped him on the shoulder and stepped up to the podium. He joked, “As the junior partner in this operation he may have to grit his teeth to call me friend before this is over.”

	He too thanked the crew for their loyalty. “The workers will be here from about 7:30 in the morning until about 6:15 at night. We can resume our activities for the night as soon as the last vehicle clears the highway gate at night and we’ll have about 15 to 20 minutes warning when they come in in the morning. I just don’t want some naked slave running for the trailer park at the last moment.”

	“At the same time, if any of the workers express an interest in working here, bring them at once to Major or me.

	He added, “One more thing. As most of you know, Bill Andrew’s sister was brought in yesterday. Her current status is permanent trainee. She has admitted stealing over $400,000 from her brother. She has confessed, the money is being recovered and she is now holding the shitty end of the stick, since the recovered money will be used to pay for her complete and rigorous training.” This drew an appreciative laugh.

	He turned and looked at the slaves lined up on their knees behind him. “The confession was the direct result of a method used by slave petra to punish her for attacking three of the slaves. Fortunately, none of them were injured. Sister helen is now the new 'slut.’ From now on your and our priorities will be to teach her the meaning and all the nuances of being a slut. As of this morning she is fair game for all of you. She also confessed to being a lesbian and she is under strict orders not to touch any female on the ranch, without permission. Either Major or I will be glad to approve any request.”

	“Now, I know that all of you like slave petra and since she has been pardoned, you have welcomed her back. However, I suspect a few of you took it a bit easy on her when she was slut. I know that most of you dislike, or even hate the new slut. Fine! You have our permission to mistreat her, and make her life miserable. I don’t expect you men to give her satisfactory marks for her sexual prowess for months to come and I expect the women to be frequent visitors to my office with sexual harassment charges and other complaints about her. I want her in constant hot water with Major or me. She wants out of here quickly. It’s going to be your job to see that she stays. And stays.”  There were more laughs.

	“Master Bill will be back on Friday. You’ll have Friday and the weekend to show him that you mean business. I hope to convince him to become a third partner in this venture. Thanks again.” He too got a round of applause.

	As the meeting broke up, slut was brought back from the barn, only to go right back, assigned the task of cleaning the main floor from one end to the other. The cow herd had been sold, so the barn was surplus, and was scheduled to be remodeled as part of the school facilities. The tools she was given were barely adequate for the job. The man supervising her had already picked overlooked corners to complain about and added insult to injury by mounting her on a hay bale and then complaining that she didn’t return his thrusts properly.

	Poor slut didn’t realize that this was the opening gun of a salvo of complaints that would dog her for as long as she remained at the ranch. If she had realized it, she would have blamed her brother. Bill of course knew nothing about it, and wouldn’t until he arrived.

	Jeff and Jacob hailed the two men as they started for the office. “Can we talk with you two for a minute?”

	“Sure, come on in.” Since it was still working hours, Allen didn’t offer them a drink. Instead offering ice water or a can of pop. Both declined.

	When they were settled, Master Allen asked, “What’s on your mind, gentlemen?

	Jeff served as spokesman. “We’d both like to buy into this partnership. I was all set to ask you when Jacob spoke to me about it.”

	“Sounds like an idea. How much do you have to invest?”

	“Well, I’ve saved up a little over $150,000 that I’d like to put in. Jacob has five thousand.”

	“You two realize you could lose every nickel if this doesn’t pan out? Even if we make it work it probably will be two or three years before we break even, let alone show a profit. These are your life savings I assume?”

	“We know. We’ve talked that point over very carefully. I trust you fully, I’m getting to know why you call Major friend, and I know Bill Andrews is as honest as the day is long. That leaves us holding out some money and hoping you two will accept it.”

	Master Allen nodded. He looked at Major and he nodded as well. “We’d be pleased to have you as partners. For that matter, any of the hands that can come up with the $5,000 can get in. I’d like to see as many as possible on the ownership side of this setup.”

	Major nodded agreement. “I’ve been known to make a loan or two getting a business started, so if they don’t have the dough, have them talk to me. One thing’s for sure - we need working partners.”

	The four men stood up, shook hands on the deal and went back to work. Allen closed by saying, “My lawyer is working on the partnership agreement and should be done in a day or two. Can you clear the money within 30 days?”

	“Sure, no problem.”

	Master Allen had martha post a notice on the bulletin board. Word got around fast and by evening four more of the ranch hands had signed up. To a man, the rest wanted to sign up but either didn’t have the cash, or couldn’t get it out of the investments they already had. Major lived up to his word and passed out loans, so that every man on the ranch was now a part owner. Since every woman on the place was a penniless slave there was no need to solicit them for any money. Master Allen was careful to promise each of the slaves - except slut - a permanent place on the school staff, reassuring them that they would not be sold without ample notice, if ever.

	Slut was aware that something was going on around her, but since none of the others bothered to mention it to her, it would be some time before she realized that she had been pointedly left out of the loop.

	Slut was much to busy for gossip. Her shirking her cleaning duties resulted in her getting bread and water for supper, with a return trip to the barn to satisfy a new supervisor and clean the forgotten corners by flashlight. She was not permitted to 'waste’ electricity by turning the barn lights on.

	Two complaints from the men were noted and determined to be grounds for introducing a new slave bed into the bunkhouse, designed and built by one of the night guards who was handy with tools.

	The apparatus was a distant cousin of a real bed. This new piece of furniture matched discomfort with every comfort of a normal bed.

	It took three men to lift it and drag it into the main room in the bunkhouse, which would soon to be turned into a full fledged recreation room for the staff.

	The construction was solid, massive oak. Heavy elephantine legs supported a narrow plank, from the foot to where it met a cross plank that extended a good four feet in each direction. Atop that were shorter, double upright planks with holes instantly recognizable as stocks. At each end of the cross plank were single stocks cut for a wrist. At the foot there was an upright with ankle holes. In brackets on the legs were planks with larger cutouts, made to fit the chest, waist and knees of a reclining body. Hinges, hasps and latches were carefully placed, well out of reach of anyone held prisoner.

	Any contact with the slave bed would be on bare wood, although the area where another person might straddle the body did have comfortable padding. The slave bed could be used in several ways. With the prisoner on her back, a head rest supported, with a postage stamp size pillow to rest her head. With the headrest removed and the prisoner on her stomach, her mouth would be in perfect position to accept the nearest male organ.

	The bed was adjustable, so that the slave could also be made to stand in front of the head end and place her neck and wrists in the stocks, an invitation to rear entry.

	Lying down, the arms could be locked away either beside the head or stretched out to the sides in welcome. The legs would go in the stocks at the far end, and the foot end plank split on heavy pivots, so that the prisoner was spread and open since the feet were drawn down tight against the wood they were in perfect position to suffer the strap or cane.

	Despite having filled her daily quota, slut had to invite all the men in the room to help her send the bed on its maiden voyage. Only one accepted her crudely worded offer, but the others made a point of crowding around, offering advice to their buddy.

	Buddy gave her a quick reaming and stopped. He slapped slut on the shoulder, making her open her eyes. He tore into her, "Aren’t you even awake? Didn’t you ever hear of a slave fuck?”

	“No, Master.”

	“Then damnit, listen up! A slave’s sole purpose is to make her Master enjoy it. She matches every stroke of her Master. You come off that bed six inches, making your damn ass meet him like a freight train, every time. You bounce like you were trying to escape through that little piss hole of mine. You DO NOT let your ass ride sidesaddle while you take a nap. Got that?”

	“Yes, Master!”

	“Then get your dead ass in gear and give me a ride! I want to hear that flabby flesh slapping that board hard enough to hear out on the highway. Now, GO!”

	She tried. But her best was poor, hampered by the wood across her neck, wrists and ankles.  He stopped a second time, bawled her out again, but he finished up almost without her. Her lack of practice was all too apparent. After he rolled off of her, she slept, exhausted, her micro-pillow her only comfort. She had a series of nightmares, running down a road naked, her brother firing a rifle at her.

	-0-

	The night guard had also made a neck stock out of a four-inch thick oak plank. It had only room for the neck hole, but it made up for that with weight. Even with the hole there was nearly ten pounds of wood. Master Allen noticed when he locked her into it for the day that she was reacting to it much like her cube. She was breathing hard, almost panting by the time he finished. He made a mental note to ask her the effect after she had worn it for awhile. It seemed to him to be a potent restraint that would punish, but would allow the slave imprisoned in it to fulfill almost any duty. He called the man over and asked him to make two more, with several D-rings for tie points.

	Slut had been given a work collar made of half-inch thick iron. It was the same as the collars now worn by verna and ramona. The workmanship was intentionally crude, giving the impression of being hastily shaped from metal rescued from a scrap heap. A closer look disclosed that the workmanship beneath the facade was superior. Once locked the collar was not leaving the fair neck it surrounded.

	As Master Allen unlocked slut’s collar he got an idea for some further punishment. He handed the collar to slut. “Kiss your collar. It is a symbol of my authority over you. Carry it with you and hold it before you respectfully at all times. You are forbidden to put it down for any reason. If you’re unable to do your work with one hand, come to me and I’ll find a suitable punishment for you. From now on you will kiss any restraint as it is added to your body and again when it is removed. “

	He watched as slut held the collar before her, her delicate fingers caressing it, worshiping it as if it were the Holy Grail. Rather than lift it to her lips she bowed over it, giving it a kiss that would have seared a mortal, but was lost on the cold, inanimate iron. Still holding it before her she lifted a hand to the wooden stock on her neck. She pushed one side up against her cheek, twisting her head to reach it with a matching kiss.

	To slut the symbolism was overwhelming. To Master Allen it was one more reason to take her to the dungeon for further interrogation, his interest piqued by her apparent past experience. He felt that he needed to get further inside her head in order to properly train her. But that potentially interesting task would have to be postponed until the ranch was past the construction stage. He was sure that Bill would have some insight into what made his sister tick.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 13: Master Bill

	Only Master Allen, Master Major and the foreman were on hand when Bill Andrews rolled in at mid-morning Friday. Rather than the Cadillac, Bill was driving a big truck that nearly matched Major's vehicle. The noise of his arrival quickly drew a crowd. Even more interesting, Bill was towing a 12-wide trailer that exactly matched the four that Major had bought.

	Andrews got out of the cab and walked forward to shake hands all around. Master Allen motioned to the house trailer, "Where the devil did you get that?"

	"When I was here before I saw the trailer park you had built. I figured you could always use a matching unit, especially when I saw that a branch office of the dealer Major got his from was located in Pueblo and was having a going out of business sale."

	Major spoke up, "I'm surprised you saw anything the last time. You were out of here before the dust had settled from your coming in."

	"Oh, I saw a lot. I liked what I saw and I'd like to get in on the ground floor, to coin a phrase. I hope you'll accept this in lieu of an initiation fee."

	Allen and Major grinned and broke out laughing, almost covering Bill's bewildered "What did I say?" Allen was quick to shake his head. "Couldn't help that. WE were all primed to ask you to invest. We saved you a partnership, but every man on the ranch has bought in. We'll talk about this in a bit, but I'm interested in seeing the little watchdog you brought back."

	"Oh, she's a feisty little bitch. Screamed like a banshee when she found out why I was there. Kicked and scratched and threw stuff at us, but she shut up fast when I told her I was calling the police. She knew all about the money, knew it was stolen and knew where the safe was. I had one of the hands with me and she spilled enough to us to put her away as an accessory to the theft."

	He added, "Seems like 'jail' is the magic word. From that point on she gave in and she has been quiet as a mouse on the trip down here. I told her just enough about what was in store for her, to really scare her. I've got her convinced you and Major are Master's from Hell. "Would you like to see her?"

	Master Major chuckled. "After you, Satan."

	Master Allen responded, "No, after you, Beelzebub."

	Bill led the way to the trailer, put the step down and unlocked and opened the door with a flourish. A woman emerged, fully restrained with transport chains, her wrists cuffed and padlocked to her belly chain. A brightly colored cotton dress was her only garment. She looked down, carefully navigating her hobbled legs and bare feet down the steps. Once on the ground she waddled several feet from the door and knelt, studiously keeping her eyes on the ground.

	"Next," said Bill, drawing every eye back to the doorway.

	Another woman, dark haired, dressed in a drab cotton skirt and worn blouse, with identical chains, came down the steps and stood beside the kneeling woman.

	"Next!"

	The third woman was a dirty blonde, hair that really was dirty. Her dress looked like a made over feed sack. She stood, hands fitfully pulling at her belly chain.

	"Next!" He ordered.

	Another woman stood in the doorway for a second and nearly missed the step, unused to her chains. Bill caught her arm, steadying her until she reached the ground. She stood with the other women. Her dress had seen better days.

	"And... Last!"

	Master Allen watched, his jaw slack. Major had his mouth open, both astounded by the bevy of females that Bill was producing like a magician pulling doves and rabbits out of a hat.

	The fifth woman was a knockout. Flaming red hair, a body that wouldn't quit, legs to slake your thirst and dressed to the nines in a business suit, crisp while blouse and a tie. The effect was offset by her bare legs and naked feet, and the super-sized travel irons that embraced that lovely body and shortened her steps to inches. Unlike the other girls she was gagged with a leather harness that cupped her chin and covered her mouth almost up to her nose. She got down the steps after a short struggle and joined the other standees, leaving the first woman as the only one kneeling.

	"That's it, folks," said Bill, closing the door with a deep bow to his audience.

	Master Allen got his jaw back under control. "Is this some sort of joke? I expect one slave and you come roaring in with five. Explain yourself!" He pretended to be upset, mostly for the women's benefit, as they had focused on him as soon as he spoke.

	"OoooKay," Bill drew it out. Master Major interrupted him, thundering, "KNEEL!"

	Only the last girl hesitated and in seconds there was a row of five kneeling girl-slaves.

	"Now, as I was saying," said Bill. "Number 1," pointing down at the first girl, "is Marcy, the watchdog bitch who was guarding the house in Pueblo. She is an accessory to the crimes committed by my sister, so she is going to join sister..."

	"Now known as 'slut'" interjected Master Allen.

	Bill stopped short, savoring the information for a second. A broad grin creased his weathered face. "Oh I like that! Good touch." He backtracked and started the sentence again, "She is going to join 'slut' in the most rigorous training that this school can provide." He looked down at the girl, who was shivering at the prospect, not at all sure at this point what the school was, or what training it might impart.

	"She too is going to be booked in for an indefinite period." Marcy shivered again, pulling helplessly at her belly chain.

	He moved behind the next three girls, pointing separately to each one as he identified them. "This is Rachel, Steffany and Theresa. Watchdog volunteered slut's address book, after a little persuasion, and the names of the three previous bedmates that slut had on the string. Rachel was on welfare and the other two were living in a homeless shelter after H... 'slut' threw them out. The officials were happy to be rid of them, so it didn't take much to convince the girls that they had a brighter future down here. Somewhat brighter, at least."

	He looked them over again. "I think all four will clean up pretty nicely, although they will need to be checked for any bad germs they might have acquired." He surveyed the four. "As you might possibly have guessed, these four new trainees are lesbians. He looked them over again. "I'm sure the Masters who will supervise your training will do their best to convince you of the error of your sexual preferences."

	The fifth girl was looking daggers at the audience in front of her but she didn't dare turn to glare at Bill. He walked behind her and fingered a strand of her bright hair. "This, dear friends is Beth. Beth is not happy to be joining us. She is here for one reason, she was caught taking a bribe and altering bank records. She too was given the choice between a long, long prison sentence and -- to put it indelicately -- slave training."

	"Seems Beth has a history. She was the bank teller who helped slut steal my money. The officers of the bank had suspected for some time that she was on the take and this finished her. The bank wanted at all costs to avoid any publicity and the bank president liked my suggestion enough to pay for her training. Even as we speak he is preparing his basement for a long-term 'resident.' Oh, and I don't think she is a lesbian. Her boyfriend was banging her pretty regularly. I had to throw a real scare into him before he stopped objecting to her new life without him."

	This obviously was the first time that Beth had heard the full details of her fate. Her face was a study as disbelief, denial, rage, fear, embarrassment and a variety of other emotions crossed her flushed cheeks in rapid succession. With a sinking feeling she realized that her decision to avoid jail and disgrace was more a case of jumping from the frying pan into the fire. She felt betrayed that her boyfriend had given her up without a fight, but she rightly suspected that they knew he was in on the crimes she had committed. A life as a sex slave for the bank president had zero appeal.

	Bill had given her the impression that the training would be a snap. He had reinforced it by letting her dress in her best office clothes, only at the last minute locking her and the other four girls in their transport chains. He wanted to put on a show and they would be the actors whether they wanted to or not.

	She did know what was coming next, as Bill had warned them that they would lose their clothes before anything else happened to them. That 'anything else' sounded to the women suspiciously like a gang rape as soon as they were nude.

	Bill removed their chains. Then, the order: "Strip" All five hesitated a second or two but clothes rained on the ground after that. The girls expected to be whipped into accepting rape, but there wasn't a whip in sight, even though they were nearby, to be used only in the event of trouble.

	When all five were bare, Bill, at a nod from Master Allen put the chains back on. One of the hands carried a heavy box and dropped it in front of the kneeling girls, making a loud noise as the metal pieces in the box banged against each other. Bill looked in the box, smiled devilishly and reached in and pulled out an iron collar. His audience, to a girl, looked horrified. "This is a work collar." He left further explanations to Master Allen as he collared each woman, locking the heavy iron on her neck.

	Master Allen instructed, "You will wear this work collar while you are training. They are not comfortable and are meant to remind you every moment of your slavery. Every slave on this ranch has either a work collar or a Master's collar. You can lose your collar, or never get one, or you can successfully complete our training as quickly as possible and earn a Master's collar."

	"Be warned. If you screw up and lose your collar you lose any status or privileges you might have earned, and become and will be treated as the lowest form of life on this ranch. Once you get settled in, I urge you to have slave petra detail what happened to her after she staged a fake escape attempt, and learn a lesson from it."

	"If you are stupid enough to try to escape, it is three miles to the highway, with lots of cactus thorns underfoot. There is an average of one car an hour on the highway, making your chances of getting a ride very slim. Slave petra learned her lesson the hard way. She walked, trotted and ran that three miles barefoot, naked, at the end of a rope tied to my saddle horn, returning to the ranch in disgrace. We abhor violence, but I remind you that a slave who escapes can anywhere else expect a bullet in the back of the head and a shallow, unmarked grave."

	"We do not tolerate lesbian activity. The rule here is 'Don't touch without permission.' Some of our most painful punishments are reserved for violations of that rule. You are fair game for any male, day or night. You will each be expected to solicit at least one man a day, in any manner or position he chooses."

	"We will be inundated with workman beginning next week. You will be kept out of sight and your training will continue with lessons that can be taught in a room. Attempting to contact any of the workmen will be treated as an escape attempt."

	Master Allen detailed a number of other rules before assigning quarters for the new girls. "Bill, if you would move that trailer over behind the corral, we'll keep all five in it, one each in the bedrooms and one each on the two couches. I want them isolated and separated until they've passed their medical tests. Verna can make arrangements to send food over, as I don't want them out for any reason. Just put temporary jacks under the trailer as we'll move it as soon as they're cleared."

	Bill joined them in the office after a few minutes. A toast was made to the new slaves. Master Allen started the conversation with some quick business. "You're all right with becoming a partner here?"

	"You bet. This looks like my kind of operation and I want in.

	I have about $300,000 to put up for my share."

	Major whistled. "That's a lot of partner."

	Allen nodded. "We're going to need every cent. The revised business plan that martha just worked up indicates we're going to need a million plus to get this off the ground. We don't need it the first day, but the bills are going to mount up. I've already had to pay the contractors extra to get them off some other project and lined up to do our work."

	Bill smiled. "Well, one solution would be to use some of the money that slut stole. She's going to be stuck here, and she'll never need money again, so we can use some of that. I promised it to you anyway, but we can speed things up if necessary. That would raise my share to $500,000."

	Master Allen spoke. "I figure my share, including the land, at about $750,000. We can't use the land to pay the bills, but it saves having to spend some of our nest egg."

	Major held his head. "Boy, this high finance. I'm dizzy from all those zeros floating around."

	Allen took the kidding. "I hope the staff doesn't feel that way." He turned to Bill. "Every man on the place has signed up as a partner. We set the minimum at $5,000."

	Bill responded, "I think I can raise some money at my ranch too. There are several of the boys who have money stashed away. I'll see what I can come up with."

	Major had the last business word. "I might have an iffy or two that could come through with some more if we need it."

	Master Allen changed the subject. "Bill do you have a slave?"

	Bill looked sheepish, "No, not for some time. I've been meaning to get one for quite awhile.

	"I'll be blunt. Are we preparing slut to be your slave?"

	 

	Bill chuckled. "Don't tempt me. It would be fitting, but I'm still old school. She's family and you don't fuck with family.

	"That brings up a point. We already have christeen, now we've got five more lesbians..."

	"Five?"

	"Six. You forgot to count slut."

	"My sis... Hell yes, she's five. I think Father knew, but I'm sure the rest of the family didn't know it. She didn't encourage visitors to her place in Pueblo."

	He backtracked and started again. "With that many we're going to have some problems. We'd have to keep them locked up 24 hours a day. This has turned into a lesbian training school, which is not what we intended at all."

	Allen responded, "There's one -- expensive -- answer, chastity belts for all of them. But the good ones are a thousand dollars a crack -- pun intended."

	Major agreed. "It would be worth it to not have to follow them 24 hours a day. We've got cameras everywhere, but I'll guarantee those hotties will find someplace out of sight. It should be interesting because we're running out of men for them to seduce."

	Bill broke up the discussion in chortles as he said, seemingly innocently, "Well, since I'm now a Master, I could volunteer for their attentions."

	"Just hold your damn horses until they get tested." Allen added, "There's still christeen and dahlia if you're running hot."

	Major asked, "Is there anything more about these gals that we should know? How did you manage to convince them so easily to come along with you?

	Bill said, "It helps to have a 250 pound assistant along for muscle. The biggest troublemaker was marcy. She was yelling that she could beat the rap in court -- which I seriously doubt."

	"I checked out all five of them. The two homeless girls, stephanie and theresa had no families of record anywhere and the best I could come up with was a distant cousin for rachel, the one on welfare. Beth may have a problem, as she has family, but the bankers told me the family disowned her when they found out what she'd done. If that sticks, then we don't have a problem. The boyfriend will be too scared for his own hide to attempt to trace her."

	Then, Bill had a request. "May I see what's been happening to her --slut?"

	"Sure, Go ahead and look around. Come back by the office and I'll have the tapes for you."

	-0-

	Allen gathered the tapes and fed the VCR for a solid two hours of slut's misadventures. Bill expressed the most interest in her session with the cube in the dungeon. His smile was cruel. It was probably good that slut didn't see it.

	Master Allen told him, "You'll see her tomorrow, working. It should be interesting. The staff has been ordered to find fault with every move she makes. She already has been punished several times. You will enjoy seeing her sleeping accommodations, too. I'll show them to you on the monitor later.

	"Good!"

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 14: The Construction Phase

	Monday morning brought with it the thunder of big diesel motors as trucks rolled into the yard at 7 a.m. Dozers and backhoes headed for their assigned work. The three principal stockholders shouldered the responsibility of getting their particular project completed smoothly. Master Allen took the bunk house. Major had several pads to add to the trailer park, while Bill directed work on the addition to the office building, which was on top of the new addition to the dungeon.

	It had been decided that the contractor would put in the footings and support walls for the dungeon and the inside walls and equipment would be installed by the ranch workers afterward. They would also break a hole through to the old dungeon and install a door. Work on the barn would wait until most of the other projects were complete.

	There was no sign of the slaves. All ten had been sequestered in two of the house trailers, one behind the corral and the other in the trailer park.. All were gagged as a precaution, Beth was outfitted in her chin-cup gag again and slut and marcy had to get acquainted with penis gags, a shape that they cordially hated. All of them wore handcuffs behind their backs, along with a length of small chain locked to an ankle that allowed them to reach the bathroom.

	Master Allen had been busy on the phone. He had persuaded one of the local doctors to do the testing necessary on the five new girls. The appointment was for 7 p.m. well after the workmen would be going home as well as being well after regular office hours. Master sent Jeff into town to rent a nine-passenger van, big enough for the girls, plus a guard and driver.

	Over lunch Major brought up the need to pierce all of the slaves for both control and decoration. After some discussion it was approved as a good use for the construction down time. A call was made to a local tattoo artist who also did piercing. Jock agreed to come to the ranch on Tuesday evening, bringing along Sara as his assistant. He would be able to do four the first evening and the other six as soon as the girls' test results came back.

	Sara's first job was to demonstrate her bosses' expertise in piercing. To do that she had to disrobe, a matter of removing a single dress. Her nose had a grommet in the septum, big enough to support a substantial nose ring. Her nipples had four holes each, with mini-shackles in front and three bars behind, in the body of the breast, two of them crossing and the third vertical.

	A ring with a large stone adorned her belly button. Below, she sported a solid row of 11 rings through her labia, with the 12th spitting her clit and hood.

	The rings and bars were of varying sizes and thickness, allowing the men to chose what they wanted. Master Allen, Major and Bill had examined Sara closely, and at Jock's invitation handled the jewelry and pushed and tugged at the pieces. Sara visibly preened at the attention and her nipples were standing at attention in short order.

	The first piercing session went like clockwork. Jock did the piercing and Sara immediately inserted the correct rings or bars. Each of the four slaves got a grommet for a nose ring, two nipple rings with bars behind them, a belly button ring and two on each lip, with a fifth through the base of her clit and its hood. The five lesbians would have an additional piercing -- a stud through their tongues.

	As Jock thoughtfully explained to his captive audience, "We don't need no pain killers for slaves." Since nobody had bothered to remove their gags, the slaves suffered in silence.

	The test results for the five new slaves came back negative on Wednesday. The doctor started pumping Master Allen, trying to get details. After a bit of fencing Allen gave the doctor an outline of what they were planning to do. The doctor appeared familiar with the concept of sex slaves and soon posed the question of investing in the operation. Allen knew they would need the regular services of a doctor, so he invited the man to become a partner, explaining the working arrangement already in place. The upshot was that the girl's exams were free and the doctor's check for $150,000 was quickly delivered to the firm's cash box.

	Much the same thing took place with the tattoo artist. Only the amount was different, but his check for $10,000 went into the kitty and one more partner was added. All of the slaves that came through would need piercing. In the course of the negotiations Jock admitted to a near-slave relationship with his live-in lover, Sara. She in turn served as his assistant on a full time basis, including nude demonstrations which brought in a lot of extra business.

	Jock and Sara came back on Friday evening and finished the other eight slave girls. Master Major lined them up and inspected the new jewelry. The piercing had been expertly done and despite differences in body and breast shape, they matched perfectly from one end of the line to the other.

	After the workers left Bill moved the new trailer from behind the corral to the trailer court. The new pads were almost done. Another day's work and this crew could begin work on the barn.

	The partners agreed to put Bill to work on the marketing end. Major had commented, "Anybody that can come back out of the blue with five new slaves should be in charge of receiving and shipping." Bill used the living room in one of the trailers for an office and started making phone calls to his contacts. At dinner that evening he announced to the partners, "I've got a buyer for the lesbians."

	"Already? You're kidding."

	"Nope. No kid. A group of investors up in Nevada are building a ranch out of Reno that will be exclusively for women. They want all the lesbians they can get. They offered $200,000 for each of the five we have, but I pointed out that ours will already be clean and trained, so I got a firm offer of $250,000 each."

	Major scratched his head, then shook it in half disbelief. "That would put us in the black the first year. I knew there was money in this, but not that much."

	Bill nodded, then pointed out, "Too, that's a very specialized market, but with an abundant supply. Hetro slaves will bring more if they are fully trained, because there is more demand for good ones."

	Allen changed the subject, "It hasn't come up yet, but where do you guys stand on male slaves? There should be more than enough rich widows around to make them readily marketable."

	Bill nodded, but his response was rather negative. "I don't think we should try and do both in one place. If we had completely separate facilities and the women to run it, it would certainly be worth looking into, but I'd want to wait and get this operation fully self-sustaining first. As it happens, I came within an inch of bringing Beth's boyfriend back, but I didn't know how you would react to that."

	Major and Allen both nodded. Major said, "Good thinking. We are only beginning to learn what we're doing with female slaves. Males are a whole different ball game. For the time being, we need to steer clear of any male slaves."

	Bill got in the last word, "There's always the fact that they could be used to keep the lesbians in line."

	-0-

	After being cooped up in the trailer all week, the girls were anxious to get some fresh air and sunshine. Marcy got into hot water almost the moment she stepped onto the ground. Jeff was inspecting the trailer court and marcy greeted him respectfully, then started to walk past him.

	"Slave marcy!" The tone was curt. She turned and knelt before him. "Master?"

	"Did you forget, or were you deliberately insulting a Master?"

	Marcy gulped, "I forgot, Master. I beg punishment."

	"Address my boots. Properly!"

	Marcy dropped to her belly and began licking the foreman's dusty boots. They were shiny with her saliva when he finally said, "Enough! Kneel up."

	He walked around her, already knowing what he planned for her punishment, but deliberately delaying announcing it. Finally he spoke. " For insulting a Master, you are restricted to the trailer for this weekend, as on weekdays. Gag yourself and lock the chain to your ankle. Make sure you are clean and your tongue is limber and prepared for heavy usage. Someone will come for you at the proper time this evening."

	"Yes, Master. Thank you for punishing me. I will not forget again to honor a Master's boots."

	Master Jeff walked away, knowing she would not move a hair until he was out of sight. The whole incident reminded him of the first time Verna teased him by pretending to refuse to kiss his boots. After putting her in a strict hogtie he had made her start at the top of his head and lick him all the way to his feet.

	Since she was unable to move, he carefully presented the flesh he wanted licked. He had used his hand while she worked, spewing as she finished his toes. He made her lick up his juices but refused to let her swallow, instead releasing her and making her crawl several times to the bathroom to deposit them in the toilet. He added to her humiliation by offering to let her drink from the bowl, but she demurred, well aware she would be punished for dishonoring and refusing his seed.

	Slave martha had to spend the day inside as well. Her book work called, a mess that needed much of the day to clean up after the fast moving events of the previous weeks. She looked longingly at the sun, but orders took precedent.

	As might be expected things were not going well for slut. It was slowly beginning to dawn on her that she was being targeted by the men -- and her fellow slaves -- with unwarranted criticism. She had fallen prey to the same oversight that had trapped Marcy and barely had time to complete a punishment before another was heaped upon her.

	She had started out with the heavy steel collar, only to have it replaced with the equally heavy wood collar. Having to hold her collar in one hand while she worked with the other was a pain, but shortly she was assigned to a wheelbarrow on a make-work project.

	She was forced to beg that her steel collar be hung from the wood, so that she would have both hands to handle the wheelbarrow. The collar was left open, one side banging her chest with every step. Her job was to dig three holes, one in the yard, one in a spot behind the barn and the third on the far side of the trailer park. The dirt from one hole was hauled to the next, and on in an endless circle of useless work. Bill never went near her, but watched her intently on the security monitors, a smile or a wide grin flitting across his face as he enjoyed her struggles. Whatever love he had once had for his sister had evaporated in a flash when he discovered she was a thief.

	-0-

	One of the guards -- formerly the night guards, now security guards -- and got Marcy shortly after supper. She was led to the dungeon, where the other eleven slaves and most of the men were gathered, the men seated in rows of chairs, the slaves kneeling in front of them.. Marcy spotted the large rolling table in the center of the room and mentally confirmed her guess that she would be participating in some mutual muff diving for the titillation of the audience. It would turn out that she was only half right.

	A jerk on her leash startled her out of a daydream of carnal pleasures. A row of boots awaited her ministrations. When she reached the far end, she continued to crawl, circling in front of the slave girl at the end of the line and kissing her way back to the start. To her surprise, while she was kissing the slave feet, the table was rolled away and replaced with a chair-like apparatus which Marcy had never seen. She knelt, awaiting orders. She found herself licking her lips in anticipation.

	Slave martha was called. She knee walked to the chair, rising to seat herself, with her legs over the arms, spread in wait for a tongue. Another slave rushed forward to loop and tighten the straps that made it a bondage chair.

	Master Allen directed, "This is a contest of skills and will. Slave marcy is to make slave martha orgasm in less than 10 minutes. Slave martha is to resist and evade an orgasm. The loser gets to work on the next slave." He didn't bother to tell slave marcy that all nine slaves had been injected with a local anesthetic that left them with no feeling at all in their pussies. For all practical purposes their clits were dead meat.

	Nearly two hours later, slave marcy knelt, helplessly reviewing nine failures. She was randy enough to fuck a rope, but there was no indication that she would get any relief. Her tongue was sore, swollen and rasping her gums or the roof of her mouth with the slightest movement. The worst had been slut, once her Mistress, now just a nameless slave.

	She had always been able to give slut multiple orgasms, but tonight she might as well have licked on a block of wood. Self-doubt reared its ugly head. Had her once-superior technique utterly failed her? Had her highly-reputed tongue lost its magic touch? She herself showed every sign of arousal, from flinty nipples down her flushed and speckled chest to the slime seeping down her leg from her winking vagina. Not one of her supposed victims showed the slightest hint to match.

	The men knew better and smiled among themselves. The slaves knew, but not one had the desire to disobey and tell slave marcy what the real problem was. Even slut, who was as familiar with that tongue as with her own, was mentally gagged by the threat of a particularly vile set of lengthy and painful punishments that were graphically described in a whispered message in her ear just before marcy arrived.

	Slut thought her brother was somewhere behind her, but when it was her turn to mount the chair, she searched in vain for his face. He had left and gone upstairs, to watch on the big monitor as she was licked and sucked.

	All of the sex tools and gadgets in the bunkhouse, including the stock bed, were moved to the dungeon while the construction went on. At the end of the evening's program, marcy, as the loser, spent the night in a cell, sleeping on the concrete floor. The stock bed was assigned to slut, who was first made to demonstrate all of the features and the various positions she could be restrained in. She suspected that it was for Bill's benefit, but knowing that did her no good at all. She was put to bed on her back, with all of the body restraints and the neck restraint in place and her arms locked in a wide, welcoming embrace for a lover who would never come again.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 15: Iron and Wood

	As work progressed new assignments were handed out to the working partners. Master Allen was named as the human resources manager. Priority was given to adding to the staff. Two vacancies were created when the security guard detail was increased to six men. Allen filled them immediately with a call to the Sheriff, who recommended two experienced men.

	One of the guards had shown his aptitude by building the stocks and the wooden collar that slut was wearing. Allen decided to promote him to chief carpenter and put him to work on a batch of collars and other wood restraints. That of course created another vacancy, which the Sheriff promptly filled, seeming to have an inexhaustible supply of talented or experienced workmen.

	During one conversation the Sheriff had mentioned a farrier. Since there were still horses on the ranch that needed periodic shoeing Allen contacted him and learned that he was an accomplished blacksmith. Jacob knew him and acknowledged that he had made a set of iron restraints for Ramona.

	Allen asked to see them and a few minutes later he was examining a set of wrist irons that were made from two pieces of heavy strap iron that bolted together, holding the wrists several inches apart. The second was similar, except that it immobilized both wrists and ankles, spread well apart. The third was a yoke, with a collar riveted to the center and wrist shackles at the ends. Holes were drilled beyond the hands and heavy rings installed, either to connect to something, or to secure a load. The other two had holes, again with a heavy ring to attach to a chain.

	Allen consulted with the other Masters and showed them the fine workmanship that the restraints demonstrated. There was more discussion and the decision to use the house trailers to house the slaves and to set up a carpentry shop in the barn and build a separate building to house a blacksmith shop. The danger of fire ruled out putting it in the barn.

	Arlo Danse, the farrier, came out to the ranch for an interview and was introduced to the partners. Master Allen took him on a tour, spending extra time looking at the dungeon and the equipment brought over from George's ranch. He was hired on the spot, sworn to secrecy and immediately began setting up a skeleton blacksmith shop, while the permanent building was being erected. For awhile it looked like an outdoor barbeque, with the forge as the centerpiece. Once he hauled in his work trailer, converted from a horse trailer, he had all his tools on hand, ready to go to work.

	Setting up the carpentry shop was not as easy as the only equipment Roger had were his hand tools and some small electrical tools. Allen had him make a list of the equipment he would need. As soon as the shop was finished, taking much of the main floor of the barn, Roger drove to town and came back with a full load on the pickup. A large table saw, a cutoff saw and a band saw were the key items. A truckload of lumber showed up. Roger made a trip to a small sawmill and got a load of heavy oak timbers to build the stocks and other wooden restraints. Some would be copies of equipment already there but the influx of slaves had outdistanced their resources.

	As the workmen finished up, Allen and martha completed a schedule of training classes for the slaves. Once the hole had been made for the door between the old and new dungeon, the noise level dropped enough so that martha could hold classes in the old dungeon, while work continued in the new part.

	-0-

	Slave martha had decided to break the slaves into two groups. She had several reasons. Trying to work with the other eleven slaves would be more than she could handle. She also wanted slut and marcy in different classes and to split the lesbians as well. Ramona and verna were kept together. She also decided that she would teach the same class to both groups. She showed her class assignments and lesson plan to Master Allen, who approved them with a couple of very minor changes, at the same time complimenting her work.

	Five of the slaves and slut reported promptly at 7 p.m., entering through the construction where the slave's door to the dungeon would be installed. Even in the small group there already were differences. verna wore her serving chains, giving the impression that they were welded on her for life. The other four had standard slave chains, while slut wore the same double thickness chains that were her special cross to bear, along with the awkward wooden collar with her steel collar still dangling from it. As first slave, martha wore no chains, but her collar, belt, wristlets and anklets remained in place to remind her of her status. A single link on each piece symbolized the absent chains.

	Kneeling pads had been laid out on the dungeon floor. There was a chair behind martha's desk, which she would sit on sparingly. As soon as the last slave knelt she began with her orientation. Her first task was to warn the slaves, "In a few minutes at least three of the Masters will visit this class. Normally you would prostrate yourself beside your mat and kiss their boots. While in this classroom you are exempt from the kissing, but you will prostrate yourself before them, as a fitting welcome for their inspection. You are not to speak unless a Master asks a direct question. You will respond by thanking him for asking, and then answer directly, if possible with a 'Yes,' or 'No, Master'."

	As she spoke she was watching the new slut. The girl kept her face impassive, seeming to listen to the instructions, but martha could tell from her eyes that she was up to no good. An open rebellion in front of the other slaves and the Masters would undermine her authority. She continued to talk, moving slowly around the room. When she was behind slut she picked up a slim chain that was anchored to a ring on the wall. She slipped the end of the chain over a lock and stepped forward, snapping the lock shut through a ring on the girl's collar before slut even knew something was going on.

	Slut knew instantly that her plan had been foiled. Unwilling to admit to herself that martha was smart enough to suspect a disturbance, she blamed slave marcy, who was the only other person that knew about it. Their altered plan was to disrupt both classes. It had been made in hurried whispers when the two thought they were unobserved. If they both had been in the same class they might have overpowered martha and at least escaped from the classroom. She'd never done it, but slut was confidant that she could hotwire one of the trucks and make their escape from the ranch.

	The curt order startled the other slaves. All of them stared stiffly to the front, as now was not the time to disobey orders. The kneeling slut glared at martha, slowly rising to her feet in a deliberate show of resistance. It would cost her.

	In seconds martha had her wrist cuffs disconnected and reconnected, pulled up snugly in a double hammerlock with her fingers resting against the wooden collar. Too late, slut struggled and tried to swing at martha, but she was too quick for her and had her arms in a helpless position.

	"You bitch!" she shrilled, fighting her bonds. Martha calmly walked to a supply cabinet and came back with a penis gag in one hand and her stun gun in the other. Slut shrank back trying to avoid what was coming, but the chain to her collar stopped her short. Cornered, slut stopped and opened her mouth to curse at martha, who used the opportunity to shove the big gag well back in her mouth. She stepped forward until her face was inches from slut's angry visage. She held her hand in position to use the side to drive the gag further into her mouth. She quietly asked, "Would you like to choke on this for awhile?"

	Since slut could feel the tip a fraction of an inch from her throat and already threatening to trigger her gag reflex, she submitted and shook her head carefully. Martha wrapped the straps around her head, hair and all and buckled and locked the gag into position. Slut's fingers curled and clenched impotently behind her head.

	"Prone!" was the next order. Helplessly slut knelt awkwardly and pitched forward, her big breasts taking most of the punishment of a hard landing.

	"Nose to the floor! Harder!" Martha had unhooked the flogger on her belt and let it drag across slut's back as she pressed her face to the floor. Slut wasn't getting any air around the big penis gag in her mouth and with her nose squashed she was in danger of running out of breath, but martha was keeping a close eye on her for possible problems.

	Martha walked to her desk and pressed a button. A minute later five of the Masters walked into the room. Slave martha went to her knees and greeted them. All of them were looking at slut. Master Jeff nodded. "Good job. You handled that well. She is to be punished and then we'll call the Sheriff and dispose of her."

	Master Bill announced, "Marcy, the other half of this little conspiracy is already locked in the stocks in front of the bunkhouse. She's headed for jail too."

	Slut was devastated. Her escape plot had been stopped cold and now she was headed for a jail cell. She knew marcy well enough to know that she would spill her guts at the first opportunity. To make it worse she wasn't at all sure whether it had already happened.

	Slave martha listened to the Masters with a puzzled expression on her face, then realized that the security system had picked up the two plotting. She guessed correctly that the threat of jail had been resurrected to scare both of them. Her fast action in neutralizing slut had been coincidental but averted a confrontation with the Masters who had been watching the classroom on a monitor in Master Allen's office.

	Master Major raised one foot and placed it on slut's head, forcing her nose a bit flatter. "She's flunked this class, so she gets to sleep in the tiger cage on the front lawn. She and marcy will get a bucket of cold water dumped on them every hour during the night. They ought to be an interesting sight by tomorrow morning when they come back here for some questioning." He lifted his foot but slut was afraid to move, even to allow more air into her starving lungs. Major lifted her head by her hair and let it drop back, allowing her to breath a little more normally. She was sure her nose was broken.

	She was also sure that she was about to be beaten. Her body tensed at any movement near her, as with her head down she was able to see only a few inches on either side of her face. She had recognized martha's flogger when it was dragged across her back, but she already knew that there was a wide variety of whips hanging ready, none of them the kind you would want to meet in a dark alley or even broad daylight.

	It startled her when two of the men lifted her effortlessly and placed her again on the floor, in the open barred cell. One of the men got a block of wood, then bent down and lifted slut's head by the hair and slid the block under her chin, forcing her to look at the classroom. He didn't even bother to warn her not to move, knowing that she was now too scared to deliberately disobey.

	With order restored the men left the classroom and went back upstairs. Martha used the opportunity to impress on the slaves the house rules. Slaves were to enter the dungeon only through the slave door. If by chance they were upstairs, they would have to leave the building and come back in through the slave door. "The stairs are off limits to all slaves, at any time." Slave martha was exempt from that rule and a number of others, but made no mention of her perks.

	Next, she explained the rules for upstairs. "The Master's quarters are off limits to all slaves, unless assigned or requested for duty there." She explained the rules for doors and requiring kneeling at all times in Master's office and in her office.

	She went on to review other rules that some of the slaves were already familiar with, such as always greeting a Master by kissing his boots, using the words 'Master' or 'Mistress' in every instance. "I know it's hard to do," she added, "but unless you are asked a direct question keep your thoughts to yourself."

	"Always ask permission to speak." She glanced pointedly at the silent slut in her cell. "The use of abusive or profane language such as you heard earlier is one of the quickest ways of getting in deep trouble. The lesson you have just learned is a vital one for every slave to remember. You do not call anyone a bitch or a bastard. You may think it, but for a slave, this can have disastrous consequences. Slaves are not allowed to keep secrets. You are not only subject to discipline but Masters have some very effective tools to extract your deepest, darkest secrets."

	"At this point you know only part of the events that occurred here. You heard a Master pronounce sentence. If you haven't already spent some time in the stocks any slave that has can tell you that it is a very efficient, painful and degrading punishment. You are forced to be helplessly available to any male of female for any sexual service they can devise."

	"I want you to think about spending an unspecified amount of time in the stocks... Then I want you to think about how chilly it gets in the springtime in New Mexico at night... Lastly, ponder what a bucket of cold water will do to your composure, every hour on the hour. If you've ever come out of the shower into a cold room you'll get the idea."

	Martha could easily see that her message had hit home. Every slave was totally focused on what she was saying. When she glanced again at slut she could see her eyes were wide open and just plain scared.

	"The tiger pit is even worse. You are much more cramped. The ground is nearly as cold as the air and any breeze will feel like it is coming off the North Pole. The water will make mud that is difficult to get off, requiring a thorough, lengthy cleaning with a hose. Of course the water will be cold as few Masters will waste hot water on a slave who is being punished."

	Turning to a new topic, martha explained the life of a slave. It would be the first of several talks on the subject, preparing the girls for whatever life, and a Master or Mistress might hand them.

	"All of you have accepted slavery as a lifestyle. Some willingly, some grudgingly but all of you are now prisoners of your decision and to be blunt, prisoners of your Master or Mistress. You have signed contracts, with your blood, giving yourself to someone to own you, not as one human marries another 'for better or worse, to love, honor and obey' but as a piece of property that your owner can do literally anything to."

	"Imagine the worse thing that could possibly happen to you. Christeen, what would you fear the most?"

	"To be gang raped, Mistress."

	"Verna?"

	"To... have a man take me up the... ass, Mistress."

	"Theresa?"

	"To show me in the nude to other people and make me have sex with them, Mistress."

	"Rachel?"

	"To have sex, with other people watching, Mistress."

	"As slaves, you will do any of these or a hundred other humiliating, distasteful, embarrassing or disgusting things that your owner will expect you to do willingly and with enthusiasm and vigor. It is important to your future health that you learn to do everything - and I mean EVERYTHING that your Master tells you to do. No questioning, no stalling, no hesitation, no reluctance. Masters expect, and get, instant, unreserved obedience from their slaves."

	"I'll repeat one point to emphasize its importance. Never, ever, under any circumstances question a Master's order or you will regret it bitterly and at length.

	"A few of you are natural slaves, born with a submissive streak that only abject slavery will satisfy. The rest of you have a major project ahead - learning to think as an object, rather than as a woman. That's very blunt, but it is only a foretaste of how you will be treated as a slave."

	"Class dismissed."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 16: Slave martha Is Humiliated

	Slave martha walked up the stairs to her office, proud of this minor but all important perk - the right to tread where other slaves were forbidden - that went with her title as first slave. She also was proud that she had caught slut before she could do any damage or try to escape.  She let it shape her face one step too far. Master Allen spotted the look of pride as he glanced up from the work on his desk as she turned to go into her office.

	He called to her and she came back quickly and knelt in front of his desk. He didn't let on that he had seen anything. He did say that he wanted her to plan for a night in his bedroom, reeling off a string of his favorite tools that were to be close at hand. He also specified that she bring her leather helmet, also one of his favorites, closing by saying, " Put your helmet on, and then use your restraints to place yourself in a position I will enjoy."

	While she made a trip to the dungeon Allen made a quick phone call. Martha came back up the stairs, her arms full and disappeared into the Master's apartment. Allen closed the door into the hall just as there was a knock on the door. One of the new security guards was tightly gripping the chains of two of the slaves, ramona and steffanie. Ramona was carrying the yoke that the farrier had made. Allen motioned to ramona to put one end of the heavy metal restraint on the floor as the two knelt in front of the desk. He thanked the guard and sent him on his way.

	He turned to the big monitor and tapped a couple of keys on the computer. The picture cleared and all three could see slave martha kneeling on Master Allen's bed, her head down. More finger tabs gave them a side view, which revealed that for the first time she had a ring through the recently installed grommet in her septum. The ring in turn held a tiny chain that was fixed to the footboard of the bed. Her arms were pulled behind her and locked in fleece cuffs.

	He glanced again, to double check that she was sightless beneath the thin tight leather of the helmet. Then he gave the two slaves their instructions. "You are not to speak and not to make any sound that could identify you. You are to start out by locking her in this yoke. You will have to turn her over to do it."

	"Make sure that her nose chain is always tight, but not taut. You may touch her anywhere, caress her, pinch her nipples or her clit, which will drive her nuts trying to figure out who you are. I will protect your identity and I will make sure that she doesn't try to get back at you for whatever you do to her. You will ignore any order she tries to give you and you are to obey only my orders or direction. This is intended to humiliate her, not hurt or harm her, so keep that in mind. I don't want to have to put you two in the big box out in the driveway."

	"Yes, Master," they responded in unison. Rising, they carried the heavy yoke between them and followed Master Allen into the bedroom. Martha heard Allen's boots on the floor, but the two slaves came on silent, bare feet. They both stopped beside the half of the oversized king bed where martha was lying. Master reached to the nose chain and disconnected it from the bed. He grasped martha by the shoulders and turned her to face the head of the bed, lifting her to a sitting position.

	The two slaves laid the yoke across the bed, raised up on a pillow. Ramona held the collar open as Allen unlocked her cuffs and laid her backwards into the collar. The lack of support allowed her head to tilt backward and in a second the nose chain was tight to the footboard again. Allen locked one wrist to the yoke and then leaned across her but steffanie was already finishing that part of her bondage.

	She had to climb on the bed to reach it, at the same time giving martha an inkling that something unusual was going on, as she felt the slight sag of the bed. "But," her mind raced, "He was on THIS side of the bed a moment ago." The crazy idea that someone else was in the room was immediately discarded. But...

	"Master?" Her question quavered and nearly cracked.

	"Yes, slave?"

	"Master, is there someone else here? "OHH MY HOLY SHIT!!!!"

	Master had motioned to the two girls poised at her sides and nodded. Four small feminine hands had descended, touched her on both sides of her rampant breasts and then pulled away sharply on cue.

	Their hands were replaced by the callused hands of a rancher. "I watched your class today and it reminded me that you never finished your punishment for trying to dominate the staff. I figured, what better way to teach you humility than to spend the night with two of your students, two slaves, not only watching what happens to you but actively participating in putting you through a night of embarrassment and humiliation."

	"Master?" Her voice again almost cracked with the plea.

	"For the rest of the night you will not speak, except to answer a question with 'Yes, Master' or 'No, Master'. Understood?"

	"Yes, Master." The three took note that martha's face was red as an apple. Obviously his message was getting through.

	"You have earned your first stroke of the cane by failing to greet me properly when I entered the room. Raise your legs."

	Martha lifted her legs from the bed, spread wide in open invitation.

	"Higher." The female hands grasped her ankles and helped raise and spread them. The whippy cane sliced low and fast into the two exposed cheeks. Martha was impressed enough to emit a low gurgling shriek. The whiteness turned to red, a streak across it marking the trail that others undoubtedly would follow.

	Now that he had her rapt attention (another pun she would not appreciate) he added some new rules. "You will not try in any way to learn the identity of my lovely assistants. They in turn are charged with fully informing each of the other slaves and of course the staff, exactly what went on in this bedroom tonight. I want all of them to know that the mantle of authority you wear is there only at my order, and I can change my mind at any time. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Master."

	Steffanie had found a pulley among the toys. She hooked it to the bed, ran martha's nose chain through it and brought it out to the slave's right hand which was clenched in a tight fist. She slapped the knuckles with a ruler. Martha opened her hand. Steffanie laid the chain across it and moved her fingers closed by prodding them with the ruler. Master directed, "Keep it tight at all times. If I see it slack it's going to hurt, big time."

	Very delicately martha moved her hand until the chain was nearly flat between her hand and the pulley. She fully understood the different pain levels of tight and taut. If the two

	untrained slaves didn't realize how much a nose ring could hurt it would become a very long night. Her only hope was that Master would keep them from deliberately abusing her ultra-tender septum.

	Through the leather over her ears she heard faint sounds she could identify as those of a mouth on a cock. Her humiliation went up another notch and to her horror she recognized an overpowering jealousy. That should have been HER mouth on Master's cock, HER hands caressing and arousing his body!

	She caught herself wondering - and visualizing - what else was going on that she couldn't hear. She cursed the helmet, even as she recognized the total loss of power that was to be her fate. She saw herself in front of a class in the dungeon, every face grinning at her, every mind knowing every titillating detail of her humbling.

	The ruler prodded under her thigh. She raised her legs, felt her ankles gripped, pulling her higher, wider. The bed moved. Something hard pressed against the entrance to her vagina, slid into the moistness. Balls pressing against her inner thighs. Elated, she translated the sensations - Master was fucking her!

	Too late she remembered. Master ordered, "Slave fuck!"

	She flushed crimson at the crudity, a strange reaction for an experienced slave, even as her body exploded upward to meet his slow strokes in and out of her. Flesh slapped flesh, loud in the quiet room, as she met each thrust. The violent movement was raising hell with her nose chain but she had no time to worry about that as she strived to fulfill her Master's order. 

	From long experience she could tell when he was about to climax. Suddenly her vagina was empty. There was movement on the bed again. Sounds near her head. Slurping. Mouth sliding up and down, stifled grunts. Master's loud groan a he came.

	Feminine lips touched hers. She almost automatically turned her head away. A hand tugged her nose chain. Reluctantly she turned her head back. Lips touched again, pressing. A tight seal. Open. A demanding tongue. Open. The full load of his orgasm, mixed with female saliva sliding down into her mouth. The order, "Don't swallow."

	She visualized herself as a wastebasket, fit only to hold discarded junk. Instinctively she knew that with her head slanted backward she would be unable to stop the inevitable slide down her throat. Her saliva would dilute the white strings in a steady trickle. Master would punish her with the cane for disobeying his order. Already she recognized her faults and craved punishment. It would come, but only when Master decided. All her power was gone.

	Of course, Master was enjoying her discomfort fully. He was fascinated by the two green slaves who seemed to be taking to domination with ease. Steffanie had some experience as a slave, but Ramona's experience was limited to what her boyfriend had taught her, as a bottom to his top. She hung back slightly, but she seemed to be learning, both from steffanie and from Master with every breath.

	Ramona became the cleanup crew. Steffanie took on the role of teacher, pointing to dabs of juice that mustn't be overlooked, and pointing to his ball sack. Master was half hard by the time she got through. He raised a finger and pointed it between martha's legs, pointing again to emphasize her clit.

	She felt the insistent ruler pressing her thigh. Automatically she raised and spread her legs. She thought of herself as a robot. Signal. Operate. Signal. Do it. Even as she lifted her butt slightly off the bed she wondered if it would be the cane for some, as yet unrecognized fault, or something else.

	It was something else.

	She half dreaded, half expected, half resisted, but she had no choice. Lesbian fantasies flooded her conscious mind as two, count them, two girlish tongues lapped and sucked at her opening as two small heads shoved her thighs even wider. Tiny mouths nibbled at her sensitive labia, teeth nipping in a concert of little shooting pains that drove her up the wall. Dimly she heard an order from her Master, "Jerk." She had forgotten, as Master knew she would. His mouth was open to repeat the command when she jerked smartly on the chain buried in her fist.

	The pain. Her brain discarded all sensation except pain. Her nose flared in a nova of pain. It became a holy grail, a purpose. It would make her come. But she couldn't. Her Master's order was clear. A slave does not have an orgasm without specific permission. She had to ask permission. Asking anything meant punishment - the cane. Was it worth it? To come, and then be  caned?

	The answer came as circuits to her spasming vagina were restored just in time to recognize a curling swipe of a probing tongue on her clit. The decision was not hard at all.

	"Master, a slave begs permission to come."

	There was silence. The twin tongues stopped in mid stroke. Master looked at the two slaves and raised an eyebrow in question. As one they shook their heads. Master couldn't help grinning at them.

	From out of the blackness of her helmet, that she now thought of as her punishment helmet, came Master's voice, "Permission denied for thirty minutes. You will kindly inform us of any impending orgasm and will be suitably punished for violating my orders."

	He looked at the two grinning slaves. "Slaves, I believe you were doing something? Let us continue." Two already experienced tongues picked up where they left off, without missing a stroke.

	Master moved until he was kneeling on both sides of martha. He bent down and took one of her turgid nipples in his mouth, sucking it, then nipping it carefully with his teeth until her already rapid breathing started to get erratic. He moved forward on her chest, his erect tool aimed for her raised chin. With both hands he clasped her breast flesh and squeezed it into a soft tunnel clutching him. Martha was sweating lightly but not enough to lubricate, so he opened the tunnel and spit. Closing the gap he started to slide in and out of this artificial vagina he had created from her own body parts. The reaction was much the same as if he had been between her legs. She begged.

	"Master, a slave is about to come. Please, Master?

	Without prompting the tongues turned into hands assisting martha in raising and spreading her legs. Master could very well have solved the leg location problem with some rope to one of the many hitching points on the wall and ceiling. However, Master rightly felt that making her position herself each time added one more bit to her humiliation. He could only guess how embarrassed she was by being handled and aroused by the two female slaves who seemed to be permanently on post between her now raised and wide spread legs.

	They got out of the way as the cane did its duty with perfection, but were immediately back in action before her legs dropped back on the bed. Martha realized in some back corner of her mind that the pain of the cane and the pain in her nose were actually adding to her arousal. She would never admit it, but there were the makings of an exquisite pain slut in that well built body.

	The next interruption came seconds before martha would have had to declare another orgasm emergency. Master leaned over martha and said, "Open." She opened her mouth, long since empty. "One stroke for disobedience. Swallowing without permission." The cane got another notch.

	At the end of the thirty minute period, Master offered his suffering slave a choice. "If you come now, you will not come again for the rest of the night, with double penalties. If you wait for an hour, you can have as many orgasms as you wish."

	If he had been compassionate, he would have phrased the question so that it could be answered with a yes or no, but compassion was not on the schedule. She suffered another caning when she selected the hour. Master continued her need to report impending orgasms.

	With her timing established, Master decided to give her a different problem to face. Addressing the room he commented, "I think we can make this slave come just by playing with her breasts. Why don't you two see if you can't refresh her memory of what an orgasm feels like by mauling those big bouncy breasts? I would think that some special treatment for those overgrown nipples would be in order too."

	The two girl slaves didn't need a second invitation. Faces still wet with martha's juices, they attacked like twin attack aircraft zooming in for the kill. While hands squeezed and pressed and twisted, teeth and lips blitzed the hapless nipples and had martha screaming in bursts of sound that were limited only by what little air she could squeeze in between yells.

	The power of suggestion is a wonderful thing that can move mountains. In martha's case it threatened to wreck every internal control. Panting, she gasped out, "Mmmaster... A slave is about to come. Please, Master."

	The mauling stopped. Bodies shifted. The expected order came, "Permission denied. One stroke for disobedience."

	The legs went up. The cane came down.

	Master tapped ramona on the shoulder. She turned to him and he motioned to her crotch and then to martha's face. Steffanie was assigned to finish his long delayed orgasm. There was another, short delay.

	ramona had never done several of the acts before. Getting a muff dive on her vagina was also a first. For a few seconds she was unsure whether she could go through with it, but once she had settled over martha's mouth she gained confidence.

	However, martha had her own ideas about what she would or wouldn't do and getting her tongue anywhere near another female - or certain parts of a female was about at the top of her would NOT do list. At the moment her options were nil. She turned her head as far as she could, only to have the edge of that infernal ruler slice up into her armpit. She squawked and turned her face upward. A light tug on her nose chain unleashed a frantic tongue that was also a virgin in the realm of girl-girl sex. She learned, just as quickly as ramona did. Once started, both enjoyed it.

	Martha did so well she was invited to an encore with steffanie. Once she had gotten both girls off she was near exhaustion. She wondered idly what had happened to Master's sperm. The last thing she remembered was his steel-hard cock sliding between her breasts. He hadn't come back then. Her question was answered when steffanie slid up her body and kissed her, Martha could smell Master on her face even before she opened her mouth. She was surprised when ramona bent over her and kissed her, sucking most of the juices into her own mouth for another first.

	-0-

	It was still dark when the two slaves were sent to their trailers. The sun was shining through the window when martha awoke, still helplessly locked in the yoke. Master was already up. In more ways than one.

	She was still moist. He slid into her with ease and after Master nodded permission she greeted the new day with a gut wrenching orgasm that drained her completely, as he matched her stroke for stroke.

	She would teach her classes for several days while standing up. The knowing grins lasted most of that time.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 17: Crime and Punishment

	Arlo Danse, the farrier, suddenly became the man of the hour following on the heels of the escape plot by marcy and slut.  The decision was made to publicly punish them in as many different and humiliating ways as could be found. Danse agreed to make some new and different restraints that the Masters hoped would be as effective as ramona’s yoke.

	It got that name even though she had never worn it for more than a few minutes in private and the ex-bank teller Beth had made its public debut. The redhead really had the temper that is often the unfair burden that redheads are accused of, and it came near the boiling point almost as soon as her training started. This was the last problem slave martha wanted on top of getting the other slaves under control.

	The knowing looks, the sly grins were dealt with summarily, but the punishments of necessity were light because she was being watched closely by the Masters to ensure that she didn’t try to find out who her mysterious Mistresses had been. Despite her expertise in sizing up people she was at a total loss as to who they were.

	The fact that neither had spoken a word in her nearly disabled hearing range and the few sounds they made were filtered by the  leather left her helpless; one further embarrassment to add to the totally humiliating night. Master Allen never mentioned it and she didn’t dare broach the subject and possibly set off a further round of punishment. She had only to walk to the window and see marcy and slut’s plight to feel her position threatened.

	What martha didn’t know, and wouldn’t find out for some time was that everyone on the ranch, with the notable exception of beth, marcie, slut and martha, had heard the very arousing details of exactly what was done to martha and why. Several days after that four-way tryst a video recording was screened for the crew and the slaves that covered everything that had occurred in Master Allen’s bedroom that night. Again the four were excluded.

	Gunther, one of the security guards once worked as a film editor. He did a professional job of editing out any sequence where either one or both girls could be identified, taking out any sounds they made at the same time. A couple of key sections where the action would be lost, he fixed by blurring the girl’s faces. A second version was edited, with Master Allen’s face blurred as well. Identifying martha was not a problem as the leather punishment helmet covered most of her face.

	Master Bill made a couple of phone calls and traded some messages on the Internet and announced that one of the porn sites on the Internet had agreed to pay $5,000 for the second tape and exclusive rights to air it. He chuckled. "They took one look and asked if we had any more."

	Several days later he reported that the web site manager had contacted him, saying that copies of the tape were being downloaded so frequently that their system was threatening to jam. He repeated and stressed their interest in any new tapes.

	Bill and the other Masters discussed the possibility. As Master Major put it, "We’ve got the location and the talent and stars who will work for nothing. How can you beat a deal like that?" The key argument was over whether to script the films or just film what came naturally. The upshot of the discussion was the decision to look into just what would be involved in doing more films. From their point of view it sounded like a profitable addition to their slave training school.

	Marcy and slut spent their nights in the dungeon, their days in the yard and their evenings on their backs in the recreation room that once was the bunkhouse. For two lesbians this was undoubtedly the worst part of their punishment, since all of the men could demand to be serviced at any time when they weren’t working.

	The two had their personal guards, to keep them from trying another escape attempt and to keep them apart to prevent them from conspiring to do anything they were not allowed to do.

	The two guards had unlimited power over their two charges. The slaves had to beg permission to do anything other than breathe and woe betide the girl who coughed or sneezed without permission. Being men, the guards of course had service rights over the slaves, but like the other men they had to wait until they were off duty. However blow jobs were allowed at any time when they didn’t interfere with other duties. The two girls were still on a quota system, so the guards got more than their fair share of propositions.

	Their two guards became the principal funnel through which the blanket punishment filtered. Master Allen’s order to complain and find fault with the two was enthusiastically taken up and enforced. Day after day they were charged with at least one major and several minor violations, so it was not at all unusual for them to have three or four days of special punishments backed up, waiting to be served.

	The two slaves were, like the other slaves, kept in chains. There the similarity ended. Their chains wer heavier and much less forgiving. Before moving out of the dungeon at dawn their sleeping chains -- leg irons and handcuffs behind the back -- and the chains, locked to the wall and their collars, were removed. They were replaced with double strength transportation chains.

	These featured chains linking their collars to their wrists, which in turn were locked to a belly chain, and chains down to the ankles that were several inches too short. This ensured that the chainee would walk either like a bow-legged ape, or with their knees sharply bent. They had started out with a 12-inch chain between their ankle shackles, but repeated rule violations and complaints had shrunk them to a mere two inches. Watching them inch across the yard was an exercise in planned frustration.

	Neither one dared to complain. Any time they were together, which was extremely rare, they were fitted with punishment helmets and gags. They had tried to communicate between their cells in the dungeon, but a sensitive microphone picked up their whispers and set off an alarm which brought a very irate Master Allen out of his living room armchair and down the stairs to deal with the problem. They were gagged and chained to the bars of their cells, spending the rest of the night mute and standing upright. They would spend the next day suffering some new cruel and unusual punishment ordered by Master Allen. They did not attempt to talk again, especially after marcy was caught making a face at slut.

	Master Allen had learned a lesson from slave petra’s escape fiasco. One part of it had paid off with catching another escape attempt before it even started. He also had taken petra’s complaint of boredom to heart. He made very sure that as much as possible marcy and slut would never lack for something to do, or some goal to meet.

	The most visible part of his planning was using the two slaves as models for the new restraints that were coming out of the carpenter shop and blacksmith shop. Both shops were in full production. As a result the ‘twins’ as they were often referred to, rarely wore the same restraints two days in a row.

	One morning it would be their transport chains, now frequently embellished with add-ons. These might be chains (usually useless) connecting or encircling body parts that were already helplessly linked together. Their principal purpose was to add weight and discomfort. There were always the basic hindrances that did have the single minded purpose of seriously limiting the ability to walk, which left running as an impossible dream.

	One of the first items were a pair of the dreaded "T-Bars." They were very simple in design. The T was pulled over the feet and legs and pulled up until the collar was locked around the neck. A pair of handcuffs behind the back made the victim helpless. A well placed flogger could persuade even the most helpless to move, even walk, or a parody of a walk. Pain is a marvelous incentive.

	Next it might be a throwback to slave petra’s chain day when she dragged lengths of chain locked to her ankles. The following day their wrists and ankles were locked together, leaving them bent over sharply as they hobbled about. Slut was wearing her wooden collar with the steel collar still dangling open, hanging from the front of the wood. Marcy got the next wooden collar out of the shop and her steel collar was dangled just like slut’s.

	The first of Danse’s steel creations began arriving at the dungeon and the two reluctant models were outfitted anew.

	Danse had used one basic design and made three different restraints. Each one had an adjustable spreader bar bolted around the ankles. One extended only to the waist where a steel belt anchored the top of the inverted T. The second model extended upward to a second and third belt that bracketed the breasts and the third model went further up the back and ended in a locking collar.

	Nobody bothered to ask the girls about their reaction to the three models of course, but if they had the rarely given chance to speak they probably would have described trying to move in them as ‘nearly impossible,’ ‘impossible’ and ‘don’t be ridiculous!’ However, they walked, their guards encouraging them with stinging willow switches.

	As soon as a pair of yokes had been produced, their use was added to the lengthy and rapidly growing group of restraints. A typical day would find the twins bolted into the yokes with heavy hooks hanging from the ends of the yoke, just out of reach of their hands.

	They would be taken to opposite ends of the compound where buckets of dirt waited. They had to move the yoke just right in order to snag the handle. The second one was worse because the swinging bucket at the other end gave the yoke a life of its own. Once loaded the slave was sent to the far side, meeting her sister slave near the halfway point. The girls would then spend the day moving dirt in endless circles that had no other practical purpose, other than punishing and humiliating them.

	The men would make a point of ‘meeting’ the slaves. Since they were forbidden to put their pails on the ground, they could not properly greet each Master or slave. To punish such violations, the slaves were required to carry one or more of the switches attached to a hook on their collar. They had to bow, careful not to go deep enough to touch the ground, and beg the offended party to use the switch on them. Being switched by one of the other slaves hurt the most -- if you counted in hurt pride.

	Hot or cold, wet or dry, the two slaves suffered in silence. The guards had nice air-conditioned guard shacks with a picture window to keep the slaves in view at all times. On the hottest days the girls were given sunscreen, but never were allowed to seek shade. Either gagged or under a gag order, they had no way to beg for water without incurring a switching in payment.

	Danse’s next project were two models of a device known in some circles as a ‘spider.’ one was intended for inside, the other outside. The inside model had a spine of strap iron, with riveted legs, some of which reached the ground. The center leg went down to become a collar and those on each side went down to an L-shaped piece that had a locking strap just below the elbow and ended in a locking wrist iron. Two rear legs spread wide and went down to another L-shaped piece with a strap below the knee and an ankle iron. Along the spine were straps to pin the girl’s body to the spine. The result was a human body firmly attached to unyielding iron, held on all fours and inviting to all comers.

	The outside version was similar, but with several notable differences. The arm and leg restraints were jointed so that they could move, allowing the inmate to crawl, dragging the 40-pound framework with her. This version was renamed the ‘scorpion,’ because of the tail which made a large spring mounted loop before returning to wriggle and jostle at the vaginal entrance, threatening to enter with every movement. Incarceration in either version meant being helplessly exposed to view or touch, or worse.

	Punishment had been promised for trying to talk to each other when they first were placed in cells in the dungeon. However it had been postponed until certain low-priority restraints came out of the shop.  personally delivered them. Master Allen had  set them up right next to the path the two followed carrying their buckets of dirt. A single glance was enough to explain their purpose. They looked too simple, worrying both girls. They had to wait until the next morning to find out what was going to happen.

	Just before dawn they were brought from their cells and chained and gagged, just like any other day. ‘Dressed’ they were slow marched to where the two metal restraints were waiting. By the time they walked across the yard the sun was coming up and a crowd began to gather.

	They were ‘undressed,’ leaving a pile of chain on the ground. They stood, nude, heads bowed as Master Allen read the charge and pronounced sentence. "You are to be locked into these A-frames and taken to your place of punishment to spend the day. You will not be gagged so that we may enjoy your appreciation of this new hardware. However, there will be a microphone between you and one word from either of you will mean we’ll repeat this day tomorrow."

	Willing hands placed the girls in their respective frames which consisted of two steel rods joined at the top, with a third rod at the back to keep the frame from falling backward. On each upright were straps for the ankle and just below the knee. Two more straps near the top held the upraised elbows and wrists. This left each girl sitting on the dirt, leaning back slightly, and powerless to change position.

	Master Allen nodded and two men picked up each A-frame and walked toward the barn. Both girls frantically tried to recall anything in the barn that might be used to punish them. Both thought of the many chains that still hung there, but they remained puzzled.

	They were even more puzzled when they were carried past the barn door, along the side of the barn. Marcy suddenly had a premonition and opened her mouth to beg. Master Allen was watching her closely and cut her off, "Not one word from either of you or we do this again tomorrow." The sinking feeling in slut’s stomach turned into a leaden ball as she too realized what was going to happen. Both girls were going through agonies, picturing their open slits touching the ground right on top of the ant hills. Only the dire threat of a second day kept them from screaming for mercy.

	Master Allen was strict and a practicing sadist, but he was smart enough to know that disturbing the fire ant’s nests would result in hundreds of bites that could cause problems. Although he had staked out the two Ralphs on the ant hills, he had no intention of repeating that level of punishment. He didn’t need to, because the two slaves were punishing themselves, more in a few seconds than he could inflict in a full day.

	The girls would have been surprised to know that Master Allen had spent almost two hours scouting the nests. He had designated two spots, about 15 feet from the nests where the slaves would average about a bite every ten minutes. Marcy started sobbing with relief when her frame was planted away from the ant hill. She was facing the hill and could see every ant that moved in and out. The second frame was put down and slut went through the same tide of relief. Wired up nerves did their trick. Both immediately imagined they could feel ants crawling inside them, stiffening as they awaited the first bite on their super tender flesh.

	"We’ll all enjoy hearing you scream and yell, but not one word. You will get water to drink at noon." He turned and led the group back to the compound. The two slaves resolved that no amount of torture would drag one single word from their mouths. The Master had warned of a second day. What he didn’t say was what scared them silly. How close would he move their A-frames on a second day?

	They waited for the first bite. A man with a video camera continued to take pictures.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 18: Another Disrupted Class

	Several of those who were in hearing range of the occasional shrieks that announced another bite on tender female flesh seemed to feel that the two slaves were getting off easy. That assessment differed greatly from the viewpoint of the two helpless victims of the fire ant assault. They had discovered to their horror that the first bites were causing them to lubricate and their juices had a magnetic effect on any ant in range. They still considered themselves as being treated unfairly. Their ordeal ended at sunset but the memory of insects crawling on and in their bodies was the stuff that nightmares feed on.

	The video of their experience was quite popular with the crew and was rewound and repeated frequently for several days. Master Bill sold the tape to the porn network where it triggered an interesting reaction.  He brought it up as several of the partners, who now included both the carpenter and the farrier as they got together for their morning coffee in the new and bigger dining room.

	"I had an interesting chat with the network marketing person yesterday evening," Bill said, "seems those ‘A-frames’ that Arlo made for the girls have drawn a solid dozen requests to buy them. It looks like, if Arlo can make them, the network will sell them in their store."

	Arlo looked surprised. He thought about it for several seconds, rubbing his chin absently. He cleared his throat. "I can make them, but won’t that interfere with my work for the ranch?"

	"It would," said Bill, " but I think the best way to handle this would be to make this a ranch project, pay you for your work and then have the ranch sell them. That way we will be taking all your output, and the ranch will have priority for our needs here. For that matter,"  he turned to Roger, "we can do the same thing with the carpenter shop and the things you are putting out."

	Roger nodded. "I’d been thinking about asking you if we could do that. From what you are telling us there’s a substantial market out there." Bill nodded in agreement. "I’ve been doing some surfing on the Net and a lot of the stuff that is out there is seriously overpriced. I think we could knock at least a third off what they are charging and still give the company a profit. I’ll get back with the network and see what we can work out."

	-0-

	As slave martha was working at her desk, Master Allen came through the door. She heard him coming and was on her knees beside her chair when he came in. He got right to the point.

	"I’ve been watching some piss-poor cock gobbling from those two and from what I hear some of the other slaves aren’t too sharp on the finer points. I think your next class needs to cover some of the basics and then get into some of the tricks in pleasing a man. Before they get out of here I want every one of them to be able to take any size and any length on down their throats and enjoy doing it. It would be a good idea to give them some supervised practice on some of the different size tools that are available."

	She added a suggestion. "Yes, Master. They can start practicing on some of the dildos that are here, too."

	"OK, get whatever and whomever you need together. Right now, I want to see if you’re qualified to teach the class. Open wide!"

	-0-

	The first class --verna, christeen, rachel and theresa -- were assembled and kneeling in place several minutes before the scheduled 7 p.m. time. The fifth member -- slut -- been waiting all day in her special spot. She was kneeling in a custom built cage that Arlo, the farrier, had made especially for her. The bars formed a rectangular base, with diagonals running upward along her sloped back to her neck. The narrow neck opening sloped down a few inches in front as well, allowing her to move her head and neck forward and backward, but limiting side to side movement.

	Her enforced position didn’t mean that she had been idle, merely suffering the soreness of overused knees ill suited to supporting their owner’s weight. A larger than average dildo with simulated balls was hung from a rod over her head and presented to her unwilling lips. One of the security guards had used his electric prod twice to arouse her interest in constant, feverish activity with her tongue and lips, from the moment her cage was locked. Even as her classmates gathered she continued to practice, spurred by the promise that the third application of the prod would be for a full 30 seconds.

	The class started right on time as four other men joined slut’s trainer. Slave martha explained the blow job topic right from the start by asking the five men to remove their pants. Three were circumcised. Of the five, one was still flaccid, two were half-hard and the other two were fully engorged, aiming proudly upward. She pointed out the differences to the five slaves and explained some of the different things that they could occur.

	"You frequently will have no idea what you need to do to get your Master fully erect. He may not have had sex for a week or he may have just masturbated or screwed another slave. Your task will be to take whatever he hands you and give it 100 percent enthusiasm. He no doubt will give you instructions."

	"Some masters will give you verbal commands. Some will gesture. Some will grab you leash or your collar. Some Masters like to take your ears in both hands, or some will use your hair or hold your head to set the pace. When your mouth is full of cock is one of the few times that you don’t respond with your usual ‘Yes, Master.’ You obey the order, instantly showing you recognize the order and are obeying."

	"Don’t just jam your Master into your mouth. Kiss the head before you do anything else, enjoying the taste of the lubrication that will be coming out. Use your tongue. Use your lips. Use your imagination and above all remember exactly what moves your Master enjoys most, as he will want them repeated every time you suck him. Don’t forget his balls and sac. You may be expected to kiss them, lick them or take them in turn into your mouth. Remember too that although they call it a blow job, you will be sucking instead of blowing to ensure the most pleasure for your Master and to ensure that you get every last drop of his seed."

	"Any slave worth her salt will eagerly swallow every drop. I’m still going to remind you of your duty, because some Masters will seriously hurt you if you disrespect their juice. All Masters expect you to swallow, but again you must be prepared for any special orders or instructions."

	"Now, I want all five of you to take your dildoes and demonstrate how you would treat your Master’s cock if you are ordered to give him a blow job."

	Each of the five slaves started kissing and licking the artificial cocks. Even slut demonstrated the skill she had learned in her day-long ordeal. Martha walked about, offering a suggestion or criticizing an awkward or poor performance. She paid special attention to slut, but was unable to find fault.

	As she walked, she talked. "Swallowing isn’t the end of the job, which is a very important point. Most Masters expect you to clean up after yourself. That means capturing any spillage and using your tongue to clean up Master’s cock and balls. If -- Heaven forbid -- any drops on the bed, or a rug or the floor, you’d better be down there working on it long before Master tells you to. They hate that so it’s a major hurdle to avoid."

	"Some Masters like to pull out and spurt all over your face. You smile. You hold still. You stick out your tongue for any that might fall into your mouth. You don’t frown or pull away or turn your head. Sooner or later he may decide to shoot it up your nose. In that case you breathe very, very carefully as neither he nor you want that in your lungs. At all costs avoid blowing it like snot out of your nose, or coughing it up as you will have to retrieve it with your tongue."

	She continued, "As you can see, giving a blow job is an art. A slave cannot, and will not be allowed to give a ‘good’ suck. If you value your hide, it MUST be an excellent job. It MUST be superb, the first time and every time. We will be repeating this class several times before you become qualified slaves. Before you leave the ranch you will have blown every Master and your training will continue if even one Master is not satisfied with your skills."

	Finally satisfied she walked back to stand in front of the class. "Now we’re going to try the real thing and transfer your skill with plastic to human flesh. Stan, will you start with slut and have her show how she will do..."

	Not unexpectedly, the lesbian slut began to fuss, shaking her cage and turning her head away. Sounding like a grade B movie she cursed, "Damn you, get that fucking thing out of my face or I’ll bite it off at the roots."

	She got the whole sentence out before Stan stepped back, shoved his prod into her right nipple and gave her 30 seconds of pure hell. She screamed every iota of air out of her lungs, choking as her cry died away into silence. She gagged, finally opening her airway and sucking her lungs full. The prod struck again, the instant the second scream started, with exactly the same effect. Slut however, weakened by the first shock, shut down, her bellow cut off like a door closing. She slumped against the inside of the cage, her eyes open, staring, but glazed, breathing hard.

	Upstairs, Master Bill watched his sister being punished, on the big monitor. He nodded in triumph and grinned at Master Allen. "Boy, did she deserve that!" Master Arlo laughed. "That and a lot more."

	A dental gag was produced and installed, nearly unhinging her lower jaw. Closing her mouth to bite was no longer an option. Stan presented his now rampant cock, with the business end of the prod right beside it. There was no reaction from slut, not even a groan of protest. Her tongue moved, whether a silent plea or a silent invitation immaterial. He slid the head into her gaping maw, half nervous that the gag might not prevent her from biting. He felt her tongue stir. She licked, slowly, tentatively.

	He backed out. Her tongue followed, across the gag, reaching. It curled back and forth laving the purple head, showing the watchers that she was now following orders.

	For Stan the feeling was exquisite. Knowing that every movement of that tongue was forced upon her by his mastery of her, the exact opposite of her sexual preference, gave him a rarely experienced thrill.

	He pushed forward, surprised when she moved forward as well. He could feel the thick head pushing into the back of her throat. He bent forward above her, to give her throat a better angle. He could feel his cock inching deeper, but slut was running out of air. He pulled out far enough for her to breathe and shut her throat again, and again. She swallowed and another half inch of cock disappeared through the gag and down her throat. She swallowed again and he came, sending white gobs down her throat in several spurts that drained him dry and cost her her life-giving air.

	As he pulled out she groaned deeply as she filled her air-starved lungs. He waved the prod in front of her watering eyes. "If I remove the gag will you clean me up?" She eyed the prod and his still hard tool and nodded. At once she bent forward and cleaned his balls and then his cock.

	Following right up, martha asked, "All right, class, what did you learn from what you just saw? Verna?"

	She couldn’t resist. "Mistress, anyone can suck cock at the end of a prod."

	"Anything else?"

	"Yes, Mistress. We have to be ready to preform even when we are restrained or hindered."

	"Christeen?"

	"Mistress, He was long enough to go down her throat. How did she keep from gagging?"

	Stan spoke up. "She spent several hours learning to control her gag reflex, using a long dildo. You have to know how to do that or you’ll spoil the whole process. It’s just like sword swallowing. You get the mouth and neck lined up and down it goes."

	"That’s very true. Theresa, what did you see"

	"Mistress, didn’t she swallow when he was in her throat?"

	"Actually she swallowed twice. The first time opened her thoat so he could go in farther and the second time the swallow caressed the head of his cock, just like squeezing it in your hand. I’m told that the feeling for the man is exquisite."

	"How can she breathe with that monster in her throat?" Rachel asked. Everyone laughed.

	"You can’t breathe, to be blunt. You have to have complete and utter trust in your Master, knowing that his pleasure comes first. It’s one more reminder that your very life depends on your Master. I’m sure you noticed that Master Stan pulled out far enough to let her breathe several times. Asphyxiation play is a popular bondage discipline, so controlling a slave’s air supply is, as I said, one more reminder. Sooner or later, you may find yourself in a position where you have to beg to be allowed to breathe. Be ready for it, because it will scare the piss out of you. It’s definitely one of those things they warn you not to do at home."

	"There are things you can do. If your hands are free you will be expected to use them to rub and caress the Master’s cock. If you are faced with a cock that is too long for you, measure what you can take and clasp one hand around him, so that you can slide down at full speed until your hand stops you. You can use the other hand to masturbate him while you are sucking or licking the head. Oh, and this is one time you can spit on your Master without getting beheaded or something worse. Spit is the usually  accepted lubricant when you are massaging a Master’s cock. He may suggest something else, so be careful."

	"Now, time is running out, so I want you four to pair up with the four Masters and give them the best blow job they’ve ever had. They, and I will be watching you, so keep your mind on your work and your ears open. I see the Masters are all ready, which will save you having to get them up."

	In seconds all that could be heard was the loud slurping of four slave mouths. Loudly, martha ordered, "Do not swallow. Hold it in your mouth for further orders."

	The two experienced slaves, theresa and christeen, despite being lesbians, did quite well. Verna seemed to have been home schooled as she was doing very well for a novice slave. Rachel had learned a lot from Jacob so they were all pleasing both the Masters they were blowing and their teacher.

	All four Masters came in a period of less than a minute. Four slave mouths full to overflowing waited, as the slaves wondered, but not for long. "Steve, make sure your slave has her head back as far as it will go and her mouth wide open. Slaves, deposit what you have in your mouths in her mouth. This is her punishment for disrupting the class."

	Leaning her head back, slut clamped her jaw shut. Steve slid the prod under her chin and pressed it against her throat. She got the message and opened wide, very wide.

	She was kissed four times. Wet slobbery kisses that filled her mouth with jism.

	"Gargle!"

	The sounds coming from her were inhuman as she tried to gargle with the thick stringy white liquid that was sliding down her sore throat.

	"Swallow!"

	She gulped, almost choking again.

	"Class dismissed."

	Master Arlo came down the stairs and walked over to Martha, congratulating her on her handling of the class. He told her, "I’m going to take charge of your trouble maker for awhile and see if I can teach her some manners. Besides, I have some new restraints I want her to model."

	He dragged a box over next to the kneeling cage. Ankle shackles, wrist cuffs and a plastic tie at her collar welded her to the back of the cage. A handcart was wheeled in, the cage was lifted, loaded and headed for the blacksmith shop. Slave martha watched, not at all unhappy to see her in the work hardened hands of the farrier.

	-0-

	 

	 

	


Chapter 19: An Indian Giver

	(Indian giver: Slang. A person who gives a gift, expecting to receive it back after a brief use.)

	There was a firm knock on the lower panel of the outside door to Master Allen’s office. He had watched the monitor that covered the main yard so he knew who was knocking. While he let her wait he made a mental note to teach her to knock with respect appropriate to her humble position. She was a slave, and slaves didn’t knock with authority, or in a manner suggesting that they were ordering someone to let them in. The slave knock was timid, barely audible, and is never repeated. If it goes unheard it is always the slave’s fault.

	Glancing up from her computer screen, slave martha recognized the slave. She frowned, wondering what she was doing, coming to the Master’s office during working hours. Briefly she considered several punishments that would reinforce the girl’s obedience to the rules. Then she went back to work, knowing that Master Allen might let the slave wait as much as an hour before letting her in.

	Master Allen’s thoughts ran much the same course. A twitch of annoyance crossed his face before he went back to his work. If either of them had been privy to a conversation earlier with the waiting slave and her Master, they might have reacted somewhat differently. The girl’s specific instruction had been to knock firmly, a breach that would play straight into Master Allen’s hands.

	When he finally finished his work he got up and went to the door. The slave knelt, head bowed, arms behind her back, her eyes on a pebble inches in front of her knees, unmoving. His anger, rather than calming from the wait, was steadily building.

	"What the fuck do you want... slave?"

	"My Master has sent me on an errand to you, Master."

	"Hasn’t you Master taught you better manners than to knock on a door like a free person?"

	"Yes, Master. My Master has taught me well."

	Allen’s face remained impassive, even as he mentally selected a  whip that would be up to the training she needed. In her office martha looked puzzled. His next question got to the root of the matter. "What is your Master’s errand?"

	"My Master is very grateful that you gave this slave to him. To thank you he has sent this slave as a gift for the night, already having earned punishment. My Master is confident that you, Master, will both punish this slave and teach her the true meaning of her collar."

	Without commenting he ordered, "Kneel before my desk."

	"Thank you, Master." She jumped to her feet, moved forward and dropped into position, first kneeling down to lick and kiss the toes of his boots as he stood in the doorway. He stepped back and she walked her knees to the spot before his desk where every slave knelt.

	Master Allen studied the slave girl as he walked past her and stood behind his desk. Several thoughts chased each other across his brain. He knew Jeff well enough to know that he wouldn’t send verna to him with some ulterior motive in mind.

	He said three words under his breath, "An Indian gift."

	The kneeling slave heard, but didn’t understand. "Master?" she questioned. She didn’t dare look up. He looked down and ignored her question.

	Master Allen mused. Verna probably was the happiest slave on the ranch, a perfect fit for the ranch foreman. If he took her to his bed would martha raise a fuss? That problem resolved itself at once. She was a slave, she would do what she was told and there would be plenty to keep her occupied helping him as he gave verna a crash course in how to be a slave. He wondered just how much verna had influenced Jeff in the decision to send her to his bed.

	The two, Master Allen and slave martha shared many thoughts in common and this was one of those times when they seemed almost telepathic. Both thought of whips but Allen held the whip, while martha heard it snap as it wrapped its pain around her body. Both were already considering the things they would do to verna’s body during the long night to come. Both thought of the Indian gift in the same breath. It was as if verna had asked martha, but directed it to Master Allen.

	Jeff was a frequent participant in the morning coffee group at the dining room, so Allen had numerous chances to watch how Jeff and verna interacted. He couldn’t think of a more complete couple. Jeff was totally smitten with his first slave and she was the classic worshiper of the ground that he walked on. The close relationship could hardly go unnoticed and both Jeff and verna took a constant stream of good natured ribbing from the men as both were well liked.

	She was also the classic ‘born to the collar, born to the chain’ female. Everyone had noted and remarked her instant acceptance and overwhelming pride in all the factors -- her  reaction to her collar, her serving chains, her Master, and every other Master.

	Master Allen walked past her to the door. Holding it open, he ordered, "Go to Master Arlo. Tell him I am punishing you and then beg the use of an appropriate restraint. Perhaps he has invented something new that I would enjoy using. If you can walk or crawl in it, do so. Promise him that you will return it... late... tomorrow morning."

	Master got on the new phone system that had taken part of the place of the intercom. His message was brief.

	"Arlo, Jeff’s slave is going to spend the night here with me. She is coming to you for some suitable restraint. Kill some time, try out a few before deciding, stall her for ten minutes, or so. O.K.? Great, I owe you one."

	-0-

	Arlo hung up the phone and looked out just in time to see verna go to her knees in front of the door. The door was of a type that went by several names: Dutch door, half door, even half-assed door, all because it was in two parts, so the top could be open while the bottom was closed to keep dogs or other animals (or slaves) from wandering in and out. The bottom had a shelf to transact business. The shelf was high enough so that verna fit underneath it and was invisible from the inside.

	Arlo listened but the roar of the forge blanked out her knock. He ignored her for several minutes, then ambled to the door as if to check the weather, hammer still in his huge fist. He looked at the sky and then all around before looking down to see the half cringing slave. "Oh! What the shit are you doing, hiding under my door?"

	"Master, I have come from Master Allen with a message. I am to tell you that I am to be punished for knocking on his door as if I were a free person. He wishes to know if you have a suitable restraint, perhaps a new one, to teach me my place. I beg of you, Master Arlo, for a restraint suitable to my crime that I may wear to return to the punishment that awaits me. I beg you, Master, be cruel. A slave begs to experience the rigorous bondage devices you are designing. It will be returned to you late tomorrow morning."

	"Wait here." He tortured her by ignoring her begging.. Fear washed over her as she realized the horrors that awaited her if Master Arlo refused to outfit her. She gasped when she heard him curse, angry. His hammer beat a tattoo on metal, a symphony whose every note made verna shrink into her shackles in a vain attempt to hide from his fury. "Damn it, that won’t do!  Balls!  Bunch of shit.  Christ!"

	Metal clashed with metal, chains rattled. The lower half of the door swung inward revealing a chained lump of human flesh that was trying to bury itself in the hard path. Arlo swore again, grabbed the first chain he could find and lifted the sobbing slave high in the air. She screeched in utter fear, certain she had said  or done something that had set him off, with her life about to end.

	Arlo grabbed a spreader bar that probably weighed half again as much as the girl. Holding her in one hand he fitted the bar against her flailing ankles. For a long second she felt its weight before it flew down the path, end over end. A string of curses followed it to the driveway. He disappeared, more metal clashed and finally he returned to the hapless slave with a crude iron doll.

	That was about as close as any description. A long U-shaped piece of heavy strap iron formed the floor-length skirt. Verna’s ankles were unlocked and pushed to the lower corners where heavy cuffs awaited them. The upper body outline was welded to the skirt, with wrist cuffs at belt height. At the top an open steel collar waited for her neck. Suddenly silent, Arlo padlocked the cuffs one after the other. Seizing a flail he aimed her in the general direction of Master Allen’s office and swung hard, with a final piece of advice, "I’d hurry. Masters don’t like slaves that waste time."

	She didn’t need to be reminded. All of the slaves knew of Master Allen’s clock watching. She tried tentative steps and discovered that the framework was flexible enough to allow her to swing her hips wide and gain nearly a foot with each step.

	Arlo let Master Allen know she was coming. He allowed that she had done a fine job of begging and quickly described his own antics and the effect they had on the slave. Allen thanked him and said, "We should start a round robin so that all the Masters get to train all of the slaves."

	 Arlo laughed."From the looks of things you aren’t going to get slut any time soon. But when she does convert, she’ll be begging every man within miles to do her."

	"Now THAT I gotta see. What are you doing to her anyway?"

	"Sorry, that’s going to be a surprise. One I think you’ll like."

	-0-

	Slave verna would have fucked anything with a cock for the privilege of blowing her nose before she got back to Master Allen’s office. She knew her face was puffed from crying and her nose was completely plugged. Dripping, or blowing snot onto the Master’s furniture or rug was too terrible to even think about. She made the mistake of visualizing her tongue cleaning every dusty crack and corner in the house while someone with a whip ensured that she tasted every dust mote. It so unnerved her that she stumbled and only saved herself from a face-forward fall by hop-running for several steps to gain her balance back.

	When he finally opened the door he grumped, "You’re late."

	She accepted the blame and rebuke without hesitating. "This slave has failed to obey a Master’s order and has failed to properly greet a Master. This slave begs punishment to teach her the true meaning of her collar."

	"Stand in the corner, facing me. Think about your mistakes and select punishments that you would find effective and that would please me."

	As she hurried to obey she listened carefully, noting the plural attached to punishments and the "please me" that took her to a crossroads without any signs or instructions. "Effective" was no problem. The mere threat of a whip or an electrical pain gadget would scare her straight. Pain, once felt was remembered, and remembered and never forgotten. In marked contrast to her sister slaves, verna welcomed slavery with open arms and a zeal that was unmatched. She learned her collar at every opportunity and already was far ahead of almost all of the ranch slaves.

	"Lean back. Support yourself with your elbows touching the wall. Nothing else."

	"A slave obeys, Master."

	He glanced at her sharply, but her face was serene, eyes closed, savoring her position. Her turgid nipples caught his eye, which followed down her pinioned body to the moisture glistening on her thighs. She was hot and ready. Idly he wondered what she would be willing to do to gain relief from her need. Whatever. She would get relief, or not, at his command.

	The rest of the afternoon dragged. His corner decoration neither moved not made a sound. Her nipples remained rigid as spikes driven into her lovely breasts. Her thighs glistened in an ever expanding film of moisture that soon would wash past her knees.

	She was sent to supper wearing the iron doll. The other slaves looked with dread at this new device but none had the courage to break the rules, to ask, or comment. They fed the helpless slave and sent her to her fate. The common theme of their thoughts was "Will I be next to wear that?" "Wear" came from the feminine viewpoint. The men who saw it looked at its true purpose, as a punishment.

	Master Allen ate dimner with several other Masters, including Jeff. He immediately thanked Jeff for sharing his slave and described the bondage that Arlo had produced and went on to discuss the mounting number of rule violations that she would be called to account for. He pointedly asked Jeff if there were any specific punishments that would affect her the most. After some thought, Jeff responded, "Her only experience has been with me. She has never said, but I suspect that she would hate being involved in a lesbian scene."

	"That might be just the ticket." Master Allen added, "I’ll keep it in mind for tonight."  Over drinks the men discussed the pros and cons of swapping the slaves around, to give them as varied an experience as possible.

	-0-

	Waiting at the door, slave martha wasted no time in letting verna in and unlocking the doll.  Verna was sent to the bathroom and at long last was allowed to blow her nose. She showered and dried herself, using a blower on her hair. She appeared in the doorway to the bedroom, glancing at, and accepting the shackles at the head and foot of the bed. In a matter of moments

	martha had her nude body spread out invitingly, chains taut to her ankles and wrists.

	Martha knelt beside the bed, watching her prisoner, but making no attempt to talk to her. Verna hadn’t expected anything other than bare acknowledgment so she was not surprised at being treated this way.

	The wait was not long, but still tiresome. Martha was anxious to get started with whatever Master planned, while verna had mixed emotions, not knowing what her punishments might entail. Both silently sighed in relief when he loomed in the doorway. He got right down to business.

	"Slave, have you decided on your punishments?"

	"Yes, Master. If it pleases you I should be forced to be trained in the lesbian arts."

	"Hmmn. We already have a number of them on the ranch. Why should I waste time training still another one?"

	"Master, you spoke of punishments. I can’t stand the thought of making love to another woman, slave or not. Making me do things I hate is a powerful punishment in itself. I do not know what my reaction will be. I may rebel, refuse, fight my chains, earn the most painful and sickening punishments that you can devise. But, I am a slave. Once punished, I will do every hateful, embarrassing, humiliating act that Masters decree. I will hate it and Masters will know and enjoy that I hate it and am being punished in the cruelest possible way."

	"Is this why you begged your Master to send you to me?"

	The fettered slave gulped, caught out, and admitted, "Yes, Master. I want to serve Master Jeff in every possible way. I knew that sooner or later the time would come when he would order me to eat pussy. If I don’t know how, or refuse I am embarrassing my Master and denying my slavery. I love his chains too much to do that to him."

	Master Allen pulled her leg a bit. "But, neither martha nor I are lesbians."

	"I know, Master, but both of you are experienced. You know and teach both sides of sex. A slave could not beg for better teachers."

	"Very well, we’ll try it. But, if any of the three of us feel that it isn’t working we’ll switch to more conventional punishments." He went on to direct martha to release verna, except for a long chain from her ankle to the bed post. Before very long Master’s stiff cock was buried to the hilt in martha from the rear and verna was staring at her first pussy.

	


Chapter 20: Let the Lessons Begin

	Verna had been ordered closer. Her nose was less than a foot from martha’s spread center. Close enough to smell martha’s arousal and a faint whiff of masculine arousal as well. She wrinkled her nose in disgust. Smelling herself on her hands and on Jeff’s cock was something she was only beginning to accept as ‘normal’. Another female’s scent, even the male scent was too much for her sensibilities, although the male smell seemed to have a slight calming effect on her.

	She recoiled, moving back several inches. Master Allen had his quirt ready and rapped her sharply with it. She yipped, more startled than hurt, and moved closer again. Again her nose was flooded with odor. Again she recoiled. Again, harder, the quirt punished. The yip became a yelp.

	Her legs thrashed, her body wriggled, her head flailed her hair from side to side. Her brain said ‘Run!’ Her muscles tensed. Another part of the brain woke up. ‘Don’t be stupid. You are a slave. Act like one. Run and you will be punished, even killed. Do what the whip tells you to do. The whip speaks with the Master’s voice. Listen, and obey!’

	Sobbing, she cried, "I can’t do this. You can’t make me do this, Master."

	The lesson was swift. An electric prod fired, touching her thigh, strong enough to trigger an instant scream.

	Lesson One, Unwritten: Never, ever tell a Master that he can’t make a slave do something -- anything -- that he wishes to have happen. He’d only just begun and now her nose was inches closer than it had been before. Close enough to... "Oh, Ugggh. Not that! I WILL NOT do that!"

	"Cat got your tongue?" she was teased. After a long silence, the prod was on her thigh, a hands width closer to her own pussy. The jolt felt a LOT closer. Her scream was in fact louder.

	The tip of her tongue tested the air, curling, moving slowly, in convulsive jerks, always closer but never quite touching the shiny, shaved flesh. "NOT THAT! I WILL NOT DO THAT!"

	The probing tongue retracted. The face made a face, tasting the odor gathered on her tongue from the air. If the air tasted that horrible, what would the flesh, those curled up lips, the pulsing clit -- what would they taste like?

	She had questions. The prod had answers. When her scream died for lack of air she found her lips pressed to the pulsating flesh, less than an inch above the male tool that was sliding slowly and silently in and out of martha.

	"Lick my cock."  For the first time on familiar ground, a command from her master that she had obeyed before, now ordered by Master Allen. She lowered her head and licked the massive tool. She made two or three swipes before she realized that her tongue was coated with martha’s juices. She jerked like a scalded cat, raised her head and spit across the bed to the floor. She was punished instantly, and to her mind, savagely.

	It took her three tries before she could lick Master’s moving cock without gagging. It took much longer to learn to lick the waiting vagina. She was punished without mercy, on an upward sliding scale, for each failure. Success had no effect on the prod. It remained, pressed firmly against her inner thigh, awaiting the finger that pressed the button.

	It was almost dawn when a weary and tongue-sore verna knelt up and begged, "Master, please may I eat Mistress Martha’s pussy? A slave begs permission to please Mistress."

	Master Allen nodded. All tiredness gone, her face showing anticipation, slave verna attacked the waiting pussy with gusto. For martha it was near torture. She had suffered the won’t, the reluctant, the curious, the interested and now the thrilled tongue of her sister slave. Master Allen had kept his cock inside her for more hours than she wanted to remember. All she wanted was to curl in some corner and sleep for a week.

	For Master Allen it had been, to say the least, interesting. He had serious doubts that anything could be accomplished in such a short time. But, he had failed to recognize the miracles that slave verna would accomplish because of her love for her Master. He knew now that she would do anything for Master Jeff.

	The remaining questions had to do with whether this training would ‘take’ or whether it would have to be repeated at regular intervals. Usually such a crash course didn’t stick very well and  required the rod more than the carrot. The only carrot in this case was Master Jeff. So long as she was on his leash she would perform without hesitation.

	That gave him an idea. He had pointed out to her that they were not lesbians. She had answered with some logic, but Master Allen just happened to know where there was a whole group of actual lesbians. Within minutes one of the security guards had brought a fully shackled nude steffany to Allen’s office.

	Master Allen explained just what he wanted her to do, to and with verna. After he got done he asked if she had any problems with his wishes. "No, Master. It’s been so long since anyone ate me that I’ve nearly forgotten how good it feels."

	The two slaves were sprawled side by side on the big bed, spread invitingly. Steffany smiled as she surveyed their obvious exhaustion. Her glance centered on verna. Her face showed how tired she was. She would not put up much resistance. She slid onto the bed, clasping verna in her arms. The slave opened her eyes wide. "Wha..."

	"Shhhhh," steffany whispered, her hands already roaming over the body that was loosely attached to the bed. She kissed verna’s lips gently, picking up the scents that she had been wallowing in. Her lips moved down, across the neck, down the slope of one stately breast, back up, wetting the cleavage and down the other. Moving on, the tongue curled into the tight belly button, then streaked south, sliding on glass slick skin, wet with juices.

	Verna moaned with pleasure, fired by the naughty tongue that ignored the kinship of gender. Like an automaton she spread her legs against the pull of her chains. The tongue went into search mode, delving deep between the outer and inner lips, then between them and they upward to the long suffering clit that peeked from under its hood at the apex.

	"OhmyGod, OhmyGod, OhmyGod, OhmyGod, OhmyGod! Please, Master, may I come?"

	"Not until steffany is ready too."

	"Master?" Even as she spoke she felt her chains loosen one by one. In one fluid motion verna swapped ends and began her own search on the body now on top of her. Her radar was still operating despite her tiredness and both girls were soon moaning in a unison of cries that meant only one thing. Master ordered, "You can come now." Both convulsed as one. Neither tongue halted even a fraction of a second. "You can stop now."

	Both tongues ground to a halt, steffany very reluctant after finding new flesh, verna exhausted but triumphant, her lessons learned.

	Master Allen looked over at martha. She had given up on getting some sleep and had been watching the two lovers do each other. "How would you like some of that tongue up your twat?" The slave stretched and opened her eyes, "If it pleases Master."

	"You know what to do, steffany. Give her all the pleasure she wants, but she has to ask permission to have an orgasm." The girl’s chains were muffled on the bed, but there was no mistaking the sound as she positioned herself between martha’s spread legs. She raised her head, unsure of whether to start without a specific order. Master Allen nodded.

	It was a quandary for martha. During the night she had taught verna, steeling herself to participate in lesbian sex with the rational that it was strictly a teaching job. Putting up with the reluctance, actually outright disgust that she saw on verna’s face and in her body language had been excruciating. She wanted badly to get it done, get it over with.

	The only good thing about it had been that Master Allen had kept his tool inside her for much of the night, taking the sting out of the acts she had to perform in her teaching role. That and the fact that verna had taken her lessons to heart. It gave martha a thrill to know that she  had succeeded in teaching a very difficult subject.

	She had several lesbian experiences on her record. Few slaves would evade the requirements of a strict Master. Girl-girl sex was a popular entertainment, so if there weren’t enough lesbians available, the nearest girl with a decent tongue in her mouth would be drafted.

	Slave steffany was good, close to expert class, a ranking she must reach before leaving the ranch. Even as the girl worked on her, martha was grading her, mentally noting areas where she might need more work or practice. Her thoughts began to wander as she found it more and more difficult to concentrate on her job. Arousal took its toll and her office door slammed shut as the door to her playroom swung open.

	Her last coherent thought was a tongue to tongue comparison of the two slaves. Steffany easily won the lickoff, but verna was not that far out of the running. After that it was the downhill struggle to contain the super-orgasm that had been building, until Master gave his permission.

	Master had a final surprise for verna, one he was certain she had never experienced and might not even have been aware that it could be done. As martha slowly came down from her internal explosion, Master tapped steffany on the shoulder. Her eyes flew open and she hurried to her knees. "Show me your hand," he ordered. She held up her right hand, fingers spread.

	"Closed, fingers together, around the thumb." Recognizing what he wanted, she formed her fingers into a crude probe, the tip no larger than a quarter. She held her hand out in front of her, the fingertips pointed upward. The hand was small, dainty, unmistakably feminine. He handed steffany a tube of lubricant and nodded toward verna. "Teach her."

	Making sure that verna was watching, steffany squeezed some jelly onto her fingertips and massaged it down the widest part of her hand. In a matter of seconds the two watchers were forgotten as steffany nudged verna into position on her back, her arms behind her knees, holding herself open.

	The girl’s nails touched the entrance. Verna’s eyes opened, a look of disbelief and shock. She half formed a protest, then realized that this was not the time to interfere. Master had ordered it, so it must be part of her training.

	She suddenly was aware of the muscles in her groin, taut as fiddle strings. With a conscious effort she relaxed, let them go slack. She willed everything below her waist to open up, momentarily forgetting that her bladder would release as well. She remembered in time to avoid a flood as she felt the four fingers slide up into her, the tip of the thumb nail just below her G spot.

	This was by no means a first for steffany, as she had a long list of conquests, but verna was the first girl that steffany had introduced to this sexual variation.

	Her fingers were sliding in and out, now up to the second joint, the thumbnail touching, scraping verna’s G spot, a rite of passage marked by a sudden, sharp intake of breath, exhaled in a rising moan of excitement, lust and pleasure. There was more to come, as steffany began to put some strength into her arm movements.

	The widest part of steffany’s  hand was smaller than a beer bottle, but even fully relaxed verna was tight, automatically resisting this digital invasion, something her virgin will was unable to fully relax. The birth canal that someday would accommodate a baby’s head was not ready, unprepared. Verna wanted to clamp down, tighten up, evict this intrusion into her inner sanctum. Her thinking process was nearly off track, swamped by so many conflicting emotions. She shook her head, mentally tossing most of them into a discard pile, leaving the lust behind. She mentally grasped the feeling and willfully forced open a passage for steffany’s hand.

	Master had seen the pictures, watched the videos of girls being fisted, often with male hands twice the size of the girl’s hand he was watching ‘live’ but this was his first close range experience with it. He found it far more erotic than the pictures. To be able to see the big picture, look at the central action while watching the two faces was powerful stuff.

	Martha was watching with as much interest, because she had experienced fisting several times. She shuddered as she remembered a scene where she had been hung by her big toes while a gay cowboy had shoved his arm straight down into her with only spit for lubrication. Seeing verna accept the probing hand had the same erotic effect that Master was feeling. She glanced away from the constantly moving hand and looked at Master. She saw his need in his eyes and nodded. He moved around the bed and entered her, even as steffany’s hand slid past the daunting ring of muscle that had been denying entry.

	The two women moaned and groaned in unison. Martha was certain that Master’s familiar cock had lengthened by at least a couple of inches and had expanded in girth as well. He always filled her, but this time she felt like he was overflowing.

	For verna, having a human hand inside her was an eye-popping experience. She had only a limited experience with a dildo, short and small. Now this monster. She had a strange vision of herself standing, walking, running, with that hand inside her. She was so busy adjusting herself physically and mentally that she failed to realize that she was terribly aroused until the climax had already begun.

	She stopped it. Willed it silent. Slaves have orgasms only with permission. If that hand that was flitting around in her internal plumbing would just stop doing all those wonderful, maddening, lust producing things to her, she would ask permission. But, steffany wasn’t ready to allow an orgasm to put an end to her fun.

	She opened her hand. The body jumped and twisted. She reached, felt soft flesh and scratched with her nails. The body thrashed and excited cries came from verna’s lips. She found the cervix tip and pinched it lightly between thumb and fingernail. The excited cries became a shriek.

	The lesbian slave had one more trick up her sleeve, or rather at her fingertips. She captured her index finger with the ball of her thumb and snapped the fingertip into the very tip of verna’s cervix. The first snap was a near miss, sliding off the side. The second was a direct hit. Verna jerked as if she had been shot, squalling like a hurt animal. Circuit breakers began to pop. Sensing near-collapse, steffany stopped and started to slowly withdraw her hand. This was too much for verna. She screwed her eyes tightly shut and pleaded, "Master, may I come?"

	Like an echo the same four words came from martha, both repeating, finally in unison. Master exerted his authority. "Go ahead." Martha climaxed twice. Verna went multiple, extended as steffany slowly pulled her hand out of its warm, wet hiding place.

	One of the security guards came to take steffany back to her quarters. Verna had no compunctions about kissing her firmly on the lips as she dutifully thanked her for the things steffany  had done and the lessons she had learned. She and Martha used the bathroom and were both sound asleep by the time Master left the lid up and came back to the bed. He checked their chains, ensuring they were fastened to the bed and then, with a sleeping slave on each side of him he almost immediately began to lightly snore.

	


Chapter 21: A Tale of Torture

	The clash of metal against metal and chain link against link hung in the still air, worrying every slave within hearing distance. Their practiced ears recognized that a sister slave was being punished. Just how well they would soon learn. The PA system made a curt announcement, "Assemble in the yard."

	Slaves trailed the Masters as they congregated near the bulletin board. The security guards went through and released the two or three slaves that were still tied to their work. One slave was absent.

	The sounds, that nearly everyone had heard, came from a bizarre figure, kneeling in front of the board. A guard stood on either side, holding leashes taut from their hands to the collar. From head to toe the figure was clad in gleaming metal, instantly reminding of a medieval suit of armor. This was no knight, if one was to believe the exaggerated breasts suggested by the hammered chest piece. Somewhere, beneath the cold steel, was a female slave.

	All of the slaves knew that one slave had disappeared more than two months ago. Nobody had seen her, but the Masters never mentioned her and went about their business as if everything was normal. The Masters ignored the kneeling prisoner, but the slaves couldn’t keep their eyes off her. They were supposed to be looking at the ground, but none of the Masters reproved them, so they continued to stare. With a growing sense of dread they began to connect the missing slave with this steel-clad figure.

	"Strip her," came the order. She was lifted to her feet, the two guards grunting under her weight, the sound lost in the grinding of metal and the rattle of her chains. The ground around her took on the aspect of a junkyard as piece after piece of steel was unbolted and tossed aside. There indeed was a naked woman in that metal cocoon but her head cage was still in place, ironic, hiding and protecting her identity from those who already knew who she was.

	The cage was nearly solid metal, made in two halves that closed about her head as tight as a second skin. It was both bolted and locked. On the front half there was a mouth hole, with a flange below it. Bolted to that flange was a ‘tickler’ that firmly depressed her tongue, with an appropriate cluster of sharp studs to discourage the slightest movement. The tickler went on, curving down the throat, well past the gag zone. It was decorated with a long fringe of soft Nylon threads that gave the nasty device its name. It was guaranteed to bring up lunch, dinner or anything else in the stomach. Repeatedly.

	The guards removed the tickler, the hard way. Once the bolt was removed one of the men grasped the end, lifted it slightly and twisted it back and forth, jerking it out as the hapless woman leaned forward and puked up the bread and water she had eaten for breakfast. The other guard was handed a cane, which he used with considerable force. The "Thank you, Master," came with a distinct aura of pain in her voice. The real punishment would come later. For now she had the bile burning in her mouth, stinging on her lacerated tongue.

	She dropped heavily to her knees, thankful for small favors. She could have been kneeling on the gravel a few feet away, instead of the grass. As if reading her mind, one of the Masters motioned and the guards knee walked her onto the gravel. The slave shuddered. This was not going well at all. She had expected no mercy but already she found herself close to losing it as her punitive captors punished her. She knew, without being told, that the worst of her ordeal was yet to come.

	The covers over her eyes were removed. She shut her eyes tight against the sun’s glare. She pondered for a moment, wondering just how long it had been since she last saw daylight. As her eyes adjusted she could see the Masters, each with the same knowing grin. Despite all her travails her face flushed. She stared at them, mentally reviewing the part they would play later on.

	She looked too long. The cane appeared again, punishing the arch of her foot. She looked down, thanked her Master and selected a single pebble to concentrate on, to focus her attention.

	Master Allen picked up the microphone. A second microphone on a short stand was placed in front of the kneeling slave.

	"I’m sure all of you are aware that this is our slut. She has been in the very capable hands of Master Arlo, receiving some strict training and punishment for attempted escape, assault and several other violations of the rules that our slaves must abide by and obey. She is going to tell you how she was punished and why, so that you, as slaves will understand fully what breaking a rule can do to affect your lives."

	"Perhaps the most dramatic result of her punishment is something I’m sure all you females will take seriously to heart. Frankly we didn’t intend to be quite that harsh, but having said that, I think that slut will agree that it is a fitting punishment. Please remove her head cage."

	The two parts of the cage came away from her head. As the men stepped back, there was a chorus of gasps, "Good God!"

	The head revealed was slut’s. The hair looked like a wig, snow white. There was a delayed "Oh... My... God!" The scared look on the faces of the women amply mirrored the stark and instant realization that slut must have literally gone through hell to have this radical a change in color. All of them had heard stories of hair turning white overnight. Now here was proof positive that a traumatic experience could do just that.

	Master Bill, watching his sister’s humiliation, could hardly contain himself. He said nothing, but in his mind he was reviewing the images invoked by her lengthy description that the Masters had been given. Master Arlo had reminded her of a couple of points she had overlooked, and warned her on several specific points he ordered her not to mention to her sister slaves. That she had been well and truely punished went without saying. There was ample evidence in every word she spoke, capped by the change in the color of her hair.

	Once order had been restored she bent toward the microphone.

	"Masters, this slave has your permission to teach by example. This slave  has broken the rules and wishes to serve as an object lesson, so that your slaves will see first hand what happens to women like me who always think our interests come first. My white hair is only one of the changes in my body and most importantly in my mind. This slave has promised before to obey, knowing in my heart that she would disobey at the first opportunity. This slave  kneels here before you as a repentant slut, swearing to obey any order, if she is able."

	"This slave assaulted slave dahlia and begs Master’s forgiveness. This slave begs slave dahlia for forgiveness for an unpardonable offense against a sister slave. This slave is not allowed to describe what she did to me in return. The Masters decreed that my offense was serious enough to allow her to decide and carry out my punishment. This slave will warn all the slaves to heed me. A slave in chains is crueller than any Master. This slave will bear mental scars from this to my grave."

	"This stupid slave tried to escape and drew marcy into my plan.  This slave has not been able to exchange even a word with her since we were caught. Before everyone, Masters and slaves, this slave  apologizes, first to the Masters for inciting a slave to escape, then to the slaves, by setting such a poor, stupid example, and I apologize to marcy, who will be enjoying Master Arlo’s ‘hospitality’ shortly."

	"Unfortunately for her, she faces the same series of punishments that this slave has been receiving and it is important to know that my punishments have not stopped and are not finished. They will continue for an indefinite time. This slave came here as a free woman, expecting to be completely free in a month’s time. Thanks to my screwing up this slave will be here for years, if not the rest of my life. This slave has no one to blame, other than myself."

	She stirred, moving, her arms weighted with steel. "As this slave is your object lesson, you need to know what was done to me to change my hair, my body and my mind. This slave is forbidden,  under pain of a doubled repeat session, to tell you exactly what happened to me. This slave hopes for your sakes that you pay attention to what this slave tells you. You ignore it at your peril."

	"My hair turned white after this slave was fitted with this armor plating. That, and my chains exactly match my body weight. This slave will leave it to your imagination as to what was done to me to make me run in this getup."

	"Given a choice, this slave would have gladly run, rather than what came  next. This slave was hung by the ring on my head cage for 24 hours in his shop. Every time he picked up his hammer to do something he’d hit some of my steel. That sets off vibrations that feel as if they are peeling my skin like a grape."

	"Next he swung me over a pit under the floor. He dropped me down with a splash and when this slave stopped going down the water was up to my chin. The eye covers were still on and he added a mouth guard. Not a gag, but a plate that prevented anything solid from entering. This slave would learn why in a few hours."

	"With no way of telling time, just hanging there quickly became a bore. Master Arlo’s hammer could be heard from time to time, but since he often worked late it told me little. Finally it became quiet and I realized that the shop was closed for the night and there was no hope of relief before morning."

	"This slave  must have dozed, because suddenly there were splashing sounds, close to me. This slave panicked and started screaming for help. My claustrophobia kicked in, full strength. Of course no one came, and the splashing got closer and louder. In my super-sensitive state this slave felt a slight bump against my neck and then something crawling up the steel in front of my face. This slave screamed like a banshee but all it did was attract whatever was crawling down to my mouth guard. A tiny paw reached in through the opening, barely able to touch my lip. This slave was being attacked by rats! Then this slave  really began to scream."

	"Yelling myself hoarse excited the rats. This slave could feel them trying to squeeze between the mouth guard and the head cage. A paw from each side was touching my lips, the tiny claws barely scratching the surface. They began fighting. Squealing and splashing as they slid off and fell back in the water and climbed back again. Trying to squeeze back into the cage, there was no room. The little paws touched me and clawed and scratched as this slave kept screaming."

	"This went on for hours. This slave didn’t dare fall asleep, afraid my lips would stick out far enough for the rats to reach them. The splashing water washed into my mouth, almost faster than this slave could spit it out in disgust. When they mounted another attack this slave sucked my lips between my teeth. One of the rats, who must have had longer legs, scratched me on my mouth, squealing angrily as he pushed in between the barriers. This slave realized with horror that they considered me as a meal, if they could get to me."

	"A long time later this slave heard Master’s hammer. This slave screamed, hearing only splashing sounds in the water. Master didn’t hear me, or ignored me and I suffered for at least an hour before he hauled me up. He had to help me to the toilet. This slave started to tell him about the rats, but he refused to let me talk. A second time and he locked a hollow penis gag in my mouth and replaced the mouth shield. This renewed my phobic attack and this slave  yelled futilely against my gag. Master fed me liquids through my gag"

	"This slave spent nine days in the hole.  My vocal cords were worn out, useless. This slave couldn’t even whisper when given a toilet break. The combination of my claustrophobia and the rats nearly tipped me over the edge. At the end of the ninth night they took my head cage off and this slave saw myself in a mirror for the first time and realized my hair had turned white."

	"Master showed me how the rats had been trained. Food was lowered into the hole in a cage which had holes in it for them to reach it. Trained or not, they scared me. Just to see what effect knowing they were tame rats would have, Master dropped me into the hole for another night. This slave  can assure you, that knowing the difference didn’t have the slightest effect on my fear and anxiety. It was there, full blast, from the first splash to the last squeal."

	"During my special training, this slave has already been taught a number of things. For example, when not wearing these heavy chains and steel clothing, this slave walks - and runs - at all times on my toes. Even when fully loaded this slave is expected to get my heels up whenever possible. They have several special pairs of shoes to remind me, that have a spring steel flap that covers the insole from arch to heel. It has a hole in it, with a steel spike sticking up through it. If I fail to stay on my toes, the spike punishes me, and makes a loud noise so that my Master knows that I have disobeyed his order."

	"This slave is intimately familiar with the many restraint devices that Master Arlo invents and makes. While he was training me, this slave got to wear, or be locked into every device in his shop, his test bed for new equipment. He would lock me into the device, then stuff me into one of the several cages in his shop. This slave had to report to him every time he stopped hammering, telling him how it felt, whether there were rough edges that needed smoothing and its overall effect on me.

	"You saw the effect of the tickler that was bolted to my head cage. This is easily the most scary thing in Master Arlo’s closet. Anyone with a weak stomach will throw up just from looking at it. It has sharp studs to hurt the tongue, but the worst is the part that goes into the back of the throat and then down. The soft threads find every gag point and tickles it. The value of this as a torture device depends on the fact that the tickling by the threads never ends. It doesn’t need a motor, as every swallow reinforces the tickling already going on. The effect on the gag reflex is just as powerful after 12 hours as it was after 12 minutes."

	"This of course means that anything in the stomach will be on the ground in seconds. Gag training is useless. This slave knows, after spending hours trying to hold down even a sip of water. No matter how much you try, you cannot win ."

	"This slave is telling you these things in great detail for a purpose. Near-drowning in a rat infested hole was not, repeat, not the worst thing they did to me. This slave has been refused permission to describe that. Master Arlo promised me something even worse if this slave so much as hints at what this slave suffered."

	"It accomplished its purpose. This slave has been broken . This slave will not rebel and will excel in my training. This slave already mentioned that she expects to be here for many years,  accepting that as my goal in life. This slave begs training in pleasuring men. This slave begs Masters to use her at will, in any of her holes."

	Master Major laughed, a cruel sound. "That’s a far cry from "I’ll bite it off at the roots."

	Slut flushed, remembering. "Please, Master. This slave has learned my chain, learned my collar. This slave begs to be used."

	Major eyed her, with a look bordering on contempt. She kept her head down, studious in her concentration on the single pebble. He raised his head, looking at the group of men.

	"Any of you want to fuck this slut?"

	Finally, one of the security guards raised his hand, then walked toward her, working on his belt and zipper. He pushed her down on her back, then dragged her almost onto the lawn. He squatted over her after shoving her legs open. He picked up her legs and shoved them toward her head, her rounded ass rising from the gravel. He took her in the fashion of a porn movie, squatting, pounding down into her as she held her own legs. He started, then stopped. He slapped her face. "Slave fuck!"

	She began bouncing on the gravel, meeting him in mid-air.

	


Chapter 22: Round Robin

	Since some of the slave girls who weren’t assigned jobs were prohibited from talking to each other or the other slaves, it took some time for the rumors to spread. As is usually the case, most were based on pure speculation, often spiced by personal fantasies. The prime topic was slut’s punishment, as all of them had heard her graphic description of most of what had been done to her. It was the things she refused to say, on Master’s strict orders, that fueled the rumors.

	Because slut and slave marcy had spent a punishment day close to the ant hills, one of the rumors had put slut directly on top of the ant hill, not just once, but several times, to make it a good story. Another story had slut fully exposed to the rats without the head cage to protect her, the story jazzed up with food being smeared over her face to attract the rodents.

	As might be expected, the Master’s heard the whispered stories and ignored them, knowing what really had happened to slut. All the slaves got were knowing grins, which did nothing to calm their jumpy nerves. They would never know how far off the mark the rumors were.

	The night before slut was paraded before the ranch crew, the Masters gathered in Arlo’s shop. When everyone had arrived, Master Arlo pulled a large box to one side, revealing the now white-haired slut lying on a sloping table. Her hair disappeared into the top of a metal mask that was designed with the face exhibiting as much terror and pain as an inanimate object can.

	Below the mask her neck disappeared under a tight bar that replaced her collar. The bar was bolted to the table and the threaded ends of the bolts stuck up on each side of her neck. Heavy nuts with tapered wing-handles were screwed down snugly tight on the curved steel across her throat. To demonstrate its effectiveness, he placed a short tube in the mouth-hole of the mask.

	At once the Masters could hear her heavy breathing. He turned each of the wing nuts a quarter turn. The breathing stopped for a moment. When it resumed, the sound of the slave’s now somewhat labored breathing made it  easy to understand that her air supply was at Master Arlo’s mercy. But, even with the constriction on her throat she was still getting adequate air to breathe, but she had to work harder for each lung-full of life giving oxygen.

	As it turned out, this was just be beginning of Master Arlo’s magic with steel. He spun the nuts off the bolts, allowing the bar across her throat to ease upward. The effect on her breathing was immediate. He grasped the bar and lifted it off the bolts. The iron mask hiding her head came with it. When he set it beside her head, several of the Master’s chuckled. It looked as if he had used slut’s newly revealed contorted and thoroughly scared face as a model for the metal face.

	Arlo picked it up and turned it over. The bar actually was a clamp, shaped to match her profile, and curving down to the top of  her head, holding it immoveable, her hair the only cushion between her head and the hard table top. The breathing tube extended through the mask and deep into her mouth, acting as a gag. She looked up at the faces peering down at her, but made no sound and of course no effort to speak. One or two noticed that she didn’t move her head, even a little bit.

	There was an excellent reason for that, as Arlo had more to show his fellow Masters. "Notice the plates on each side of her head. They are attached to form a vise, controlled by this handle. The plates are hollowed out to avoid pressing on the ears, but the bony structure above the ears gets the full benefit."

	He prodded slut. "Tell them what it feels like from your side."

	She twisted her jaw slightly, adding to her pained look as she told them, "Masters, this slave feels like her skull is being crushed. It is a pain like nothing this slave has experienced before. The pain lingers for hours. Master punished me for screaming and then tightened the vise a fraction of an inch and the pain was twice as bad. This slave has learned not to scream."

	Arlo nodded. "Is there anything you would like to say?"

	"Thank you Master for prompting me. I have no way to tell time. Please, Master, replace my mask, with the bar tighter. Please, Master, tighten my head vise. This slave desires to be well and truly punished and taught her mistakes."

	"Tomorrow you will tell your fellow slaves details of your punishment, but you will not mention this particular punishment on pain of a double length session with studded plates. Is that clear?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	-0-

	The Masters adjourned to the dining room, which was closed, but opened to Jeff’s key. Verna was in their apartment, probably already spread across their big bed. The men chatted about the details of slut’s punishment, complimenting Arlo highly, not only for his skill with steel, but also for his developing dominating posture and devilish ideas for disciplining the slaves.

	Master Bill asked Arlo, "How did you get that mask so lifelike?" Arlo grinned, "As you probably suspected, I used her as a model. A little extra pressure here and there was enough to get just the effect I wanted. I used a Dremel motorized grinder to cut the detail into the steel. I softened it first and then hardened it afterward so it will take a lot of abuse."

	Major piped up, "I certainly don’t blame her for her hair turning white. If I had any left it would turn like that too if I got caught in your lair."

	"Aw, you’re just jealous because she’s got hair. She had more on her pussy than you have on your head," teased Master Allen.

	Then he turned to the group. "As long as we’re all together, what do you think of my suggestion to rotate the slaves around so that each of us has a new bed partner every evening?"

	"Sounds great to me," Master Major spoke." But what about the guys who already have regular slaves, Jeff and Jacob? Jeff, what do you think about it?"

	"Well, having a slave is like having a wife in some ways, but this is not one of them. I’ve seen enough of what happens to the slaves to know that variety is one thing they have to learn. I don’t see any reason not to do it, and there are some mighty good reasons why we should do it. I want verna back in my bed with some new ideas, new positions, new ways to please me -- which is the main idea behind this."

	"How about you, Jacob?" Bill asked.

	"I agree with Jeff. I’m just getting started, just like Jeff, but he’s had years of experience with women that I don’t have. Ramona probably isn’t going to like the idea, but she already knows better than to question a Master’s order."

	"I’m sure the boys will be happy with the idea," agreed Roger. "It makes for one hell of a fringe benefit for them and, who knows, they might just pull a Jeff on us and rope one for themselves. I don’t think we’ll have any staff turnover."

	"That’s always welcome news," answered Allen. "One other thing. Arlo, what have you got planned for marcy?"

	"I thought I’d pretty much follow what I did with slut."

	Allen responded, "You don’t need to be as rough on her, as she wasn’t the ringleader. She needs to be punished for even thinking about escaping, but she’s already expressed her remorse, and meant it, in contrast to slut."

	"But I like that white hair," grinned Arlo.

	"You’ll have to settle for one. Grey wouldn’t be bad."

	"Damn, I wanted a matched pair."

	"What about slut not being permitted to describe that vise thing Arlo’s got her in?" asked Bill. "That ought to scare the living shit out of the slaves."

	Arlo responded. "It will scare and worry them more if they don’t know what I did to slut. Fear of the unknown is the worst kind. Think what marcy will be going through from the time we announce it tomorrow until she reports to me. I think she’ll be a basket case before I even touch her."

	Tony asked, "Won’t the pressure damage her skull, crack it?" He’d been waiting all the time to ask.

	Arlo told him, "The bone is fairly flexible so if you put pressure in the right spots you get tremendous pain without doing any damage to the skull. Just think of the worst headache you’ve ever experienced and multiply it by twenty. There’s an old Indian torture that I remembered, where a piece of green rawhide was soaked in water and then tied around the head, with a knot at each temple. When it dried out, it shrank and it felt like the top of the head was splitting off. Left on too long it would indeed crack the skull."

	"Not something we want to do to our slaves. They’re too valuable," said Bill.

	"You should know," teased Major.

	Bill looked skyward and groaned. "What’s a pound of flesh worth these days?"

	Master Allen had one more item of business. "Arlo, how many cages do we have?"

	"Enough"

	"OK, I’m thinking we need one for each residence. Can you handle that?"

	"Sure, but they won’t all be the same. Square, round, upright and so on."

	"That’s fine. I’ just want to make sure we have a secure place for each slave."

	"Sure, I have enough."

	"Fine. I’ll have martha run off a schedule in the morning."

	"What about periods?" asked Steve.

	"No days off, for slaves. They’ve got two other holes, so use ‘em. And, any equipment, sign it out with Arlo or from the dungeon."

	Major waved, "Night guys. See you in the morning."

	Master Allen had a gut feeling that he would find slave martha with her wrists and ankles locked to the headboard. He was right, but he hadn’t counted on the nipple clamps and the two dildos protruding between her legs.

	-0-

	"Master, am I supposed to be on this roster?" Master Allen was giving slave martha her instructions and explaining what he intended to do. He knew very well that she desperately wanted to remain in his bed as a status symbol, but it didn’t fit into his plan and he used Jeff’s argument to answer her question.

	"You’re on it, and expected to set an example for the rest of the slaves. I want you to learn things and come back to my bed with new ideas and new ways to satisfy your Master." He leaned on his title, letting her know she was on shaky ground. Her oblique questioning of his order would have earned her some stiff punishment from a harsher master. This Master noted it mentally and martha would suffer at some future date for it. He knew that the previous evening she had locked herself into a back breaking position on his bed, expecting him a lot sooner than the meetings had allowed, so he took that into account.

	"I will tell the staff about this today. Each of the Masters will have a cage in their bedroom. You and the rest of the slaves will make it very clear to each Master when you first greet him that if you are not satisfying in every way that you will beg to be locked into his cage for the night."

	"Yes, Master. What about Master Bill?"

	"He wouldn’t touch slut, as much as he would like to, so she skips his bed so he won’t be tempted."

	Turning to her computer, martha totaled up. "Master, we have 14 Masters and 11 slaves."

	"That’s why we need a roster. Marcy is out of the rotation indefinitely, so keep her paired with Master Arlo 24/7. I want the other initial pairings random, but be sure and set it up so that none of the Masters has more than one day in a row without a bed warmer. When you get done, make it effective tomorrow, show it to me and then you can post it on the bulletin board. Oh, and make sure there’s a plentiful supply of rubbers on display in the dining hall, and put a notice on the board that the Masters must use them. Also, check all the slaves to make sure they are on the pill and taking them regularly. We’ve got enough problems with a short dozen slaves without starting a maternity hospital besides."

	Trying to appear efficient, martha followed his instructions to the letter, swallowing her upset skillfully. She realized she was on a knife edge and close to having to confess her hunger for power before the admission was dragged out of her at the tip of a whip. She had convinced herself that Master Allen was fully aware of her hidden motives and was only waiting for a slip before taking the time to interrogate her. She would be helpless to prevent it when that time came, her only weapon efficiency that would make her indispensable.

	Thinking about having to submit to a different Master was quite far down on her favorite things list. She also had a bleak look at her future. She was in charge of training the slaves, which meant that one of her pupils might well catch Master’s eye and she would be replaced.

	As she went about establishing the roster she realized that they hadn’t made any provisions for vacations or business trips. She discussed it with Master Allen and decided once the initial roster was finished that her assistant, christeen, would handle changes as they occurred. It was obvious that she would have to do a daily roster to take everything into account. They also decided to work up a questionnaire that each Master would fill out on a daily basis, evaluating each slave’s performance.

	The luck of the draw put slave petra in Master Allen’s bed the first night, much to slave martha’s chagrin. She was tempted to order another drawing, but she knew that any interference at this point would draw some unwelcome, and potentially disastrous attention to her. She in turn had a lot of humble pie to eat as she had been drawn by Master Brett, one of the ranch hands. The only bit of poetic justice she found was that Beth, the conniving red-headed bank teller would be entertaining Master Bill. Master Jeff drew slut and Verna would join Roger in the carpenter shop.

	Master Allen checked over the roster carefully, obviously looking for potential problems, noting all of the assignments without comment. That wasn’t the case with the crew, as several gathered around the bulletin board and read the pairings. There was the usual razzing, intensified in the case of the six men to whom the six lesbians had been assigned. Master Allen had expected the reaction and long before sunset had a private chat with each of the six.

	His advice was to the point. "Don’t let them get away with anything. They have strict orders to be enthusiastic in everything they do. Hold them to that standard, and when you turn in your reports, don’t be afraid to give them a poor rating if they deserve it. They are going to have to be as pleasing to men as they are to women before we turn them over to their new owners."

	


Chapter 23: Whispered Words

	Christeen’s in-box was full by 8 O’clock. It took the better part of an hour to type the information into the slave’s computer files. When she told martha that she was finished, she also took one of the reports with an attachment and handed it to her, pointing out the attachment as the reason for bringing it in. Martha began reading it and looked somewhat shocked, then read again, this time from the beginning.

	It took martha several minutes to read the handwritten pages, then she looked at the report itself, reading it from the top down. By the time she finished her face was as flushed as christeen’s had been. She picked it up and carried it into Master Allen’s office, handing it to him without a word. His reaction was nearly identical, glancing at the attachment then starting to read at the beginning. She went back to her desk and went to work.

	She heard Master Allen chuckle. "Get dahlia up here," he ordered. "And Gunther."

	In a few minutes the security guard and the chained slave were at the door. Allen offered Gunther a seat, while dahlia knelt beside his chair. Then he got down to business. "What’s the story behind this, Gunther?

	"Sir, slave dahlia was assigned to me last night. I had her chained to the bed and I was just preparing to screw her when I asked her if she knew how to talk dirty while we were getting it  on. She took a deep breath and started talking to me in a loud whisper. I got so hot listening to her that I nearly came without even touching myself, or her."

	Master Allen nodded. pointing to the papers in his hand. "Seems to have that effect on everyone that reads it, myself included."

	"Sir, I’ve seen a lot of porn but I don’t remember ever seeing or hearing anything that comes close to the effect she got. I climbed on the slave, but I didn’t last more than a few seconds. I put her at my desk and had her write what she had whispered to me. She couldn’t remember all of it and I was still in a state of shock, so I called and had them send down the tape for the monitor in my bedroom. The microphone was sensitive enough to get every word. She copied it down, word for word."

	"Where," asked Master Allen, looking at dahlia, "did you get the idea to do this?"

	"Master, a boyfriend I had before I became a slave always wanted me to talk dirty to him and describe the most impossible and humiliating things that could happen to me. I had to have a different story every time he fucked me or he would beat me and tie me in a hog tie and stuff me in a tiny closet under the stairs for an hour or two. He trained me to have a story ready instantly at any time. He was very deliberate if I showed the slightest hesitation, forcing me to hold out my hands to be slashed with his fiberglass rod. Then he would enter me and I had to keep talking until he came. If he didn’t like my fantasy it would be back to the rod on my hands and a whole new story."

	"Master, besides having to always have a story ready, I was on standing orders never to repeat myself, even if I could see that a certain description got him hot. He never told me what the punishment for repeating would be, but I was so scared that I never made that mistake -- or at least he didn’t remember if I had said the same thing before."

	Master Allen shook his head in amazement. "That’s good. This is a talent we can use. Gunther, I want to thank you for your quick thinking. You’ve discovered a valuable asset."

	"As for you, slave, you just earned yourself a booking on the

	ranch audio system. I want you to go over to the rec hall and record this. I want you to record some more like it as well, so that we can see what other reactions we get. We will play one every night at 9 o’clock. And there will be a suitable punishment if you start repeating yourself. Can you handle that?"

	"Yes, Master!" came from dahlia as she nodded in agreement.

	"Good. Martha will schedule a class for you to teach this. I want every one of the slaves to be able to do this at a moment’s notice."

	-0-

	Word got around and virtually everyone on the ranch was ‘tuned in’ to listen to the tape. At 9, Master Allen introduced the program.

	"As most of you have heard, slave dahlia caused quite an uproar this morning when we were shown a transcript of her ‘dirty talk.’ She has recorded it, so what you are going to hear is her response to Gunther when he asked her if she could talk dirty to him while he was fucking her. Here is what she whispered..."

	"Master Gunther, picture me lying on your bed, my ankle locked to the corner post. I have to piss and I beg you for permission, so you unlock the chain. I go to the bathroom and leave the door open as all slaves must do. When I finish, I wipe myself and flush. When I come back into your bedroom, you are asleep on top of the bed, still in your clothes. Without thinking, I grip my chains and pull them taut so they won’t rattle and head for the door. I open it carefully so it won’t squeak and step out onto the cement. I am free!"

	"A second later I am squashed like a bug in the dirt as you, Master, leap out the door and knock me down. I struggle. Pull on my chains, but you have a firm grip on them.  I curse you -- ‘bastard!’  You slap me across the mouth. My lip swells. You grab a handful of chain and lift my struggling body into the air.

	You throw me like a sack of coal back into the room. My thigh bursts into flame, as the rug burns my skidding flesh."

	"My heart is pounding. Fear has turned into a splitting headache. I want to puke I’m so scared. Only too well I know that Masters are all powerful. It is too soon to call myself stupid. I open my mouth to say I’m sorry, but you slam it back into my teeth."

	"You don’t say a word. Just tower over me -- the Avenger. I whimper. My cheek suffers for it. The stars are out. I scrabble for a footing, going for the toes of your boots. You stomp on my chains. I can’t move. Helpless. My nose is buried in the carpet, the sharp smell of dust choking me. You put your foot on my neck, with much of your weight. The boot grinds into my neck. I am to remain in place, the wordless order perfectly clear."

	"I dare not move. I hear -- feel -- you move to a cupboard. It is where you keep the tools you use to punish slaves. My headache is worse. Metal strands noisily rub against each other. I hear the clink of small chains. They signal that I am going to hurt. Now  and tonight and tomorrow? And next week? Should I practice screaming? You’ll scream soon enough, dummy!"

	A booted toe nudges my fetal body straight and onto my back, lying on most of my permanent chains. Not quite, but oh so close to being a kick. My eyes are screwed shut. I dare not look at you, Master. I shudder as I feel the mental pain.. I am a pile of shit, not worth wasting your words on. Your toe grazes my throat, rapping nastily at my chin. I am not to move, not to make the slightest noise. I expect bad. Bad I can survive. This is going to be much worse."

	"The booted toe has a message for me. A message of pain to come. It prods my left breast, hard, closer to a kick than the first one. It prods my lips, pressing them into my teeth. Oh God! I know instantly what you want. In my heart of hearts I flatly refuse your demand. My body, already in pain, refuses to listen to me. It has a mind of its own. Against my will my hand moves, grabs a handful of unmarred tit flesh. Lifts it. Shoves it into my mouth.  The toe is beneath my chin again, pushing my mouth closed with the lightest of touches. My mind battles, refusing to be humiliated in this way. My body, your possession, accepts the order."

	"My teeth come together, my jaw rising to close the gap. I feel everything. There is a trunk line from my breast to my brain. My tongue, unbidden, joins in, tasting my tit, curling around my nipple, washing it for the ordeal to come. The first pain comes as my teeth almost touch, held apart by the tenderest of flesh. I bite down very gingerly, very gently. It is too hard, it hurts, but the toe waits below my chin. My jaw snaps closed as ordered, my nipple impossibly thin between the sharp edges of my teeth."

	"Remember, Master, I am under the strictest of orders -- your orders -- to not make a sound. I have already broken a standing order. Now I cower before you as I scream through clenched teeth with the pain of my tortured nipple, the nipple that I am grinding, I am chewing, at your order. My mind is defenseless as my body hurts itself."

	"You punish me savagely. Your boot raps against my jaw, left, then right, then underneath, hard enough to tilt my head up, against the weight of my breast. My obedient body mocks my rebellious brain. My teeth grind. My hapless nipple is sacrificed to the god of pain. My brain orders my vocal cords to groan. My body gets the punishment. Almost reluctantly I release the chewed up nipple and suck the other between my teeth, dreading the tapping toe that makes me obey. I can feel the impatience, the raw anger that makes me -- leaves me no choice -- hurt myself. I dare not delay. My teeth close and grind again. The agony is worse, knowing what is coming."

	"You, Master, are daring me to even breath hard. You don’t waste the effort to put a gag in my sore mouth."

	"I know the cupboard is full of pain makers. There isn’t one device on the shelves that won’t cause pain to some part of my body. Some are more screamable than others, but all (every one)  will hurt. I can’t see that you have a double handful of pain for me, but I quickly feel it."

	"Master, imagine you are kneeling beside your fuckup of a slave. Preparing to punish me for my gross disobedience. I won’t look at you because I am guilty as sin and a slave does not look into the eyes of a Master. You have nearly emptied the storage cupboard so now I will suffer some more."

	"Your anger cools to rage, close enough to sanity to safely punish me. You tie a thin cord to my nipple rings and to my big toes. It is short. I crouch, my one nipple still between my teeth,, worrying it like a dog with a pet toy. You make me walk, in a circle, tight leash. Slack brings a whip to bear. Trot. It’s impossible. My tits flop, the one jerking at my nipple with every step. I do it anyway, shying from the whip. That’s a punishable offense. Heaven help me if your vocabulary includes ‘gallop.’"

	Your hand holds a dozen sets of nipple clamps, most with jaws totally unkind to flesh, barely acceptable on thick skinned nipples. The worst have sharp edges and tighten with a screw. One set (Yes, the worst) is enough for nipples. I am directed to let loose of the nipple. My breast bounces and settles. I don’t dare look. I know my nipples are an angry red, blotchy with bite marks. I can feel each tooth."

	"Nipple clamps hurt. That’s their intended purpose. ‘Don’t put screw-down nipple clamps on chewed up nipples’. You ignore the rules and screw them very tight. It hurts as much as chewing them hurts. I thrash, my chains flailing on the rug. That is not allowed.

	"You have even better plans for the rest of the nipple clamps."

	"Two prying fingers drag my tongue into the daylight. The two clamps of one set go on each side of the extended organ, the chain hanging to my neck. A third clamp fits across the front tip of my tongue. I wince. That is not allowed either, so I am punished for it. Anything you do to me hurts. How can I forget what you did to me when I screamed? I need to scream again. What will you do to hurt me this time?"

	"The other clamp goes into my nostrils, tight on my septum. Tears flow a river from my tight shut eyes. Even that is punished. All it takes is a finger in the loop of the chain, hurting my nose and tongue as a single unit. I wince again, against my better judgement. A weight is dropped from the ceiling onto my nose chain. At least it feels that way. I sob silently, not moving."

	"A pair of clamps are linked end to end. One end joins an unspeakably sore nipple already cruelly clamped. The other clamp reaches my clit, barely, tautly. I’m hurting badly, but this is just the preliminary bout. A second pair is linked, the other equally sore nipple gets double teamed and so does my clit. I’m at the level of pain where I would normally be squalling my guts out, but not this time. I am glad I am not gagged. I would be making noise through my nose, before, during and after being punished."

	"Without ceremony I’m turned over and a dildo goes up my ass. Way up! Farther than the eye can see. There is something a bit strange. A tail? No, I recognize it as a new item. It’s a dildo mounted on the tip of a fishhook-shaped chrome-plated rod that comes out of my ass and up my back. My nose is suddenly pulled up and back, a pig snout. Twin hooks in my nostrils pull over the top of my head and connect to the fishhook. My head goes back to relieve the strain and I wonder why my septum hurts."

	"You, Master, use several padlocks to consolidate the stretch points, a smart move from your vantage point as now one tug hurts all. I don’t like it and move slightly. The punishment for wincing goes up a notch. I get the full benefit, plus one more padlock to hook my leash into the heart of the pain."

	My leash takes me outside for a crawl to the dungeon on hands and knees. Power is furnished by a somewhat thicker than usual willow branch with a sting that would make hornets jealous. The path is mostly sharp gravel. I glance at freedom -- the open field beckons. Willow is too mild. Where did you, Master, get the cane? A blindfold is added to my regalia. I stumble when my knee hits a rock. More than enough of an excuse to beat my ass with the willow. You guide me toward other rocks. The willow gets a workout and I open my mouth to scream again."

	"The return trip finds me dragging a wagon, loaded with one of Roger’s massive wooden stocks. It is set up in front of your trailer. It is the latest model, with a dildo sticking up from a seat

	that looks like a cheese grater. You pull the fishhook out of my ass so I can sit on the dildo. My ankles are locked into holes that are above my head and spread an impossible distance apart."

	"My cunt is on open display. My tits are half hidden behind various combinations of clamps and chains. There are side stocks for my wrists, holding my arms extended to the horizon. I have two choices. Either lean forward at the expense of my back, or lean against the sharp metal behind me. Once down on the dildo there is no way to get up. My full body weight is on the serrated seat. I have zero leverage to lift myself. There is an opening between my spread legs so that anyone can walk in and use my cunt or my mouth. I sit, and make a firm vow never to wriggle or squirm again."

	"Someone moves between my legs and pushes a cock into my mouth. I don’t think it is you, Master. I suck, and use my tongue and let the cock slide partway down my throat. I gag and the willow comes back. I swallow and the head goes on down. The cock stays an eternity before pulling out so I can breath. I am greeted with a spray of cock-juice on my face and up my nose. I don’t make a sound."

	I feel another body between my legs. I automatically open my mouth for another cock. I am surprised by a bare pussy. I think of the lesbian slaves, denied this recreation. I am not pleased, but I’m hardly in a position to complain. I know what I like, so I try to use my tongue, still clamped. It doesn’t work, so fingers remove the clamps from my nose and tongue, freeing me for my first lesbian experience. The clump of nipple clamp chain is in the way, and still clamped to my nipples and clit, taking a fresh bite with every stroke. I get through it without being punished, so I presume I’m doing an acceptable job. I must be drawing a crowd, because there is a steady stream of Masters. No more slaves, so I guess you have made your point, Master."

	"The next morning I am taken on a leash to the edge of the field to do my business. As a slave I have no privacy, but it still is humiliating to have to go, squatting at the end of a locked leash, with a Master watching everything. I have to shit after all that rooting in my ass. Of course there is no paper and no leaves or anything else.. I finally have to pull several clumps of grass and use it to clean myself.  Fortunately I don’t get any cactus spines mixed in. The final blow to my tattered dignity came next. Master called all the other Masters to come and watch. He put me on the ground on my back made me spread my legs and keep all my chains taut. Speaking to me for the first time he asked, "Do you know what a slave fuck is?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Really," he said, sarcastically." You mean like slut got the other day?"

	"Yes, Master?" I was puzzled.

	"That was a half-assed fuck. He was on the right track, but he missed an important part. You bounce your ass up in the air to meet your Master, but, you also bounce your tits against your chin.  Got that?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Since this is punishment, you count and I count. Both tits hit your chin or it doesn’t count and you get a stroke of the cane. Now, give me a real slave fuck. If you earn more than 10 strokes you spend all day today in the stocks. Thank God I’ve got big enough and loose enough tits to reach my chin. I have always been able to lick and suck my nipples, so it is merely a case of getting the right bounce to do the job. My best incentives are my thoroughly chewed up nipples and my torn up ass and back. I earned nine strokes, not bad for a beginner, and escaped having to sit in the stocks. I am sure I’d get several of the slaves if I were still there."

	"When my slave fuck is finished, you turn me over to Master Arlo. With a sinking heart I know that my punishment is only beginning. Being a slave, my mind dwells on what he will do to me. Call me paranoid, but I even expect to be punished for spoiling your fun, Master, keeping me in the stocks all day."

	


Chapter 24: Interrogations

	Slave dahlia knelt in the basement room below Master Allen’s office. A heavy blindfold covered the upper half her face. Her arms were racked behind her in a reverse prayer, fingertips touching the collar to which her wrist cuffs were chained. She was suffering a considerable amount of pain, but only a small part was due to her strict arm bondage.

	What hurt were her knees, which were centered in a shallow box. Between the bottom of the box and her knees was a thin layer of rock salt. The sharp-pointed crystals tortured her flesh like a tray full of thumbtacks. The strange use of salt actually traced to parts of Russia, where it was a punishment used for rebellious children.

	Her ankles were locked under an iron band that flattened the upper sides of her feet against the hard concrete floor, exposing the soles to a choice of punishments. A bar crossed behind her legs, snug into the bend of her knees. A delicate motion switch on the bar waited patiently for the slightest attempt to ease her position, ready to shock her clit.

	The slave was completely baffled. Only a few days ago Master Allen had praised her work. This morning she had been grabbed suddenly by two of the security guards and brought to the dungeon. They had refused to answer her questions and in a matter of minutes had positioned her as she now found herself.

	She had no idea that Master Major had listened to her tape on the audio system and had immediately raised a question about her detailing an escape attempt. As he put it, "It sounds to me like she was talking about an actual plan." To mollify Major and  a couple of other Masters, Allen agreed to question her and invited Major and any of the other Masters to participate in the interrogation.

	When the five Masters came down the steps into the dungeon, dahlia had been kneeling for more than an hour. She had learned about the motion switch after only a few minutes. A second shock had coursed through her just before the men came down. Her knees felt impaled, sending aches up through her thighs and down the calves of her legs, threatening to turn into cramps at any moment.

	She recognized Master Allen’s distinctive voice, but she was unsure of the others. To her sensitive ears it sounded like a much larger group was coming down the stairs. The noise of their footsteps ramped her natural slave’s fear of the unknown up another level. She had no trouble convincing herself that she was in deep trouble, but what trouble? Her already vivid imagination went into overdrive, scaring her with a hundred possibilities and a thousand punishments, covering the scale from painful to unspeakable.

	The Masters said nothing to give her the slightest hint. She heard the scraping of chairs as they moved them in front of her sightless eyes, along with the rustle of fabric as they sat down. Master Allen was at the end of the row, so when he started questioning her she automatically turned her hooded head towards him.

	"Your name, slave?"

	"Master, I am slave dahlia." She croaked the words, her mouth suddenly dry, her tongue sticking to the roof of her mouth. She tried to suck saliva into her mouth, but her glands refused to help. She already felt guilty, of something she couldn’t name.

	"You came here from?"

	"Master, I came here from Colorado. I went there after Master George died, looking for a Master to submit to."

	"Who trained you as a slave?"

	"Master, I never knew his name. He trained me for two months and then sold me to Master George.

	"Did you get better training from him, or from Master George, or from us?"

	She blanched, knowing the answer to the loaded question could mean even more serious consequences. "Master, each of the three taught me a different aspect of my slavery. You have taught me to respect my chains. Master George taught me to work in the house. My first real trainer tamed me with his whip and taught me many ways to please a man."

	"I thought your boyfriend taught you all these things?"

	"With all due respect, Master, he only trained me to give him blow jobs, and to whisper erotic stories in his ear."

	"Where do you get your ideas for stories, such as the one on the PA system the other night?"

	"Master, my boyfriend refused to let me see or read anything other than porn. It was the same on Master George’s ranch. I got many of the ideas from that, but as I gained experience as a slave I often thought up stories based on my experiences, and those of other slaves. They are almost 100 percent fantasy."

	"What about the escape plot you used as the basis for your story; the one on the PA system?"

	Appalled, she realized in an instant what the questioning had been leading up to and a new spike of fear rattled her.

	"M... M... Master, that was pure fantasy. There have been two escape attempts while I’ve been here, Both were failures. My story was about an unplanned escape, but the slave paid bitterly for even trying to escape. I did it for the Master who ordered me to talk dirty to him. I didn’t expect it to be broadcast, but it was a serious warning for any slave that even thinks about escaping."

	Master Roger asked, "Two escape attempts and you describe a third. Isn’t that hitting too close to home? Listening to that you’d have every slave watching for a chance like you described."

	"Master, there are only four slaves here that are flight risks. Three have been, or are being punished. I was, for a few hours, a free woman. I voluntarily begged for Master Allen’s collar. I have been faithful to my slave oath and I would do nothing to willingly jeopardize it. I know that the other willing slaves have no desire or intent to escape."

	"Are there any other questions?" Master Allen asked. He looked at Major, who shrugged and shook his head.

	"If not, let’s go up to my office and have a drink."

	The kneeling woman was left behind, still bound and blind.

	Nothing about the slave was said until the office door was closed and the drinks poured. Master Allen looked at Major. "Well, what do you think?"

	"I still think it was a dangerous thing to do. She of course didn’t mention that it alerted us to be more careful handling the slaves. My problem was that it was a perfectly logical opening for an escape -- up to the point where she got outside. Where would she go, nude, in chains and miles from anything. I have to agree with dahlia that it was pure fantasy."

	The others nodded in agreement. Master Allen closed the discussion. "She’s had a couple of hours on very sore knees and I imagine a few shocks in her clit from that motion switch, so if she was guilty of nothing more than a little poor judgement, I’d say she’s been punished enough."

	Major nodded, "Yeah," and took another sip of his drink. The talk veered to politics. Master Allen told martha to get a guard to release dahlia and take her back.

	-0-

	The slave’s comment about four potential escapees got Master Jeff thinking. He readily identified petra, slut and marcy, but it took him a couple of seconds to remember beth. The flamboyant redhead somehow was flying under everyone’s radar and even though she had been staying out of trouble, she still was a definite flight risk. He mentioned it to Master Allen, who agreed and decided to have another interrogation session. He checked the roster and discovered that she would be spending the night with Master Jeff. Allen told him, "Tomorrow morning, have the security guards pick her up and put her in the same bind as they did with dahlia."

	Without a word, martha put copies of the Master’s reports on Beth on his desk. He glanced through them, then backed up and read more carefully. His first instinct was correct, there was in fact a pattern. That should make for some interesting answers. He jotted some notes on the questions he would ask. On an impulse he asked martha for her assessment of beth.

	"Master, she has kept her nose clean ever since she got here. I’m not sure if she was spooked by her instant change from a respected employee to a collared slave, but it certainly had an effect on her. She pays attention in her classes and does well on most of her tests. She could be sold tomorrow and would make a satisfactory slave for some Master."

	"Satisfactory and excellent are poles apart. Are you saying she is lacking in some areas?"

	"No, Master. As I’m sure you noted in her performance reports, she already is qualified, but there are several instances where humiliation is mentioned as a key factor. In the hands of the wrong Master, she could be a disaster."

	"Thank you, Martha. I’ll keep that in mind." Her comments suggested several more questions that he jotted down.

	-0-

	As the interrogation began, beth was situated in almost exactly the same bondage as dahlia had suffered. One obvious difference was the indication that she had changed position several times, apparently ignoring the electronics that ravaged her clit with each move. She had made the mistake of attempting to sweep the salt to one side with her knee, leaving only a few crystals to kneel on. This caused a substantial increase in the pain inflicted.

	"Your name, slave?"

	"Master, I am slave beth."

	"Do your knees hurt?" The first question in Master Allen’s roundabout probing.

	"Yes, Master." Her hooded head was bent forward slightly.

	"Do you get off on the pain?"

	"No, Master. It just hurts."

	"Is this true of all pain?"

	"Yes, Master. I can’t think of any pain I would enjoy or that would arouse me."

	"Is there some special reason behind that lack of response?"

	"Yes, Master. Two of my girl friends and I went to a frat party while I was in college. Several of the men got drunk and forced the three of us into a back room. They tore all our clothes off and then tied us up and dragged us into the basement. They started beating us with all sorts of whips and paddles. They took one of us at a time and all of them would whip her until she begged in the filthiest language for them to ass fuck her. They kept on beating us while they fucked us. They were bragging about doing worse things when the frat president discovered what was going on and got us out of there. They had pictures, which they threatened to put on the Internet, so we never were able to get them prosecuted. Since then I’ve been immune. I hurt, yes, but it doesn’t do anything sexually."

	"And your punishments here?"

	"Master, it’s the same thing. I hurt, but that’s all."

	"So, you’d not do well as a pain slut."

	"Master, I’d be a basket case after the first day. Anything but that."

	"Are we doing a good job of training you?

	"Yes, Master. I am being well trained. I have learned a great deal, especially about satisfying Masters.

	"What would you suggest as a substitute for pain in disciplining you?"

	"Master?" She understood the question perfectly but wanted a second or two to compose an answer. Master Allen knew exactly what she was doing and remained silent.

	When no explanation was offered, beth responded, "Master, all you need to do is to humiliate me. I am kneeling, naked, exposed, before an unknown number of Masters. I am so embarrassed that my face is burning inside this hood and I am so aroused that my pussy is leaking like a faucet."

	"What do you think about when you know a Master is looking at your naked body, as we are right now?"

	"Master, I feel so helpless, knowing that all my secret parts are blatantly displayed for your enjoyment. I want to crawl into my skull, hide my body inside this hood. It makes me feel so tiny, so small that I am like an ornament on a shelf."

	"Humiliation gets to you. I suppose there is a story behind that too?

	"YYYess, Master. When I was ten, it was the typical cowboy and Indian games, except that one boy tied me up and then pulled my dress down and showed all his buddies my mud pie tits, and then pulled my dress up an pulled my panties off and made fun of me because I didn’t have a ‘thing’ to pee through. He made me stand and spread my legs and pee, while the boys all laughed and poked fun at me. One of the other girls tattled on me and I got walloped when my dad came home. That didn’t hurt half as much as what that kid did to me. He didn’t get punished, so he did it every time we played and I got my licking when I got home."

	"What happens here if a guard, or one of the other Masters takes you on a leash and makes you squat?"

	The hooded slave shuddered, triggering the motion detector. She yelped as it grounded through her clit. She shuddered again, this time the climax that had been building. When her breathing returned to near normal she bowed her head and said weakly, "Master," If I am humiliated like that I lose all control."

	"So I see. Suggest some other powerful humiliations that might be used as punishments."

	"Master, being naked and forced to have sex with others watching."

	"Does that just apply to men?"

	"Master, it is much worse with women watching, even though they are fellow slaves. I know they realize that I am forced, but I feel them grading my performance against their own. I know they are saying, ‘I can please a Master better than that.’"

	"What else?"

	"Master, being nude, helpless in chains and being forced to display myself before strangers. Or, having to dress or undress again before Masters. Or, being fucked while hooded or blindfolded."

	"Do you like licking a woman’s pussy?"

	"No, Master. I never did it -- never even considered it -- before I became a slave. Since I’ve been here I’ve had to do it, and have been punished once for a lack of enthusiasm."

	"Do you think you could learn to like it if the alternative was to have to lick pussy in broad daylight in the middle of the yard? In the nude." He deliberately painted her a picture with his words, but she already had her own vision and how humiliating it would be. This drew another shudder from the kneeling slave, with a corresponding electrical jolt.

	"Master, I would do anything to avoid that humiliation -- even learn to like muff diving."

	"It’s a talent you’re going to need. I’m sure the bank president’s wife will be demanding equal time in his new dungeon. And, doesn’t he have a couple of grown daughters?"

	The head bowed further. "Yes. Master," she forced out.

	"Have you ever planned an escape attempt since you’ve been here?"

	"No, Master! I admit," she said with considerable animation, "that I though of escaping when I was first caught and even when I was being transported here, but once I was collared I knew there would be no escape. I force myself to think about other things whenever escape crosses my mind. I have not planned an escape or talked with any of the other slaves who did try."

	"Did you tell any Master of your thoughts about escape?"

	"Nooo, Master. I did not."

	"See that you do in the future. A slave is not allowed to keep secrets. Escape is not an option, especially for you as your owner is anxious to take custody of you."

	"Yes, Master, I will obey."

	


Chapter 25: An Offer Spurned

	After a few more routine questions, the Masters walked upstairs to Master Allen’s office and the slave was sent back with one of the guards. They compared notes on beth’s answers and were quick to agree that humiliation training was now on the front burner, at least as far as slave beth was concerned.

	Master Arlo commented, "She doesn’t sound like much of a flight risk to me."

	"No," responded Master Jeff. "If she steps off the ranch she will be a fugitive and any cop will nab her."

	"That didn’t stop slut," argued Master Allen. "She sounds like she’s not a problem, but she’ll bear watching."

	After the meeting broke up, Allen went into martha’s office. "I want a detailed summary of the reports on slave beth, and your recommendation of who to assign her to for some intensive humiliation training. There’s no rush, so have something for me after this first rotation is completed."

	"Yes, Master. That’s about the only area where she is doing poorly."

	-0-

	Later, over coffee, Master Bill had some interesting news. "Our discrete ad on the porn network is starting to pay off. We’ve got a lot of hits from tire kickers but we’ve had three solid leads and several more possibles. It’s a big laugh reading some of the clueless responses, but there seem to be a few who are taking our offer seriously."

	"You mean our offer of specialized training, right?" asked Arlo.

	"Yeah. It would really be interesting to simply say ‘We train slaves,’ but we’d be ass deep in Feds in about two minutes."

	Master Jeff nodded. "That key word is still ‘willing.’ I’d be a lot less nervous when our four special trainees are off our hands. I’m worried that we might get in hot water for harboring fugitives."

	Master Allen reassured him. "I’ve gone over this several times with our lawyer and we’ve dotted all the I’s and crossed all the T’s. We’ve got written, signed contracts and video to back them up. I’ve also talked several times with the sheriff and he knows exactly what we are doing and is satisfied with our arrangement. He told me that the county and state prosecutors are also aware of the situation and said off the record that our brand of punishment is more fitting than any jail sentence they could get a court to agree to. We even have one judge on our side if things get sticky."

	"I hope to God you aren’t bribing any of these people?" asked Roland.

	"Hell, no! We don’t need to do that. The law people are happy to see the problem taken care of at no expense to the taxpayers. They aren’t going to pin any medals on us but they are tickled to death to have the problem solved."

	Master Allen went on, "As a matter of fact, I have a very interesting proposition that came in the mail this morning. Somebody at the state level sent us an application to operate a private, for profit, Female Correctional Facility. There was no signature or return address, just the note that I would get a telephone call in 48 hours. The kicker to the deal is that the blank application is already stamped ‘Approved.’"

	"Whoa, Nelly!" Master Major interjected. "That almost sounds like a setup."

	"Not so fast." There’s a lot of fine print -- which I’ve read -- that  indicates to me at least that we would be operating exactly as we are now. I’m going to run it by our lawyer before I fill it out, but the main thrust is that we would be accepting trainees who are in the same situation as our four special guests. It’s us or go straight to jail.

	"Aw, the first inspector in here would shut us down in seconds," said Major.

	"That’s one of the interesting parts. The contract states specifically that we will be classified as a maximum security prison, with the right to use any discipline we choose, AND that we are exempt from inspection!"

	"Christ, the Human Rights people and the ACLU will be all over us."

	"Not if they can’t find us. More fine print, to the effect that we would be unlisted in the prison system and would continue to operate our ‘willing’ slave training as a front."

	"All right, say we run a state trainee through our course. What happens then?"

	"The state has no claim on them, once they are in our hands, other than to resume prosecution if they escape. We can let them loose, sell them or let them sell themselves."

	"Obviously, the first and last would not be to our benefit. What if we offer to give them to anyone who will pay their training costs? This would make a case that we are not selling slaves."

	"Good point. I’ll check it out with the lawyer this afternoon."

	-0-

	Master Allen had a long face when he returned from town. He quickly assembled all of the available Masters. He opened by saying, "I’m afraid I’ve got bad news. Our lawyer turned the idea down flat. He had several reasons but the strongest argument was that hooking up with the state could easily lead to exposure and a public relations disaster. His advice was to drop the idea and just rely on our friends in high places. I’m sorry. I thought it might work."

	"That’s too bad," said Bill, "but I can see where the press would have a field day with us if they got wind of it. I hesitate to depend on the business we get off the Net, but it should be less likely to get us into trouble."

	"Then I assume we are turning it down?" Allen looked around the table and everyone was nodding in agreement. I’ll tell them when they call tomorrow."

	The call, when it came, turned into a lengthy sales effort by the man on the other end of the line. He verbally countered all but the press coverage, hinting at additional high level support for the project, but Master Allen was unconvinced, and refused to reconvene the Masters for further discussion.

	-0-

	Paperwork was piling up on Allen’s desk, but he shoved it aside to look at the thick pile that represented slave beth’s file. Martha had highlighted several paragraphs on the sheet on top of the file. He read through the page, and read the highlighted sections a second time. "Martha, get Gary up here."

	Fifteen minutes later Gary, one of the ranch hands,  walked into Allen’s office. After thanking him for coming, Allen picked up the report and asked, "I gather you are into humiliating your slave? Your comments on slave beth indicate some pretty strong stuff."

	"Sir, she and I are pretty much a match. I don’t get any real satisfaction from whipping a girl or giving her some other kind of pain. I do get off on seeing a girl flush, or blush from being embarrassed or humiliated."

	"You invited several other Masters to watch you screwing her?"

	"Yes, sir. She nearly had an orgasm just from my suggesting it to her. She screwed her eyes shut and blushed, all the way down her stomach. She had a fit when I forced her to open her eyes and greet each of the Masters who were standing around us. Then one of them asked her if she was enjoying having a cock up her pussy. She wouldn’t answer until I twisted her nipple. That was the only time I used pain.

	"When I was finished with my orgasm I made her have one too, which didn’t take much as she was hotter than a firecracker. I didn’t let her enjoy it, because I got right on her to thank each of the Masters for coming to watch. She had to add, ‘I hope you enjoyed watching me get fucked.’

	"She started to protest and she hesitated several times, so I hooked a leash to her collar and made her go to every one of the house trailers, ring the bell and then when someone came to the door she had to yell, ‘Look at me, I’m naked. Then she had to dance and turn around to show them her back. I made her kiss the feet of the spectator and thank him for looking at her nude body."

	"You also humiliated her when she had to piss?"

	"Yes, sir. When she indicated she had to go, I made her beg for the privilege and then beg to do it outside ‘where everybody can see me pee.’ There were a couple of guys sitting in the lawn chairs, so I made her go to each one and announce that she had to pee and would they like to watch. She balked at the order and I warned her that she could wind up having to piss on command in front of the entire crew.

	"She gave in and invited them along. Both took her up on the offer, so I took her to the edge of the lawn and made her squat in front of us. I asked her, ‘Can you finish in 10 seconds?’ She shook her head.

	"I said, ‘Piss all you can. You will stop when I say "Stop!’

	"She stopped when I told her. I made her duck walk about 10 feet and then she drained herself.

	"I suggested that the boys might like to see her masturbate. She took her cue and asked each one if they would like to see her play with her clit. She lasted about 10 seconds and begged permission to orgasm. I made her beg each of the guys for permission and then beg me again. All three of us turned her down. I ordered her to keep playing but not to come.  She touched her clit and promptly blew her ovaries.

	"I punished her by making her invite the two to come with us and watch her get fucked again. At my suggestion she promised to give them a blow job after I finished. I made her hold a cock in each hand while I screwed her."

	"What was her reaction afterward?"

	"She was insatiable. All over me like a wet washrag. She begged me to fuck her, lick her, let her blow me and four or five other things that I’d never heard of. In between she’d beg for permission to climax again: ‘Just let me touch my clit, please Master.’"

	"Did she tell you that she had described several of the things you did when she was interrogated?"

	"Sir, she didn’t right away, but later she made some remark about my having read a transcript of her session. I made her tell

	me about it and list all the turn-ons she had described. She couldn’t believe that I hadn’t been following that list.

	"I took a cue from the list and the next time she started to get out of bed I took off her chains and ordered her to get dressed. She didn’t have any clothes, so I gave her a shirt and a pair of pants to wear. When she came back I made her strip again, put the chains back on and get into bed. She was in a constant, beet-red state all evening. I repeated this every time she had to get out of bed, usually to get me something."

	"Do you think she is making any improvement in her humiliation?"

	"Sir, I really was too busy trying to keep up with her, so I didn’t have much chance to make comparisons. My gut feeling was that she will always react to humiliation more than pain or any other kind of punishment."

	"We’re thinking of an intense humiliation training course for her. Do you think it will work?"

	"Sir, I honestly don’t know. It’s worth a try."

	"Would you be interested in taking on the job of training her? You seem to know just what buttons to push to get her to react."

	"Sir, that’s one fine piece of ass. I’ll take the job in an instant."

	"Good. I’ll have martha take you two off the rotation tomorrow.

	I want you to keep her on an intense regimen of embarrassment and humiliation, but don’t push her over the top. You seem to be fully able to dream up stunts for her and you can make her suggest even more things for her to do. Keep on making her beg for activities that you and she know will work. I want you to watch her very closely for any signs of improvement. When you think you have something make her repeat it time after time, just like with making her dress and undress in front of you."

	"Yes, sir. I’ll do my best. What about activities with other slaves?"

	"She reacts very strongly to being watched by other slaves, so that’s another good area to work."

	"Could I have a copy of the interrogation, please? She told me all of the things she told you, but she might have overlooked one or two."

	"Sure. If you’ll wait just a minute martha will have it ready for you."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 26: Trouble Comes Knocking

	The electronics at the gate picked up an unannounced vehicle. Master Allen was alerted and two of the security guards took up positions where they could cover the arrival. In a few minutes the nose of a late model SUV appeared through the dust. The driver hesitated when he saw the two armed men, then drove into the parking area. The guards remained in position as a man got out from behind the wheel and a woman opened the other door and stepped onto the ground.

	Master Allen didn’t recognize either of them. He made sure his pistol was secure in the belt at his back and walked out the door to greet them. He glanced casually around to confirm that not a single slave was in sight. The two were looking around with more than a casual air. He had the feeling they were assessing everything they saw for some specific purpose. They both appeared to be in their late 20s, wearing jeans, boots and western shirts and hats.

	They saw him coming and turned to fully face him as his long strides quickly closed the distance between them. His greeting was reserved, polite, introducing himself, but waiting for an explanation of this intrusion.

	The response was also polite and unexpected. "Sir, This is Sandra Weller and my name is Dale Longview. We are freelance reporters and we would like to do an article on this ranch."

	"I’m pleased to meet you. May I ask why you think my ranch is worth a story?"

	Sandra flushed, but she was calm as she said, "We’ve heard that there are some unusual things going on here. That women are being kept as... slaves."

	Allen half turned and waved his hand in a wide arc, taking in the entire headquarters area. "Do you see any slaves? Hanging from trees, tied to posts?"

	Sandra turned a deeper shade of red as Dale asked, "Then you have nothing to hide?"

	"You will be welcome to see for yourself, but first, before I show you around, I’d like to invite you to join me in my office and we’ll talk about it. I’d like to know a bit more about you before I let you loose on the ranch."

	Both refused a drink, settling for bottles of pop. When martha brought the cans and glasses in, Allen introduced her, simply as martha, without mentioning that she was first slave. Without any further delay he began questioning them. "Where did you hear about this ranch?" He didn’t expect an answer beyond the usual "protecting my source," but Dale caught him off guard.

	"We’re into the BDSM scene. We’ve seen your ad on the porn network and a friend of a friend told us just enough to help us track you down."

	Master Allen leaned back in his chair, digesting Dale’s answer. His suspicions were aroused as the whole answer was too pat. He debated throwing them off the ranch, but at the same time realized that anything they published could seriously hurt the operation. For the moment he decided he would go along with their story and see where it led.

	"How long have you two been involved in the scene?" The question was offhand, but Allen had decided on the path to follow.

	The pair looked at each other. Sandra’s blush had almost disappeared, but the -- to her -- blunt question into their private lives set off a new round of rosy cheeks and the blush extended deep into her shallow cleavage. Dale answered for both, "Sandra has been doing bondage for five years. She got me interested about a year later." Allen watched with considerable secret amusement as her flush became a new wave that you could actually see in motion.

	"Which do you prefer, chains, or rope?"

	"We like both about equally. There are times when Sandra wants to be completely helpless then we use chains. We use rope sometimes to tease with the possibility of escape if the knots aren’t tight.  Actually, we’re both good with knots."

	"I take it you’re the dominant partner?"

	"Most of the time. We switch once in awhile, but not very often. Sandra gets more of a bang out of submitting than I do."

	Poor Sandra was squirming in her chair, mouth open, astounded as their secrets were made an open book. Allen watched her, even as he concentrated on what Dale was saying. He made a bet with himself that her blush was down to her belly button by now, and a side bet that her nipples were hard enough to scratch glass. He was ready to accept her side of the story, but he still had some doubts about how genuine Dale was.

	"What’s your favorite position?"

	Dale swallowed, realizing that the rancher’s questions were far afield from their stated purpose. He could see the state that Sandra was in and on impulse answered very frankly, intending to rack her humiliation up a level. "She likes to be tied spread eagled on her stomach with a couple of pillows under her hips so I can do her quim from in back." Allen nodded as Sandra looked daggers at Dale.

	Allen picked up on the byplay and trumped it. "That’s Sandra’s favorite, but what’s yours? You don’t do missionary all the time do you?"

	"No way." I like to lie on my back and make her straddle me and give me a blow job while I blow into her pussy. If she does a good job, I’ll lick her clit."

	"Dale!" Sandra interjected, wringing her hands and now really squirming on her chair. Dale kept his face impassive, turning to look her in the eye. She held his gaze for a long moment, then dropped her eyes. It would be her one and only protest during the conversation.

	Allen watched the exchange without seeming to. He could see all the signs that Sandra was ready, more than ready, for any sexual activity that presented itself. "What sort of equipment do you have?"

	"We haven’t been able to afford much, but I’m handy with tools so I’ve made some spreader bars and used some old belts to make cuffs with. We splurged on a set of police handcuffs and I got her a dog collar. I got a deal on a batch of padlocks that were all keyed together.  So with that and lots of chain and miles of rope I keep her pretty well under control."

	Some unseen command must have passed between them, because Sandra never raised her eyes from her lap, watching her writhing fingers try to bend a fingernail double.

	"Do you have your equipment with you?"

	He was finishing the last of his pop, so there was a pause between question and answer. Dale raised his head, never looking at her. "Some of it. I like to keep her handcuffed when we’re in the car. She gets excited just from that."

	Sandra’s fingers stilled for only a second, then renewed their attack on the helpless nail.

	"Would you mind bringing it in? I’d like to see it. All of it."

	That got Sandra’s attention instantly. Her fingers went rigid as she looked directly at Master Allen, an incredulous expression on her face. She instantly guessed exactly what this stranger had in mind and as Dale agreed and hurried to the car she continued to stare at Allen. He ignored her, guessing that her submissive persona had read his mind.

	"You two planning to marry?"

	The idea of somehow kicking him in the nuts zipped through her brain even as her lips responded with another private bit of information. "He hasn’t asked me. He’s hinted at it, but that’s all."

	"And?"

	She sighed, already admitting defeat. This interview had gone bad before it even got started and she was working up to a towering rage -- at herself -- for getting involved. "He did ask me to move in with him," she said, almost apologetically.

	Master Allen chuckled. "Nowadays that’s about like getting married."

	"Yes... S...Sir."

	Dale saved the day by walking in with a heavy carton. At Allen’s insistence he laid everything out on the floor. Allen watched Sandra. She was one step from an orgasm and seeing all their toys kept her inching closer. She wondered why he had called them ‘tools.’

	Allen gave the toys a professional once over. Nothing appeared new and everything had wear, ranging from a little to obviously heavy usage. He felt a little bit more confident that they were legitimate. That left one more test.

	"Would you mind showing me how you put the cuffs on her?"

	Sandra jerked as if she had been slugged in the belly. Dale had a momentary puzzled look on his face, but he apparently realized that if he balked they wouldn’t get the story they were after. He motioned to Sandra to stand and walking behind her slipped the cuffs onto her wrists and buckled them tight. She jangled the three link chain connecting them, showing some training in assuring her dom that she was safely locked in.

	"Now, take her clothes off."

	Sandra’s eyes flared open. She started to protest but a look from Dale silenced her as effectively as a gag. Dale wasted no time stripping her. Boots, jeans and her hat came away. Dale unlocked the chain between her cuffs and pulled her shirt and bra off. Bending down he slicked her panties off her hips and had her step out of them.

	Master Allen leaned back, satisfied. She wasn’t wearing a wire and she had gone farther than any law officer would go, even for a sting operation. He looked at Dale. "Show me your chest please."

	Dale put his hat on top of Sandra’s and shucked his shirt over his head, followed closely by his T-shirt. His chest too was bare of any wire. Allen didn’t bother with the jeans, which were too tight to hide even a sheet of paper.

	Allen nodded, allowing both to dress. When they were finished, he had Dale place everything back in the box and take it to the car. He waited silently until the man came back, his eyes boring holes in Sandra’s delightful body all the while.

	"Do you still want that story?"

	Sandra looked up, hope in her eyes. Dale simply nodded, unsure of where the conversation was about to go.

	"We’ll show you around the place, but I have a strong feeling that you will decide after you’ve seen everything that you don’t want to write about us."

	Sandra’s curiosity got the better of her. She piped up, "Why not? It’s a scandal, that’s what it is."

	"And what you two just did in public wasn’t a scandal?"

	Even as she shook her head she realized that she had been carefully manipulated by an expert, who was very right. She had spotted the red camera light so now the tapes would roll and her parents and others would get special delivery copies. She realized that she not only hadn’t been threatened, she had been treated politely.

	"Do you want to think about that answer? I hate people who lie to me."

	She allowed a bulldozer o drag the apology from her lips and admit that, yes, what she did with Dale was a scandal, even though Master Allen had been the only witness -- other than the camera.

	Allen ignored the apology and started to lecture her.

	"You think this place is a scandal. Yet, you and Dale have been breaking the rules for years. We are doing little more than the two of you are doing on a regular basis. The only basic difference is that we are getting paid for a service. The women on this ranch have all signed releases, vowing that they are here of their own free will and that they were not coerced into signing. I suspect, if the truth be told, that Dale forced you into your first serious bondage experience. If you had to admit that in a courtroom, I’m sure the attorneys would rip you to shreds."

	He paused, "For a submissive you have had a lot to say. I don’t doubt that you will be properly punished for your transgressions as soon as Dale can find a spot with some privacy. We punish as part of our special training, using the same tools and the same methods. It may be more stringent, it may hurt more, but we are teaching these girls valuable lessons that will affect the rest of their lives. It’s pretty much a game to you, but a slip, a mistake a misdeed by one of the girls could have long term consequences."

	"This ranch is not a sex palace or the den of iniquity that you would no doubt try to label it. Rather it is an advanced, very high level training school teaching some all important skills."

	"Sandra, I’m going to send you with martha to tour the ranch. She happens to be the number one slave here, in charge of all the slaves, so you will get the perspective of a fully experienced woman who has seen it all, done it all, been punished for it all and who has no interest in deserting her collar."

	"Dale, I’m going to be your guide. I’ll show you the ranch from the male perspective. That is far different than what Sandra will see, so when you are finished I will give you some time to compare notes before I discuss your article."

	Slave martha appeared in the doorway. She nodded to Sandra, who got up to join her. Master Allen added one proviso to the tour. "Sorry. No cameras." He knew they weren’t carrying one, but he was sure they had left one in the car.

	After martha and Sandra left, Allen sat back down and indicated the chair, so Dale sat back down as well.

	"Before we go out, I want to tell you a bit about our organization. At the moment every male employed here on the ranch and several others are shareholders in the ranch and training school. We had initial investments of anywhere from

	$5,000 to the low six figures. We have well over a million dollars invested. I want you to keep that in mind for your article, because we aren’t a porno operation at all. So, if you’re ready, we’ll get started."

	As they went out the door into the sunshine, Allen added, "Besides the money we have some very talented men -- and women -- here."

	


Chapter 27: Questions, Questions

	"Do any of the woman own a share? asked Dale.

	Allen looked at him, keeping his face straight, despite his urge to let out a roar of laughter. "No, all of the women, every one, are slaves. They can’t own anything. You’ve seen a slave contract haven’t you?"

	"Well, yes."

	"Then you didn’t read all the fine print. Once a woman agrees to be a slave she agrees to strip herself of money, jewelry, real estate, cars, anything of value. She doesn’t even own the collar locked on her neck, or the irons on her wrists and ankles."

	"Are you saying that the women on your ranch haven’t been forced into slavery? No coercion?"

	"With four exceptions, my statement is true. We have four women who are willingly taking our training rather than go to jail for various crimes."

	"Willingly? Do you expect me to believe that?"

	"When we get back to the office I will be happy to show you the contract with us that they signed, AND a video of each one as they agreed -- willingly -- to be trained. You’re welcome to ask every girl on the place."

	By this time they had reached Arlo’s shop. Allen introduced Dale, fully aware that word had gotten around to all the Masters that there were snoops on the grounds.

	Leading the conversation, Allen asked, "Arlo, are you working with any of the girls this morning?"

	"Yes, I’ve got one right here. He moved a large cardboard box to reveal a steel cube.  It was full of girl. Her legs extended through holes close to the center of the front panel. Her lower legs were all that could be seen, bending toward each other and fettered to each other and to a tent stake driven into the dirt floor. Her arms extended through the sides and were cuffed behind her, bending sharply around the corners of the cube.

	Her head came up through the top, her collar fixed to the metal. A slim chain ran from her left nostril to an eye-bolt at the rear corner, back to a ring in her left ear and ended at the eye-bolt at the left front. The matching chain hooked up on the other side of her face. A short chain from her nose ring was taut to the forward edge of the cube. Hanging in front and slightly above her was a diabolical head cage, a potent threat, she could see when she rolled her eyes up, if she complained about her bondage.

	Dale was thunderstruck. He’d seen cages and boxes, or pictures, but never anything like this. His mouth hung open, unnoticed, as he walked slowly around the cube, taking in every nuance. He shook his head in disbelief. "You mean she is in that... box, willingly?"

	Arlo responded, "Certainly. She volunteered to help me test this new training device. "Didn’t you, slut?"

	"Yes, Master. I enjoy experimenting with Master Arlo’s inventions."

	"And he’s not going to beat you or whip you if you give me the wrong answer?"

	"No, Master. He treats me very well."

	"Are you taking this so called training without being coerced?"

	"Master, this training will be invaluable to me for the rest of my life. I am learning to please both men and women. If I fail the course, it will have serious consequences in my future. I agreed without any coercion to the training. I want the training because I know that without it I might well end up in the hands of someone who would whip me or mistreat me."

	Dale accepted her answer and walked once more around the cube. Both Allen and Arlo noticed that his pants were doing a poor job of hiding what could only be a stiffening cock.

	The three spent almost half an hour examining the restraints that Arlo was literally mass producing. Dale seemed familiar with the more common pieces, but there were several times he had to ask the purpose or use of a particular piece of reworked metal. Allen invited both of them to have coffee, leaving slut in her tight and inescapable prison.

	Dale sipped his coffee and finally admitted. "I wouldn’t

	have believed it if I hadn’t heard that... slut, you called her, tell me to my face that she wanted to be trained. "Where do you find women like that?"

	"They find us, in some cases," said Master Allen. He looked Dale straight in the eye. "Seems to me you’re escorting a girl with exactly the same purpose in life."

	Dale flushed, slowly nodding. "I’m a fine one to talk," he admitted, "Sandra is a full fledged submissive, although she hides it... from everybody but me."

	Arlo gave Allen a knowing look. "She’ll have a field day with martha, who is about as domineering as they get. Dale, I’ll bet you a five dollar bill that martha will come back and say just what you said about her."

	"You’re on, because she can be pretty deceptive when she wants to be. The men laughed and got up to go. Just then verna came in and offered more coffee. Arlo responded, "No thanks, we’ve had enough."

	Once outside, Dale asked, "Who was the nude woman who served us coffee and the other gal that just came by?"

	Allen answered, "That was steffany doing the cooking. The other one was verna. She’s the ranch foreman’s slave and the chief cook."

	"You mean you can work here and have a slave of your own?"

	"That’s about as good as it gets. Just recently we started a rotation so that each of the girls gets a new man every night. Believe it or not, it’s a good method of teaching them some new tricks."

	"Hell, where do I sign on to work here?"

	Allen laughed, "From the looks of that rocket in your pants this place is getting to you. We don’t have any job openings at the moment, but depending on how Sandra sees this, we might have something that would interest you."

	"Sandra?" He seemed puzzled.

	"If she likes it here and wants to stay, we’d find a job for you."

	"Man, that’s going to take some tall persuading."

	Allen was tempted to tell him that persuading was their business. Instead he asked, "Have you ever told her to do something?"

	"Sure, lots of times."

	"And she does it?"

	"Quite a... Usually, if it’s something that she wants too."

	"So, if you told her you wanted her to join you for a 30-day expense paid vacation here at the ranch, with free lessons thrown in, she’d do it? Would you do it?"

	"Well, I would, certainly. I’m 99 percent certain she’d go for it, especially after that display just now in the office."

	"Would it bother you that she would be having sex with the other men? She’d go right to the head of the rotation as soon as we got both of you to have your medical exam."

	"That’s not a problem. We’ve both had other partners. We’ve always been careful and I always use a rubber."

	"Good, because that’s a requirement here. Is she on the pill?"

	"Regular as clockwork."

	Just then the reached the corner of one of the trailers as Allen pointed out the one they would have to live in. As they rounded the corner the door burst open and a naked, chained girl hurried to greet them, She dropped to the ground and kissed their boots. Kneeling up, she begged, "Masters, please, I beg you, come in and watch me blow my Master and then get fucked by him. Please, Masters?"

	Allen glanced at Dale to see his reaction. He was grinning, disbelieving what he was seeing, sure it was some sort of dream. Allen was pleased. This hadn’t been set up, but it fit perfectly into his plan.

	Gary was standing in the doorway to greet them. He invited them in, then watched carefully as beth crawled up the steps and into the trailer. He was bare to the waist and a quick order brought beth to her knees and her teeth to his belt. She undressed him as speedily as if she had used her hands, an obvious bit of training that wasn’t lost on Dale.

	She used a heavy coffee table as a bed, turning to face the men as she lowered herself with her hands, her legs flying open to an impossible angle to display her inner core. Gary walked around to her head. Obediently she bent her head back until she was looking at Gary’s ankles. She positioned herself, then raised her head. "Masters, may I hold your cocks while I blow my Master?"

	Master Allen waved the other two forward. She grasped at their trousers, both hands adeptly exposing the cocks she would hold, feeling the pulsing blood in the palms of her hands as Gary slid into her mouth and up her throat. In turn, Allen played with her already erect nipples, twisting and pinching them between his hard nails.

	Beth was enjoying all the attention, her humiliation forgotten for the moment. Her hips were pumping her gaping empty slit up and up again, searching for a non-existent cock to satisfy the cravings her training was emphasizing.

	Gary pulled out, turned and backed down her body, his slick organ dragging saliva down her chin and between her breasts. She bounced against him thrusting with her gaping  legs. She begged him to mount her, humping, then waving her legs in mid-air, ready to lock over his thighs as he pushed into her. Her hands moved constantly, thrilling to the softness of the hard flesh.

	Dale stood it as long as he could. His mind, blasted by visions of naked, chained girls, listening to this one beg to be taken, beg to be watched as she performed these acts normally done only in private. This one, holding his organ tight, squeezing like a vagina, caressing his rampant hardness, begging for the privilege that gave him all the exstacy while she heaped only humiliation on herself.

	He spurted. A long whitish strand dropped onto the table, almost parallel to the edge. A second, shorter burst and a third drained him. She felt the surge through the hot flesh and squeezed, but it was too late to stop the flow. Dale staggered back, landing in a big recliner, staring down at his cock and then at the naked body of the woman as she showed her audience what happens when a female has an orgasm.

	Beth was babbling, begging for more cock, more anything, even asking to be whipped. Humiliation had always been her cross to bear, but these Masters were teaching her to forget -- for the moment -- that she was embarrassed by her sexual activity. Her humiliation was waiting in the wings, waiting until night, when she tried to sleep, only to have to relive every debasing and degrading thing she had to do. Each act had its own special orgasm as the climax, draining her deeper and deeper until she slept, dreaming of unending rows of cocks waiting to impale her.

	Gary filled his rubber with sperm and pulled out abruptly, letting her leak her juices onto the wood. Arlo pulled back and filled her hand, then guided it to her mouth. She swallowed and licked until her palm was clean. Gary picked up the condom and dumped it onto her belly button. He took handcuffs and locked beth’s wrists and ankles to the table legs. He looked down at her. "Don’t move until that sperm is dry. If there’s one crack you’ll be visiting every Master to borrow a cup of come."

	Gary accompanied them outside. Dale got out of the recliner with some difficulty but managed to straighten up by the time they got outside. Master Allen spoke for all three of them, congratulating Gary. "Great job. Keep it up."

	He smiled. "Around her it’s a problem keeping it up. She’s already starting to stalk me whenever she detects the slightest bulge in my pants. She follows me and wants to hold my prick when I’m pissing. She gets two or three sheets of toilet paper and wipes off the head when I’m done. She even wanted to wipe my ass, but that I had to object to. It just ain’t right."

	That brought a laugh from all four men. "Keep up the good work anyway," said Arlo.

	Master Allen looked over at Dale as they walked back to the office. "Is that vacation looking any better?"

	Dale actually blushed. He was still reliving the past hour of his life, with nothing to compare it to. Sandra had done a lot of strange things while they were screwing, but it was nothing to compare with beth’s antics -- and these two were talking about her as if she wasn’t already highly trained.

	"Sir, that vacation is just what I need. I’d like very much to see Sandra go through the course and learn some more about being a submissive. It’s too early to be talking making her into a slave, but from what little I’ve seen you could do a lot with her in a month. I’m just flabbergasted at what you’ve already accomplished with Beth. She could put her shoes under my bed any time."

	"Even with Sandra already in the bed?" Allen was teasing, but the answer was revealing.

	"She knows that she has to share me. We’ve done a couple of threes and she lived through it."

	Arlo went back to his shop and Allen led the way back into his office. There was no sign of Sandra or martha. "Would you care to see some of those videos of the girls signing up for training?"

	Dale was apologetic. "After this tour I believe you. Just out of curiosity I’d like to see one or two, while we’re waiting."

	Allen quickly cued up the tape and he and Dale watched the big screen as Helen rolled into the yard in a Cadillac and walked away a slave. When it was finished, Allen found the tape of the collaring ceremony, which Dale found quite interesting. As Allen was removing the tape, Dale asked, "Why, the name ‘slut?"

	Allen laughed. "Just one of those traditions that seem to start from nowhere. You didn’t meet petra. She was the first screwup so she lost her name and became ‘slut.’ She got over her problems and got her name back. The current ‘slut’ got named right off the bat. She’s the sister of Master Bill."

	Dale was on pins and needles. He desperately wanted to know what horrible crime they had committed to warrant taking away their names. He had read enough to know that while many Masters might change names on a whim, it was not that common.

	Master Allen was cuing up a third tape when there was a gentle knock on the lower door. He stopped the machine and went to the door. Kneeling on the doorstep were martha and Sandra. Both were naked, drawing a stifled gasp from Dale. Sandra was wearing a collar and martha had a firm grip on the short chain leash that was snapped on one of the collar’s D-rings.

	


Chapter 28: She Said, He Said

	Earlier, when the two young journalists had been separated for guided visits to the compound, Martha had taken on the role of guide for Sandra. Master Allen, concerned about what the two might write about their visit had been reluctant to let martha, or any slave, take her around to meet the other Masters and slaves. He would have preferred that one of the men take her, but decided to let martha do it. Christeen would be able to handle the office while martha was gone.

	Martha started away from the office and then decided to work on Sandra. She led her back to the office after Allen and Dale had left. Slave martha looked at Sandra.

	"You didn’t seem to mind getting naked. One of the rules here is that every woman who is outside in the compound has to strip to the skin. We can leave your clothes in Master Allen’s office."

	Sandra quickly slipped out of her boots and jeans for the second time. Her shirt joined the small pile leaving her in the natural state. She looked around and asked, "Aren’t I supposed to wear a collar too, like the slaves?"

	She was being sarcastic, but martha ignored the sarcasm and pulled a collar off the shelf and in one smooth motion had it locked around Sandra’s neck. "This is in the rules somewhere, but it will give you an excellent opportunity to feel like one of the slaves. All I need now is a leash and you’re ready to go exploring."

	The leash clicked on a D-ring on her collar before she had a chance to protest. Sandra felt the metal, pulling it against her neck to feel its constriction. She had bondage experience but she’d never even seen more than pictures of a collar, let alone wear one. She liked the feel and just thinking about it was getting her hot.

	Martha had quickly made up the rule, but Sandra wouldn’t know that. As they went out the door, martha instructed her, "You look like a slave, so you will have to act like one. If we meet a Master outside, or inside, we both have to kneel and kiss his feet. If he asks a question, you start your answer with ‘Master’."

	"But you didn’t do that in Allen... Master Allen’s office."

	"No, for several reasons. With the Masters in and out of his office all day long, I’d be on my knees all the time. Also, I am first slave, which gives me a few priviledges around the office --  and in his bed. She leaned on the last phrase, warning off any possible competition. She watched Sandra closely, but could see no reaction.

	Instead, she asked a question, "How do you like working for Master Allen?"

	Martha could tell the question was loaded. She smiled broadly. "He’s about the best Master you could imagine -- and he’s good in bed too."

	"You seem to have a fixation on sex."

	Martha couldn’t tell whether it was a question or a statement of  fact, but she had a quick answer.

	"There’s a tremendous amount of sex in the life of any slave --  probably five to ten times as much as the average couple enjoys." She turned the question back, "Don’t you have more  and better sex when you’re in bondage?"

	"Yessss, but I never seem to get enough. I’m always ready for more, but mostly there isn’t any more."

	"That, my dear, is why most of these women are taking this special training. The roster system we use ensures that each girl gets a new man every night, fresh and ready to rumble."

	"That makes it sound like the men are a bunch of pimps, trading off their working girls."

	"That’s way off the mark. Unless they really screw up most of the girls never are forced to do anything."

	"You mean that EVERY girl here is willing and wants this training?"

	"With a few exceptions."

	"Exceptions?"

	"There are four girls here that are taking the training rather than go to jail."

	Martha said it, and immediately regretted opening her mouth. She had never experienced a reporter gaining her confidence and then asking good questions. Martha tried to cover it up and if anything got in deeper.

	"All four came here willingly and publicly announced that they were signing up for the training of their own free will. They taped the whole thing."

	"Rather than jail?"

	Slave martha nodded. She didn’t say more as they were almost on the doorstep of the wood shop. At martha’s motion Sandra joined her, kneeling on the step. Martha waited for the clear sound of an electric saw to wind down, then knocked gently on the lower panel of the door.

	The two girls could hear footsteps and then the door opened. Roger Wore, the carpenter, loomed over them.  He waited until both had kissed his feet.

	"State your business," he ordered.

	"Master, this is Sandra Weller, a reporter who wants to do a story on the ranch."

	Roger eyed Sandra’s nude body up and down, causing her to blush. He barely glanced at martha, whom he had seen in the buff hundreds of times.

	"Not bad," he said, sticking out his lower lip in contrast to his words. "Are you trying out how it feels to be a slave?"

	"Master, yes."

	"You’re into bondage I hear."

	Martha felt a pang. Word had been spread. She sensed that she was already in trouble.

	"Master, yes."

	Somewhat exasperated he turned to martha and said, "Can’t you teach her to say "Yes, Master? Sounds stupid when it’s backward."

	"Yes, Master!" Martha did the ritual.

	"Sandra, I’m tempted to give you a real feel for what we do. Come on back and I’ll show you."

	He led the way to a back room. He opened the door and stepped aside, letting them look. Sandra gasped, not quite believing her eyes.

	A massive wood framework took up much of the room. It was a set of stocks, but even martha had never seen anything close to this. There was a slave fixed in the center. Fixed was the key word. Her wrists, ankles and neck were padlocked in separate massive wood blocks that held her rigid body in mid-air, at least five feet off the floor. Her legs were spread to the absolute maximum and perhaps a twinge more. Her arms were stretched to either side, looking like they would snap like twigs where they entered the tight holes in the wood.

	The girl was strapped into a punishment helmet that gave ample evidence of the tremendous pressure on the girl’s head. The helmet had only nostril holes. She was allowed to breathe, but nothing more.

	Sandra of course had no idea who the girl was, but martha knew at once that it was slave marcy.

	Both had wondered why her body was so rigid. When they stepped up closer they could see that some of her weight was on the tip of a rod the size of a quarter, that rose from the floor. As one both girls stooped to peer upward, but all they could see was the rod disappearing into the flesh of her back, thin over her spine. If they could have heard her description they would easily have been convinced that the tip of the rod was sharpened to a point.

	Roger chuckled, "This slave volunteered to help me test my new idea for punishment stocks."

	Sandra looked at him like he had two heads. "Volunteered? In a pig’s ass she volunteered."

	She turned to the dumbfounded martha and asked, "Is this one of the ones skipping a jail sentence? I think I’d rather have the jail."

	Roger interrupted before martha could think of an answer that wouldn’t get her in more trouble.

	"It’s lunch time, so you two had better show up at the dining room. I’ve got a saw cut to make and I’ll join you -- if there’s any room anywhere near you."

	Martha responded for both.

	"Yes, Master."

	Roger watched them leave, then hurried to the phone.

	-0-

	In the dining hall several of the Masters were already seated. There were three or four slaves who were not needed elsewhere who were sitting at a separate table. There wasn’t a rule for separate tables, but as often happened the Masters filled one table and they had to sit somewhere else.

	Roger joined them almost immediately. They talked about different parts of the training program, but Sandra carefully avoided asking anything more about the four slaves. She had seen the look on martha’s face. She did ask, "How long is that poor girl going to hang there, getting stabbed in the back?"

	Roger shrugged. "Probably about an hour. We try not to abuse the trainees."

	"Is that rod really pointed? It looks it."

	"If you come back to the shop I’ll show you. It’s flat as this table."

	Martha noticed that Sandra was squirming against the hard seat, She looked at her eyes and was startled to see naked lust. She sat there, wondering what had turned Sandra on. Roger didn’t seem to have noticed, but he actually had, but he had no more of a clue than martha did.

	Finally, martha caught what was attracting Sandra’s attention. She was watching Verna, who was wearing her lightweight serving chains as she served lunch. Eventually Sandra couldn’t stand it and leaned close to martha and whispered, "Who is the girl... um... slave, serving at the counter?"

	Martha glanced over, to make sure they were both looking at the same girl.

	"That’s Verna. She is the ranch foreman’s slave."

	Sandra seemed puzzled. "You mean he lets her... naked... in public?"

	Martha couldn’t help laughing. "You are looking at the ranch cook. She belongs to Jeff, but she’s in the bedroom rotation like most of the other slaves. Cooking is her job."

	"Because?

	"The Masters want the girls to get some variety. They are here to learn and one of the best learning tools is satisfying many different men, as they are likely to do after they leave here."

	By now the conversation was loud enough for Roger to hear. He offered, "This has only been going a short time but I’ve learned some new things from almost every slave that has shared my bed. And, the slaves admit to learning some new ways to please."

	After some more conversation, the girls begged off going back to the shop, as martha wanted Sandra by herself so she could find out what made the girl tick.

	"You like bondage?"

	"Yes, but really only when Dean is the one tying me up or whipping me."

	"Did seeing that girl in that wooden monster turn you on?"

	"Yesss," she dragged out. "I would have liked to try that contraption."

	Martha looked at her in amazement. Behind that tough facade was a pretty hot number, but right now her main concern was damage control. If Sandra got out of the compound with a story headlined "Jailbirds tortured on New Mexico ranch," they were all done for.

	"I take it you liked vera?"

	"She seemed so happy, going about her work. You’d never know from her attitude that she was in chains, as naked as the rest of the slaves. She seemed... proud, I guess the word would be."

	"Well, that’s a word that can be a two edged sword for a slave. She can be punished for her pride if it interferes with her job. In vera’s case she has the right to be proud of her Master and her job. She’s a special person."

	Sandra admitted, "I always thought and read that once a girl became a slave she lost all of her identity and character, and became merely a piece of meat to be bought and sold."

	"Far from it. While it’s probably true of some Masters, most consider their slaves as their most valuable property. It’s an entirely different concept than what some of the literature tells you. If you spend some time here you will find that many of the fixed ideas about bondage are, or were, outmoded decades ago."

	Sandra hesitated. "I think I might be interested, but I’m afraid of winding up like that girl in the stocks. I’d like to try it, without being forced."

	"Has Dale ever done you any serious damage, really hurt you?"

	""Noooo. He often leans the other way. Just when I’m getting off on his fingers or his crop, he stops, thinking I’ve had enough."

	"What would you think if I told you that both of you, given your experience already with bondage, could learn a lot here. Like Master Roger said, the girls brought ideas and the Master learned. Dale could learn to overcome his reluctance to give you all, or more, of the bondage and discipline that you want, and evidently need."

	Sandra flushed. "Am I really that easy to read?

	Martha laughed. "Sandra, you are among experts. Both the Masters and the slaves learn to read every sign and signal that you send out. They read your body language. For example, you were getting the hots for verna, even though you aren’t even remotely a lesbian. Both Master Roger and I picked up on your squirms while you watched her working.

	Sandra sighed, her face red. "Boy, this is no place to keep secrets."

	"Very true. A slave is forbidden to keep secrets. That’s just one of dozens of things that a slave can’t do, because her main purpose is to focus on her Master and please him in every possible way. There is little or no time for personal pleasure."

	There was a long moment of silence. Slave martha looked at Sandra.

	"You’d like to become a slave. Dale’s slave."

	The two statements were definitely not a question.

	Sandra faced the facts, realizing she had been repressing the question -- and the answer -- for a long time. Very slowly she nodded.

	Martha couldn’t help pouncing on this breach of training rules. Primed for her reaction, martha snapped, "When you are asked a question, you respond with a vocal answer, not a nod!"

	Sandra cast her eyes down. Meekly she responded, barely above a whisper, "Yes, Mistress, I want to be Dale’s slave."

	Martha spotted one of the Masters walking away from them.

	"Louder. Loud enough for that Master to hear you."

	"YES, MISTRESS! I WANT TO BE MASTER DALE’S SLAVE!"

	


Chapter 29: A Slave is Born, A Slave is Punished

	Both men watched as both martha and Sandra kissed the toes of Master Allen’s boots. Dale’s eyes widened in near shock. A naked Sandra in the confines of the office was somehow perfectly acceptable, but seeing her come in from outside -- where heaven knows how many men had seen her -- took some getting used to. Seeing her kissing Master Allen’s boots reinforced the shock. She was already a slave, doing things a slave must do.

	Shock number two came when the two girls advanced into the office and knelt before Dale, kissing his boots as well. Martha rose to her knees, giving Sandra’s leash a warning tug. "Repeat what you said to another Master, outside."

	"Yes, Mistress. I said, ‘I want to be Master Dale’s slave’."

	That was shock number three and Dale came close to hyperventilating, his breathing hard -- not the only hard thing about him.

	Master Allen saved the day. "Sandra, were you forced, or coerced into saying this?"

	"No, Master. I truely want to be his slave. I’ve wanted it for a long time. Mistress martha made me face my desire. That’s all."

	Slave martha tugged the leash again.

	"Isn’t there something you want to ask Master Dale?"

	Sandra, still prostrate, kissed his boots again. Head down she begged, "Master Dale, will you accept me as your slave? I beg your collar."

	Dale shook his head, not denying her request, but almost disbelieving the remarkable turn of events. Two hours ago this girl was avidly working on an exposition of the scandalous behavior at this hidden ranch. Now she was kissing his boots and giving every evidence of accepting exactly what the two men had planned for her.

	With an effort he calmed his nerves and worked on the plan.

	"I will accept you as my slave on one condition. You will sign up, willingly, for the ranch training course. At the end of 30 days you will either renew your vows and accept my collar, or you will be sent home."

	"Master, we can’t afford my training." Her tone was hopeless.

	Master Allen spoke up. "I am donating a vacation for you two. There’s no charge."

	"Thank you, Master!" they said in unison.

	Master Dale reminded, an edge on his voice, "I asked a question. I didn’t get an answer. Are you willing to accept training and be my slave?"

	She kissed the tips of his boots again to mollify her new Master.

	"Yes, Master, I will gladly and willingly train in order to be the best possible slave for you.

	Master Allen took over. "You’ll be assigned to one of the trailers for living quarters. We will have a public collaring ceremony for this slave tomorrow at 10 a.m. All Masters and slaves will be expected to attend."

	"Sandra, after you are collared you will be given a work assignment, class assignments and you will be added to the rotation. I understand that you have had other partners, so this won’t be a problem. You will be treated exactly like the other slaves. The Masters use condoms and you are expected to also use your birth control pills regularly. Is that agreeable? Now is the time for either of you to back out."

	Master Dale responded for both of them. "Yes, sir. We will accept your hospitality with gratitude and my slave will accept all phases of her training with the same gratitude."

	Martha reached down and opened Sandra’s collar. She slid it off her neck and handed it and the leash to Dale. "Master, you will need this training collar for the ceremony tomorrow. Your slave will be naked for the ceremony. She will be chained as part of the program." Fair warning.

	"Well, she gets some chains right now, to impress upon her that she is now a slave and has to act like one." Sandra dutifully held out her wrists for the cuffs. She raised one leg to receive the leg iron, then Dale bent down to fasten th other.

	"Thank you Master Allen and thank you, martha for your part in getting this slave to ask for my collar. I think she is going to spend the evening regretting not having asked much sooner."

	"Good luck to both of you. We’ll see you in the morning."

	As soon as they were gone, martha dropped to the floor again and crawled to Allen’s boots. She gritted her teeth, knowing her world was about to change. She debated lying, but dropped the idea, knowing her punishment would be excruciating for lying. She gave each boot a lingering kiss, stalling before the inevitable. The words came finally to her lips, slowly at first, then falling over each other.

	"Master, I have committed a grave error. This slave identified the four slaves who are here rather than in jail. This slave admitted to Sandra that they were here to avoid jail. This slave realized as soon as she said it that it was wrong. If slave sandra had been allowed to leave she would no doubt have written a story that would have ruined you and the ranch. It was stupid of me and I beg punishment."

	Master Allen already knew what had happend, as Roger reported it and had been prepared for her confession.

	"Stupid is too mild a term. You could have ruined us all and the danger is not over. If that girl gets upset with her training there’s no telling what she might do. Master Dale is going to have to keep a tight rein on her for the month and convince her to stay for the full course. This is costing us a substantial amount of money that I am tempted to take out of your hide."

	He started pacing back and forth across the room, determined to put this episode behind him.

	"The one factor in your favor is that you drew out her interest in becoming a slave. We already had a similar plan ready but your good work saved having to put some pressure on her.  Good as that is, it doesn’t compare with the problem we now have."

	"Effective immediately you are last slave, no longer first slave. For the 30-day period you will wear a punishment collar and heavy chains and a half-face leather gag day and night. It will be removed only under the direct supervision of one of the Masters. You will have it removed once a day to eat. You will be on bread and water for the period."

	Allen continued, making her more miserable with every word,

	"Since you are gagged you’re useless in the office, you will be replaced. The same goes for my bed, where you are no longer welcome. I will place you on the rotation, like any other slave."

	"The collar, chains and gag will be applied to you at the collaring ceremony. Before you are gagged you will admit only to a ‘grave fault,’ and detail your punishment for all to hear. Lastly, you will read a note that I will hand you, naming the person who succeeds you as first slave and who will share my bed."

	Slave martha was completely chastened. She had expected some serious punishment, but this greatly exceeded her expectations. With a sinking heart she realized that the events she had worried over now had come to pass.

	Master Allen let his commands sink in. Then he added a final touch.

	"You will spend any time away from your job in the corner cell in the dungeon. You will sleep on the floor, without a blanket or pillow. At the end of the 30 days the Masters will review your conduct and determine what further punishments are appropriate."

	Slave martha felt like her sentence had just been doubled. Sleeping on a bare concrete floor in heavy chains would be painful at the least. She sighed aloud, a mistake, given the mood that Master Allen was in.

	"You’ll sleep in the dungeon tonight. And, you go to the outside door for admission, not down the stairs, which are off limits to you."

	So much for privilege and power. She wanted to burst out crying, but the risk was too great. She caught a glimpse of Master Allen’s face and she had never seen him so worried.

	And it was her fault.

	She willed herself to follow protocol.

	"Thank you, Master for punishing this slave. This slave begs mercy."

	She knew mercy would be denied even before he turned away from her.

	Martha crawled on her belly to the door. She knocked on the lower panel, a silent request for a Master to open the door so that a slave could leave. She idly wondered just how many times she had opened the door for herself, then wondered how long Master would make her wait before letting her leave.

	It was a long time. Not a word was spoken.

	She went around the outside and let herself in. She could enter, but leaving the dungeon would require permission from a Master. She looked at the cell she would occupy as if she had never seen it before. Resigned, she walked over to the wall and removed a set of wrist irons and ankle irons. She locked them on her ankles and then on her wrists. A Master would have to remove them.

	She had no clothes to remove. As the magnitude of her mistake and the punishment she would receive began to really sink in she did finally burst into tears, The strain was just too much. She had let Master Allen down, and now she would suffer for it.

	She stepped into the cell, closing the door behind her. Another lock for a Master to open.

	Looking out through the bars that formed three sides of the cell, she could see the stairs she no longer could climb or descend. The loss, very minor, was still enough to unleash a fresh wave of tears. Her bleary eyes swept over the racks of whips and floggers and other instruments of pain. So often she had seen and ignored them. Now, her tender flesh was fair game for the most daunting of the group.

	She stood as long as she could, knowing her every movement was recorded by the red-eyed camera focused on her cell. Finally she sat, the concrete biting her in the ass with sharp points and edges. Finally she lay down, accepting her fate, hating to move, but forced to it by random irritations.

	The bright light remained on all night. Martha didn’t sleep.

	-0-

	The day was sunny and warm. A crowd started gathering several minutes before the scheduled hour. Master Dale arrived ten minutes before the hour, the leash from his hand linked to a dog’s choke chain around his pretty, and nude, slave. She looked about her with overpowering curiosity. Her Master tugged her leash, reminding her to keep her eyes down.

	Right behind them came Master Bill, with slave martha in tow. When they reached the lawn, he made her kneel and knee-walk the remaining distance. He stopped her with her knees on the gravel that edged the driveway.

	The two women, at the scene for entirely different reasons were the center of attention. Martha of course knew why sandra was there, but sandra had no idea why martha was there. She would be all ears, but nothing would be said that would give her a clue that she had been given some very dangerous information and that martha would be severely punished for it.

	At 10, exactly, Master Allen moved to the podium and turned on the microphone. "Thank you, Masters, for attending. Thank you slaves. There are two items on our agenda this morning. Turning to them he invited, "Master Bill, would you bring your slave to the podium, please. She has something to say to all of you."

	Bill was not gentle with her. He and the rest of the Masters had faulted Master Allen for not being severe enough with her punishment. The danger to them and to the ranch was discussed long into the night. Master Allen had finally calmed them by pointing out that both of the potential problems were right there where they could keep an eye on them and that sandra would be in strict bondage for the next month, both right here on the ranch. He also reminded them that he had already told her that the Masters would meet after the month and decide what further punishment she deserved.

	Martha was not allowed to stand. She knelt before the podium, facing the audience. She kept her eyes down or she would have  seen the anger and disgust in the eyes of the men facing her.

	"Masters, I have committed a grave offense, for which I am about to be disciplined. You Masters know of my crime but you slaves do not know, and will not be told, for obvious reasons. This slave has begged mercy, which was refused.  Before this slave’s ordeal begins, this slave is truely sorry for her mistake and will regret it long after her punishment has ended. This slave has been sentenced to live on bread and water for 30 days, gagged, day and night, removed only by a Master to feed her once a day. A punishment collar will be locked on her neck and she will wear the heaviest chains available in the dungeon. This slave is no longer first slave, she is last slave."

	With an effort she continued, "This slave is assigned to the work detail, for any and all jobs. When not working, this slave will be locked in a cell in the dungeon."

	Master Allen stooped down and handed her a note. She ignored it for a moment as she resumed, "Gagged, I am worthless in the office, so I am being replaced. Gagged I am worthless in my Master’s bed, where I am no longer welcome. The new first slave and the new office manager will be... Ohh! will be... slave petra."

	Martha wanted to sink into the ground. Her rival, taking her job. Her rival, warming Master Allen’s bed. She wanted to scream, curse petra but she was too well versed in the reins of power to piss off the new first slave. She would have to exercise extreme care to avoid being flayed alive, with all the Masters watching and cheering her on.

	Resigned, she made no move to resist as the heavy wooden collar was fixed on her neck and the redundant heavy chains were locked and relocked about her body. She might have accepted the chains with a little better grace if she had been aware that she narrowly escaped a mass whipping by the Masters.

	It was slave Petra who accepted the leash from Master Bill and snapped it taut, almost tipping martha off her knees. She made no bones of using vicious jerks to guide martha back to her cell, keeping her off balance so that she constantly stumbled, half choked on the wooden collar.

	Once martha was safely locked in the cell, petra selected a light cane. Using it as a threat she forced martha to kiss her feet, then wash them from her ankles down, cleaning the dust of the yard away.

	Petra hurried her, anxious to get back to the ceremony, but she still missed the first part. She arrived in time to see slave sandra accept her collar and crawl to her Master’s feet to kiss them.

	Her parting shot to martha was a job assignment. "This afternoon, after OUR lunch, which you won’t share, you are going to clean the grease traps in the kitchen."

	She chuckled. "I don’t think they have been cleaned since last Christmas."

	


Chapter 30: Life Goes On

	Slave sandra, the newest slave on the ranch, somehow survived the collaring ceremony. For the first time in her life she wore full chains, locked to her wrists and ankles and to her belt and collar. As the ceremony started she had a momentary lapse and wished she had never heard of this ranch and its slaves. Now she was no different than all the other women. She was chained in the same way that most of them were and like them she had to learn the new rules that dictated every moment of their lives.

	She was perplexed by what had happened to martha, watching with amazed eyes as the top girl in a matter of seconds became bottom girl. Even green, sandra realized that while she was new, she was already one rank above the low end that martha now represented.

	Sandra looked to her new Master for support and comfort. She couldn’t quite make the connection but she suspected Master Allen’s fine hand in manipulating her into becoming a slave. She was sure that martha was in on it, but she failed to connect martha with Master Allen’s plans. Actually she had no idea what his plans were.

	All she knew was that she had changed from aggressive journalist to abject slave in a matter of hours. Not that she had anything against becoming a slave. Actually she had wished for it, dreamed of it and practically raped Dale the previous evening, aroused beyond belief by her wrist and ankle chains. Now, with the formal ceremony, and his collar and his full chains, she was a rocket with a smouldering fuse, ready to blow at any second.

	He was taking his time, savoring his position, sauntering with a lovely slave at the end of his leash. Lovely slave was hot to trot and frustrated by the slow pace. Finally she hissed, "Master, if you will hurry to the trailer, I’ll fuck your ears off."

	Dale came to a dead stop. He looked at her as if she was a piece of garbage he had just stepped in.

	"Slave, this is not a game, not any longer. You were just collared by me, signing your body and your life over to me. I now own you. I can do anything I want with you, even sell you. I am not in a hurry and I do not want my ears fucked off and I do not want you trying to give me orders. When we get to the trailer, I will tell you what position to assume and I will dictate just how you are screwed and I will also order you -- on pain of real punishment -- not to have an orgasm until I say you can.  "Is that understandable?"

	Sandra was smart enough to know when enough was enough. She bowed her head and answered, "Yes, Master, I will obey."

	Dale turned, tugged her leash and set off for the far side of the compound.

	As she paced behind him she thought about the events the previous evening. She was alerted by his comment about making her regret not asking for him to enslave her sooner. She was ready and bubbling hot from her chains, but she was unprepared for his initial ‘attack’ on her nearly helpless body.

	No sooner had he climaxed the first time than she  counterattacked and had him gasping for breath as she sucked his resurrected manhood to another crashing spend. They had see-sawed like that late into the evening, expending every wisp of energy left in their sweating bodies.

	Other than her chains there had been no bondage, but the sight of the restraining links against her smooth flesh was the best aphrodisiac in the world, for both of them. Now she had a Master to honor and obey. It was not expressed in the ceremony, but she felt she was in love with this handsome man she now must address as Master.

	She would remember her last night as a free woman for a long time, but it would be much longer before she would forget willingly becoming a slave, participating in an age-old ritual that only a relative few women ever get to see, let alone become star performers.

	Master Dale had taken charge of her work and class assignments. As he read parts aloud, she learned that she would be the dungeon girl, cleaning the cells, oiling the whips and any odd jobs that presented themselves.

	The class assignments went by like a blur. She caught a word here and there: Respect, blow jobs, hair care, cooking, and on and on. She couldn’t keep up with his rapid skimming, but she knew that he would ensure she did every work assignment and made every class.

	She quickly realized that she was in an extremely dicey position. If she didn’t put 100 percent into her job and her classes, she would always have at least two Masters to answer to. Keeping one happy was going to be a full time job in the time left to her. She found there was only one conclusion to reach. She had agreed to be a slave. Now she would work at it, her goal to be the best slave on the ranch.

	Master Major came out of the building as they approached. He stopped, watching them walk toward him. Dale tugged down on sandra’s leash, reminding her of her duty. Contrite she dropped to all fours and kissed the tips of his boots. Dale left her leash slack, so she remained in the same position.

	"My name’s Major.  You must be..."

	"Dale. Dale Longview.  You must have seen sandra being collared this morning."

	"I wasn’t back in time, so I missed it. I understand that slave martha got demoted?"

	Major was asking the wrong man, as Dale was as much in the dark as the slaves. He hadn’t been invited to the Master’s meeting.

	Dale grinned. "She got 30 days in the dungeon on bread and water with a punishment collar and chains. They didn’t say why."

	Major whistled. "That’s pretty rough."

	"That was just the start. She lost her title as first slave and both her office job and her bed job. She about had a fit about that because her biggest rival, petra was appointed to replace her -- and be first slave."

	"Boy! That had to hurt!"

	Major pointed with his toe.

	"What’s with sandra? Out for a walk?"

	"Sandra is getting some exercise. She has a thing for chains and wearing a bunch lit her fires. She tried to order me to take her home and fuck her, so I’m teaching her who’s the boss."

	"How about joining me for lunch? That would add quite a bit to her frustration."

	"Great idea. All this walking is making me hungry."

	Sandra was ready to chew nails. Not to eat, but to show how really frustrated she felt. Master was reading her like a book.

	By the time Dale and Major had given each other their life stories, their views on politics and a dozen other subjects, poor sandra was ready to take on railroad spikes. She had been totally ignored, never asked a question and when she opened her mouth to ask her own question Dale put his foot on her ankle and pressed hard.

	It was almost three when they broke up, Major heading for Allen’s office and Dale towing sandra. After a few feet he stopped and read her the riot act.

	"Learn fast, or you are going to hurt, bad. You do NOT participate in Master’s conversations. You speak only to answer a direct question. If I had let you speak, I would have had to invite Major to cane you. You’d be eating standing up for the next month. I know, you’re bored and you want to show off, but slave girls don’t let their boredom show and slaves are punished severely if they try to show off. Now, keep your leash slack and follow along. You’ve already earned a rough night."

	-0-

	Meanwhile petra was having her problems getting up to speed on her new job. She still couldn’t believe that her fortunes could change that rapidly. Since regaining her collar she had trained diligently and her progress reports showed less than a handful of faults.

	She had a few moments to think while she was returning from putting martha in her cell. She didn’t need to have it spelled out that her supposed rivalry with martha had a lot to do with her being picked. She had office experience and she had bossed a staff so from that standpoint she was a logical pick. Actually she had little to do with martha because it was martha who feared her as a likely candidate to do exactly what was now happening.

	For petra, who had suffered through months of martha’s cunning and cruel punishments, payback time had arrived. Master Allen greeted her when she returned and began at once to orient her to her job. Martha’s assistant, slave christeen also helped. When petra had adsorbed all she could, there were still gaps. She asked Master Allen for permission to bring martha back to teach her the missing information. In particular she needed a password for several crucial files.

	Master Major, who had been sharing a drink with Allen, volunteered for the job. Like the rest of the Masters he was really angry with martha for compromising the ranch. It showed when he led her into the office. He had brought her up the forbidden stains, but she paid for the dispensation. Major required her to stop on each step for a stroke, so she was already well marked and unable to sit comfortably.

	Major had removed enough chains to install her in a heavy leather straitjacket and then re-installed them. Her large breasts were squeezed through two vertical slots and then squeezed some more by a wooden tit press which put a severe strain on her flesh where it turned 90 degrees from vertical to horizontal. The press was screwed down tight, squashing her breasts flat, with just the nippled tips protruding past the wood. Heavy leather straps went through her armpits and locked at her back, keeping the studded edge of the press tight against her chest.

	Master Allen removed her gag, leaving it hanging around her neck.

	Petra asked, "What’s the password for this file?

	Martha, angry, hurting and jealous to the point that it was overriding her common sense, emptied all her pain and frustration into three words, "Up your ass!"

	Given her helpless position, with two Masters and two other slaves taking in every word, it was one of the dumber things that martha had ever done. Retribution came instantly.

	Master Allen gripped her by the shoulders. Master Major picked up a fly swatter. As if they had worked as a team for years the two Masters went about punishing martha for her outburst

	Major had a tempting target. He brought the plastic swatter down hard on her left nipple. Martha was silent for a second, then screeched loudly, deafening her audience in the small room. The pain seemed to be delayed in reaching her brain. But that was only the first blow. The second swat on her right nipple caused an instant  scream and violent thrashing as she tried to escape from Master Allen’s steely grip and somehow escape from the agony of the tit press.

	Three more swats and she was broken.

	"Please, Masters. No more. I’m sorry. The password is *******"

	Major swung twice more, one on each nipple, both an angry red from their misadventure. "Next time you obey instantly."

	"Yes, Master!"

	Martha spent the rest of the afternoon on her knees beside petra’s desk, teaching her all the things she needed to know to run the office. The humiliation of losing her job to petra hung like a cloud over the two slaves, but Major and Allen were always present, ready to resume punishing martha immediately. She had tried just talking to the Masters, ignoring petra, but that ploy was nipped in the bud and cost her two more swats with the flyswatter that never left Major’s hand.

	They broke for supper. Martha was left, kneeling, her leash locked to a desk leg, her gag in place. They came back, their clothes redolent of the steaks they had eaten. Martha smelled the food and her stomach growled while she drooled into her gag.

	Master Allen came back from his office and removed the gag. He grunted in disgust as her mouthful of saliva dropped onto the rug.

	"Get down there and lick that up."

	Obediently, Martha got on all fours and lapped up the offending liquid. She knelt up and the training resumed, finally finishing just after nine.

	Master Allen went into his apartment and petra prepared to follow him. Master Major unlocked martha’s leash and started to take her back down to the dungeon. He planned to force her to sleep on her stomach so that her nipples would get the full benefit of the rough concrete. He started to reinstall her gag when slave petra interrupted:

	 "Master, may I keep this slave here tonight? I need her to entertain Master Allen."

	Her stress on the word ‘entertain’ was not lost on Major. He looked at her for a long second, reading her mind. She was bent on humiliating martha again, in the bedroom. He suppressed his smile.

	"Sure, I’ll turn her over to your Master." Then he snapped his fingers. "Master Allen has just the gadget you need." He went into Allen’s office and returned with a thin leather collar and a small remote control. "This is a shock collar. This controls the severity of the shock. Unless she tries to attack you I wouldn’t use over the five setting. Here, try it on three."

	Petra set the control and watched as Major padlocked the collar around martha’s neck, above her wood collar. Major stepped clear and petra pressed the button. Martha squawked like a stuck chicken and dropped to her knees. As her eyes stopped watering, Major warned, "That was three. Don’t try for higher, or longer."

	With that he left for his own quarters, trying to remember which slave was listed on the roster for his bed.

	Petra picked up the leash, making sure that Martha saw the control in her hand, her finger on the pain button. She guided martha into the bedroom and, spotting a convenient hook on the wall, slipped a loop on the leather straitjacket over the hook, leaving Martha standing barely on her full feet.

	She had no more than hung her up when Master Allen, stripped to his shorts, came out of the bathroom. He spotted martha and glared at her, then at petra. "What the hell is she doing here? She’s not welcome here, now or ever!"

	Petra went to her knees. "Master, if it pleases you, this is part of her punishment. She will be devastated to see you taking me into your bed instead of her. Besides, Master, she knows all the many ways that she has pleased you. She has taught me her office skills, now I’d like to learn how best to serve and please you in this room."

	Master Allen growled, angry, but seeing her point, "How do you control her. You can’t get out of bed and slap her face every time she refuses to answer or curses you."

	Petra held up the control. "Master Major brought this to me from your office. She has been treated to an example of what that shock collar will do to her. If you’d like I’d be happy to give her another."

	"Try it."

	Martha opened her mouth to protest. The shock clamped her vocal cords off. She slumped in her bonds.

	"Excellent. Get her talking. I’d like to hear about all the things she’s claiming to have done to please me."

	 

	 

	


Chapter 31: In a Master’s Bed

	Slave petra made it clear immediately that martha was going to suffer both mentally and physically. Before beginning her duties in Master Allen’s bed, she unhooked martha from the wall and made her kneel in the middle of the floor. Petra walked all the way around her, then began jerking on the straps, tightening every strap at least one hole. When she got to the tit press petra pointedly picked up the fly swatter.

	Holding it menacingly, she said in the sweetest of tones, "Slave, is there something you would like to ask me?"

	Martha knew exactly what she had in mind. Bowing her head she begged, "Please, Mistress, whip my nipples before you tighten the tit press."

	Petra continued to hold the swatter inches from martha’s nose.

	"I’m waiting...

	Resigned, martha gave in. "Please, Mistress, whip my nipples hard, before you tighten the tit press."

	Petra turned, without a word, and walked to the wall where a variety of whips hung. Martha wanted to watch her, but she was facing the bed and dared not move. She could hear petra moving the whips, trying each one with a whir that was loud in the room. She avoided wincing at the sounds, but at great risk to what little mental control remained. The evening had barely started and it was not going at all well for the deposed first slave.

	Petra returned with a short tailed flogger. Hard leather, more knots than strap, each tipped with a lead weight.

	"I believe you said..."

	"Hard, Mistress."

	Petra obliged. A lead weight concealed in her hand flew across the room, hitting the wall with a thud. Martha screwed her eyes shut, tricked into believing she had been hit much harder than actually was the case. The flogger landed again. Martha screamed inside, allowing only a moan to escape her lips.

	"Did I tell you to close your eyes?"

	Martha’s eyes shot open, very wide. "No, Mistress."

	"For that, the word is...?"

	"Harder, Mistress." Her answer was almost a whisper.

	"Your new word is ‘louder.’ I want to hear your answers.

	"HARDER, MISTRESS!"

	"My idea exactly." Sarcasm dripped from every word as the flogger landed again.

	Petra tightened each wingnut a quarter turn. Martha moaned again, louder. "Comfy?"

	"YES, MISTRESS!"

	"You are a liar, as well as a blabbermouth. I think you need another test of your collar. Would you mind if I try it at the full five?"

	"Please, Mistress, not at five! I couldn’t take that!"

	"Ah, a little honesty, for a change. Since you are now last slave, you have no voice in the matter. Lie on the floor --  on your stomach."

	Martha was helpless in the tightly constricted straitjacket. She leaned sideways and fell on her side, quickly twisting her legs to lever herself onto her stomach, much of her weight pressing her sore nipples into the wood. The stiff leather provided little in the way of cushioning for her fall. She tried to hold her head up. "Nose to the floor, slave!"

	She lowered her head carefully, until her nose barely touched, still supporting her head with straining neck muscles. Petra made a cynical face and turned the remote to five. She popped the button, less than a second, but an eon for martha, whose world exploded in pain. Her muscles convulsed, slamming her nose into the hard floor. Her legs flew out and up, snapping her ankle hobble taut with a clash of metal on metal. Her arms, already in a taut hug, constricted in a bear hug that robbed all her breath.

	When at last she got her breathing under control, if not full use of her lung capacity, she remembered her place.

	"Thank you for punishing a slave, Mistress."

	Master Allen had been watching the byplay with considerable interest, as demonstrated by the cock stand he was sporting, and massaging gently with his hand. He was still baffled by whatever was behind martha’s total lapse of judgement. That didn’t stop him from appreciating petra’s handling of the problem.

	Petra was on a roll. There were so many incidents, so many unwarranted punishments, so many insults. Pay back time, long overdue, was now here. Both slaves recognized the situation for exactly what it was and what it meant. Martha knew she could expect no mercy, already snubbed by Master Allen. Petra had been nursing a grudge for so long that it crowded everything else out of her mind. She had waited patiently for the fall from grace that this represented and she had the thoughts of many lonely, pain-filled nights, planning revenge, to draw on. She could easily write a book, "If I had martha in my power..."

	Now was the hour. Master Allen had placed no limits. On the contrary, he had clearly indicated that martha be severely punished for the calamity she had nearly caused. Even so, petra had some qualms about how far to go. She knew Master Allen would stop her if she crossed the line, but despite her new -- limited -- power, she was still a slave, still subject to slave discipline and she knew that if she did cross the line, her punishment would be swift and sure, and no doubt right in front of martha.

	Petra was tempted to ask for a limit, but she knew that the question alone could be punished. This was no time to screw up. What she needed to do was demonstrate that she could be as cruel as the most sadistic Master. She had been appointed to an important job, in effect Master Allen’s personal assistant -- with all that it implied. She had to fill that too, so much depended on the next few weeks.

	Right now her task was to make life as miserable as possible for martha, plus making her reveal her bedroom secrets. Master Allen had already expressed serious doubts that she had any secrets to reveal, but petra intended to wring every last method from her reluctant lips. She already regretted using the shocker on her at full strength because martha probably would give in too easily. Petra had plans for her, plans that would turn martha’s hair white overnight. That reminded petra of her intent to have martha’s head shaved bald.

	Petra inspected the drawers and cabinets, filled to overflowing with bondage gear. A particularly virulent assortment of obscenely large gags drew her attention, but were earmarked "later" as she wanted every word martha spoke to be heard by her Master.

	Petra was almost as contemptuous of martha’s reputed talents as Master Allen was. Petra had the advantage of weeks on the rotation. She had learned more than just a thing or two from the many men who had fucked her. No two had been exactly alike, so she had in effect taken a graduate course in pleasing men. She knew she had learned more than Martha had, sitting in an office and confined to pleasing one man.

	There was still the fact that Master Allen was undoubtedly different than any man she had experienced. That did mean that there was always more to learn -- and if she didn’t satisfy Master Allen, she could very easily be back at the bottom of the heap, with martha grinning down at her.

	Petra found the item she was looking for -- a kneeling stick. She laid the stick, with the sharpest edge up, beside the bed. Martha didn’t wait for orders. Obediently she knee walked forward, planting both knees firmly on the triangle. The fiery pain was instantaneous. The night hadn’t even started.

	Petra announced, "With all that kicking and squirming your leather jacket probably has loosened up. Would you like me to tighten it?"

	Martha had no choice. "No" would bring more punishment. "Yes" would reinforce her label as a liar.

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"Where are your manners, lying slave?"

	"Yes, PLEASE, Mistress."

	Petra tightened everything, consciously rough to impress her power over the helpless slave. Then she went to the other side of the bed and lowered herself beside her Master. Her hand quested and found his erection, gently easing his hand away to replace it with a feminine grip that would change steel to stainless steel.

	"Is this the kind of foreplay you meant? Talk to ME, girl to girl, as if you Master wasn’t taking in every lying word."

	"Yes, Mistress. Master likes a firm grip, just as you are doing."

	Petra moved over him, her mouth sliding down until her nose was buried in his hair. She pulled away, smacking her lips.

	"Is that the way you went down on him, to give him joy?"

	"Yes, Mistress. Master likes to go down your throat."

	"I believe the term is ‘deep throat’ is it not?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Petra resumed deep throating him. When she pulled away, her query was, "Is this the way you made him come?"

	"Yes, Mistress. If he doesn’t stop you."

	"Why should he stop you? You weren’t doing it to his satisfaction?"

	"He was satisfied, Mistress, but he wanted to come on my face."

	"So, you are saying your Master is a pervert?"

	"NO, Mistress! I would never say that about Master. He enjoys seeing his sperm on my face. That’s all. I’m told many men like to do this."

	"Then you lack experience. Doing it and being told of others are two different things. You do lack experience, don’t you?"

	"Yes, Mistress. Master is only the third man to do me."

	"I understand you are now going on the rotation. That is an experience you won’t soon forget, but you will learn a lot from it. Just be thankful you didn’t yet get the group whipping some of the Masters wanted to give you."

	Martha’s face went white. She knew, without being told,  that she had avoided the whips by the narrowest of margins. To learn, from her worst enemy, that it still hung over her head made her want to puke.  For a second she thought the unthinkable -- escape.

	Petra, watching her like a hawk, caught the flicker of expression.

	"Slave! You just thought of escaping!"

	"I... I... I..." she stuttered, stunned that petra had read her thoughts. Petra looked triumphantly at Master Allen, who grinned back at her.

	"Thinking about it is the first step toward trying to escape," growled Master Allen. "I’m adding a punishment helmet to your regalia. You won’t see far enough to escape with that on!" That she would be placed under 24-hour guard was something he didn’t tell her.

	Martha was subdued and Petra was back on her case in a moment. "Slave, does he enjoy seeing you in stringent bondage?"

	"Yes, Mistress. The tighter the better, He enjoys seeing you helpless."

	"Does he caress you? Whip you? Finger your pussy?"

	"All of those, and more. He likes to torture you if you are ticklish, using feathers and pencils and other things."

	"Pencils?"

	"Or pens, Mistress. He draws on the soles of your feet, driving you insane with laughter."

	"Do you come when you are tickled?"

	"No, Mistress. It is forbidden."

	"Would you come if you had permission?"

	"It is forbidden. It is part of my sentence."

	"Then if I, or Master decided to tickle you to orgasm, you would be punished."

	"Yes, Mistress. I probably would get whipped for such a violation."

	"Did Master use a dildo or a vibrator on you?"

	"Yes, Mistress. If I made a mistake in the office I would have to spend the next day with a vibrator locked in me. He would set it on low so I couldn’t come. Then when evening came he would first forbid me to come, then turn the vibrator on high and make me come."

	"Then, you have a history of being disobedient?"

	Martha dropped her head. "As Master wishes," was her cryptic answer.

	"He likes it when you misbehave and he has a reason to punish you?"

	"Yes, Mistress. He would deliberately find fault with my work, knowing that I knew why he was doing it. A slave will do anything to please her Master."

	"Anything special that he did to you with a dildo?"

	"I have three holes. He frequently used a dildo in one or all three, but I didn’t think any of it was unusual or special."

	"Not even in your asshole? Most women would consider that a gross invasion."

	"Mistress, I wasn’t experienced enough to realize it was unusual. I went along with it, as I assumed it was part of my slave duties."

	"Your nipples have been taking the brunt of your punishment. What about your clit? Ever get punished on it?"

	"Yes, Mistress. When I made a real mistake or misbehaved outrageously, he would whip my clit, with a special wire whip."

	"Outrageous? Such as?"

	"If I puked up his seed, or let it escape past my lips, he would punish me."

	"Tell me, if you can avoid lying, why you deliberately put the Masters and this ranch in jeapordy?"

	"Mistress, at the risk of being called a liar again, I did not do it deliberately. I recognized immediately that sandra was a prime candidate for slavery. I was concentrating on bringing her latent feelings to the surface. In the excitement over recruiting a new slave I forgot the rules and told her about the slaves who were here avoiding jail. It didn’t take two seconds to realize what I had done. The only thing that saved me was that sandra asked to become a slave. I know that if she had left the ranch that all the Masters would be in jail. I know it was a very dumb thing for me to do, so I must accept my punishment and repent my hasty words."

	Petra glanced at Master Allen. She could tell by the look on his face that he didn’t believe her, despite her willingness to originally accept full blame.

	Out of pure curiosity, petra asked, "Who else was in on this, who else did you tell?"

	Martha looked sincerely puzzled. "No one, Mistress. Master Dale already knew about it. I didn’t speak to anyone else."

	"Then you spoke to Master Dale about it?"

	"No, Mistress. Sandra told me that Master Dale had mentioned that there were some of the slaves that were here in special circumstances. He didn’t seem to know they were evading jail.

	I didn’t say anything to him, but sandra may have told him later."

	"I think I know pretty much all that I need to know. Frankly you didn’t have much to tell me, a lie which I’m sure will not go unpunished. In the meantime, you will remain on guard in your present position until you are dismissed."

	Petra turned to Master Allen. "Master, how would you like me restrained? Limbs to the four corners of the bed, or..."

	"Your wrist and ankle shackles will suffice. You will need to move, from time to time."

	-0-

	Slave Martha would not dare move. She was forced to watch -- reminded to keep her eyes open -- as Master Allen enjoyed his new first slave. Seeing martha in her tight bondage drove them both to a sexual frenzy that lasted into the wee hours of the morning. At the end a security guard came and escorted martha to the dungeon cell she would occupy. Before locking the door he enjoyed her mouth, then left her in her straitjacket, after adding the punishment helmet that Master Allen had ordered for her.

	


Chapter 32: A New Era

	Master Allen was determined that slave martha become an object lesson for all the other slaves. Slave petra, finally out from under her thumb and on top of the heap, rejoiced in her own private way, especially after Master Allen outlined his plans for martha.

	Hearing what martha would be enduring was a sobering influence on petra. She had been at the bottom. Now she was at the top, but every breath seemed to whisper, "For the moment!" Master Allen had made it perfectly clear. Like the other slaves she enjoyed rank and privilege, only at the suffering of the Masters.

	Still to be resolved was any animosity from christeen. The clerk had been on George’s ranch with martha and had worked closely with her in the office here at the Queen Ranch. Petra knew one of her first tasks would be to confront christeen and find out exactly where her loyalties lay.

	She knew she would have to work especially hard to win any comparison with the efficient martha, both in the office and in the bedroom. She was confident of her sexual abilities after her first night, but the office was another matter.

	Master Allen fully recognized the problems she was facing, but it was clear from his attitude that she would be expected to do the job perfectly or be punished for the slightest mistake. He did relieve the pressure by calling christeen on the carpet and strenuously interrogating her with petra kneeling beside his desk.

	To use an old Yankee expression, christeen knew which side her bread was buttered on and repeatedly assured Master Allen and petra that her loyalties were strictly to the ranch and not to martha. Master Allen bluntly warned her that the slightest hint of problems would put her kneeling beside martha and equally sharing her punishment.

	Master Allen had plenty to think about. The plans for the ranch that he and the other Masters had worked out were coming along well. Most of the construction was finished. The blacksmith shop was complete and Arlo had move in from the temporary shop. Anyone within several hundred yards could hear the steady pound of his hammers as he shaped and finished more and more devices to restrain or punish the slaves.

	The dining room had been expanded to handle the increased staff. Verna was in seventh heaven, constantly swirling her serving chains, especially when Jeff came in for a cup of coffee. She of course knew about martha’s demotion and was rubbing her hands, looking forward to the days when martha would be assigned to her kitchen.

	For the rest of the slaves the change in first slaves had been of interest, but most of them were not directly affected by the  move. Martha had been a known quantity, strict and a good teacher. Petra was an unknown, despite her highly visible punishments after her abortive escape attempt. The slaves were resigned to having to learn how to please this new first slave.

	Master Allen was still shaking his head over the surprise twist that delivered sandra into his hands. It made him physically sick just to think about the damage she could have caused with her story and a picture or two. He would have loved to toss her in a dungeon and never let her see the light of day again, but her voluntary slavery had solved the problem for him.

	The ranch hands and the security guards were showing a remarkable amount of restraint. They seemed to have easily gotten used to having nude females parading around them day in and day out. Having all the sex they wanted was a perk that most considered the most valuable. The rotation system, moving slaves from Master to Master each night was getting rave reviews. The men were learning new tricks and the slaves were getting the best possible training in pleasing men, and on frequent occasions, each other.

	Master Allen dumped a large box on petra’s desk. It was filled with training manuals, course outlines and other paperwork she would need to step in as the chief instructor. Her classroom duties required her immediate attention. Fortunately she remembered the important parts from training classes she had been in where martha had been teaching.

	As petra took her first class, martha was otherwise occupied. She had been roused from her fitful sleep on the concrete floor at 5 a.m. by the security guard. Under his watchful eye she was leashed and dragged outside, where she was allowed to squat and pee. Then she was hosed off with cold water. Still dripping she was taken back inside and locked into a tight chastity belt, which secured a pair of dildos in her holes. The guard set both to vibrate on low.

	He took her to the new blacksmith shop where Arlo already had his forge going, the fiery glow showing through the windows as they approached. Martha went to her knees and bowed her head before him. Arlo barely glanced down at her, contempt showing on his face. He knew all the details and like all the other Masters he was determined that martha was going to continue to bitterly regret her goof for endless days to come.

	He got his key ring and unlocked the metal and the wood collars around her neck. Martha wanted badly to twust and roll her head to get the kinks out of her neck, but she knew it would draw further punishment down on her.

	Arlo walked over to the wall and lifted down a new collar. Attached to it was a long bar, with a heavy pair of manacles at the lower end. Swiftly he fitted the wide collar about her neck.  As it locked, martha was forced to extend her neck and still found it pushing her chin up. He removed her manacles and connecting chain and brought her arms behind her and locked her wrists in the waiting iron at the end of the bar. They locked about her wrists and pressed on the bone. He adjusted the clamp, sliding the manacles down the bar until her arms were pulled sharply downward. Then he adjusted the connector at her collar, pulling her arms away from her body and tightening it to hold the bar in that position.

	Arlo took her leash and hung it on the wall. He lifted a 10 foot length of heavy chain from another hook and brought it back. He used his foot to guide martha to the anvil. She knelt with her collar resting on the anvil horn. Arlo brought an open link, which he threaded through the last link in the chain and a loop on her collar. With a small sledge he hammered the link shut, attaching the leash chain permanently to her collar. Martha could feel the drag of the few links that were off the floor. She accepted the inevitable, her life was changing, forever.

	Fully ironed, martha was moved to a wooden stock that laid flat, holding her ankles and feet up behind her. Arlo used a special whip he made himself, using dozens of fine piano wire lengths. He alternated feet and direction, whipping toe to heel or side to side until martha was shrieking with the pain. Arlo told her bluntly, "You won’t walk away from the ranch now!" He released her ankles. "On your feet!"

	The guard and Arlo laughed at the hapless slave as she tried to obey. She got both feet on the floor, then collapsed when she tried to put weight on them, wincing with pain. "Remember this when you plan your next escape." Martha wanted to protest, deny any serious plan to escape but once more she realized she would only earn more punishment. Everything traced back to her monumental mistake in talking to sandra. Now, thanks to her own efforts, sandra was Dale’s slave -- and already outranked her.

	Without further ceremony the guard knee-walked martha to a spot in the gravel driveway directly in front of the dining room. Her chain was locked to a post with an impossibly huge padlock. It hung in a bow to martha’s neck, making sure she would support much of its weight.

	She was given her orders. She knelt and waited. It was nearly an hour before the first Master came by, headed for breakfast, walking his slave at his heels. Martha raised her head.

	"Master, please use my mouth. Mistress, may I lick you between your legs. Or, you are welcome to use the whip hanging on the post."

	She felt panic as they ignored her and continued into the dining room. Martha had been ordered to fill a quota -- a dozen Masters and a dozen slaves, or a hundred lashes. Another Master approached. She begged. He ignored her. It was a bad start to the day.

	What would tomorrow bring?

	The end.
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Chapter 1 Hit Me Again

	The slap echoed across the dungeon, the sound sharp edged. The nude girl shook her head, soaking up the pain, afraid to check with her tongue for loose teeth. The handsome male, in full erection, cradled his hand, still feeling the contact.

	She twisted in her chains, acknowledging her helplessness, awed by the shackles that were tight on her flesh, aroused by the cold metal on her warm skin, suddenly damp with sweat. Her mind wandered, curiously remembering that in her mother's day, girls didn't sweat. Men sweated. Women glowed. Despite the memory she knew she was sweating.

	The side of her face hurt. She wanted to touch it, sooth it. Her hands were unavailable, locked in tight cuffs, chained to a hook above her head and behind the post she leaned back against. She felt the trail of a trickle that ran down her rib cage. Blood, or sweat? She looked down, relieved to see the clear drops, yet somehow disappointed. She exhaled loudly, drawing breath just as loudly in the silent room. Dimly she realized she had been holding her breath.

	Expecting. But what?

	The man waited, silent. Watching her. Waiting. But for what?

	The girl moved her head carefully, testing the hurt in her jaw. It was her turn. She had a simple, short sentence to speak, her role in this unfolding drama. He was unmoving. She had no choice. She gathered her strength, knowing that when she uttered the words it would trigger more violence against her body. But, she had no other option. She took a deep breath and held it, forcing the expected words - the words he waited for - from her mouth.

	"Hit me, again, please."

	The words slurred slightly, forced. She knew what was coming.

	The man suddenly moved, pacing into her space, nose to nose. His hand swung from his knees, bouncing off her other cheek, jolting her head to the side. She whimpered, hurt. But again that creepy feeling of disappointment. He saw it in her eyes. His own narrowed as he wondered, "Did I hit her hard enough?"

	Not too hard, but not hard enough?

	She mentally assessed the bruises that would have to disappear under layers of makeup for days to come. Both blows had been far too strong. It didn't help for her to realize that she had brought this on, opened the door and invited this man to beat her.

	He stepped back, watching her, as if waiting for orders. She hid the contempt in back of her eyes, tempted to bark an order to make him release her, but she was literally powerless. The agreement they had both signed made it perfectly clear.

	He could ignore any order she tried to give him, once the dungeon door was locked. She intended to live up to the provisions, but she wasn't at all sure what he would do. Strangely, she was not in the least worried about his actions. In other circumstances she would have been called a pain slut. Fitting, as she relished the hurt from the two blows, letting the pain push her toward a crashing orgasm. She made a mental note to revise the agreement to eliminate her face as a target.

	She rattled her chains, masking the suggestion with a writhing movement that was only half arousal. Fortunately the man got the message and quickly released her from the post. Still shackled, he dragged her to the stocks, bending her forward and placing her neck and wrists in the cutouts, then closing and locking the upper half.

	After a lengthy pause, a single tail flicked across her horizontal back. She nearly spoke, "You've got to be kidding!"

	"Harder, please."

	She had to repeat three times before the leather was applied properly.

	Morning came, eventually, and was mostly gone when the girl stumbled up the stairs, still shackled and cuffed. Her face had indeed bruised and there were other welts and bruises decorating her young body. She stopped in the middle of the living room, momentarily out of poop. She gathered her strength and went to her desk. Awkwardly she wrote a check and had just signed it when the doorbell rang. The man looked at her. She nodded and he pulled up his pants and went to the door.

	A carbon copy strode into the room. Carbon, except a foot taller and 50 pounds heavier. The other man followed him in, obviously deferring to him. The newcomer eyed her as she put away the pen and checkbook, making no effort to hide her nakedness.

	"I came to see what your ad was all about. Looks like you've already picked someone." He waved a hand in the general direction where the other male was hovering.

	"Hah! That piece of shit couldn't dominate a frog, let alone a woman. Look what he did to my face! Too hard, or too soft. Never right. I had to tell him - and keep telling him - what to do. Can't even get written instructions right!

	The big man looked her over, then eyed the topic of conversation.

	"You're fired. You have 30 seconds to reach the porch on the other side of the door. Git!"

	Turning back to her he looked her up and down again. She stared at his face, trying to read it.

	"What in the name of living Hell is a slave doing, sitting on a chair. On your knees!"

	She slid off the chair, hitting the rug with a thump.

	"And, look at the floor, not my face!"

	She flushed as her eyes dropped.

	"You will crawl to your dungeon so that we can test out some of the stock of whips you probably have. Then we'll discuss MY limits."

	From somewhere she produced a collar and leash. With practiced fingers she locked the collar and presented the leash to her new Master.

	"This is going to work out just fine!"

	


Chapter 2 Prescription for Disaster

	Sandra studied the floor intently, obeying, already juicing, feeling the room fill with the hulking man's power. She barely noticed the sound of the door slamming as the other man left. She looked for a moment at the open checkbook, the single check that would have paid for her night of abuse. The man cleared his throat, making a disapproving noise. Guilty, she swung her eyes back to the floor.

	"Lead me to your dungeon and be quick about it!"

	Sandra started to rise...

	"Crawl!"

	She winced as the man's boot hit her thigh. Another bruise.

	"Lower! Drag your nipples!"

	Lightning fast her mind studied the route ahead. Harsh fibers of the rug, splintered wood on the stairs, abrasive concrete floor. Her sob of anticipation drew another harsh reminder from his big boot. When she got to the top of the stairs, he left her no options.

	"Head first, and hurry. My hand is itching to hold a whip!"

	Sandra gathered her strength. She was young and already recuperating from the night's strain. Unused to crawling, she hesitated. Ramos kicked the chain between her ankles, shoving her forward and down the first step. Afraid to overbalance, she dragged her body down across the edges of the steps, pulling with her shackled hands, careful to drag her nipples across each step.

	Ramos grunted, almost approving.

	At the bottom she held her body low, feeling every grain of sand in the concrete as her nipples scraped and dragged. Still tender from the abuses of the night, they felt sorer and more tender with each foot of progress.

	When she reached the wall where the whips hung in a now disordered row, she raised her hands before her, as if pointing to the whips, face pressed to the floor.

	His boot came to her cheek, not quite touching, but where she could see it.

	"Please, whip me... Master."

	The title came willingly, but hesitantly, she unsure of his reaction. His response was a slashing blow diagonally across her back and one hip. One blow, but enough so that she fully felt his authority and power. The leather burned to the bone, satisfying her normal masochistic urges, but hinting of experiences to come that would be new to her, and even more satisfying.

	A leash snapped to the collar the first man had locked on her neck. She lead Ramos about the dungeon, explaining each piece of equipment, each attachment, each construction, designed solely for the punishment, abuse and torture of the various parts of the female body - her body.

	She spoke, always with her nose pressed to the floor, the only thing visible to her the boot, or boots, inches from her eyes. She was rapidly getting an obsession for his boots, wanting to lick and polish them with her tongue, knowing instinctively how much she would suffer for a poor job, or a missed bit of leather.

	She steeled herself for questions, but there were none. Ramos said not a word, delivering his orders through the taut leash. She learned quickly to raise her head slightly when the leash beckoned. Having her nose dragged across the rough floor once was enough. For her nipples there was no relief. Actually, her nipples seemed to enjoy the constant contact, stiff as little pokers.

	At the end of the tour, the leash guided her back to the whip rack. Ramos began at one end, commenting and using the whip in question, "Out of order. Too heavy. Tangled. Knotted. Piece of junk!"

	There was a pause and a loud clatter as he threw the offending whip into the waste barrel.

	"Feet up!"

	For a second she didn't understand the order, still reeling from the score of blows she had received.

	Ramos tapped her feet with a cane. Obediently she bent her knees, raising her feet behind her. Ramos tapped on his targets, letting her feel the slim wood across her arches.

	"Take notice. I want these whips in perfect order, always ready for use. I will reinforce my order with one stroke of the cane. A notice stroke, if you will. Forget my order at your peril. More than six strokes and you will be unable to walk upright, even if I allowed it."

	Sandra could feel the slickness between her legs, his threat forcing her suddenly toward an orgasm, which she barely contained. Ramos was well aware of the effect of his words. He leaned down close to her ear:

	"Your legs will be spread and tied at a ninety degree angle and you will ask for a ‘hard' stroke of the cane on your clit. Anything louder than a sigh and you will ask for a ‘harder' stroke."

	"Master, may I come? Please?"

	Ramos laughed, ignoring her plea. She renewed her begging, embarrassed by his laughter, and even in her desperate need, thrilling to his complete and unyielding domination of her.

	He watched her - and she knew he was watching her - feeling his eyes boring into her naked back. He waited until she was calmed down before delivering the capper.

	"That's the punishment when you have permission to come. I'll let you imagine your punishment if you have one without permission."

	Sandra gasped, fully aware of the ramifications of his pronouncement. Her hips unconsciously clenched, avoiding the promised punishment.

	"We need to talk. Here, or upstairs?"

	"Please, Master. Upstairs. The... the paperwork is on my desk."

	"Then get crawling. I don't have all day."

	Again her mind split. Half dreaded the crawl, the other half tickled pink with it. She had to balance control of her orgasms against the raking of her nipples over the floor and stairs. Going up she had encouragement from one of the whips. Which one she wasn't sure, but ultimately she would have to crawl back down and hang it properly on the rack in its correct place.

	Sandra crawled to her desk, mentally adding carpet burn to her list of un-favorite things. She stopped when her hands touched the leg of the desk.

	"Kneel up. Get the papers and bring them to me - crawling."

	Fortunately she had stapled the documents together, so she was able to carry them in one hand and still crawl. Her nipples were toasty warm by the time she reached his feet. She laid her body on the floor, nose pressed to the carpet and held the papers up to him.

	Then she waited. Her nose itched. Unspeakable punishments filled her mind as she considered moving. This was no time to test his ability to punish her. Thinking about her new Master fanned the flames in her belly. She made a very tiny squirm and was promptly warned by another throat clearing.

	Her nipples decided simultaneously to punish her for dragging them through the dirt. As one they swelled, drove between the rug fibers and aped drilling for oil. She could swear they were rotating, driving into the carpet with the full weight of her breasts upon them. Sandra choked on a groan.

	Ramos cleared his throat. She felt him looking at her again. What would he do to her for interrupting his reading? He resumed reading, with punishment deferred. Sandra turned on her worry machine.

	When he had finished, he laid the papers to one side and sat thinking. He eyed the girl prostrate in front of him, chained, collared and shackled, studiously holding position.

	"Sandra, you want a Master. You are willing to pay $10,000 a month to be punished, tortured, brutalized, abused and dominated, not necessarily in that order. You have a list a yard long of things you don't want done to you - but on which you left out abuse to your face and head - and an even longer list of acceptable practices."

	Sandra's face flushed, visible on the back of her neck and shoulders, caught out on the bruises on her face. Ramos paused, letting his words sink in.

	"I would classify you as a raving masochist. You don't just want to be dominated, you want to hurt, morning, noon, night, 24/7. In the wrong hands, such as that shithead I ran out of here, you have a life expectancy of about three weeks. Or was that what you wanted - a short, painful demise?

	Sandra automatically shook her head, rubbing her nose painfully on the floor. She dared to speak, "No, Master."

	Ramos snorted. "Then, you're dumber than I thought. He would have delighted in killing you."

	Since it was not a question, Sandra held her tongue, but her face flushed at the deliberate insult. Somehow her Master's degree paled in comparison with this real Master.

	Ramos picked up the papers again. Starting at the top he read every item aloud, demanding her reasoning, critiquing her intentions, making her repeat aloud each parameter they agreed on.

	After the first few listings Sandra was in agony. The collar locked on her neck was too wide to allow her to rest her chin on the floor, so the entire weight of her head depended for support on her neck muscles and her nose. The muscles were protesting and shoving the weight off onto her nose. Ramos ignored her strain and took his time, debating doubtful items at length asking question after question.

	Ramos had very neatly turned the tables on her. Intended as a tool to select a hired Master, he was using it to select a masochistic sub. Although his questioning was often indirect, he skillfully drained her of her situation, background and experience. Among other things, he learned that the $10,000 a month salary was very real, sourced from a family trust that controlled multiple millions. He recognized the name and its old money.

	Ramos frankly was astounded. Sandra was a knockout beauty with black hair and green eyes and a figure that began at the beginning and didn't quit until the end. To have this handed to him on a silver platter - and get paid handsomely - was the stuff of his dreams.

	The sex part nearly got to him. He went down her lists of do's and don't's and rigorously interrogated her on her wants and the things she didn't want to do. Anal sex was the first red flag. Sandra was as adamant as a helpless woman could be, refusing to even consider any penetration of her asshole, even a finger or a butt plug. Ramos asked question after question, but never forced the issue. That would come later.

	When he had read aloud everything she had written, he sat back, chin in hand, studying the situation. Ramos was not accustomed to jumping into a project without seriously considering all aspects. Sandra was forced to remain in position, dreading the penalties for moving without permission. The realization shocked her as she thought it - With this Master "permission" was out the window. She would exist, move about, do things, by his order, and only by his order. This man was anything but permissive.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3: Orders Are Orders

	Ramos stared into the wall, thinking about his next move, completely ignoring the nude body at his feet. Sandra remained prone, every nerve twitching, her pain mounting by the second. She kept from moaning or crying out only by scaring herself silly with fantasy punishments. "If he did ‘this' to me, or if he did ‘that' to me, how long would I keep screaming?"

	Finally he returned his gaze to the room. He took in Sandra's quivering body in a quick glance. Intently he picked up the contract, got out his cell phone and called the trust's number. The receptionist felt his power even through the phone and in seconds had him connected to the family member who managed the trust.

	Ramos explained his call, quickly confirming that the $10,000 was the offered salary. He asked about the contract and listened silently to a lengthy explanation. Bluntly, Ramos asked, "Do you do the hiring, or does she?"

	He listened for several moments, then responded, "This is a 24/7 job. She needs a firm hand, which I can provide. If you'll up the ante to $25,000 a month with an unlimited budget for tools and equipment I'll take her on."

	He listened for a long minute, then expressed his thanks and snapped the phone back on his belt. He looked down and moved his boot, prodding her collar. Wearily she raised her head, but her eyes never went above his boots. The sudden movement after lying so still set off cramps in her neck and the calf of one leg.

	Ramos chuckled, dirtier than the dirtiest of laughs. "Slave, the classic phrase for this situation is: ‘Your ass is mine!"'

	He paused, then went on, "Your brother said just what I said, that you are a raving masochist and a pain slut to boot. Your care and feeding has already run well into six figures and you're barely out of college. I suppose I should bow to you - Master's degree and all that, but it doesn't mean shit when you're on the wrong end of a whip."

	"Right now, the important thing is that this piece of paper isn't worth a hill of beans. Your brother gave me the green light to do anything I choose to do to make your life a living hell. He even urged me to take the list of don'ts and do every fucking one of them to you - starting with your ass. Now that's what I call brotherly love. Someday, after I get you broken to harness, as they say about horses, I'm going to make you tell me why they are going to such great lengths and spending so much money to satisfy your strange sexual urges. You understand, that your so-called contract is null and void?"

	Her voice cracked as she responded, "Yes, Master."

	He looked down at her, watching the shock twist her face. This was going to be a blast, but secretly he wondered just how far he could go to satisfy both her and her brother, without doing irreparable damage to either her body, or mind, or both.

	She, in turn, didn't know whether to shout with joy, jump to her feet and hug Ramos or remain still. She fully realized that her life was in his hands from this moment, until he tired of her. The other half cringed, thinking of the endless pain and suffering that would occupy her life.

	She had already been down this path a dozen times. Most of the hired guns had been small caliber clones of the man that Ramos had run off. Men who either were afraid to go too far, wanted to go that far and further, and those that had to have every move directed for them. This, she was sure, was going to be different. Later, she would wonder how Ramos managed to get the job without a resume, recommendations or even a face-to-face talk with her brother. She wasted little breath on that, needing every bit of strength to survive her rigorous slave training.

	Ramos first made sure that Sandra fully realized that she was no longer a free woman. Blunt words and a whip sealed the bargain. The unceremonious degradation was memorable as Ramos required her to crawl to the basement, select the whip she would least like used on her and bring it back upstairs in her teeth. Her name was forfeit and she had to answer and respond to "Slave" at all times. "Free" of course was a misnomer as she never was released from the shackles and cuffs she wore when he first arrived.

	Then he touched on vocabulary. She was already trained to some of the usual slave rules. He had noted her smooth transition to calling him "Master," but to him it was only the first tiny step toward full slavery. She had recognized his authority by speaking only when he asked a question, but Ramos knew that the perfect slave didn't exist, except in fantasy.

	"As punishment for trying to foist that paper of yours on me, you will be limited to certain words that you may use. Even those will fail you in some circumstances. For example, you may use ‘hard' or ‘harder' in most cases, but woe to you if you overdo it and there is a potential for injury. You may name any instrument of punishment in response to my question, but again, if you overdo it or I believe you are trying to curry favor, you will suffer for your temerity."

	Then he dropped a bombshell. "During your training you will never speak a complete sentence. Where possible you will use a single word - ‘yes' and ‘no' - are two examples. ‘No' is an absolutely last resort as an answer. You will be punished every time you use it anyway, and severely punished if I feel you are attempting to evade a penalty. You will ALWAYS include ‘Master' with whatever words you say."

	"You will, as I assume you long since have learned, consider my every word as a command. You will eat, sleep, breathe, climax, piss or shit on my word. There is no appeal and there will be no compromising or reduction of sentence. For instance, you are breathing right now. I may decide to stop that at any time, so never consider breathing as a right. Instead it is one more thing that makes you totally dependent on me.

	"‘Please' is for sissies. You will never use it. This of course is going to cause you problems, as a word without it becomes a demand and no matter how you dress it up, a slave is never allowed to demand, or order or do anything else without my order. The same is true - as you already have figured out - for incomplete sentences. There is no way that you can fix a word or phrase so that it doesn't come out like an order, so it will be treated accordingly.

	"Words like ‘fast,'‘faster,' ‘deep' and ‘deeper' are good words to add to your list, but remember, like the other words, they are a command and will be treated as such. You will have ample opportunity to practice your words as you will be on a variable schedule. Your days may be eight hours, 12 hours, 18 or even 24 hours at my order. My personal preference is to put two or three 24s back to back to suitably impress you with the mistakes you will be paying for.

	"The times will be rare when you end a slave day with less black marks than you had when you went in. There will be times when you will be forced to superhuman efforts just to catch up. Your ability to redeem marks will depend entirely on the progress of your training. The slightest hesitation in using your vocabulary or in obeying a command will shower black marks on your head. I have several excruciating ways of redeeming them as you will learn."

	Ramos paused, sniffed the air and then leaned down and slid his fingers between her thighs. They came away damp, so he wiped them under her nose.

	"You are enjoying this. That is forbidden. I want you dry as the Sahara desert at ALL times! When I fuck you, I will choose whether to use any lubrication. That's five black marks."

	He reached down again - "ten black marks" and a third time - "15 black marks."

	Slave got the message, but as Ramos well knew, controlling this particular body function was akin to pulling the moon out of its orbit. Any time he needed an excuse to punish her, she would be oozing lubrication.

	Not that he needed an excuse. She knew that trying to live by his exacting rules would be an impossibility as far as avoiding punishment. She was beginning to get an inkling that the key pieces in her dungeon - the rack and the cross, among others - were being held back as a major penalty. Their use would be pure torture, meaning an even higher level of pain.

	"Tomorrow morning you will begin your slave training. I'm sure your maso bent will be happier than a pig in clover. Be warned, what I am planning for you is NOT going to be fun. If I get the slightest hint at any time that you are enjoying this, you can figure on doing a lot of screaming. Also be warned, as I said earlier, this is for MY enjoyment, not yours. I will have fun hurting you, not the other way around. Your brother and the rest of the family I'm sure will be delighted to see little sister getting her ass kicked into the next county."

	"Understood?"

	"Yes, Master," she said fervently.

	"Tonight you will occupy the cage. I doubt if you will get any sleep, but that will condition you for what is to come. Raise the cage two feet in the air, then get in and lock the door. Throw the key at least three feet from the cage."

	"Yes. Master."

	"One more thing. Your pussy and tits are off limits. Touch them and you'll regret it for some time to come. You could spend the rest of your life with your hands cuffed behind you."

	Obediently Slave crawled to the basement. Descending the steps with her hands was difficult. The prospect of a head-first descent with her hands behind her was daunting. She reluctantly realized that he was giving her the benefit of the doubt by not taking her hands away this time. She suspected rightly that she would be quizzed in the morning

	Such a simple thing as getting into the cage turned out to be a major hassle. She had been it for half a minute months before, in between trainers, but she had help. Now there was nobody to operate the winch or steady the cage while she crawled in. She made three attempts before she got inside. Several more minutes elapsed before she got legs and arms untangled enough to work properly. The cage was small enough for a child, making it just that much more difficult. She closed and locked the door, then tossed the key out between the bars. It made a loud noise when it hit the floor.

	Ramos heard it too. He had silently walked to the top of the stairs, out of Slave's sight but where he could see at least part of what went on. Satisfied, he silently closed the cellar door and went back to her desk. He made a note to install a complete security system monitoring the entire dungeon and the upstairs bedrooms.

	With Slave secured he prowled through the rest of the house. He grinned when he discovered the hidden vibrator in Slave's erstwhile bedroom. More detailed searching turned up three pairs of handcuffs. On a hunch he went to the bed. Under each corner between the mattress and the box spring a cuff with a neat coil of sturdy chain lay waiting. At the head there was a third chain at the middle with several locks. Ramos mentally cataloged the restraints, adding them to the list of equipment in the dungeon.

	Meanwhile, Slave was having her problems. The too tight cage set off little ripples of claustrophobia, not a real panic attack, but enough to attract her full attention in order to suppress them. This of course fired up her submissiveness, garnished by the fact that she herself had locked her cage and literally thrown away the key.

	The result was to be expected. Slave was teetering on the brink of a blockbuster climax. She grimaced, grinding her teeth. Her arousal was a serious problem, not because she was so hot to trot, but because her Master had ordered her not to come, with or without his approval. As she twisted about, trying to get a modicum of comfort, she realized that despite being forbidden, her pussy was literally awash with her juices. She could feel the slickness on her labia, even dripping onto her thighs. Just the feel of all that lubrication was arousing her, exactly opposite to the normal course of events.

	She switched her thoughts away, trying to break the cycle leading to disaster. She mentally pictured her new Master. Big, handsome, all powerful. She gasped, realizing her mistake as her body rhythms crested suddenly, unmistakably leading her down the garden path to that orgasm. She lay silent, emptying her mind, staring into the darkness, fighting to control her emotions.

	She lay awake for several hours, fighting her body. When she finally slept her nightmares began. Master Ramos would torture her, until she woke, screaming into the absolute darkness. Asleep again, Ramos had a different torture waiting for her. After the fourth or fifth dream, centered on branding irons, she tried to keep herself awake, pinching her skin until she was bruised and bleeding. It didn't stave off her exhaustion. She dreamt again, this time drowning in a small tank. She reached for her nipples, knowing their abuse would keep her awake, but she stopped, her hands in mid air, remembering his "Don't touch" order.

	Some time during the night she lost control of her overfilled bladder. She shuddered as she listened to the drops falling into the pan below the cage. The retribution occupied her mind for several minutes, scaring her again and again as she pictured her possible - probable - penalties.

	Perhaps the most important thing that happened to Slave during the long night was the realization that Master was absolutely right. He had told her that all this was for his enjoyment, not hers. Even though she was a sneeze away from climaxing. Even though she gained pleasure from being denied. Even though she was leaking juice like a faucet, she realized that indeed, she wasn't really enjoying any of it. She hated the nightmares and the cramped tightness of the cage and the things that were certainly coming, and above all the unknown things she faced.

	Her submission forgotten, she fervently wished that she could face Ramos and repeat his words to the other man, "You're fired!"

	With a heavy heart she knew she couldn't. Her brother had taken the minuscule authority she once had, destroying the power of her contract and leaving her at the mercy of this Master. This Master, who showed no mercy.  She mentally kicked herself for not being satisfied with her early exploration of self bondage. From the time her brother caught her, tied to her bed and victimized by a knot that could not be undone, she had been on a downward spiral.

	The family had packed her off to a sanatorium where she spent several months, seducing one of the doctors into keeping her constantly in hospital restraints. After buying Cadillacs for a string of doctors, the family decided to install her in this house. She was allowed to buy whatever equipment she wanted, but as Ramos had found, there were some serious gaps in her choices for the dungeon that had been built in the cellar. The family had paid the bills without a murmur, but even she realized that their patience was wearing thin. If she could have heard the other side of the conversation Ramos had with her brother, it would have confirmed that opinion.

	The bad part was the uncertainty. From her first few hours of contact with Ramos, she was sure that he would be a martinet, a strict task master. But, would any of his intents and purposes cross paths with her wants and needs? Already she had reason to doubt that she would gain any satisfaction at all from his treatment of her. All well and good for the immediate future, but what about "tomorrow?" Could she face a life of complete and utter subservience, her every breath regulated, her pain his pleasure?

	She vividly remembered his initial comments about a short and painful demise. Despite his contemptuous treatment of his predecessor, she wondered if he too would be tempted to excess by her helpless servitude. The tight shackles on her slim ankles and the equally tight cuffs on her wrists seemed to be symbolic of her future under the thumb of Master Ramos. She had been wearing them for part of a day and all of a night, before he appeared on the scene. He had seen - and ignored - her bondage, even the wide collar that was still locked on her neck. Now another night was passing and there was no hint that Ramos would release her, now, or any time, sooner or later. She refused to think of a future bounded by her fetters.

	She seriously considered pleading with her brother to get rid of Ramos and let her live her own life. The utter stupidity of such a move was not lost on her. God knew what it would trigger in Ramos, but the results would without question send him into a rage that would only add to her suffering and pain. Her brother's reaction would be a foregone conclusion. He would laugh in her face. His favorite axiom was: "You made your bed, now lie in it." She expected he might show up to savor her misery, but she was sure of only one thing - he wouldn't touch her - leaving all that to Ramos.

	In the meantime, Ramos completed his search of the house, finding little else of interest. He did note that she had a six figure balance in her checkbook. He paused, spending several minutes dreaming of ways he could use that money, but he put those thoughts aside and got down to some serious planning. He opened the door to the basement and could hear Slave's periodic moans and screams as nightmare followed nightmare. He debated visiting her, deciding against it as tending to show he was weak.

	By morning he had outlined a full year of training for Slave, running to several pages of notes. On a separate sheet he first listed the equipment she had and then what he needed to buy, or have made. He moved to her computer and checked several of the sites that sold bondage gear. When he added it up, between the store figures and his estimates, as he expected it was going to put a serious dent in her bank account. When he was finished, he went back to several sites and using her credit card, ordered the pieces he wanted, in every case paying extra for overnight delivery.

	The process had been a bit dicey. He had found her card in her purse, but there was no indication beyond the fact that it was a  platinum card that she had any credit balance. Ramos decided  against waking Slave to find out. He crossed his fingers but the transaction went through the first time without a hitch. He grunted in approval. It helped to be backed by old money.

	The sun came up as he finished. He yawned, stretched and then headed for the basement.

	Slave woke up with a jolt. Ramos had zapped her foot with his stun gun. She yelped and jerked, triggering a muscle cramp in her ankle. Ramos already had picked up the key and unlocked the door. Unbidden she twisted around in the cage until she could emerge. She briefly considered backing out, but instinctively knew it would cost her. Awkwardly she got her head and shoulders out the door, then supported herself on her hands as she wriggled the rest of her body through the doorway.

	Once she was flat on the floor Ramos ordered her to the kitchen. "Fix breakfast for two. You eat on the floor, but if you don't hurry you'll eat off the floor." He slapped her ass as she went by to encourage more speed.

	He looked at the pan under the cage, wrinkling his nose at the smell. She would have a cleanup job later. Bladder control lessons loomed in the offing.

	


Chapter 4: Surveillance

	When Ramos came up the stairs, Slave wanted more freedom to handle preparing breakfast. She held up her cuffed wrists, pointedly looking at them and then at him.

	Bluntly he told her, "You're questioning an order. You'll eat off the floor for a week."

	Meekly she acknowledged the punishment and hurried back to her work. She served her Master a full breakfast. He ate most of it, then dumped his plate under his feet. His boots made squishy sounds as he ground the scraps into the floor. She knelt, watching every move he made. He in turn watched her, intent on catching the slightest rebellion against his order. He raised one foot and thrust it toward her. She reached for it with her cuffed hands and brought the boot to her mouth. Her tongue curled under the sole, searching for fragments of food. A tidal wave of humiliation washed over her as she licked.

	When she had finished polishing the soles of both boots he allowed her to lick the floor. When she finished, she knelt up, only to watch him take his coffee cup and spill the last dregs, sending her tongue back to work. Finally, head down, she awaited his orders.

	Making sure she was watching, he examined his boots closely, pulling them off his feet to get a better look. He leaned down to look at the floor. He was almost ready to accept her work when he spied a fragment of bacon adhering to the leg of his chair. He pointed it out to her and pronounced sentence. "Do my boots again and do the floor right this time!"

	He continued to watch her and was somewhat pleased that there was no sign of resistance to his humiliating order. She probably would hesitate to question his orders for some time to come, so his lesson was working.

	She attacked his boots with renewed fervor, this time licking the soles and all of the uppers, leaving them gleaming with her saliva. Ramos made no effort to help, planting his feet and forcing her to bodily move them so she could reach every part with her tongue. She laved a larger area around his feet, making short work of the offending bit of bacon, its taste lost in the mixture of floor polish and tiny specks of dirt.

	He rigorously inspected a second time, both knowing he wouldn't find a trace, but she had to suffer the pangs of worry that somehow, somewhere, some bit of food had escaped her now sore tongue. She held her breath, waiting for the worst to happen. Ramos finished his inspection and without comment ordered her back to the kitchen to do the dishes and clean up. That order came the closest to bringing a protest to her lips. She had a cook and a maid who handled the housework. She hadn't had time to ponder why both had not shown up for work. There was only one answer - Ramos had somehow outfoxed her again.

	Now at a decent hour, Ramos began making phone calls. In short order the name of the trust brought an instant response from a security firm. Their representative would be there in less than an hour.

	Slave had finished the kitchen, leaving it spotless. Despite a life of luxury up to this point, she had learned the basics of cooking at a posh cooking school and housekeeping. Ramos took her to the garage. The chilly air raised goose bumps all over her body, especially on her breasts. Ramos opened the trunk of the nearest car and ordered her to climb in. She hadn't earned a blanket in his opinion, so she laid on the rough fiber carpet, studiously avoiding eye contact.

	"I have people coming and I don't need a nude slave to be the center of attention. You will stay here until I let you out after they have gone. One peep, one rattled chain and you will smart for weeks to come. Understood?"

	"Yes, Master."

	In a few minutes she heard a car drive up and stop. The driver got out, walked past the garage and rang the bell. Ramos greeted him and the two began to discuss his needs. The man made notes, then followed as Ramos pointed out each camera location, feeding to monitors in the library. The man looked startled for a moment when he saw the dungeon, but he made no comment. He was there to sell equipment, not to comment on anyone's life style. He did wonder why there wasn't a girl in one of the cells or rooms, but he was too busy adding equipment to follow that thought. It was really none of his business. He concentrated instead on the fat bonus this sale would bring to him.

	Fat indeed. Ramos allocated the trust's money with a lavish hand. Ending up with a camera watching the cars in the garage, the order was well over the six figure mark.

	Ramos let that fact sink in, then raised an issue.

	"Before I sign a contract, I want written assurance that you will not tell anyone what you have seen in this house, and covering all the workmen you send here. Without that I won't sign."

	The man agreed immediately. Ramos offered the use of the computer and printer in the office.  In seconds the salesman had a confidentially agreement printed out. Ramos read it carefully, ensuring it didn't have any loopholes, and watched him sign it. Then he in turn signed the contract.

	Once the sales rep had left, Ramos called Slave's brother and detailed what he had done. Brother didn't even hesitate in approving the expenditure. He heartily approved keeping her under a 24 hour watch. The two talked for close to an hour before they finished. Ramos went to the garage and got Slave out of her confinement. She knelt before him.

	"Piss, Master?"

	He jerked her leash, crawling her to the bathroom just off the garage. She raised herself onto the toilet, and with her legs tightly together waited for him to close the door. She knew he wouldn't, but she hoped she could keep that one shred of modesty. He jerked on her leash in warning. Face flaming, she spread her legs and allowed her bladder to empty with a loud and continuous splash.

	Lunch was a carbon copy of breakfast, except that Ramos stepped on only part of the food. To him it was a minor change, but for Slave it was a milestone. She must have done something right to win a reduction in her humiliation. At the moment she had no idea what she had done to deserve it. Ramos was the only one who knew and she was not about to question him.

	After lunch was cleared Slave was sent to her room, to dress! Ramos had laid out bra and panties, a silk blouse and a medium length skirt. She was flabbergasted. None of her previous Masters had ever allowed her underwear and anything less than a clear as glass blouse and a micro-mini skirt was unheard of. Before sending her up he released one wrist and one ankle, letting the open cuffs dangle.

	Slave didn't allow her surprise to slow her down, rapidly donning the clothes, fixing her makeup and her hair. As she worked, she tried to figure it out. The only thing she could come up with was that her brother or some other member of the family was coming to visit.

	She descended the stairs, first locking her wrists and ankles, careful in her tall heels. She knelt before Ramos. He examined her closely, raising her face with a grip on her chin to check every detail. She closed her eyes while he looked at her face, afraid to make accidental eye contact.

	Satisfied, he tugged her to her feet and allowed her for the first time to walk down the steps to the dungeon. He led her to a cell, guided her in, and strapped a mask over her face. Then he closed and locked the door. The open cell had steel bars for three sides, the fourth being the concrete wall. There was a combination wash basin and toilet and a narrow bed. Everywhere there were rings, ready for any lock and chain, but except for her leash, she wasn't attached anywhere. Her leg shackles and her wrist cuffs remained in place on one ankle and wrist to constantly remind her of her status.

	Ramos barely got back upstairs before the doorbell rang. From the window he could see a work truck and a large van in the drive.

	The workmen entered the house and the foreman identified himself. Ramos shook hands with him and took him aside and questioned him.

	"You are aware of the confidentially clause in my contract?

	"Yes, sir. All of the men have been warned."

	"Fine. Once you've assigned your workmen, I have a special job for you. There's a bonus involved," he promised. "Oh, are you married?"

	"No, sir, not even a girlfriend."

	"Good. Come back here when you're ready."

	A half hour later the foreman showed up. "I'm ready."

	Ramos nodded. "I'm going to remind you one more time as to the confidentiality clause. What you are about to see may strain your agreement to the clause. Is that acceptable?"

	"Yes, sir. You do have my curiosity aroused though."

	"It will just take a moment to satisfy that. Let's go."

	Ramos led the foreman down the steps into the dungeon. The man exclaimed when he saw Slave, sitting on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped in her lap. She looked up in surprise, forgetting her order momentarily. She got a glimpse of a second man - not her brother! - with Ramos before she dropped her gaze to their boots. She slid from the bed onto her knees and walked them to the cell door.

	She listened, aghast, as Ramos introduced her. "This is Slave. She is just beginning her training so she probably will make mistakes in the next few minutes."

	"First, have you ever seen a lovelier girl in chains?"

	"Sir, only in my dreams. I'm into bondage, so I'm familiar with her plight."

	"Well, now you see why I'm so adamant about all this remaining confidential."

	"Of course, sir. I would want the same privacy."

	She is learning to take orders, slowly. Why don't you suggest she remove a piece of her clothing. As you know, to her a suggestion is an order."

	"Slave, why don't you remove your blouse."

	She quickly unbuttoned the clinging silk and slipped it off her shoulders. The open handcuff snagged in the sleeve, but she quickly loosened it and dropped the blouse to the floor. Her heart was in her throat, certain that she was about to be raped by one - or both - of the men.

	"Stand up!" The order came again from the stranger. Swiftly and smoothly she raised herself, standing rigidly at attention before them. The smooth lines of the bra failed to hide her nipples that were standing at attention, pushing little bumps into the cloth.

	"Drop your skirt." She noted to herself that this stranger had all the earmarks of a good strong Master. Her fingers found the clasp and button and the skirt dropped from her hips to the floor.

	The panties hid her shorn mound, but there was plenty of suggestions of the treats that were hidden by the almost transparent lace. Slave's humiliation factor was doubling and redoubling by the moment. If it weren't for the fact that her shame was turning her on big time she might have balked, but the prospects beyond losing her clothing were already making her breathing difficult, one step from panting.

	There was anger beneath her arousal. How dare her Master allow her to be raped by a total stranger? If he was so crass this early in her training, what would he do to her later on? She flashed a picture of herself streetwalking, in chains, and nearly had an orgasm. She suddenly realized that she was fixating on the chains that were now a prominent part of her life.

	"Show us your left tit."

	She reached behind her to unclasp her bra, the loose cuff banging into her side. The bra came loose, but she held it with one hand, allowing the cloth to drop from her one breast. She felt the air whirling around the exposed nipple. A glance confirmed that it was rigid and swollen.

	The foreman looked at Ramos, who nodded, thinking alike. The foreman stepped forward and took the nipple in his fingers, twisting and rolling it until Slave moaned her arousal. The man stepped back expressing his appreciation to Ramos with his eyes.

	"Now the other tit."

	Slave could not control the red glow that suffused her face and burned brightly on her cheeks. Was this to be her fate? A play toy for any man who came along? ‘God help me if he brings in a woman to work me over!' A kindred puzzle caught her attention. Previous Masters had beaten her, used the whip to force her to comply with their lewd orders. These two were getting her to obey merely with their voices.

	The stark contrast between the new and the old added its own special flavor to their domination, adding fuel to the flames of her arousal. Their special brand of humiliation was taking her to plateaus she had never reached before, and, she realized, one hell of a lot faster. She missed the pain of the whip, but that desire was lost in the maelstrom. She guessed correctly that there would be more than enough whip to go around in the very near future.

	Savagely controlling her reluctance to flaunt her body, Slave dropped the bra completely, shrugging the straps off her shoulders. She was proud of her body, but this extraordinary series of events was making her head spin. Again she felt a pang of anger, pissed that Ramos would share her in this out and out humiliating fashion. She briefly considered complaining to her brother but as before it died unnoticed.

	She endured the simultaneous ravaging of both her nipples by the stranger's fingers, shuddering as he forced her closer and closer to a forbidden climax. Ramos commented, "She is not allowed orgasms, even with permission."  The man got the message and backed off temporarily, leaving Slave gasping for breath. With his hands out of the way she could see her nubs were even more swollen and the pain radiating from them attested to their mistreatment.

	The final order, the one she dreaded most.

	"Off with the panties."

	She slid the narrow band down her hips, tugging the gusset from its nesting place between her legs, feeling its wetness on her thighs, panicking at the prospect of punishment for that very wetness. She stepped out of them and pushed them to one side. The slick cloth was mute evidence of both her arousal and her violation of a specific order. "Dry as the Sahara Desert" rang through her head, even as the two men admired the exposed female flesh.

	Ramos didn't miss the soaked panel. She saw him look down, then dropped her eyes before he looked at her once more.

	Again the foreman looked to Ramos for permission and he nodded again. The man reached through the bars, then paused.

	"Spread your legs!

	Knowing that she was about to get the finger, Slave came close to balking. She moved in the last fraction of a second that would keep her from retribution. She was agile enough to spread them more than 90 degrees, her ankles bent almost double at their extended range. The gap into her pussy was big enough to drive a tank in.

	She felt the man's fingers, touching, probing, twisting her flesh. They settled on her clit.

	It was too much. Slave climaxed, screaming like a lost soul, helpless to stop the inevitable. She had known when he tortured her nipples that he would force her to come, sooner or later. She would later realize that he never penetrated her with anything.

	Ramos was cool with her breaking his rule. He would have ample opportunity to make her bitterly regret her loss of control. Right now he enjoyed demonstrating his dominance to the foreman by dragging the unprotesting Slave to the wooden horse for a long ride.

	The foreman in turn was delighted that he had a chance to dominate her. He felt not the slightest pang of regret that his fingers has caused her to break training and earn punishment. "After all, what are slaves for," was his one comment.

	It took three days of intense work and overtime to complete the security system. Ramos was pleased when he turned on a monitor and was able to zoom in on Slave, kneeling on the floor of her cell. In the interim, the two men had another session with Slave, dressing her, then undressing her, then the ultimate parody - making her come again. It was ten times worse for Slave as she knew exactly what was coming, right up to the gut wrenching fear when the man's nipple play presaged another forbidden orgasm.

	The foreman thanked Ramos profusely for his "bonus," volunteering to come over any time to further humiliate Slave. Ramos left it open, not promising anything, but leaving the door ajar.

	Slave was completely baffled by the events over the two-day period. She had mentally prepared herself for beatings, whippings and rape, only to have a pair of sessions with the stranger that both came to the same inevitable end. Since Ramos hadn't bothered to tell her who the man was or why he was there, Slave was left with a conundrum that she could neither understand nor solve. Like every slave, she worried about that and each and every separate event of the two days. Her main worry at the moment was that she had been identified, in spite of the mask, and that the family would get some unwanted publicity from it.

	The dungeon security cameras were personally installed by the foreman, so it ended up that he was the only member of the crew that saw the inside of the dungeon. Slave had been locked into a punishment helmet when she rode the wooden horse, so he had used that time to hide the cameras. Ramos had already told her that the library was off limits, so that she wouldn't see the monitors either.

	This left Slave totally unaware of the events around her. Now that she was a movie star, her every move was being watched. It would be some time, and being caught in several rule violations, before she figured it out. Once it was obvious that she was aware, Ramos showed her the monitors and ran a tape of her fingering her clit. Her punishment was apt. She was strapped to a wooden chair, with her legs spread over the arms. He handed her a spiked wheel and made her run the needle-sharp teeth back and forth over her clit for a solid hour.

	She was sobbing well before the hour ended. Ramos took the wheel from her limp hand.

	"Make yourself come. Use your finger."

	Slave touched herself and shrieked, jerking her hand away as if she had been shot.

	"Do I need to repeat an order?"

	"No, Master," she croaked, bending again to her task. She squealed when her finger touched the mottled pearl. Sobbing loudly, gritting her teeth she fondled herself, each touch hurting more than the one before.

	Ramos eyed her carefully, watching for the last second signs.

	"Stop! Look at me!"

	 

	


Chapter 5: Quack Quack

	Slave raised her head, tears streaming from her eyes, but deep in those eyes there was lust, enjoying her pain.

	"You just said 'No' to your master. I distinctly remember warning you not to use the word. Do you remember that?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"So your answer should have been?"

	He could see the comprehension dawning on her face.

	"Repeat, Master."

	"And, what happens when I have to repeat a command?"

	"Punishment, Master."

	Baiting her he asked, "And the punishment is to be?"

	Slave considered her limited vocabulary hurriedly. She added a word, not at all sure he would accept it.

	"Severe, Master."

	She watched for any sign of acceptance, but Ramos had a poker face that betrayed nothing. This was training, not a meeting of the mutual admiration society. Instantly she had a new worry.

	"Stand up." The order was routine, insignificant, with no special meaning. Slave continued to worry as she swiftly obeyed.

	Ramos opened a cupboard and drew out a metal belt, the attached chains clattering. He tried it around her waist, but it was slightly large. A second belt fit perfectly, indenting her stomach and settling snugly on the flare of her hips.

	"Squat." New territory. A first. Ramos knelt behind her, locking the belt chains to her shackles. Another first. Worry turned into a sinking feeling. She was catching on to where this was leading.

	"Today you are a duck. You will walk like a duck, with your knees wide apart, and quack like a duck. You know what rules you've broken, so consider this as punishment for each and every violation, the most recent being the use of a forbidden word."

	"You will move, constantly. Before the day is over I expect you to visit every room in the house. If you find a door locked, or need help you will quack, ONCE. I do not like ducks, or their quacking, so it is quite likely that you will earn black marks or instant punishment every time you quack. Is that understood?"

	"Quack."

	Ramos almost laughed. He had expected a "Yes" but she was a fast learner. True to his word he selected a pencil thin whip with a small snapper. Standing behind her he underhanded it between her ass cheeks, the snapper doing a tight circle and landing full on her sore clit. Slave yelped and jumped, pulling the belt chains taut.

	"Now, move!"

	Slave waddled toward the stairs. Ramos almost flicked the whip again, as her bouncing ass was such a tempting target.

	She was released to make breakfast, allowed to eat from a plate on the floor, but without hands. Ramos locked her in her bedroom with strict orders not to get on the bed. He needed her out of the way because a steady stream of delivery trucks would be arriving, bringing the bondage gear he had ordered. He allowed her to dress for lunch, meeting two delivery men at the door. He had her do a strip for them and put her back in the belt and sent her on her way, with orders not to come downstairs.

	She hadn't made the slightest progress in abating her juicing. Ramos had picked up her soaked panties, waved them at arm's length past his nose and then ordered her to wash them out in the bathroom. For a squatting woman this was no small feat. She had finally taken them into the shower, as she could reach the knobs. Ramos came in behind her and detailed her punishment. She was to wash the panties with warm water, then turn off the hot and shower herself with cold. The frigid water made a visible impression on her.

	She wore the belt, loose chains dangling, as she prepared supper. A rib eye steak for Ramos, a vegetable burger for her. She poured his beer and a glass of water for herself.

	After she filled the dishwasher and cleaned the kitchen, she was chained up again and spent the evening squatting, pouring fresh beer from time to time. By the time Ramos turned off the TV and used her leash to help her balance down the stairs, Slave was worn out. She automatically headed for her cage, only to feel a tug on her leash. Ramos led her instead to the open cell. Before she entered he unlocked the belt and chains, leaving her in her shackles and cuffs. Slave almost had an orgasm, so pleased at the luxury of a bed where she could straighten out. She wanted to thank him, but he didn't give her the opportunity.

	In the few seconds before she slept, she wondered, "Why doesn't he fuck me?"

	He did, in her dreams. He ravaged every hole, repeatedly. She lost count of the number of positions he put her in, always chained, tied, clamped, helpless. Always helpless, always his pleasure first. She woke, panting like a marathon runner. She could still feel him inside her, taste his semen. For a fraction of a second she considered rubbing her clit. Her brain reminded her of the watching camera, the orders she would be disobeying, at the same time that a cramping twinge reminded her of just how sore her clit was. She was asleep before she had time to reconsider. His rampant cock waited for her mouth to open.

	That dream/nightmare marked a turning point in their relationship. She woke, but she thought she was still dreaming, feeling the aftershocks of multiple orgasms. Her brain whirled, struggling to make sense of it all. She had no immediate idea whether she actually had climaxed, or if it was all just a part of the continuing dream. She probed very tentatively with one delicate finger, coming away dripping, setting off new worries. Ramos would kill her if he found her that wet. Or, at least make her life very miserable. She sucked her finger and went back for more, trying to staunch the stream. Stream, Hell! The Johnstown flood was erupting between her thighs. She put both hands to work.

	Ramos watched her on the monitor, smiling to himself. He glanced over at the recorder, checking to make sure it was running. The tape would be a classic.

	All the evidence pointed to her dream. She could taste herself on her fingers, but there wasn't a trace of Ramos. But, she still doubted. Her labia were swelled almost beyond recognition, the expected condition after a night of fucking. She even had the old familiar "full" feeling in both her pussy and her ass that she would have after being plundered.

	She brought both hands to her face, covering it, pulling air across the liquid on her fingers, one last try. She opened her fingers and peered at them. The coating was clear - woman juice - not semen. The camera caught her sigh as she went back to the dikes.

	She changed position and lapped up the pool that had formed on the plastic mattress between her legs. She resumed wiping with her fingers. Ramos kept one eye on the monitor while he did some paperwork. He could tell from her body language that she was barely controlling her arousal. Actually, Slave needed only a misplaced swipe of a finger on her clit to explode. She made a point of giving it a wide berth.

	When her activity finally slowed, Ramos confronted her. Still a little confused, Slave tried to follow his questions. She had a moment of panic when she tried to remember if she was still supposed to quack in answer.

	"Do you have something to tell me, Slave?"

	She nodded, carefully framing her answer.

	"Wet, Master."

	She knew he had probably seen her sopping pussy. Best to get it over with.

	"The rule?"

	"Dry, Master."

	"The punishment?"

	"Severe, Master."

	"You made no attempt to hide it?"

	"No, Master!"

	"You did your best to clean it up?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Then severe fits the broken rule. You came very close to 'extreme,' so add that to your vocabulary."

	Ramos walked over and took a bottle off the shelf. From another wall he gathered what looked suspiciously like a chastity belt. However the strap had a substantial size dildo attached to it.

	"Stand up."

	After the other time she was a bit leery of his intentions. The command could be the initial order for another humiliating 'duck' day. She stood. He motioned and she spread her legs to the limit of her hobble chain. She watched as he unscrewed the bottle cap, which had a swab attached to it. Quickly he coated the dildo and slid it into place, locking the belt.

	He stood still eyeing her, obviously waiting for something to happen. He held up the bottle.

	"This is some interesting stuff. It abhors moisture. If it does encounter it, it goes through a chemical change that you will find extremely unpleasant. Meanwhile, I'm overdue for breakfast."

	Still puzzled, and still wary, she edged past him and hurried up the stairs as fast as her chains would allow. As she prepared breakfast, her thoughts wandered to her dreams. Suddenly a needle stabbed her, deep in her pussy. She yelped, almost dropping the coffee pot. A second drilled into her G spot, bending her double. She froze, expecting the next needle. Ramos watched her, not commenting.

	She remembered the toast, and hurried to prepare it. The initial pains didn't fade away, but no new ones cropped up. She got the connection and studiously kept her mind on her work. She served Ramos, then crawled to her dish, waiting for his scraps. With an effort of will she kept her mind blank, staving off repeated efforts by her dreams to take control - and cause more needles to stick in her flesh. She knew they weren't needles, but the old duck story kept running through her brain - "If it looks like a duck, flies like a duck and quacks like a duck, then it's got to be a duck." They felt like needles and she wasn't going to argue.

	When Ramos was finished, he called Slave to his side. He removed the newspaper lying in his lap, revealing one of the biggest pricks that she had ever seen. She shivered with excitement, momentarily forgetting the dildo locked inside her. Too late, she felt a gush of lubrication filling the tight space around the shaft. Ramos was watching her, knowing what was about to happen.

	Slave's pubic bone caught fire. A magnesium flare roared to life against her cervix. Needles slammed into the lining of her pussy like a flock of birds taking off in all directions. Slave screamed, incoherent, her fingers scrabbling at the locked belt. She fell to the floor with a hard thump. She screamed again, shaking her head, then crawled to his feet and began licking his boots. She raised her tear stained face and begged:

	"Master, please!"

	"Must I repeat a command?"

	"Repeat, Master!"

	"Your cunt is what?"

	"Wet, Master"

	"I told you this is interesting stuff. It hates moisture. If you could control that swamp of yours, it wouldn't have found any wetness. You already had that figured out and you figured if you were careful to avoid arousal of any kind, that you could escape the consequences. That is evading an order, and you just suffered for it."

	Slave opened her mouth to argue that she didn't evade any order, but thought better of it before she said a word. Ramos took it all in, poised to punish her if she broke the silence rule.

	With his rampant cock out of sight, Slave calmed down and the dildo called a cease fire, the pain fading slowly to a level where she could think two consecutive thoughts without screaming.

	Thinking can be good or it can be bad. Knowing better, Slave departed on a really bad thinking spell as she cleaned the kitchen.

	"Why doesn't he fuck me?" The key question reared its head again. She gritted her teeth, refusing to visualize that mouth watering cock. It was akin to tiptoeing through a mine field.

	"Why? Why? Why? Maybe he's gay."

	Her brain answered, "Hey, stupid! Dumb - very dumb question! He's looking at you, naked as a Jaybird, with a hardon that any girl would die for."

	"Well, he's sure as Hell not impotent!"

	"More dumbness. You're the slave. You're supposed to be making HIM happy, not you."

	"So, how the fuck do I find out what he wants? He's got me down to one word sentences and I can't even do that unless he asks me a question. That still doesn't explain why he won't screw me."

	"He wouldn't even bother with you if he didn't think there was a piece of your ass in there somewhere for him."

	"Well, I don't know what more to do. He's had his fingers in me and on me and he likes to drive me crazy twisting my nipples, but it's not getting a cock into where it will do some good."

	"Maybe he's one of those men who likes to be asked. He can force you anytime, but getting you to ask for it is another thing. It's a matter of his ego."

	"Ego, Smeego. So I'll ask!"

	 "Atta Girl! Go get him."

	Slave shook herself. Carrying on a conversation with herself in the confines of her brain was exhausting. She was committed to asking Ramos to take her, but she didn't have the foggiest idea of how to go about it. She had never been any good at seduction and to a man her previous trainers would have classed her as 'cold.'

	She looked at him, as he sat and read the paper. She could see his lap. The tantalizing shaft had discretely disappeared and his pants were zipped to the top. An idea popped into her head. She seized on it, grasping at straws. She flashed a picture of Ramos punishing her by chaining her in the shower and letting the water run down onto the dildo.

	This had better work!

	She debated walking to him, but shook her head. That might set him off before she even got started. Instead, she dropped to her knees and crawled to his side. She knelt up and offered him her leash. He looked at her, back to the paper and then at her again, showing irritation on his face at being interrupted. She smiled up at him, putting her heart into it.

	"You want to go somewhere?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Where?"

	"Follow, Master."

	"And that's an order. Okay, I'll follow, but this damn well better be good or I have some different stuff to go on a butt plug."

	Slave added another thousand watts to her smile and moved forward, tightening the leash. Ramos got up, laid the paper on the table and jerked her leash. She promptly moved ahead, leading him to the stairs and then on up to the second floor. She reached her bedroom door and swung about, kneeling before him. She motioned to the door and then spoke, "Fuck, Master."

	Ramos was taken aback. His jaw dropped slightly, but he quickly recovered, almost as if he had never expressed surprise. Without saying a word he stepped past her, opened the door and drew her inside. He closed the door without locking it. Nobody in the house would dare open it. He drew out the key and removed her belt and the dildo. He ordered her onto the bed and made short work of locking the waiting chains to her limbs. She lay in the center of the bed, arms and legs spread to the corners, her collar locked to the chain at the head of the bed.

	In less than five minutes his wandering hands and sucking lips had her imprisoned on a high plateau, looking down miles into the depths from which she had come. He probed, and found her dry. True to his word he provided lubrication and followed it into place, covering her writhing body with his. Master to the end he denied her relief until he had spurted at the very bottom of her cavern, then joined her in a glorious climax.

	Ramos searched every inch of her body during the long night, finding place after place where his tongue or fingers would jolt her to new heights. He sampled each of her holes in turn, then later returned to cap his previous efforts.

	He released her in the morning, but only after she had worshiped his cock for the umpteenth time. She brought coffee and toast to the bed.

	Ramos never relaxed his domination for a second. He punished her - mildly - for ordering him around, saving one thing for last.

	"Slave, you procrastinated. You should have asked me to fuck you the minute I showed up. Since you didn't you are going to be punished for delay."

	Slave looked up into his face, displaying all her love and gratitude for his taking her. He reminded her forcefully that she was allowed to look at his face only with permission. She waited expectantly, but he was too busy getting into position for a new onslaught to comply.

	


Chapter 6: Shackles and Cuffs, Oh My!

	Ramos and Slave lay side by side on the big bed. Both were sated, for the moment caught up with the sex they both had wanted. Slave was worried, afraid of whatever punishment her Master would decree as fitting for her ignoring the obvious. She mentally kicked herself for thinking of herself, rather than of his pleasure.

	Looking back it was easy to see exactly where she went wrong. There was no excuse. She had blown it, pure and simple. Actually, the promise of punishment was pushing her buttons. Punishment was usually painful. She got off on pain, so no matter how much it hurt, she would get at least some enjoyment from it. The worry centered on whether she would be able to endure it long enough to enjoy it.

	Ramos was having thoughts along the same line, but he was using a widely different viewpoint. He was there to teach. He was fully aware that she would lap up pain like candy. He searched his memory for something suitable, that wasn't pain driven. Just as he drifted into sleep he remembered another time, another girl equally addicted to pain. He mumbled, "That would work."

	Slave heard him, but could make no sense of the words, muttered under his breath. She tensed, waiting, but his gentle snore told her he slept. She smiled, pulled each limb taut, one at a time, to remind herself that she was helplessly bound, and in seconds she too slept.

	Slave made breakfast and went about her household duties, dreaming of the events of the previous night. Ramos was all business. Fucking his slave seemed to arouse the beast in him. That, and his sense of duty. After all, he was getting paid an obscene sum each month for pleasuring himself. He drove away in his car, returning with his pickup.

	Slave was ordered to the dungeon, semi-suspended with a hood locked at her neck. Ramos knew the sounds he made while he unloaded boxes and other equipment and carried them into the basement would drive her up the wall, worrying.

	She waited, unmoving, listening to the muffled sounds coming from near and far. Hammering, sawing, pounding. Each new noise raised her curiosity level another notch. He came and got her in time to make lunch. He went up the stairs dirty, his face streaked with soot. He washed his hands, ignoring the rest, and ate quickly, ordering her back to the dungeon after she cleaned the kitchen. The noises began again, a minute or two later. This time there was the clear clang of a hammer on steel. He finished just before supper. While she cooked his steak he washed all the dirt off in the shower. They ate, and Ramos watched the news on TV while she cleared the kitchen.

	She crawled to him, kneeling at his feet. He reached between the cushions and drew out a blindfold. She leaned forward to allow him to fix it over her head. She felt him pick up her dangling leash, his hand sliding to hold it close to her collar.

	As he guided her carefully down the stairs, her nose was assailed with an acrid smell, half familiar, but a puzzle. The blindfold came away and she saw the source, the white hot coals in a small forge. The shallow cast iron pan seemed fragile compared to the massive hood above it which sucked the fumes into the chimney.

	Next to the forge stood a massive wood block. On its flat top a heavy anvil was bolted down. A rack held tools - tongs, pincers, hammers. In a single day Ramos had made a blacksmith's shop out of one corner of the cellar. There even was an air intake that drew outside air in.

	Slave panicked when she saw the forge. Hot metal is used for branding, burning something into the flesh. Burns that are more than just painful. Burns leave permanent scars. She balked, dragging on the leash, trying to back up the stairs. Ramos exerted his control instantly and she came flying down the last three steps into his arms. He grasped her shoulders and ordered her to look at him. He saw the raw fear in her eyes and realized that his 'surprise' had backfired. Or had it? He had gotten through her defenses, which had been his plan all along.

	He tied her leash to a convenient hook, without comment, keeping her guessing as long as possible. Slave was in "I'll do anything!" mode, but helpless to express it. All she could do was stand and watch the preparations. She closed her eyes in fear, but that made it worse. She forced herself to watch as Ramos fiddled with the fire, drawing the hot coals closer together, working the air vent that fanned the flames, moving metal pieces about. Finally he took a pair of tongs and gripped a white-hot piece that snapped and shot sparks as it came out of its bed in the coals.

	Slave shrank away, brought up short by her tether. She had never been near a forge and her fear of the unknown was like a living thing in her throat, choking her. She leaned her head back, in a vain attempt to protect her face, unconsciously thrusting her body forward - a tempting target.

	But, Ramos had no intention of branding her. The metal was a rivet. He laid it back in the forge, the draft carrying sparks up into the hood. To her the action was a deliberate delay, intended to make her fear even worse. Ramos read all this in her body language, satisfied that he had her reacting in this way.

	He walked over to his workbench and picked up a piece of steel. He came back, taking his time, letting her wonder and feeding her fear. He held it up where she could see it. To her surprise it was a clone of the fetters she was wearing, except that it was made of iron at least three times as thick as her bonds. He held the iron in both hands opening it on its hinge, closing it with a clang of doom, making sure she saw the iron loop where a chain would be attached. She jerked at the sound, wincing in anticipation.

	"Your punishment will be to wear this iron on your leg. The part in the forge is the rivet that will make this a permanent attachment on your body. Once hammered shut there will be no going back."

	Slave gasped. The full import of his words hit her like a blow from his sledge hammer.

	"It will serve as a constant reminder of your disobedience. It is heavy, awkward, and most of all, ugly on your body. You will weep bitter tears in the days and months ahead at the shame of having to wear it.

	"I have three others - a matching set - for your other leg and your wrists. There are other attachments, that you will discover as you earn them, one by one. I know you will eventually be riveted into each one. You may surprise me by becoming a near-perfect slave, but you will have to prove it, not once, but again and again, every day, every hour, every minute, every second."

	As might be expected, Slave burst into tears. She knelt before him, her tied leash pulling her collar up under her ear, almost choking her.

	"Please, Master."

	"I said, 'No begging.'"

	"Rivet the iron!"

	Ramos looked at her in surprise. He stooped to look in her face. She couldn't avoid looking in his eyes. There was already a tinge of shame there, but there also was the love of a slave for her Master. Slave knew she could not win favor by this action, but it was the only way she could express herself.

	Ramos untied the leash and drew her to the anvil. At his bidding she positioned her leg. He closed the iron, clamping it together. With his tongs he fished the rivet from the fire and shoved it up through the hole. Slave moved her leg so that the head of the rivet was on the anvil. With a massive blow he peened the shaft of the rivet, spreading it out onto the iron. Several additional blows were needed to fully shape and tighten the rivet, permanently locking the two halves into a solid mass.

	Slave sobbed through the entire operation, shivering at each blow of the hammer. She watched her freedom being taken from her stroke by stroke, certain she would go into her coffin still wearing it. She willed herself to accept it, as a symbol of her slavery to him.

	Ramos spun her around and dropped her foot into an open water tank. The rivet hissed and steamed as it went below the surface. The water bubbled and roiled for a moment, then was silent. Ramos nodded and she raised her leg and set her foot on the ground. The ugly iron stood out like a gigantic wart on her leg.

	"Walk."

	Obediently Slave made a circle around the dungeon. Her limp was obvious.

	"You have one week to lose the limp. After that you will be punished for each step. Try again."

	Slave made another circle. She got the hang of walking with a dead weight on one leg, but there was still a slight limp. It would take her three days to eliminate it, and another three to relearn walking with a hobble chain.

	That night she lay on the mattress in her cell, ready for sleep, but first she had to touch. She pulled her legs up until she could reach the iron. She ran her fingers over the hard curves, the blunt ends, touching every part. Her fingers lingered on the rivet, her mind reading the contact, confirming the permanence of the hammered metal. It had never penetrated this deeply into her psyche before. She was a slave. A collared, riveted, locked slave. She bore down, as if expelling a baby, as the orgasmic flames roared into life, fighting her wavering control.

	Still unsure where the dividing line between minor and major offenses was, Slave concentrated on doing her best to please her Master. She approached her tasks with a new clarity, more sure of herself when she satisfied him. Ramos noted the change but as always gave no sign of approval. Even though Slave felt at times like she was attacking a brick wall with a pea shooter, she continued to try.

	Ramos had a seemingly never ending problem. Slave kept breaking rules, despite her honest efforts to conform. He had to punish her and he had literally dozens of ways of doing it, but he wanted his punishments to have a lasting effect. Those that involved pain were nearly useless, as Slave fed on the pain, getting off on anything that hurt. Whipping her, especially with some of the more lethal whips did have an effect, but he winced at the damage it did to her fair skin. It was almost as if she were wearing a suit of armor that he couldn't get through without wrecking her in the process.

	The impasse reminded him again of another girl he had trained. He drove his pickup to Home Depot and picked up the materials he needed. Fortunately the cellar was huge, with ample room for his new project. Before, he had worked outside.

	First he installed a swivel on one end of a long post. Then he threaded a 10-foot length of pipe into the swivel. At the other end of the pipe he attached another swivel, with a chain hanging down from it. He cut a hole in the concrete floor, dug down several feet and then set the base of the pole in the hole. Mixing a sack of cement mix, he poured it into the hole, leveled up the pole and let it set for several days.

	Slave had been a spectator for the building process. Ramos never said a word to her about it and it was some time before she recognized what it was. She finally remembered seeing a similar rig used to exercise horses at a dude ranch. Putting two and two together, she realized that she too would soon be 'exercising.'

	That was exactly why Ramos had made her watch. If he read her right, she would not like it, even before he strung her up on it, and she would grow to hate it after only one or two sessions. To ensure this reaction he built a low wall around the perimeter and filled it in with six inches of sand. Slave got that immediately. Walking circles on a hard floor was bad. Walking in ankle-deep sand was really bad. Ramos didn't let her see everything, including a couple that would make it really, really bad.

	Ramos needed no excuse to use it. Slave, after achieving a nearly dry pussy had lost the shaky control and was back to what amounted to near normal for her. Watching the construction she had worked up a case of nerves and she was shivering like the proverbial leaf when he led her to the basement. He did a reality check on her pussy and his fingers came away slick. He shook his head, showing her the test results, then made her clean his fingers with her tongue and lips.

	He pointed to the chair and she sat, nervous, barely on the edge of the seat. He brought a pair of ballet boots, grotesque parodies of normal footwear. She watched as he placed them on her feet, forcing them to arch severely before her toes slid all the way down. As he tightened and re-tightened the laces her foot was forced deeper and deeper into the pointed toe. When he was finished to his satisfaction, Slave found she could not bend her ankles the slightest bit. But, she was expected to walk in them.

	He reached down, grasped her tits and pulled her to her feet. He held her with one hand as she got used to standing. With the other hand he mauled her breasts, twirling and twisting her nipples. She didn't dare react to his play, her sense of balance dangerously awry. The impossibly high heels felt like they were stabbing into her feet. She teetered from one foot to the other, very slowly getting her equilibrium under control.

	Next, the impossible. Walking. She thrust one foot forward a couple of inches. The heel clicked on the floor. She moved her weight onto it. She wobbled, feeling her balance evaporate. Ramos gripped her arm, steadying her.

	She stood statue still, afraid to move. She shrieked as a red hot wire slashed across her ass cheeks. Incentive. Not enough. Strike two. Another shriek. More incentive. She moved. Each step was longer, until she reached the limit of her hobble chain. It nearly tripped her, but her inborn female penchant for too-high heels, too-tight clothing helped her catch herself and resume walking.

	She walked to the end of the cellar and back. Because the heels were longer than the toes, Slave found the only way to balance was to walk with her knees bent, adding immensely to the strain.

	Ramos stood, legs spread, holding his whip in both hands, watching her, almost with a sense of pride that she was adapting so well. He gripped her arm and guided her into the ring. A leather harness hung from the end of the pole. Ramos wrapped it around her, tight. He buckled the straps but left them unlocked. She would be under his watchful eye, so she would have no chance to free herself.

	With the first step Slave more fully understood the purpose of the sand. The heels of her boots sank into it, leaving only her toes with any purchase. As soon as she put weight on it, the sand collapsed under the boot toe, allowing it to sink as well, but not as fast and not as deep. As might be imagined this put a severe strain on her legs.

	With the harness buckled, she had no choice but to start walking. Ramos kept his incentive flicking over her body, touching her from her heels to her neck with stinging slaps that smarted and burned. She was still fresh for the first couple of rounds, but then fatigue set in and her pace slowed perceptibly. The flicks became solid slashes, increasing at the same rate as her walking slowed.

	He made her do ten rounds before he let her stop. For the final round his whip was a constant blur, forcing her to do the impossible. He walked in front of her and stopped her. She was supporting part of her weight with the harness as she panted and wheezed, trying to catch her breath. Ramos looked her over and shook his head.

	"Looks like you're badly out of condition. I think you need some time on this every day, regardless of whether you ever get your pussy to stop leaking."

	As he spoke he reached forward and stuck his fingers into her. They met resistance and came away damp, but not with any serious amount of fluid. He didn't express his surprise, nevertheless he was pleased. Her usual reaction to punishment was a flood. He showed her his fingers without comment, then watched as she cleaned them.

	He had her raise her leg so that he could examine the big shackle. Slave bounced on her other heel, fighting to keep her balance. He found everything normal. There were no marks or abrasion so he felt it would be safe to leave it on her indefinitely. Nothing would demonstrate her slavery better than the constant tug of the weight of the shackle. This was aptly demonstrated when he  released her foot. It swung in an arc behind her, like the pendulum of a clock before she stopped it and rested it on the floor.

	Ramos was ready to cut her some slack on her juicing problem, especially in situations where she had been aroused, either by his foreplay, or when she was being punished, but even there he eventually wanted her to have complete control of herself.

	Only a couple of days later Ramos faced a decision. He had tested her as she knelt at his side eating from her bowl on the floor. The fact that she was being deliberately humiliated at mealtime was a factor, but Ramos felt that humiliation, in and of itself was not enough grounds to give her a pass. She was wet. Very wet. Ramos suspected that, given a chance, she would beg to be fucked. He was being careful not to let her control from the bottom. She had asked, and once was enough. Now he would take her whenever he wished. If she had hot pants in the meantime, that was tough. Slaves rarely get what they want.

	Ramos had been as good as his word. Each morning she exercised in the ring. Ramos could see the difference that two additional sessions had wrought. She perfected her balance in the torture shoes and her leg muscles were responding to the strain.

	"Punishment time," he announced.

	She was rigged up as usual and then Ramos sprang his surprise. He brought out two small anchors. They were cast iron and weighed about five pounds each. He had found them at a yard sale years before and had hung onto them without ever finding a use - other than decorations - for them, until now. As was customary, he showed them to Slave before chaining them to her leg shackles, with about a foot of chain.

	Slave had already learned to cordially hate both the ballet boots and the exercise pole. To her this was heaping injury onto insult. Dragging dead weight behind her could mean only one thing. She would run out of poop sooner and would feel her Master's whip sooner - and harder.  She would have protested, or even run away, but she was helplessly strapped in the harness, so she had no choice. She opened her mouth and shut it just as promptly when she saw the warning look on his face. She gritted her teeth. She had to endure, to please her Master. Her sensitivities, her hide would suffer, but he would enjoy her travails.

	 

	


Chapter 7: Drag Ass Time

	There's an old nautical expression for when an anchored ship moves about. It's described as "dragging your anchor." Slave was in that very position, except she had a pair of anchors to drag through the sand. To Slave it felt as if the sand was turning to glue behind her, snagging the anchors and making them jerk and pull against the chains locked to her ankles. Just moving her booted feet in the cloying sand was a serious problem. Moving two dead-weight anchors as well made it first order punishment.

	She was winded by the time she completed the first circle. Ramos seemed to ignore her fatigue, constantly urging her on, adding a little more weight behind each series of lashes. She barely finished the second round, slumping in her harness, sawing air in and out of her lungs. Ramos swung. There was no reaction.

	"We'll finish this tomorrow. In the meantime you get to keep your boots on. Any complaints and you get to drag your anchors all over the house."

	He unlocked the anchors, but he left the short chains attached to her shackles, mute warning that the anchors could be reattached in seconds. Now she had to avoid backing up and stepping on the chains, which might send her legs flying out from under her. He left the anchors, half buried in the sand.

	Slave made it through the rest of the day, fighting the ballet boots constantly, always teetering on the knife edge of overbalancing. Her hands were chained behind her, both denying any help in cushioning a fall, and prohibiting their use as a balance aid.

	By bedtime her legs burned from her toes to her hip sockets. Her feet were molten pain, squeezed and cramped. She knelt at the side of the bed, expectantly waiting for Ramos to unlock and remove the twin torture instruments. Ramos ignored her silent plea, still annoyed that she had lasted such a short time on the merry-go-round.

	He motioned her onto the bed, mentally daring her to raise her eyes to his in a forbidden plea for mercy. He was almost disappointed when she studiously avoided eye contact. He filed her intended punishment away, for some future transgression.

	He admired her naked body before walking around the bed. He made a point of attaching the lower corner chains directly to her boots, a not-too-subtle way of letting her know that he was well aware of them and intended for her to wear them for the night. She realized that this would have been the wrong time to make any sort of plea and felt a small surge of pleasure that she had abided by his wishes.

	The little surge was drowned in a great big surge a few moments later. Ramos put one knee on the bed and lifted himself onto the bed and half across her waiting body. His fleet fingers flew to her hot spots and Slave responded instantly, amazed that her torture had allowed arousal to sneak up on her. The pain faded into the background as her breathing became harsh and her body thrummed with excitement. Dimly she realized that the punishment - the pain - WAS the arousal. Unbidden her body bucked and bounced, writhing and twisting, tugging at her bonds.

	Her breathing merged into intense moans of pure pleasure, louder and louder. Ramos laid a finger on her lips, warning her. Instantly she was silent, only her heavy breathing making any noise. She locked the moans in a secure compartment in her brain, where they could rattle the walls and add to her enjoyment. With surprising clarity one thought stood out. 'I didn't have to ask him to screw me!'

	His ego satisfied, Ramos had now fully mastered her. She had asked to be fucked. That request covered everything until the day came that he disposed of her, or she rebelled against his authority over her. It was as close as he would permit her to top him from the bottom.

	Her tired body gained strength from somewhere and she rose to meet him, stroke for stroke. She was in the final stages, wondering what he would do to her if she begged an orgasm. Ramos solved the problem with a few words, "Come, with me."

	She felt his hardness stiffen, if anything, harder. It seemed to go past any depths reached before, driving past her clit and her G-spot with a friction that could not be denied. His first spurt was like a cannon going off, recoiling inside her. She came, and broke the silence with a wailing scream. The climax was so strong it hurt, eclipsing the pains in her legs and feet.

	They lay side by side for several minutes, slowly coming back from wherever they had gone. Ramos released her and swatted her ass as she stumbled to the bathroom, holding his juices inside her with her hand. A single white drop escaped, sliding down her thigh, burning like a brand on her over sensitive nerve endings.

	Ramos gave her a decent amount of time to clean up and then followed in her footsteps. She was washing between her legs when he walked in. She didn't look up but immediately began to worry that she had broken some rule, taken too much time, or some other problem that would end in punishment. She hurried to finish as he stood, splashing loudly in the toilet. She drew a lesson from it - a slave may view her naked Master, but it is the same as if a dog or cat was looking at him.

	She wondered if she could watch him fucking another woman with that kind of dispassion. She chided herself, 'You're a slave. What you see doesn't mean a damn to your Master. Get used to it. You're nothing but property - just like the pickup in the garage.' She had a momentary flash of the pickup, her Master and some other woman going at it in the box. Perversely she immediately wanted Ramos to take her in the same place. Her brain clamped down. 'That's plain old jealousy! Can it, stupid!'

	She knelt again at the bed. He came in, almost on her heels. This time she got rid of the hated boots. He sat her down on the edge of the bed and unlaced the boots. She nearly climaxed at the wave of pain released by the tight laces. She held it through the removal of the first boot, but a guttural groan announced her relief as the second boot came free.

	"One more of those and you'll be standing in them for a day or two. I didn't order you to groan."

	"Or come," he added, noticing the glitter of moisture beading on her pussy lips. She digested the warning as he spoke, her knuckles white as she strained to avoid reaping the whirlwind.

	The next morning she ate from her bowl with her feet bare. Her young flesh had absorbed the marks of the too tight leather and there was no sign of her fetish footwear. She had an inkling that bare feet were about to get shod again and she was right.

	The boots appeared the instant the kitchen was clean. With all the baggage of a virgin sacrifice, she arched her feet and slid them into the waiting leather. In a few minutes if was as if they had never left her feet. Her toes melted before the laces were fully tight. A wisp of leather, left behind by some unknown artisan, vied for space with her left foot, pressing into her flesh, with nowhere else to go. She knew that by the end of the day it would feel like the whole cow was inside that boot.

	Once the hobble chain was locked to both, she must perforce walk. Down the stairs, into the dungeon. Her sandbox lay, silent, as if gathering strength to impede her steps. The harness hung open, a clutter of straps. Ramos already had his favorite whip.

	She stepped into the sand, feeling it slump beneath her feet, dragging her down, and back. The routine was already established. 10 laps at full speed. The previous day's time a goal that MUST be beaten or there would be consequences. As Ramos said it, it had an unpleasant ring. Slave knew that their execution would be much more than unpleasant.

	The starting gun for this bondage race was the whip that Ramos was caressing in his hands. Her equipage now included blinders that gave her only tunnel vision of the sand ahead. Thus she could not see the whip rise, circle and crash land on her jutting ass cheeks. She yelped in response and forced her foot to travel forward to the length of her hobble chain. She was off and running - well, off and walking.

	Ramos gave her no help, beyond the constant flicker and slap of his whip. He never told her the times that she chalked up. The only indication was his growl if she failed to surpass the figures on his clip board. She was forced to go all out to ensure success, knowing that if she set too fast a time she might not be able to best it the next day. There were too many variables. Like yesterday when she wore those damn boots all day and well into the night. She wouldn't have made one lap if Ramos had taken her to the cellar again at the end of the day.

	Apparently she was still tired, as she failed by one second to match her best time. Almost as if he expected her to lose, Ramos had a remedy ready. He sat her down and removed her boots. Then he donned a pair of leather gloves. Slave watched  with mounting concern. She had been giving the forge a wide berth, but she was close to it now and she wasn't familiar enough with it to realize that it wasn't going.

	Ramos had other things in mind. He opened a box and brought it directly in front of Slave's face. She looked in and saw a jumble of green leaves and stalks. Her brow furrowed as she tried to figure out what this was. Comprehension never came, until later.

	First he drew several lengths of narrow tape. Then he gingerly reached in the box and pulled out a couple of leaves. He attached them to the tape and then reached down into her boot and taped the green to the arch. He repeated with the second boot. Slave was fidgeting, writhing in her chair, now all too aware that he was taping nettles inside her boots, right where her arches would get the full effect.

	The boots went back on, if anything tighter, as attested by the extra length of laces, wrapped and tied. And padlocked. Slave's nerves jangled like Christmas bells. Her nervous system lied to her brain, claiming contact and infusion of the horrid stingers long before the green nettles touched her skin. The real contact set off explosive shudders that wracked her body. It wasn't so much the pain as it was the interminable itching, unreachable, deep in the stressed leather. Her cuffed hands moved behind her back, fingers clenching, so far, so hopelessly far from the itch she would give anything to scratch.

	She tried to hide her reaction, knowing her Master would see, and use this knowledge against her. If he could control her with nettles it would solve his problems of dealing with penalties that depended on pain. Despite her pretense, Ramos had no trouble seeing the terrible effects of the nettles. Only one small area was affected. What if he made her sew a lining of nettles in a spandex garment and then locked her in it, with her hands unable to touch her body? The mental picture caused his rod to stiffen in anticipation.

	As the itching steadily increased, her breath was coming in shorter and shorter pants. She opened her mouth to beg. She thought better of it and closed it. Seconds later, driven half mad by the itch she opened her mouth again. Closed it again. Opened it again. Ramos could think only of a fish out of water, gasping for oxygen. Slave opened her eyes wide for a second, staring blankly. Without a sound she toppled over.

	Ramos checked her pulse and breathing, both normal. Taking his time, keeping a watchful eye on her, he unlocked and unlaced the boots. When her foot slipped free of the leather there was a bright red patch on the sole of her foot, matching the shape of the nettles fixed inside the boot. The other foot had the same red patch.

	He decided to continue her punishment, but he kept a jar of ointment close at hand to end the itching after it had made his point. Slave stirred, moving her hands behind her. She murmured, "Got to scratch. Got to... scratch." Ramos grasped her wrist as she clawed at her back, his touch waking her.

	He warned her, "Not a word. You're already in trouble."

	She tried to move the arm he was holding but he easily held her in place. She looked down at her feet, the itching renewing as if working off a switch. She lifted the leg with the heavy manacle, staring spellbound at the redness. She frowned and lifted the other foot, mentally comparing the effects. She kept silent, at severe cost, waiting for her Master to comment, explain, or just talk to her. She almost stopped breathing, wondering what she had done to deserve his harsh reminder.

	Due to a lack of hands she couldn't scratch. She could rub her foot against the opposite calf or shin. She started to do it, only to feel Master's grip tighten in warning. She resigned herself to itch. Ramos paid silent tribute to her resolve. He knew from experience what she was suffering. He remembered other times, other girls. Lots of screaming and tears.

	"Have you learned your lesson?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Going to set a new record on the merry-go-round?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Want me to stop the itching?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"What would you do to stop the itching?"

	She paused for a second. The question was unexpected and her brain was totally scrambled. She said the first thing that came to mind.

	"Fuck, Master?"

	He laughed. "You already gave me that."

	She studied a tiny defect in the floor, her addled mind racing. She tried again.

	"Slave, Master?"

	"What kind of slave?"

	"Devoted, Master."

	"What else?"

	"Pain, Master."

	"So, putting it together, you will be my devoted, pain slut, slave?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"That's not much beyond what I already have from you. Anything else to sweeten the deal?"

	Slave pondered. At last she squirmed her arms from behind her, pointed to the boots and spoke, "Special, Master."

	"You will accept special punishments, that others would consider cruel and unusual?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"Without complaint?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	Ramos gave no indication of his acceptance, other than to pick up the jar of ointment and her foot, carefully applying a thin coat. The itching stopped by the time he picked up the other foot. She wanted to gush her thanks at the sudden relief, but she remembered her place.

	Slave was pleased that the incident had given her the opportunity to pledge her allegiance to her Master through her one-word answers. She was smart enough to realize that at least part of this had been staged to give her the chance, that otherwise might be considered softness on the part of her Master.

	Ramos in turn was happy that he could make an object lesson of his slave, teach her a thing or two and still make it look like she earned her relief with her bargaining.

	The rapport between Master and Slave had more far reaching consequences. She had opened the door to his storehouse of punishments. He had reached the conclusion that her biggest value was simply as a pain slut. That meant that while her training might take more time, it would not be as dependent on penalties that revolved around pain.

	Slave was traveling a different road to the same conclusion. She was well on the way to accepting any pain her Master chose for her. Beneath this was a deep-seated love, awe, reverence and fear that framed her response to his training methods. She would already defend her Master to the death, and in her eyes he could do no wrong. She didn't have to tell him as he read it easily from her body language.

	Looking back over the short weeks since he took charge of her, it was easy to see the rapid changes in her thinking, her attitude and the way she looked at her Master. To have that single-minded devotion and get paid for it was the thing dreams are made of.

	As Ramos considered the road ahead, his plans might otherwise have been very unsettling for his slave. They centered on things that hurt, testing new restraints and equipment. Ramos already knew that she would accept willingly, no matter what he sprung on her. She would be surprised, but she would never complain. Her word was good.

	


Chapter 8: Changes

	It had been a month since Ramos was hired by the Trust to train the girl that now answered to Slave. He was satisfied with the progress he had made. Slave might have disagreed on a point or two, but Ramos was not interested in her viewpoint. He had a job to do and she would have to conform, like it or not. It amused him that he could propose the worst possible torture and she would not dare to say "No." That in itself was progress.

	He looked down at her bare back, framed by her shackled arms as she ate from her bowl. He was mulling over the mental list he was making - activities that would tug the ever tightening noose of slavery about her neck.  He glanced at the chrome-plated box he had laid beside his plate. He half-smiled as he considered her thirst for pain. That was a milestone that most women refused to pass, or admit. Where else would he find a slave who wanted a heavy shackle riveted to her ankle and accepted it as her due?

	The list was already lengthy, but it was a live, rather than a dead list. The contents flickered and changed constantly, new ideas added, old ones discarded or dropped lower in the rankings. At the moment there was only one contender at the top of his list. Slave was moments from finding out her fate for the day.

	When her bowl was polished clean she knelt up. Ramos automatically checked the bowl, knowing that she would not stop until it was in perfect shape, also licking up any morsels that might have dropped to the floor. Slave stared at the floor, that tiny knot of slave worry always there. His order was unexpected.

	"Put your tits on the table."

	Masking her surprise, Slave turned 90 degrees and shoved her breasts forward until the edge of the table stopped her. Ramos appreciated the presentation and unbidden, his hand reached and his fingers caressed, then tightened on her nipple, pinching and rolling it. Slave made no protest, enjoying the attention and soaking up the minor pain involved.

	Ramos picked up the box and opened it. He tossed a ring that skidded to a stop between her twin peaks. It rolled into her line of sight and she looked down at it, knowing instantly what it was. Her Master was going to put the ring in her nipple. Typically female, her very first thought was, 'How am I going to hide that monster when I go out?'

	Her question almost answered itself when she remembered that she had not been out of the house in a month. So far, Master had given no indication that she would ever leave the house again.

	A second object came from the box and slid into view. This was a shackle. Not like the iron on her leg. This was a miniature nautical shackle, a "U" shaped rod with a cross rod screwed into  the open ends. That cross rod would go through her flesh. The other part would accept fingers, twine, string, rope, chain, or whatever else Master would use to control her and direct her movements.

	She hoped against hope that he would not put these two radically different appendages on her breasts, but that wasn't what Ramos had in mind. The two were in unspoken agreement  that she would not be saddled with two different ornaments.

	Ramos picked up the ring and held it to her nipple, letting it sag down. Then he picked up the shackle and held it in the same place. Slave suppressed a sigh of relief. Without commenting he put both back in the box. Taking her leash he guided her down the stairs, and put her on a chair near the forge, which had a small fire glowing in the center. After lashing her to the chair, with bands of rope above and below her breasts, he fanned the fire to life.

	Then he attached a bracket to her chest ropes. Twin clamps pointed at her nipples. Ramos screwed the cross arm down until he could pinch the clamps on their targets, then turned the screw the other way until her breasts were pulled into cones. Slave choked down a moan. At this point he decided to blindfold and gag her. Slave cursed under her breath. She wanted to watch her virgin flesh get pierced. Ramos heard, his mouth making a wry grin. Pain slut!

	A red-hot stainless steel needle did the job, cauterizing as it slid deep in her flesh, well behind the nipple, coming out in perfect alignment. Slave screeched into her gag, tossing her head impotently. He coated the bar with antiseptic and slid it through the hole in the shackle, through her breast and out the other side, where it screwed into the other arm of the shackle.

	Slave mewled, drawing a snarl from Ramos. "Nobody gave you permission to make noise." Meekly she went silent, except for her stentorian breath noise. She waited, half expectantly, for Ramos to do her other nipple, but he left her alone to recuperate. She was actually on the crest, aroused by the pain and needing a second piercing to trigger enough pain. Once past the first piercing, Ramos intended to do one every few days until she was decorated from head to toe.

	His footsteps came near. Her blindfold was pulled away. She stared down at her new adornment, turning the pain into pleasure. Ramos held her boots where she could see them. "No rest for the wicked."

	She peered at the boots, trying to see inside, to see if the hated nettles were still there. Ramos laughed at her. "Either way, you wear them for 10 laps. If you don't beat the time, THEN you can worry about nettles!"

	Walking with the little shackle on her breast was a whole new adventure. The piece seemed to weigh a ton and it bobbed with a life of its own as she hobbled to the ring. She was secretly pleased that she had survived the most stringent method of piercing, with a hot needle and no local anesthetic. Despite the distraction of the pain of her new jewelry, Slave bested her previous time by two seconds. It saved her a fresh bout with the nettles, but Ramos was already putting her next trial into view. Slave looked at it, suspecting the worst.

	The object was a 55 gallon drum. It was standing on end, with the upper end open. Ramos grabbed Slave and easily lifted her above the barrel. When her booted feet were centered, he lowered her into the drum, her chains rattling against the metal walls. She curled in a heap, taking up less than half of the space.

	Ramos reached in and grasped her chin, bringing her eyes to his.

	"You have a problem with making forbidden noises. I like to make the punishment fit the crime, so you will find your little prison to be rather noisy. You won't suffocate as there is a three inch hole in the side, but I'm sure you will be very happy when your time is finished."

	With that he laid the end on the drum and closed the clamp, locking the end to the drum. In her cramped position she could see light streaming in the side hole, close to her face. She had room to stretch out a bit, but if she did her head would be a distance from her air supply.

	Suddenly the drum tipped onto its side, sending Slave sprawling. Her head hit the end, a painful bump. She had a momentary panic when she lost sight of her air hole, the tight space getting to her as well. She had never had claustrophobia, but what she was feeling right now fitted the clinical description of the phobia.

	The barrel started to roll. Slave tried to stay upright on her hands and knees but she soon was tumbling helplessly as Ramos rolled the drum by shoving it with his foot. He rolled it back and forth across the dungeon several times, then tipped it end over end back to his shop. He picked up a two pound hammer and swung it softly against the side of the drum. The impact echoed through the big room.

	Inside, the effect was near catastrophic. Slave's ears rang as the closed space magnified the sound. It was like being inside a huge bell. Ramos was unaware that his hammer hit the drum just a few inches from where Slave's head was pressed against the metal. He did hear the clatter of her chains as she hastened to take up a position in the center of the drum, as far as possible from the sides and ends of the barrel.

	He struck the end a blow. Slave was facing the other end, but this was no protection from the sound waves reverberating through the drum. She vividly remembered his words, "I like to make the punishment fit the crime."

	Slave spent a very bad day. After the first two or three hammer blows on her prison, her ears rang constantly, so she couldn't hear what was going on, or whether her Master was close by. The only indication would be the sudden boom of the hammer. Some were evenly spaced, at other times he would strike three or four times as fast as he could swing. There was no need to swing harder. A metal barrel will make lots of noise, with very little effort.

	Lunch was not served in the drum. Ramos did put a glass of water with a long straw to the air hole. He had to tap several times to get her attention, but then she quickly sucked the glass dry.

	Her day ended at suppertime. The lid was unlatched and Slave, meek and contrite, backed out of the drum on her hands and knees. She swung her body and found his feet, kissing them for the first time. Ramos looked down and smiled. "Lesson learned!"

	He reinforced her lesson and then sprang his trap.

	"Have you learned your mistakes?"

	"Yes, Master!"

	"Are you going to continue to make forbidden noises?"

	Slave stared at his boots in horror. A "No" answer was strictly forbidden and would draw instant punishment, perhaps putting her right back into the barrel. She had said it only once in a month of training. She tried to evade by shaking her head.

	Ramos was not to be tricked. He held the whip hand.

	"That's a 'No' answer, just as if you spoke the word. What is the rule on a 'No' answer?"

	"Forbidden, Master."

	"At least you have a little memory when you want to," he said  sarcastically. "Punishment deferred."

	She had dreaded the two words. She preferred instant punishment for her sins. She knew she would spend sleepless nights worry as to what the penalty would be. She had no way of expressing this to Ramos, but he already was aware of her reaction and used it as a weapon against her.

	Actually she didn't have long to wait. The next morning after breakfast she was informed that her punishment would be to have a shackle riveted to her other leg. Her face showed no reaction to the news, but her body twitched almost imperceptibly, but not escaping past Ramos.

	Slave approached it with considerably more calm than the first one. Knowing what was to come and that she was not going to be branded did a lot for her nerves. She welcomed the offsetting weight which would give her back her sense of balance.

	She had second thoughts when they reached the basement. Ramos had a brand heating in the fire. He drew it out and held it up for her to see - an ornate R. She was momentarily tempted to tell him where to stick it, a pointless rebellion that would accomplish nothing and surely would bring on complications. She knew very well that he was merely trying to scare her. The bad part was that it worked perfectly. Her mouth was dry and she could feel her pulse racing.

	Ramos read the fear in her eyes. Satisfied, he put the brand back and moved the coals around the rivet to perfect the heating. He got the shackle from his bench, closed and clamped it on her leg and then used his tongs to get the almost white hot rivet. Slave rested her foot on the anvil as Ramos guided the rivet up through the hole. His hammer peened the rivet into place and then he dropped her foot and leg into the waiting water tank.

	The next little byplay was not lost on Slave. When he pulled her leg from the tank, he carefully inspected the shackle, wiping it with care. He ignored her dripping foot, pointedly showing Slave the difference in value.

	He motioned for her to walk. Her movements were at once those of a young woman, with only the faintest trace of a lag because of the extra weight at her ankles. Her hips swung normally again, doing interesting things to her ass cheeks. Ramos called her back, detailed her faults and set her walking again. This time she handled the weights perfectly. There was the slightest compensation at her hips, causing her butt to swing just a bit more. Ramos enjoyed the view, mentally planning for her tenure on his bed.

	A perverse thought struck him. Slave found herself goose stepping, swinging her shackled ankles waist high in front of her as she postured across the room and back. She was panting hard when he stopped her, but she suppressed the sounds and made sure that she made no other sound, trying to keep in her Master's good graces. He made no comment. He took her old shackles and unfastened the chain, transferring it and the locks to the new shackles. He tossed the old ones in a bin, for another time.

	Two mornings later he had the chrome box in his hand when he came down for breakfast. It rested on the table unopened until she had cleared the dishes away. He held it down low, making sure she saw it, still without a word. She had easily broken a dozen rules so there was no need to talk about it. He led her downstairs and roped her to the wooden chair facing the forge where the needle lay, soaking up heat.

	She bit her lip to keep from screaming as it wormed its way through her flesh, her teeth almost drawing blood. When it was over she had a matching pair of miniature shackles, framing her seemingly permanently erect nipples. Finished, he grasped the little shackles with his fingers, drawing her effortlessly to her feet. Effortless for him. For her a painful demonstration of the raw power he now held over her.

	She went straight from the chair to the ring. A pair of thin straps, previously unnoticed on her harness were threaded through the shackles. Buckled, they pulled hard on her breasts. Ramos started her with his crop and she had an unpleasant surprise. The straps seemed to go directly to her legs and each step dragged on the appropriate breast. She worked hard to get through the slippery sand, but only tied the previous time. Management took ties.

	Several days later the box appeared again. Slave had a sinking feeling, trying to guess where the next ring would go. Her guessing game was interrupted by the doorbell. Slave was poised to run and hide, but Ramos stopped her with an impatient gesture.

	"Answer the door!"

	Her eyes opened wide and a protest started her mouth opening. Ramos glared at her. "Delay!" was all he needed to say. Slave crawled to the door and reached up to open it. She knelt back as a white-coated man carrying a large satchel walked into the room, barely glancing at her nakedness.

	Ramos greeted him by name and welcomed him. The two talked for several minutes, obviously friends. They completely ignored Slave, who remained kneeling after closing the door.

	At last she became the topic of conversation. Ramos shook his head. "I don't know what her problem is, but she breaks rules faster than I can write them down. I want you to do the job on her - I just don't have the experience - and since she has problems with instant obedience I'm going to have you add a thing or two. Let's go downstairs and I'll show you my new blacksmith's shop."

	Slave listened intently as their voices faded, leaving her with a growing case of nerves. Other than an occasional laugh or the sound of metal against metal, she couldn't hear anything.

	After a few minutes, Ramos yelled up the stairs, "Come down here, at once!"

	Her "Yes, Master" was automatic as she scrambled on hands and knees across to the cellar stairs. As required she came down head first, dragging her pierced nipples across the edges of the steps. The two men were waiting at the bottom. The stranger was grinning as he watched her come down.

	Her chair had been moved. Now it was backed up against a post. Ramos seated her, tied her upper body to the chair and then used duct tape to pin her head against the post. The other man grasped her breasts and pulled them up, looking closely at the shackles.

	"Good job. You don't really need me." He continued holding her, fingers palpating her flesh for a long moment. Ramos watched, pleased that his friend had complimented his work, and happy that he found her charms worth touching.

	"Come on, Terry. It's more fun to watch than to have to concentrate on doing a good job."

	"Guess that's why I get the big bucks. This is just so much meat on the hoof."

	"When the Hell did you ever pierce a cow?"

	"Cows, no. But I probably have put nose rings on a couple of hundred bulls."

	Ramos laughed heartily, both at Terry, and at Slave, whose eyes had widened up to her eyebrows, hearing "nose" which told her what was in store for her. At that, she only knew one small part. Had she realized what she was in for she might well have opened the door and made a run for it. It didn't look it, but she was sitting there, in tight bondage, of her own free will.

	Terry set his bag down on the table beside her. Ramos adjusted a spotlight to shine in her face, blinding her for the moment. Terry began laying tools and little boxes out, neatly arranged. By almost closing her eyes she could see part of the table. She was getting spooked by the mystery surrounding what Terry was going to do to her.

	Terry held up a large punch, showing it to Ramos. He shook his head and pointed to the needle, heating in the forge. Terry nodded. The punch was so much swifter, but it hurt ten times as much.

	 

	


Chapter 9: A Change in Plans

	Slave couldn't help shivering, unable to control the rapid movements of her body. 'Nose' had a special connotation for her. It centered on one of the first porn films she ever saw. It was aptly classed as 'brutal.' The heroine was a newly enslaved girl who was blindfolded, gagged and chained, and then dragged to the disreputable shop where body piercing was practiced in all its forms.

	She was strapped to a dentist's chair but her head was left free. This was an obvious part of the threadbare plot, as it allowed her to evade the cold needle in the man's hand. He slapped her face hard, trying to get her to hold still. The girl still tried to evade the needle until her Master stepped in and backhanded her several times, warning her of the whipping she would receive once they were back home.

	Slave remembered watching in awe as the girl actually was pierced. It was not a fake. The blood was real and the girl's ear splitting screams were real. Once the process was finished the camera zoomed in for a closeup, showing the large ring hanging from her nose, well down past her upper lip. It would interfere with eating or any other oral activity, including blow jobs. Slave lost it, realizing her fingers were already rubbing her clit. She came repeatedly as she watched them tie a thread to the ring and use it to force the girl's movement at their whim, her face showing the pain the least resistance caused.

	Right now, Slave's libido was rocketing along, taking her for the ride of her life. Remembering, and seeing the equipment that she would be feeling in her delicate, sensitive nose, she was fully aroused. Somewhat to her horror she realized that she wanted to be pierced for a nose ring. Wanted it at the moment even more than she wanted to be Master's slave.

	She was thinking like a pain slut. She knew she would ignore the rules and scream. She knew she would have a forbidden orgasm. She was not so sure about her juicing. At the moment she could tell she might be damp, but she wasn't dripping. That would come when the needle first broke through her skin.

	Terry approached her, holding the hot needle in a forceps. Despite the tape she turned her head. Terry made an exasperated noise.

	"I thought you had her fixed! Anyway, the angle is bad. Can we put her on the table?"

	"Sure. There's a head vice that attaches to the table. She won't turn out of that!"

	It took only a minute or two to make the transfer, and strap her  down on her back. Slave had not experienced the head vice before. Ramos spun the handle, tightening it until the padded jaws were pressing her ears into the side of her head. Ramos put his hand under her head and pried. There wasn't the slightest movement. A wood block under her head raised her face above the edges of the jaws, allowing easy access and a steady target. Slave in the meantime had stopped shivering. With difficulty she swallowed the saliva building up behind her gag, feeling her throat rub on the large "U" bolt which fixed her to the table.

	Terry laid a cloth over her eyes, leaving her nose in the open. Ramos had stirred the coals and the needle was red almost to the forceps, which pulled the heat from the last fraction of an inch.

	Without further delay Terry pressed the needle through the side of her nose, eased across the open nostril, burned a hole through the cartilage in her septum, across the other nostril and reappeared out the other side. Slave screamed. Even if a gun had been pressed to her head she still would have cried out. She couldn't believe how much it hurt. Her eyes were flooded with tears and her nose burned and itched at the same time. Her fingers curled and twisted in a doomed effort to reach her nose and claw away the pain.

	Terry went to the forge and came back with a different needle. This one was sharply curved, like a carpet needle. This time he went up into her nostril and pushed it through her septum from below. Ramos wiped away Slave's copious tears as Terry carefully applied dabs of antiseptic to the burned holes.

	From one of the boxes he extracted a sterilized bag of small round silver objects. With another pair of forceps he pushed one up into her nostril and placed it in the hole in the side of her nose. A second bag had similar pieces, but they fit on the outside. Once clamped together they made a permanent grommet. Deftly Terry used a pair of offset needlenose pliers to lock the two pieces together. Then he repeated the operation, putting two grommets in her septum and a third in the other side of her nose.

	Save could feel the pressure of the closed grommets. At the moment it merely heightened the itching. The antiseptic had relieved most of the pain from the needle holes.

	Ramos opened the head vise, allowing her to move her head slightly, but the U-bolt was still over her throat so she couldn't raise up. The cloth was pulled away from her eyes in time for the demonstration of her new jewelry. Looking down her nose Slave could just see part of the grommets on each side of her nose.

	Terry tried a rod first. It fitted easily through the first two holes and then screwed into the third. He showed them a "U" shaped rod with hooked ends. Sliding it up into her nose, straddling her septum, he caught the cross rod with the hooks, leaving the lower curve resting on her upper lip. He pulled slightly on the lower part, and Slave rose with it until she was choked by the restraint across her throat.

	Slave didn't have to be told that it would hurt and certainly didn't have to be told that a child could take absolute control of her by merely pulling the loop. She viewed herself now as a totally helpless, permanently ringed slave, subject to the whims of her Master and anyone else who came near her. She had dreamed of this moment for years. Now that it was here and control of her nose controlled the rest of her body, reality began to settle in. If she had a choice, she might have thought long and hard and might not have agreed to abdicating her freedom. Master Ramos had given her no choice.

	Terry had more to show off. He held a display of a variety of sized loops to fit on the cross rod. Some hooked on, while others were threaded onto the cross rod. One had a studded cross bar that would press against the base of the septum, causing mind blowing irritation. He then demonstrated a surprise feature. The ends of the rod were hollow and there was a half circle of spring steel with small posts that fit in the hollow ends. The open ring laid flat on the bridge of her nose, displaying to everyone, "Here is a ringed slave."

	A second piece consisted of a small plate, bent to the curvature of the nose, engraved with "Slave." Slave almost had an orgasm picturing herself walking through the mall with "Slave" written on her nose.

	Terry saved one ring for last. It was the one which would go through the lower grommet in her septum. "This is the size I use on a bull's nose," Terry noted. The monster hung almost to her chin. Its weight alone brought fresh tears to Slave's eyes.

	Thankfully Terry had another display with some much smaller rings.

	The show was over. Slave had some sexy rings and a dream realized, at the expense of a very sore nose. Terry had a sizable check and Ramos had increased his control and power over his slave, so everyone was reasonably happy.

	Ramos sort of spoiled her day by announcing that she was not, under any circumstances, to touch any of her rings or attachments. Otherwise, "You can spend a day or two in the barrel." After her previous experience spending only a few hours in its noisy interior, this was a potent threat.

	There was one more hurdle to cross. Slave remembered the final minutes of that video. The girl had been given to the shop owner as a bonus, for the sexual activity of his choice. He had opted for a blow job and the last minutes of the video were devoted to her skills in bringing him off. Slave had read several explicit stories which carried the same theme, so she was steeling herself for a similar fate. The two men played on that fear.

	Slave was transferred from the table to the bed and chained to the four corners, open to any comers. Ramos blindfolded her and then the two men went to the far end of the dungeon and talked in low tones for several minutes. Slave was going through Hell. One moment she was hot, ready to be fucked. The next moment she feared being raped by Terry. Her mind was fully a victim of their game, one often played on slaves. She had no way of knowing that Terry was gay.

	The talking stopped. She heard two sets of footsteps. One stopped at her bed. The other continued on up the stairs. Waiting until the steps were gone, the other man sat down on the edge of the bed. Slave held her breath. She had no idea which of the two was going to TOUCH her. When it came, her brain scrambled at the touch, her body jerking as if she had been on the wrong end of a welding torch.

	A lithe tongue reached out and captured the lower nose ring, twisting it. Slave whimpered. Ramos chuckled, unable to keep the game going. Impotent in her fetters, she willed lightning to strike her Master, knowing she had been 'had' by the two men.

	Ramos 'had' her in a much more meaningful way, spending the next hour driving her to orgasm after orgasm, her arousal feeding endlessly on the rings and bars already in her body and visions of where future adornments would go. One of those visions caused her pussy to clamp in a squeeze that Ramos thought was cutting his manhood in two.

	When he had finished with her and she had used her mouth to clean the last vestiges of their juices from his still half-hard cock, he teased her, chiding her for her lack of control, enumerating the screams and cries and the orgasms. He didn't need to tell her, but he did anyway, totaling up the black marks that would keep her in punishment mode for weeks to come. The only progress she could report was that she was juicing less - at least until Ramos forced her to an overpowering orgasm.

	Ramos deliberately denied her the typical feminine trait - viewing her new jewelry in a mirror. The mirrors in the dungeon and upstairs had disappeared, including the one in the bathroom she was allowed to use. He intended to keep her frustrated as long as possible. She repeatedly turned to the one thing she could do - look down her nose to see the ends of the cross rod. He had removed the nose piece engraved with "Slave," knowing that she would give almost anything to see it.

	He didn't forbid her looking at the rod, but he gave her fewer and fewer chances to stare at it. A sleeping mask style blindfold eliminated her looking entirely. Ramos used the blackness to try the different hooks and rings that came with the piercing. Slave suffered. Had she dared, she would have begged for the privilege of seeing her piercings; wanting to celebrate this milestone in her career as a slave. After a couple of weeks of blindness, Ramos relented and allowed her to examine her new rings in a mirror.

	Her nose piercing did mark something of a new beginning for her. Ramos continued to use her for his pleasure, but she spent more and more time in heavy bondage and painful restrictions. Her heavy ankle shackles were quickly joined by matching wrist cuffs. As she earned more and more black marks, the chains that linked her irons grew larger and heavier. The extra weight slowed her movements, wrecking any chance of improving her time in the sand ring. This earned her more black marks, heavier chains - and more black marks.

	Slave loved it. Every penalty, every painful punishment, each new piece of bondage gear was absolute proof to her that her Master loved her. Actually, he did. His feelings for her kept pace with the trials he imposed on her. The thought of marrying her even crossed his mind. He crossed it off as being the result of an extra glass of whisky. He did spend some time trying to figure out how to keep Slave for himself and take her away from the Trust. That would not be easy and it would mean an end to the cushy job and the bloated pay checks that he was salting away.

	Any girl with a different mentality than Slave would have long since balked, especially when Ramos started exploiting her nose piercings. He attached a thin chain just once, as an object lesson. When he released the weight of the chain Slave shrieked, following the chain down as far as she could, tugging at her chained wrists, vainly trying to pile the chain on the floor to take the strain off her nose. After that, Ramos used a slender five pound test fish line, making sure that Slave realized how easy she was to control with the lightest tackle.

	One of his favorite stunts was a game he played repeatedly with slave. He would take a piece of the line and holding it before her eyes, he would break it, with the slightest of effort. Then he would tie the end to her nose ring and offer to erase all her black marks if she could break the line. They both knew that she couldn't do it, but she tried valiantly every time, tugging until her eyes flooded with tears.

	She accidentally discovered that she could break the line by moving forward to get slack in the line and then snap it by jerking her head back. Ramos quickly changed the rules because she was hurting her nose, making it sore for several days afterward.

	Ramos decided it was time to make some heavy duty bondage equipment. He could easily buy it, with the Trust's money, but he had an itch to design his own, adding a personal touch to Slave's ongoing training. With his forge already in operation, he thought it would be fun to fix up slave with some new movement problems. He had long since discovered that Slave's appetite for fucking increased in direct proportion to the amount of hardware holding her in place. If she could have seen into his mind to discover the plans he was thinking about, she would be bouncing like a rubber ball, urging him to hurry and finish them so she could try them out.

	Ramos did some research in the phone book. A couple of calls established a source and Ramos left in his pickup for a trip to town, leaving Slave locked in her cell. An hour later he returned and made several trips to the basement with the strips of steel he had purchased. She watched him, plainly puzzled, as she could see no direct connection. After unloading several hundred pounds, he had an impressive stack in one corner of his shop.

	He moved Slave to the fetters hanging from chains close to the forge. This would ultimately serve several purposes. She could watch as he fabricated the steel, she was readily available for measurements and most of her questions would be answered.

	Ramos decided that Slave needed something to keep her from getting bored. With a length of rope he made a harness around her waist and her thigh. He left her right wrist in the hanging cuff, and placed a glove on her left hand. He duct taped her thumb and all but her little finger into the palm of her hand, then tied her wrist to the harness. When he was through, the very tip of her little finger on her "wrong" hand could barely reach her clit. Slave had a puzzled look on her face, but she couldn't risk punishment to ask.

	Ramos, for a change, was ready to tell her. "Would you like to have an orgasm?"

	Slave smelled a rat, but she immediately said, "Yes, Master!"

	"My work might bore you, so I've decided to give you a day of orgasms. You asked for one. To earn it, you will have to have four climaxes in each hour. As you can see, I've made it difficult. Enjoyment has to be earned. As you will see in a moment, the cost can be rather high. Now, go ahead and start."

	Slave obediently crooked her little finger and pressed it on her clit.

	"Ouch!"

	Ramos leered at her. "Breaking the rules already? Start rubbing!"

	Slave suppressed a groan as she awkwardly pushed and prodded her clit with the gloved finger, each touch making the little bundle of nerves scream in agony.

	As any woman knows, masturbating with the wrong hand is difficult, let alone with the virtually uncontrollable little finger, which seems to have a mind of its own. Putting that finger into a vampire glove - covered with dozens of sharp pointed tacks - meant that slave would have to exert every ounce of willpower and every bit of energy to first control the finger and still exert enough friction to bring herself off without slicing her clit to bits. She refused to think of the commitment that her Master had made for her. Somehow she had to get through this first orgasm, then worry about the others later.  Resolutely she touched herself, winced, and tried again. She knew she was getting off on the pain, so she pressed harder.

	While the fire built up, Ramos used the wait to measure Slave's neck, after removing her collar. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure that she was about to get a new collar. From her vantage point she could see that she was not going to be a happy camper. The steel strips were as thick as the irons already on her body. A collar that massive would weigh a ton!

	Still, not every girl gets a collar all her own. Slave basked in the special attention she was getting. Worrying about the weight would get nowhere. Her focus was on the very tender clit that she was mistreating.

	Ramos measured everything a second time. Growing up, his carpenter father had told him repeatedly, "Measure twice, saw once." He marked two strips and then turned on the cutoff saw, slicing the ends off. He put both of them in the middle of the now roaring fire and dragged the coals around and on the strips to heat them. He use the waiting time to caress and fondle Slave, working her into a raging arousal that left her panting.

	She watched with divided interest, since his work was destined for her neck. He lifted one of the strips and covered the other one again. Taking the glowing metal to his anvil he hammered it into a half circle, with the ends bent out. It took three trips into the forge before all the work was done, alternating with the other half of what now obviously was a collar. He punched holes through each half, then inserted the shaft of a hooked ring, peening the end smooth inside the collar, repeating on the other half. Holes were punched in each end and two square nuts were welded to the ends.

	He looked both pieces over carefully before plunging them into the water tank. He dried them with a piece of waste cloth and examined them again. He stopped and used a portable grinder to smooth off a rough edge. Then he walked over to Slave, showed her the two halves and then closed them around her throat. He screwed two bolts through the ends by hand, then used a socket wrench to tighten the bolts firmly. His measurements were exactly on the mark. Slave discovered there was even a shallow dip in the collar, protecting her throat from undue pressure. One of the rings hung down her back and the other in front, inviting a leash.

	Ramos opened a cupboard and pulled out a camera. He peered at the viewfinder, moving about until he had her framed, then pressed the trigger. The basement lighted up for a moment. Slave blinked, not at all sure that she wanted to be photographed wearing nothing but her vampire glove, shackles and a collar. She would learn later that the entire collar manufacture and installation as well as her painful masturbation had been captured by a video camera. Ramos was sure the Trust would get a hoot out of that.

	Slave was standing on tiptoe, the maximum floor contact allowed. She was sure that the weight of the collar had stretched her arms several inches, but her heels still did not reach the floor, so any stretching would have to be chalked up to a vivid imagination. At the moment that imagination was in overdrive as she visualized punishments involving her new collar.

	Ramos was an expert at using weight as a penalty for whatever transgression Slave had committed. Right now she was deciding how much a chain, running from her collar to, lets say an ankle, would weigh, and how much more it would slow her down. There was only one collar, but there was a second ankle, available for a second set of links. She mustn't forget that she has two wrists. Shorter chains, but still a monstrous weight! As she glanced from ankle to ankle, to wrist and wrist, Ramos was following her eyes, reading her mind.

	He had plenty of chain to choose from. Trust money had paid for an assortment that ran the gamut from delicate links to massive chunks of metal once destined as anchor chain. But even the smallest chains had a tensile strength measured in thousands of pounds. At his whim she could be barely restrained or helpless under the weight of a mound of iron. What if he made her walk in those big chains? In her ballet boots! She could feel his whip warming up.

	Just when she thought she had guessed his plans, Ramos crossed her up. Rather than adding a new chain to her collar, he left her leash hanging from the collar ring and installed a heavier chain between her ankles. Even if she couldn't read his mind, she was becoming fairly expert in assessing the weight of her chains. Looking down, she figured that the new chain weighed about 20 pounds to the foot, while the old one only - "only" - weighed 15 pounds.

	In minutes she was booted and harnessed and whip started on her endless rounds in the sand ring. She recognized the additional weight at once, and her heart sank as she realized that she would be lucky to complete 10 rounds, let alone beat her record. The chain dragged through the sand, resisting at every step. Trying to coordinate her little finger with her moving thighs was especially difficult.

	


Chapter 10: Pain Slut

	Slave was on her last legs. She had finished the ordeal of the sand bed, thanks to the whip that bit and snapped at every exposed bit of skin - which, considering that Slave wore only her boots and the cursed vampire glove - covered a lot of territory. A surplus orgasm had halted her in her tracks on the ninth round. It was permitted, but she paid for it anyway, the tip of the whip punishing her for stopping, exploding first on one nipple - then the other - two real screamers. The whip noise was muted, but Slave provided the sound effects.

	The pain from her much abused, and still being abused clit had suffused her whole body. Her breathing was a losing battle against the tightness in her chest, the air sighing in and out of her open fish-out-of-water mouth. She was riding a crest of endorphins that blatantly fed the flames of her arousal, turning pain into pleasure. Her mind was chanting, 'I am a pain slut. I live for pain.' The words caught the rhythm of her finger and matched it pulse for pulse.

	The finger was numb, dead, lifeless, but it continued to press and rub and drag and caress the grossly overexcited pearl that now was dark beet red, the myriad of tiny scratches melding into a lighter colored web that encircled her clit.

	For that matter, her hand was numb, her arm as well, but the self torture proceeded on pace, almost as if she had a robot arm that never tired. Ramos kept his amazement to himself, but he carefully gauged the amount of stress she was under, ready to pull the plug when it overwhelmed her.

	Slave was showing subtle signs of exhaustion. She was soaked in sweat, almost out on her feet, but the smile of satisfaction never left her face. Ramos had set her a goal of four climaxes an hour. She had ripped off an even dozen the first hour, not counting the momentary ones. By the second hour she was on automatic, firing bursts like a machine gun, almost as fast.

	The pure pain orgasms continued into the third hour. After a particularly long string he stopped her, reaching over and grasping her little finger, wincing as the tacks stuck his fingers. Slave snorted, caught short. She let loose a wail that would raise the fur on a wolf, fighting his grip, accidentally pressing the tacks deeper into his fingers, wanting to continue. When she saw that she was finished, she collapsed, landing with a thump on the floor.

	Ramos tried to catch her, but was unable to do more than soften her fall. He knelt between her legs, shoving her boots to either side. He saw her clit.

	"Jesus!"

	Without thinking he leaned forward, taking her clit between his lips, his tongue laving the abused flesh. Slave reacted as if he had aimed a blowtorch into her center. She nearly broke his nose as she reared up, a super orgasm arching her body so that only her heels and her hands touched the floor.

	Ramos ducked out of the way, then caught her as she collapsed. He moved over her, got his mouth near her ear, "No more orgasms. That's enough for today."

	Slave whimpered, disappointed, still hot, still on the verge of a megaton release. Her slave training kicked in. Master had ordered her to stop. Master must be obeyed. She almost let her defenses down, but threw them up again when a climax broadsided her, nearly escaping, a slip that would bring the Master's wrath down upon her.

	Her energy was at zero. She lay, sprawled in a lost world like a worn out rag doll. Her glazed eyes stared into deep space. Ramos let her lie, his gut telling him that she would be all right. She would need her strength later on, for what he was preparing for her. He busied himself at the forge, heating, hammering and cutting, all for his amazing slave.

	It was more than an hour before she moved. Dimly realizing her obscene position she automatically closed her legs. She shrieked, flinging them even wider, the ballet boots thudding as they hit the floor. A muscle in her thigh twitched and cramped. To her horror she felt her sleeping climax awake with a roar, fed by the pain in her thigh. She gritted her teeth and fought for control. Panting with the effort, she brought all her reserves to bear and once more controlled her body.

	Ramos watched her with interest, curious to see if there were long term effects of her mistreating her clit. He could see the knotted thigh muscle, just under her smooth skin and realized some of the pain it was producing. Swiftly he walked over and picked her up like a feather, standing her on the leg. He massaged her thigh with one hand, feeling the knot unravel, until the bump was gone.

	Slave had not closed her legs, the other one sticking out to the side at an odd angle. Gravity took over and the leg dropped an inch or two. Slave grunted with pain. Ramos picked her up again, eliciting another groan, and laid her gently on the dungeon bed. She groaned again, studiously keeping her legs spread to the absolute maximum.

	Ramos was torn between wanting to experience more of her multiple orgasms and treating her so that she could dare to move. Reluctantly he walked to the medicine cabinet and brought back a spray bottle of a numbing compound that would sooth her clit.

	He warned her, "I'm going to spray this anesthetic on your clit. The cold is going to shoot you through the roof, so hang on."

	Slave clutched the sheet beneath her with an iron grip, her knuckles turning white. Had she dared she would have begged him not to do it, or at least wait, but Ramos was not about to delay. Things had gone a little farther than he had intended, and his first concern was to relieve his slave's pain. He realized the irony, as he pressed the valve on the spray can. He devoted much of his time making things painful for her, but now he was deliberately reducing her pain.

	Slave was thinking along much the same lines, but from the pain receiver's point of view, rather than that of the pain giver. She didn't see much of the irony, since her makeup thrived on almost any pain. Even her menstrual cramps could bring her off.

	The ice cold mist rolled between her legs, aiming for her clit like a homing beacon. The contact was so intense that Slave fainted. Ramos let her sleep until he had thoroughly wetted her clit and the area around it. Then he broke a capsule under her nose, bringing her to her senses.

	She looked up at her Master, her eyes sending a message of devotion.

	"Thank you, Master," she whispered.

	"Try moving your legs."

	Obediently she raised her head and watched as the two boots moved toward each other. She winced, still tender, but she brought her legs together until her thighs touched.

	She looked up at him, the question obvious in her eyes.

	"You can talk."

	Amazed, she almost stuttered her question. Being allowed to speak was a first.

	"Master, what happened? Why is my clit so sore?"

	"Take a look at your left hand."

	Anticipating that it would be snubbed short by the chains that always held her, she was surprised when the hand suddenly appeared before her face. The curious lack of bonds took a back seat while she tried to figure out why her hand was a taped lump, with one finger sticking out.

	"Rub your nipple with your finger."

	Again automatically she raised her right hand and found the nipple..

	"No, your left hand."

	About then she noticed the glove on that hand and finger, but she didn't get the connection until she swiped the turgid nipple.

	"Ouch!"

	Ramos sighed, melodramatically. "There you go again. You don't remember saying that earlier today?"

	"Ouch? No, Master?"

	"Why do you think your clit is so sore? If you need a hint you can rub your nipple again."

	She actually did start to reach for her nipple when it dawned on her. She had read something about vampire gloves, but had never seen one.

	"You mean? I did that to my clit? OhmyGod! Is it bleeding?"

	"Yes, you did, at my order. No, it's not bleeding."

	"I don't remember anything between the time you hung me beside your forge until you sprayed that gunk on my clit."

	"You don't remember the 3,284 orgasms you had?" Ramos couldn't help chuckling as belief momentarily crossed her face until she realized that he was pulling her leg.

	"Master!"

	"Well, it seemed like that many. You were firing bursts of multiple orgasms as fast as you could produce them."

	"Master, did you... touch me down there... with your tongue?"

	"Yes."

	"For some reason, that, I remember. I was just coming up for air and you scuttled me on the spot."

	Ramos took her hand and began unwinding the tape. He announced, "I'm going to keep this handy, just in case a certain slave forgets her place and tries to be a bad girl."

	"Umn, Master, that will keep me in line permanently." Her somewhat impish grin didn't fit with the promise.

	"Tell me, is there any pain that doesn't arouse you?"

	"Master, if there is, I've never experienced it. I had my first orgasm when I was ten and broke my arm."

	"Okay, time to stop talking. Back to slave mode."

	"Yes, Master."

	It took two days to get Slave back up to par. Healing ointment and another spray job got her to the point where she could walk, although her legs refused to come together at first. Ramos growled and grumbled, complaining about having to wait on his slave instead of the other way around. Slave was secretly pleased that he took such good care of her at the same time that his words spoke against her.

	Ramos did his best to make the lesson last. He built a shadow box and mounted the glove in the box, fixed to the wall of her cell, with a small spotlight that shone on it 24 hours a day.

	The next step was a different version of the vampire glove. He made a rubber tube to fit her finger and attached a piece of fine grit sandpaper to it. One look at it and Slave started backing away. That too went into the shadow box, causing many a sleepless night for Slave as she pictured herself ordered to rub her clit, "Harder" to expiate some rule infraction. She had been warned that to be caught frigging herself would mean she would continue under his watchful eye, but wearing the glove. It was enough to put a pain slut right over the top, but Slave was able to hold the line at 95 percent of the peak.

	While Slave got her strength back, Ramos worked long hours at his forge. He ran out of the steel strip he was using and had to go for a second load. To her considerable surprise, Slave was invited along for the ride. Actually it was an order, "You're going too."

	She opened her mouth, but as usual thought better of it, but she made a point of looking down her front, past the two big tits with their permanently erect and stiff nipples and all the way to her boots, without encountering a stitch of clothing. 'I'm going like this?' she wondered to herself. The look on his face would spawn lightning bolts if she hesitated.

	With a rattle of her chains she followed him to the garage. He dropped the tailgate of the pickup and motioned her to climb in. At the front of the box a small dog kennel was bolted to the floor. It turned out to be a squeeze fit for Slave, who barely got all her parts inside, her head jammed in the corner away from the door. A heavy tarp landed on the roof, dropping down on the door, cutting off all light inside her cramped quarters. She grimaced as she remembered worrying about clothes.

	Ramos warned her to be absolutely silent whenever the truck was stopped, or if she heard someone else with him in the cab. Her response was somewhat pained, as she barely had room to breathe.

	The trip was long, dull, boring and seemed endless to Slave. Besides loading steel, Ramos drove to several other stores, each time leaving her alone in the parking lot. As long as she remained silent, she would be all right. A cry at the wrong time could cause real problems.

	When they got home, Ramos unloaded the steel strips and all his other purchases before allowing Slave to back out of her cage. Once out of the truck she had to both kiss his feet and kiss the pavement as a sign of her obedience. She knelt, waiting for orders, enjoying the outside air. Moments later she followed her Master on hands and knees as he went into the house.

	A few days later, Ramos had run out of ideas. This was something of a milestone, as he had reproduced, copied or invented practically every metal restraint that had ever been made. Slave was taken for the grand tour. He had lined one wall of the dungeon with hooks and hanging from them was a collection that if purchased would have run into six figures.

	The tour turned into a quiz show, with Slave as the star. Ramos would point out each piece with his coach whip, then require her to name it and describe its use. While this was not as hard as it sounded, thanks to Slave's extensive research into bondage, there were still pieces where she was hesitant or unsure of either  name or use. Ramos used his pointer to good advantage, driving home each new lesson, so Slave was accumulating some painful welts.

	Slave correctly identified the Yoke, the Fiddle, the Bilboes and the Branks, but she stalled at the Spanish Stirrups. This piece of metalwork, also known as the Scavenger's Daughter, and is sometimes referred to as the Little Ease, although that title belongs to a jail cell too small for the prisoner to stand or lie. This apparatus consists of a steel collar that locks on the neck. Attached to it are two steel strips with bands holding the wrists at the half way point and bands to hold the ankles at the ends. The inmate is seated on the floor, with the legs drawn up to meet the bands, which resemble an inverted "V." Because it was the first piece that she missed, Ramos informed her that it would be the first she would try.

	He swept his hand along the wall, saying, "You will soon be intimately acquainted with each and every restraint, and as I find new examples, you will learn their capabilities as well. I doubt that you will find one on this wall that you can escape from. There are a few, such as the collars, that would allow you to leave, but when they are used, there will be a second, or even a third restraint that will keep you from straying."

	"I'm not worried that you will try to escape. You already love your chains too much to ever leave. Your goal is to live with pain, perhaps even constant pain, to satisfy your sluttish mind set. You have found it here, but leaving would end that source and you would be on your own again."

	Ramos was careful not to even hint that he was aware that she was already falling in love with him. He knew that she had already passed the point where she could have turned and gone back. She was his, willingly. From now on she would accept anything he did to her, no matter how cruel. He was sure that she had limits, but so far there was no indication that he had come anywhere near a limit. He did need to be careful to avoid any more problems like her overzealous mistreatment of her clit.

	If he had permitted Slave to speak, he was sure she would express the identical sentiments. Ramos had studied her long enough to read her eyes, read her body language and read her actions and reactions. His report to the Trust made interesting reading.

	Slave moved slowly along the wall. At first she touched each piece, but she found this was a surefire method of triggering a climax. Instead she pointed to each item, but it was still a struggle. Ramos got a mental picture of her coming every time as he locked her in a new restraint. It would add to her list of black marks and ultimately to his enjoyment in punishing her.

	She stopped when she came to a large object sitting on the floor against the wall. Ramos tilted the piece and moved it away from the wall. Slave admitted she didn't have a clue as to what it was or how it worked. Ramos had expected that because he had modified it from a photo he had seen on the Internet. It was a stand, on a fairly wide base, with two rods that came up at an angle and then went straight up to a curve that extended more than a foot. Attached to the rods at the base were shackles. Well above them there were two sets of large tubes welded to brackets that in turn were welded to the rods.

	Nearer to the top there were two more, somewhat smaller tubes attached to the back of the rod. He called it a Body Stand, and then pointed out the loop on the end of the top curve.

	"Just the right height to clip your nose ring."

	Slave groaned from her toes, a deep base. She failed to catch a sneaky little climax that had hidden just inside the door. Body Stand indeed! Her mental picture of herself in the device, legs spread wide, helpless, exposed, available for any devious torture her Master dreamed up was just too much for one mind to control.

	 

	


Chapter 11: Oh, The Pain, and Agony

	Ramos finished up some paperwork and decided to go for a drive. Slave, willy nilly, was dragooned into more cage time under the heavy tarp. Thinking of Slave’s ‘comfortable’ cage, Ramos deliberately picked roads that were little more than potholes strung together by short stretches of loose gravel.

	Slave tried to combat and resist the bumps, but, hampered by her heavy permanent restraints she had no real options. With her head jammed in the corner it was like snuggling up to a jackhammer. Within a mile her ears were ringing like a set of chimes.

	The pickup was brand new, compliments of the open checkbook at the Trust. It had the deluxe cab package, so Ramos was literally seated in the lap of luxury. The leather seat conformed in perfect comfort to his big frame.

	Slave would have no way of knowing, but the one and only topic in Ramos’s brain was Slave. He was being pulled in several directions. He had reluctantly dismissed the thought of marrying her, but other options remained. Heavy thinking was needed to process the latest directives from the Trust. Brother, and through him the Trust, were reacting to the misapprehension that he was coddling her. Despite his verbal assurances, backed by tapes of her more rigorous punishments, there was still a flicker of “slice her ass, proper” that pervaded any conversation. His immediate reaction was anger, feeling that they were being overcritical, but he realized that funds could be cut to zero without warning.

	The only way to satisfy the family, short of stuffing her in an oil drum and dumping it in a landfill, would be to step up her pain. Assurances that she was a pain slut, who would thrive on the pain, fell on deaf ears. The next hurdle would be figuring ways of hurting her, without half killing her in the process, for his benefit, not the Trust’s.

	A particularly deep pothole bounced the truck, despite the shocks advertized to give a soft ride. Ramos heard the faint clang of one of Slave’s riveted restraints hitting the bars and it reminded him that he had a wall full of potential torture instruments. The building phase was over for the moment. Now, he was going to have to actually use them for his, and the Trust’s mutual satisfaction.

	‘Slave ought to get a real boot out of that,’ he decided. With that, he swung the truck around and retraced the route home, scoring nearly every pothole on the way.

	-0-

	He made good on his promise to Slave, reading off a list of black marks, then locked her into the Spanish Stirrup and made her sit facing him on his desk for a whole day. A leftover black mark earned her a block of wood with a miniature wooden horse style triangle to sit on, that he named the wooden pony. For his benefit, she had to lean forward and kiss him every ten minutes, doing a nutcracker on her imprisoned clit each time. He could see a hint of rebellion behind the pain lust in her eyes, a slip that would cost her dearly.

	He gazed somberly at the nude Slave, back bent cruelly to compensate for the short rods anchoring her wrists and ankles, her head thrust forward through the iron ring that circled her throat. He chuckled, an ugly sound to Slave. Opening a drawer he brought out a large chicken feather. Her eyes widened, but she was under strict “no noise, no screams, no groans, no talking” orders. She reviewed them rapidly. No mention of shrieks of laughter. No need. Anything not on the list was automatically, if not retroactively forbidden, banned, and squelched.

	She bit her lip as the feather traced across her foot, twirling in a maddening attack on her jangling nerves. She held, until he started on the other foot then tried a shriek. Everything stopped in dead silence. Slave realized her lip was bleeding at the same time that Ramos saw the rivulet of blood down her chin.

	Wordless, Ramos picked a thin cane off the rack beside his desk. Slave knew the drill. She had hurt herself, drawn “his” blood from “his” body. The bleeding stopped, but too late to save Slave.

	“Master, I have disobeyed your order not to harm this body, which is yours. I have shed blood for no reason. I beg punishment.”

	“Put your hands out, palms up.”

	Eying the cane, she reluctantly thrust her wrists further through the bilboes, hard against the cuffs riveted to her arms. She braced herself.

	The cane descended, first left, then right. Slave watched the white lines turn blood red, down her middle fingers and across the palms, to her wrists.

	Ramos picked up two metal objects from his desk. They were angular, with sharp edges and corners.

	“Hold these. Drop them and they will fill your pussy while you hang by your ankles.”

	Slave pictured that punishment much too vividly and barely suppressed the orgasm that it tried to trigger. Before she could open her mouth he directed, “And no orgasms, no begging. You are being punished.”

	“Thank you, Master, for punishing me.”

	She accepted the two objects very gingerly, wincing when metal touched the welts the length of her hands. Her fingers refused to close on them, while their pure weight buried them in her flesh.

	“Turn your hands over. Now!”

	Her fingers faltered, and then gripped. She turned her hands. Convulsively her fingers clamped, as she felt the metal slipping away from her.

	“Drop one and you will get to hold it all day tomorrow, perhaps heated. Drop both and you will sit on the little pony and hold them for a week. You will get two on each hand when we are done, since I had to repeat an order.”

	Slave would have vigorously argued that point, but she had already learned that a slave never argues with a master. She hadn’t reached the stage yet where she would willingly stick her hand in the forge to retrieve a red hot rivet, but she could feel the increasing hold that Ramos had on her. Dangerous as it was, she actually visualized her hand entering the flames, pushing aside the white hot coals to reach the rivet.

	The rush to climax was overpowering, but she stopped it at the last possible second. Behind his poker face, Ramos took it all in, reading her mind, wondering in passing what she was thinking about that nearly set her off. He made a mental note to question her while she was being properly tortured.

	She had no chance to soothe the welts on her hands and no relief from having to grip the sharp pieces of metal. When he was sure she was about to drop them, he took them from her cramped fingers and placed them in plain sight near the edge of the desk. Slave was more than ready to get off his desk, even though it meant kneeling with her hands outstretched and having to ask for each slice of the cane.

	She flinched. Knowing it was forbidden, she asked immediately for extras, hard. Ramos saved them for last, knowing the strain she would feel, waiting for them, imagining how much they were going to hurt. When they came she had grossly underestimated them. She shut her eyes, trying to deny the pain by not looking at her welted hands. She opened her eyes as he tapped on her knuckles, the order to beg for another pair, very hard.

	Ramos had sliced all four fingers along with the palm on each hand. Now he tapped on the thumb, aiming. The cane whirred, landed exactly as planned and bounced away. Slave swallowed her scream and held firm, unmoving. Ramos gave her points in his mind that he would never say to her. All she got was a noncommittal grunt as he prepared the final blow.

	His blows had in fact been harder than the originals, but he was very careful not to overdo it. With all his care, she still would have painful bruises. He allowed his mind to wander for a moment, feeling the delicate touch of her fingers on his cock. He decided it should be interesting to set her a hand job, with a five minute time limit. He was firming up a resolve to show her that she could not top from the bottom. This would be vital if he turned her back to the family.

	-0-

	The next morning, brother paid a surprise visit. Slave caught sight of him and tried to hide. Ramos would have none of that and went looking for her with whip in hand. Brother was treated to some yelps and cries as Slave was herded down the stairs and brought to where he was sitting, on her hands and knees. Ramos debated putting some clothes on her for the meeting, but decided there was no point, since brother had seen dozens of tapes of her in the nude.

	That didn’t stop him from looking closely, once she had kissed his shoes and greeted him with respect. She called him Sir, which brought a smile to his face. He turned to Ramos and remarked, “She used to call me every name in the book, but I see that’s changed.” Turning to Slave, he ordered, “Stand up. Turn around slowly.”

	Slave flushed, obviously angry, but before Ramos could speak to her, she rose gracefully and pirouetted as calmly as if she were wearing a ball gown. The only sign was that her nipples had hardened. Brother admired her from all sides, taking special note of her chains. She was instructed to tighten her hobble and wrist chains. She snapped her cuffs apart with just a hint more force than necessary, but her mini-rebellion was ignored for the moment.

	Slave’s cheeks were burning. Ramos watched them flush and pale and flush again. He could usually read her, but he was genuinely puzzled as to whether her color was shame at being seen without a stitch of clothing or whether it was simply anger at her brother. He was, after all, the one person who had put Slave in his clutches. Anger was a little dubious, because Slave had pretty well progressed past showing anger. She had already been severely punished for it several times. She would know that showing anger in front of any visitor, especially her brother, would cost her even more.

	Through it all, brother made not the slightest move toward her. He obviously was avoiding touching her, despite having hired a succession of trainers to regulate her life in ways that involved more than a little touching.

	Ramos ordered her to crawl to the basement to get her punishment helmet and a gag. While she was gone, Ramos showed him the photo album he was putting together in addition to the tapes. One by one he was gathering pictures of her in each restraint that lined the dungeon wall. He put it down when she came through the door. “Good stuff,” was his comment. Slave knew of the album, but Ramos refused to let her see any of it.

	Ramos decided that Slave was too much underfoot. He wanted to talk business with brother, but that might involve looking at some of the rooms that he had modified as slave quarters. Slave was requested to kiss brother’s feet again and then was relegated to the cage in the back of the pickup, complete with tarp. It was going to be a hot day and it would soon be broiling in the uninsulated garage.

	Ramos and brother hit it off immediately. The numerous phone calls had traded enough information to realize that they were both bondage buffs. Ramos learned more of Slave’s background, but he never got a full answer as to why the family was willing to spend such vast sums when they could have built a cell in the mansion for a tiny fraction of the cost. Brother, who invited Ramos to call him Rick, hinted, but never came straight out with the reasons. Ramos suspected that Rick’s aversion to touching her had at least something to do with it. Ramos took it in stride, feeling that it really was none of his business.

	Their first face-to-face meeting was quite productive. Rick gave Ramos an opening when he complained that he felt that Slave was topping him. Ramos was all primed with an answer and within a few minutes had Rick backing down. Ramos successfully got Rick to compromise, by promising to step up her bondage, and deliberately blaming it on orders from the Trust.

	Ramos did find out where Slave’s problems began. Rick told him that there was a big anniversary party at the mansion and that Slave, who had just finished high school, seduced one of the security guards and was discovered by several couples being fucked while wearing the guard’s handcuffs. Ramos had nodded, his knowledge of Slave making it easy to think of her pulling a stunt like that. Rick stopped short of any further revelations, but Ramos added it to the list of torture topics. She would squirm like a speared fish before he got done asking her questions about her past.

	Rick was given the VIP tour, as Ramos showed him where he had been spending all of the Trust’s money. Rick showed considerable interest in the forge, and the metal restraints that filled the wall space. Ramos described the various incidents that had earned her being riveted into his iron work, but Rick’s response, not in jest, was, “Is there any way to make those heavier?”

	Ramos assured him there was.

	“The connecting chains make the difference. A big link chain can weigh 20 to 25 pounds per foot. She never has less than five between her wrists or ten between her ankles. She screws up and I add chains from her collar to her wrists and ankles. She becomes a walking junkyard.”

	He laughed. “You may not have noticed, but she is packing a lot of new muscle.”

	Also not in jest, Rick warned him, “Just make sure she doesn’t get loose. The family would have a screaming fit,”

	Ramos nodded, not about to share his assessment that she wouldn’t run if he took all her chains off and pushed her out the door.

	Rick finally had enough. He had hoped to watch Slave being punished, but her sojourn in the truck cage put an end to that idea before it even got started. He lavished praise on Ramos, complimenting him on how much she had improved under his management, with not a negative word about her topping him. He had decided that, despite holding the purse strings, Ramos was not the kind of man to push.

	As they stood by Rick’s car, he shook his head. “I sure don’t know what we’re going to do with her when you get through training her. Finding someone in some other country to take her is pretty dangerous these days. Hell, I’d give her to you if she wasn’t so screwed up.”

	Ramos wanted to thrust a fist in the air, but he kept it at his side. Rick was playing right into his hand, renewing his interest in marrying her. Rick had almost just said, “Take her off our hands and there’ll be lots of zeros on her dowry check.”

	“I’ll think about it, and keep my ears open.” (You bet I will!)

	Ramos watched his red sports car go down the driveway and onto the street. Then he turned toward the garage, picking up a whip as he came through the door.

	Slave came out of the cage amidst a flurry of lashes that always seemed to find new, untouched flesh to bite and sting and burn. She bowed her head and held her leash up for him to take. He ignored it while he added several more lashes, then picked it up and jerked her forward, never looking to see if she was ready or not. While she crawled on hands and knees, he vented his made up anger.

	“Goddam family thinks you’ve got it soft, cushy. We’ll fix them, and you too.”

	He turned and underhanded her slit. She yelped, feeling his anger in the bite of the leather on her most tender flesh. She paid for the noise with an overhand that split her ass cheeks apart, again snapping on her cunt. She started to bite her lip to suppress the cry of pain, only to bite into the teeth marks already there.

	The pain was up to its usual tricks, arousing her. She doubted that she dare risk another hit - too close to coming as it was. Chewing her lip was out as Ramos watched her like a hawk. Bleeding again, so soon after paying one penalty, would be a disaster.

	Mention of her family really caught her attention. Ramos had unwittingly, but importantly, struck pay dirt with his scheme. As far as she was concerned, her brother had ruined her life by convincing the family that she was a bondage slut. She had always ignored the fact that it was an apt assessment, minus only the fact that bondage was only a sub-set to her true nature, a born pain slut. Ramos had already taught her the difference and made her face the reality of her obsession with pain.

	Her hatred for her family fixated on her brother. She had spent the entire time in the cage fuming over having to call him ‘sir,’ and obeying when he ordered her to display her body. She knew he had done it deliberately, repaying her for ‘that’ incident, that she still held locked away in her mind.

	Before Ramos came and got her, she awoke to the realization that Ramos was her key to getting out from under the family’s thumb. She closed her mind to the endless and painful slavery that she faced, knowing she had no other way to escape.

	


Chapter 12: Surprise, Surprise!

	Another day. A day spent, like the previous day, sitting on the little pony. This time she was locked in the yoke. The neck hole barely fitted, almost, but not quite too tight. The wrist holes pressed unfinished wood against her bones, just below the permanent cuffs. She was paying for slouching and moving in the Spanish Stirrups.

	There would be no slouching, no moving. Under the ends of the yoke, two blocks stood on the desk. Electrical contacts on the tops of the blocks and the bottoms of the yoke waited for Slave to tip either way. She had two inches of play. Later, taller blocks would give her only an inch of tilt before setting off the fireworks.

	When she tilted, the contacts allowed current to flow in a random pattern. Her nipples were flanked by two contacts, completing a path that would include the delicate nerve endings. Similar contacts were fixed to either side of her clit. Another contact was somewhere deep inside her on the tip of a dildo. The butt plug she was sitting on had a ring of contacts directly opposite her sphincter muscles that would set off waves of cramps that seemed to dig deeper and deeper into her gut.

	Slave had learned to sit motionless, so nothing happened for some time. Ramos reached in a drawer and pulled out a blindfold. Her heart sank as she realized that she was about to lose her sense of balance.

	Minutes later the first current flowed.

	Anticipating torture can be as painful as the deed itself. Slave’s anticipation was way off the mark, Her clit told her brain that it had just been fried by millions of volts. Blindfolded, she had no reference point to use to level the yoke. For all she knew it was a small fraction of an inch away from touching, but which way? Had she tilted the other way in response to the agony in her clit?

	The left end of the yoke touched. Slave’s right nipple exploded. The yoke overcompensated and the right contacts touched. It felt like a rocket launching from her sphincter. Slave struggled to control her body movement, wondering what time it was and how long this torture would go on.

	She was saved by the bell. The door bell. Ramos stuck two small blocks under the ends of the yoke, freezing it in position. At the door he found a delivery man with a cart and a large steel box. Puzzled, he signed for it and had the man put it on the floor in the hall.

	On one end he found a packing slip. Opening it, he found keys, two checks and a note, which read:

	“Instructions are inside.

	Regards,

	Rick”

	He found the keyhole and opened the lid. He looked inside. Startled, he looked for the instructions. A thick large envelope was taped to the inside of the lid. After glancing at the first page, he took the envelope and walked back to his office. He took Slave’s blindfold off and sat down.

	“We just had a box delivered. You might be interested in the contents, and the instructions, so I’m going to read them to you.”

	“Enclosed in this box is my wife. I caught her cheating on me with the butler, who is no longer on our payroll. She, however is in need of the same training you have been giving Slave, with the notable exception that she has no tolerance for pain. I was very pleased with what you have accomplished with Slave and the family has decreed that my wife should be turned over to you for the proper discipline, with the intention of making her my permanent slave. She was given the choice of a divorce without a cent in settlement, or lifetime slavery, which, obviously is what she chose.”

	“You have our permission to use any method or implement in her training, short of death. She has a terrible temper, which should be one of your primary objectives. She is to be kept in full restraints day and night, seven days a week. She may be sexually abused in any manner, but she is never to have another orgasm in her lifetime. She is aware of these instructions, which you may add to, modify or substitute as you wish.

	“Finally, when you opened the packing slip, you found two checks. One, for $50,000, is a bonus for the work you’ve already done with Slave. The other, for $100,000 is the initial payment for Mera, my wife’s punishment and training.

	“If for any reason you don’t wish to take this job on, put the lid back on the box and call me and I’ll have it picked up.”

	Slave listened with very mixed emotions. She of course knew Mera and she also had known that she was cheating on her brother, long before the butler came on the scene. What bothered her was that now brother would have two women under his and Ramos’ control. That part she didn’t like at all, even though Mera deserved exactly what she was getting. She rapidly turned it over in her mind, trying to find some way to benefit from the situation. She immediately decided that helping Ramos punish Mera was the only way to go. Now, all she had to do was to get Ramos to let her talk long enough to propose her plan.

	Ramos looked at it as a done deal. Having Mera to discipline would take a lot of the pressure off Slave and make his task of satisfying the family with her training that much easier.

	On a whim, he released Slave and used her leash to direct her to the box. He opened the lid again and Slave gasped, drawing a warning look from Ramos that promised deferred punishment.

	Slave was looking at a body, probably female, but literally buried in yards and yards of course hemp rope. The rope had been used to compact Mera into the smallest possible ball of living flesh. There were knots everywhere. Ramos put her to work untying, while he watched.

	As the ropes came away they left mute evidence of their purpose in the form of reddened and irritated skin. Each loop removed revealed some further addition to her bondage. Her wrists were harnessed in the reverse prayer position high on her back, lashed to ropes above and below her breasts and through her armpits. A narrow breast clamp hugged the bases of both breasts tightly. Between her legs strong spring clamps were buried in the puffy flesh of her labia. Caught underneath the clamped flesh, a single strand of the hemp disappeared into her hole. Slave tugged on the protruding end and slowly pulled several yards through the clamped labia and up across her clit.

	Slave was getting plenty of reaction to her unwrapping. Mera was groaning against her gag and wriggling against the remaining ropes. It defeated her purpose, as the slightest movement drove the sharp fibers into her skin. Her clit was on fire, red and swollen.

	Ramos continued to watch, well aware that Slave was exhibiting a cruel side that he had only suspected. Rick’s intent and Slave’s intentions were meeting and Mera would be the one who would suffer most. A vague idea began to form in Ramos’ mind that would ultimately turn Mera’s life in a new direction.

	Underneath the several layers of rope that split her crotch, Slave found a dildo and a butt plug. Both were turned on full strength, but the batteries were long since dead. Both Slave and Ramos wondered how long Mera had been tied up before brother shipped her.

	Mera’s hands had been isolated with duct tape over rope. Her thumbs were white from the pressure of a thumb cuff. Her wrists were locked into handcuffs, also too tight, with several turns of rope nearly buried in the flesh of her arms. A second pair was closed above her elbows, again with more turns of the hemp around them. A rope through her bound knees passed behind her neck, drawing her knees hard against her breasts. Both ankles were fixed to the corresponding thighs, and redundantly cuffed together. Ramos handed slave the cuff key and she removed the wrist and ankle cuffs and the toe cuffs.

	Mera could now partially straighten her legs in the box, for the first time in hours, or days. She wasn’t at all sure. Her head was still buried in a skin-tight leather hood that was locked to a tight neck strap. The hood allowed her to breathe through two airways inserted in her nostrils. Her mouth was plugged tight, leaving her fully dependent on the too-small airways. Cramps rippled up and down her legs and feet, but she was still helpless.

	Slave looked questioning at Ramos, pointing to the hood. Ramos shook his head. She pointed to the gag. Again he shook his head, so Slave stepped back, her work finished for the moment. From the letter he understood that she knew where she was, agreeing to slave training. He grinned as he pictured her in training.

	He collared and leashed Mera, then took Slave’s leash and led them to the dungeon. Mera went into a pillory, while Slave was chained to the wall in front of her. They heard his footsteps walking away and the door slam at the top of the stairs. Hours later he returned, unfastened Slave and set her to work getting supper ready. Mera would get bread and water for her welcome to slavery.

	-0-

	The bailiff shouted, “All rise. The court of Judge Sebastian Droll is now in session.”

	The prisoner, hooded, transport chained and gagged, heard the swift footsteps as a man walked to the podium, and banged his gavel. “You may be seated. Bailiff, call the first case.”

	“Your Honor, case number 373, Mera S., charged with adultery.”

	“Is the defendant’s council present?”

	From nearby she heard a different voice.

	“Yes, your Honor.”

	“The defendant is present?”

	Mera tried to answer, foiled by her gag. Her lawyer answered,

	“In accordance with your courtroom practice, the defendant is gagged, to prevent any outbursts. I will answer for her. Yes, your Honor, she is present.”

	“Is the prosecution present?” 

	A booming voice responded, “Yes, your Honor.”

	“Let us proceed. How does the defendant plead?”

	Her council bent down to her. She yelled into the gag, shaking her head several times.

	“Your Honor, the defendant pleads ‘guilty’.”

	The prosecutor spoke, “Your Honor, we have presented ample evidence that a crime has been committed, including the deposition of the butler, and two other men who admit having relations with the defendant. I ask for a directed verdict of ‘guilty’.”

	The Judge banged his gavel again. “I find the defendant guilty as charged.”

	Mera listened in horror as her lawyer spoke up, “Your Honor, my client wishes to say to you, ‘Go fuck yourself’.”

	She shook her head violently, but was ignored. The judge hammered his gavel several times, quelling the murmur of conversation.

	“I also find the defendant guilty of contempt of court. Therefore, I sentence you to a life term with no parole and no time off for good behavior, with the following stipulations:

	“1. You are to be immediately remanded to Georgy Ramos to begin serving your sentence. You will be trained as a general slave, until such time as you convince the court that you have a specific skill for which to train.

	“2. At the request of the injured party, you are to be outfitted with such permanent and weighty chains, and other restraints as are specified by Mr. Ramos. You will wear your restraints day and night until Mr. Ramos sees fit to modify this order.

	“3. You are forbidden to have orgasms for the rest of your life.

	“4. Your training may involve any means, methods or instruments. Since part of your training includes sexual servitude, your body may be used in any manner by your trainer, or anyone he designates.

	“Are there any questions?”

	Mera fought her gag. Her council leaned down, listened to her murmurs for a moment.

	“Your Honor, my client says ‘Go jump in the lake!’”

	“Ten lashes every morning before breakfast.”

	Mera remained silent, hoping it would stop the farce.

	“Your Honor, my client says to stick you head up where the sun don’t shine.”

	“Twenty lashes every morning before breakfast. Want to try for 50?”

	Mera shook her head violently. She could hear the men laughing. Then she felt hands on her breasts. A moment later she was being raped. The men continued to laugh.

	Dimly she heard, “Court is adjourned.”

	-0-

	Ramos quickly put Mera back in her cell. He thanked the fraternity brothers who had staged the trial. He reminded them,

	“Set up a roster of the boys for her morning fuck. I don’t want you to miss a day - or I’ll have to fill in.”

	There was general laughter and several kidding remarks about old men.

	After they left, he released Slave. Briefly he described the fake trial. Slave smiled carefully, ready to wipe it off her face instantly if Ramos disapproved.

	“You can talk freely, as long as you stick to Mera as a subject.”

	“Master, she isn’t going to believe that was a legitimate trial for one second.”

	“That wasn’t the point. I deliberately made it unreal to start her off here unsure of what’s happening next. The tape of that is going to be her alarm clock, until she can repeat every word, letter perfect. Knowing it was just an act, and yet having to legitimize it by learning it is going to keep her mind occupied rather than thinking up schemes to escape or beat me over the head, or both.

	“See, she knows where she is, or at least thinks she does, but she doesn’t know me, unless Rick showed her some of the tapes. Even then, they don’t present a true picture of me. Turning her into a slave is going to be much different than it was with you. You had already had years of bondage experience and some time as a slave, so your training went a lot easier.

	“The family wants you hurting, but they want it two or three times as bad for Mera. Rick seems to have a plan for her when I get done with her. I might say when ‘we’ get done with her, because you are going to help me train her. You’re the next best thing to a trained slave so you’re the logical choice.”

	“Master, are you sure that my brother isn’t going to raise a fuss if he finds out I’m helping train his wife?

	“He can’t. He’s given me the same green light that I have with you. Quote: Anything and everything, short of killing you. You’ve avoided most of what I’m planning for her, because you’ve already been there.”

	“I’m not sure I can take on another woman.”

	“Pooh! You get your tongue up her twat, while keeping her from an orgasm, and then tell me you don’t enjoy it, or can’t do it.”

	“What... Just what are you planning for her?”

	“For starters, she gets at least one fuck a day from my frat brothers at the college. She is going to bitterly regret screwing the butler, and all the other guys.

	“Then there’s the matter of restraints. Rick looked at yours and his first question was, ‘Can you make them heavier?” He made it very plain that he wants more weight on your arms and legs and two or three times as heavy on Mera. She’s going to have to have weight lifting classes before she can handle that. She’s going to be wearing a heavy head cage much of the time, a collar and a belt, plus the chains, so she’ll be loaded to capacity.”

	Ramos eyed her up and down and made his decision.

	“I’m going to promote you to first slave, which means you can give her orders that she has to obey as if they came from me.

	I want you to go down and start reading her the rules. That’s another thing she’s going to have to memorize. Your job also means staying out of trouble, or you lose your rank and some chunks of hide. Understood?”

	“Yes, Master. Thank you for the promotion.”

	“Back to being a slave.”

	


Chapter 13: Training Begins

	Ramos sent Slave to the dungeon to begin the training by reading Mera the rather over-complicated and booby-trapped house rules.  He didn’t expect instant success. A paragon of virtue couldn’t learn the rules fast enough to avoid the waiting punishments. What he did want was for Mera to realize that her life suddenly had boundaries, and she was going to live inside them or suffer the consequences. That was something Ramos suspected she never had to contend with before. Living the luxury life afforded by the Trust’s millions was the wrong training for the slavery that lay ahead of her.

	Slave was the starving person who walks into a banquet in full swing. She had been at the wrong end of the whip for so long she questioned whether she could even swing one, but with grim determination she planned to forge ahead, treating Mera like she wanted to treat the brother who had sentenced her to endless years of forced slavery.

	The object of all this, Mera, was totally unaware of the plans that were being made for her. Just as Ramos planned, she had been utterly confused by the farcical ‘trial,’ letting her mind wander into empty space and dead ends. It was only belatedly, and much too late, that she had realized she was locked in a cell from which there was no apparent escape.

	Slave walked to Mera’s cell on silent, bare feet. She heard a rattle of chains before she got there and stood for a moment, watching Mera repeatedly trace each chain from one end to the other, as far as she could reach. Her movements were limited by the transport chain - a belly chain with handcuffs attached and a chain running to the hobble chain between her ankles. Another chain went from her collar to a ring in the floor, allowing her to kneel, but not stand.

	Slave stepped to the wall and selected a whip. She felt a strange thrill at suddenly being allowed to touch one without having her Master order her. She had carried countless whips in her teeth to him, then had to kiss and lick the instrument of punishment that she was about to receive. Now, it was her turn, her hand on the whip handle, and the target was a person she already hated.

	“Is your bladder full?”

	The hooded figure nodded emphatically.

	“Did you even look for it?”

	Mera hesitated, and then shook her head.

	Slave’s whip splatted on her thigh.

	“No, is a forbidden word in this house. If you are gagged a head shake or nod may, or may not be accepted as an answer, at best only half an answer. You’ve had your one mistake. A no answer rates some of the most severe punishments we use. Back up!”

	The whip snapped in front of her nose, always just in front of her nose as she backed into the corner, where an open hole in the floor awaited her. When Mera finished, beet red under the hood, her hands fluttered in an obvious effort to find paper to wipe with. Slave slapped one of her hands with the whip.

	“You get hosed down - cold water - once a day. You are not allowed to touch your cunt, your asshole or your tits. I hope your memory of your last orgasm is a vivid one, because it’s the last one you’ll ever enjoy.”

	That set off a flurry of thoughts. That ‘judge,’ he’d said no more orgasms for the rest of her life. Could it be possible? Could they do that to her? She knew she was in bad with the family, but could they be THAT cruel? For the first time Mera began dimly to realize that she was in deep shit and nobody was offering an oar to save her. It was the first tinge of regret for cheating, but it would not be the last.

	The whip came out of the blackness. “Inattention” was the charge. She had to admit the crime and suffer the punishment. How Slave knew that she was thinking about something else seemed miraculous to the by now thoroughly frightened girl.

	Slave leaned close to Mera’s ear. “Welcome to my world, where you limit your answer to a question to one word. One, always with Mistress, or Master said with it. Forget our titles and you hurt. Forget them more than once and penalties are quadrupled until saying them is as natural as breathing.”

	“Yes, breathing is a natural function. Now, here, Master or Mistress can tell you to stop breathing at a whim or as punishment. Failing to stop breathing is a failure to obey an order. You do not want to go there. The first thing that is likely to happen while you’re already gagged is that I close off your nose, like this.”

	Mera wasted precious air on a scream. She writhed against Slave, trying to dislodge the fingers that denied her air. Slave silently counted and at 30 seconds, released her nose. Slave went on as if nothing had happened.

	“As a slave, you live in a controlled world. The rules are set by your Master or Mistress. Obey, and your life will go on normally. Disobey, or fight your chains, or refuse to cooperate in any way and your life becomes a hell on earth. We control your breathing and every other body function. You piss and shit only on command. You look like you are grossly overweight. You will remain on a bread and water diet until you have shed those pounds. You will be weighed once a week and whipped, once for each pound you are over. Slack off, and that could change to daily whippings, on top of the regulars you will receive.

	“Your husband wishes you to be restrained 24/7 in the heaviest chains we have. You, overweight and completely out of condition, couldn’t carry one chain, let alone the full set that awaits you. You will be spending long hours in the exercise room building muscles and as fast as you build them heavier chains will be added to your ‘costume.’”

	Slave tapped her hood firmly.

	“Are you a man?”

	Mera, nearly frightened out of her wits, panicked. A ‘No’ answer would earn some serious punishment that she didn’t dare imagine. A nod, ‘Yes’ would be a lie. That hadn’t come up in the one-sided conversation, but Mera was sure it had to be classed as a serious offense. The delay cost her.

	“I’ll take that as a forbidden ‘No’ answer. On your belly!”

	Mera dropped, twisting so her shoulder took the brunt of her fall.

	“Feet up! Bend your knees!”

	Mera howled into her gag, a faint whimper came through her nose. Slave laid ten from sole to heel on each foot. Mera earned an extra by flinching on the last blow. Slave leaned over her.

	“Would you like to ask for it hard? That’s one of the words in your one word vocabulary that you are now learning.”

	Mera vigorously nodded. Anything to satisfy the disembodied voice that was torturing her. Slave got both feet with the same blow. Two for the price of one. Mera was not happy.

	“You’ve just been taught a lesson, so remember it well. We have the power to make your days a nightmare, so don’t try to push us. You have no power, we have all the power. This was all due to one question. Visualize how it would feel if we asked a dozen questions in succession that must be answered by a ‘No’. Lying in response to a question is also forbidden. In this case, if you had indicated ‘Yes’ you would have been punished just as heavily for lying. A question that must be answered with ‘No’ is a guarantee of punishment you will not enjoy. Is that clear?”

	Again, Mera nodded vigorously.

	“Masters often have unique rules. Your Master has decreed that, when you are permitted to speak, which is only when you have been asked a direct question, you respond with a single word and his title. Begging is a serious offense. Is that understood?”

	More nodding.

	“I mentioned a word in passing that will be part of your one word vocabulary. Do you remember what that word was?”

	Mera nodded.

	“Was it ‘harder’?”

	Mera nodded.

	Two more slices raised welts on her feet.

	“Harder is one of the words that you will use, but in this case the word was ‘hard.’ Did you know that?”

	Mera showed the slightest reluctance in her nod.

	Slave tapped the upraised feet.

	“One for reluctance, two more for lying. Would you like them harder?”

	Mera was sobbing when Slave finished. Part hurt, part self pity.

	Slave was quick to correct her.

	“Slaves are not allowed to cry. I will be glad to give you some reasons to feel sorry for yourself, any time. If you can stop crying and give me a big smile, I am going to take your gag out. Otherwise, I am going to continue on your feet, this time with a cane. You are going to spend some time standing, so I would recommend that you avoid as much punishment as possible.”

	Mera managed a shaky smile as the gag came off. She was still blind under the hood. Slave decided to leave the hood in place until later. She still had some points that Mera needed to know, and besides heightening Mera’s confusion, it also kept her concentrated on the things Slave was teaching her.

	“First of all, you may have noticed that I did NOT address you by name. Instead, I referred to you as ‘slave’. That is not going to work, since both of us are slaves. To remove any doubt, I am designated as first slave, meaning I can give orders to other slaves. You fit that category, so I am going to name you ‘slattern’. Your husband may even have called you that, as it’s a fitting term for a cheating wife. For as long as you reside in this house, or until a Master or Mistress changes it, you will answer to ‘slattern’. Understood?”

	Slattern nodded acceptance.

	“A nod is not an answer. A Mistress does not repeat a command or order.”

	For the first time in her newborn slavery, Slattern gave a verbal answer.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Remember, answer with a ‘No’ at your peril. Understood?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Just to let you know, you fucking whore, I hate your guts. I know hundreds of questions that must be answered with ‘No.’ I have the whip and an unlimited supply of punishment tools and restraints and I fully intend to wear out every one of them on your worthless flesh. And that’s if you learn things perfectly. You’re here 24 hours a day, seven days a week, with no vacations, so when we do let you sleep, your dreams will be nightmares of the next punishment for tomorrow.”

	Slattern stared into the blackness of her hood, humiliated beyond reason. How could this slave, this nobody, order her around? She held the whip but what authority did she have beyond that? She realized that this had to be Rick’s sister, but all she had heard was that she was firmly under the thumb of a domineering trainer who was teaching her to be a slave. The family had nothing to do with her for some time, so her information was second or third hand, but still... how did this ‘slave’ get to order HER around?

	She was already confused, and this only added to it, thanks to the insidious ‘trial.’ She tried to remember if she had heard Slave’s voice during the trial, or was it later? She got an immediate headache and gave up trying to think. Right now she had to listen, very carefully, for information that would carry her through until she could escape, or persuade Rick to take her back.

	She had no hint or clue that the very reason she was here was so that Rick would take her back. He had only said she would be trained as ‘A’ slave. At the same time she was suffering Slave’s whip, Rick was at his lawyer’s office, making arrangements to annul their marriage. Even Slave was unaware of Rick’s plans, which he had shared only with Ramos. Under different circumstances Slattern and Slave would have been good friends, seeing each other as Rick’s fellow victims.

	Slave was getting nearly as good as Ramos at reading body language and she had Slattern pegged within seconds of her decision to try and escape. She had just the restraint to take her mind off getting her husband to take her back.

	“Kneel up,” she ordered. Slattern rose somewhat slowly until Slave kicked her in the thigh. For the barest fraction of a second she started after Slave, but her common sense stopped her before she was fully started. There would be other times. Right now she was suffering the whip, paying for her aborted rebellion. Slave hissed at her, “A slave is obedient. A slave responds INSTANTLY to an order. A slave does not attack or threaten to attack a Mistress or a Master. Pull what you just started to do on Master and you won’t see daylight for months!”

	Slave went to the wall and came back with a metal harness. The main elements were a pair of large hose clamps that barely fit over Slattern’s big breasts. They were attached to each other with turnbuckles, so that once they were tightened at the base of the breasts the two could be pulled painfully together. The turnbuckles served a dual purpose. Before they were tightened, the wire straps were run through her armpits and locked together in the back.

	When the turnbuckles were tightened, they squeezed the wire into the flesh. The clamps had thumbtacks super-glued to the insides, both ensuring that the wearer would both feel the points and to resist any futile efforts to pull the clamps off.

	Slave got a screwdriver from the workbench. She touched Slattern’s breast, moving it about and rolling it hard against her until she was sure Slattern knew what it was.

	“Slaves are forbidden to touch ANY tool, or ANY key. If you don’t mind losing a finger or a thumb, try it. Right now, shut up! Not a peep.”

	It took both hands to turn the turnbuckles, already hand tight. If Slattern’s body was made of wood, it would have creaked in protest of the tightening noose of wire around her chest. Slattern’s flesh was silent, but the wire disappearing into her skin was sending a loud message of pain to her brain.

	Then Slave tightened the clamps, and Slattern’s resolve to remain stoic lost to pain as sharp points dented her flesh. She groaned then shrieked, certain her fair skin had been punctured.

	Slave gave each screw an extra half turn, drawing more noise. Still blind in the hood, Slattern was unsure what was happening to her, but she was certain that it hurt - very badly. Slave ‘inspected,’ making sure that Slattern was feeling the maximum possible pain, her fingers heaping more misery on her at every chance.

	Slave ordered her to remain kneeling, while she checked to make sure her chain was locked to the floor ring. She locked the cell door automatically, hanging the key on the far wall where her prisoner could never reach it.

	She went upstairs and reported to Ramos. He brushed aside her description, having watched most of it on his monitor. He quickly changed the subject.

	“Since there are now two slaves in this household, I think to avoid confusion that I will return your name to Sandra. You can also speak to me in full sentences and stop giving me orders. Your choice of ‘Slattern’ for the other one was appropriate. Keep her on one word.”

	He glanced at his watch. It was after 7.

	“Feed her the bread and water. Spit on the bread and make her eat it in front of you. If she fights it, tip over her dish and water and make her lick it up. When she’s done, tight chain her to the floor rings, on her face, with her legs spread so she can’t diddle herself. Then get back up here as I’m in the mood to fuck Sandra tonight.”

	“Thank you, Master!”

	“One thing more. You’re a mean bitch with a whip, so I’m not going to let you near me with one.”

	“Thank you, Master!” (High praise from him!)

	Slattern had not remained kneeling. Sandra came down the stairs, her bare feet making no sound on the steps. She found the girl stretched out on the floor, trying to reach the ring that held her chain. Actually, Slattern was hampered by the hood she still wore, but she was doing her best to find a weak link in her bonds.

	Sandra walked right up on her again. She shook her head in exasperation and put her foot on a chain, dragging Slattern’s collar to the floor with a clang.

	“Trying to escape, Slattern? Surely you know a slave’s life can be forfeit for an escape attempt. Were you trying to escape?”

	Slattern saw the trap, but there was no way to avoid it. Perhaps it was just as well to end her life now, rather than serve as a chained slave for life.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Sandra’s laugh was bone chilling.

	


Chapter 14: The Penalty

	Slattern was panic stricken. “Your life is forfeit” boomed and echoed through her mind, driving all coherent thought before it. Why? Why hadn’t she lied? They couldn’t prove it, either way, or could they? She had been so startled when the voice - THAT voice - has spoken right by her ear.  She tried in vain to remember just what she had been doing when the voice startled her. She slipped from panic into deep depression, actually wondering if there was enough slack in her chains to form a loop which she could use to strangle herself. She berated herself, ‘You could have said No. You should have said No.’

	Her mantra blinded her, written in blazing color on the inside of her hood - “A slave NEVER says ‘No’ to a Master or Mistress!”

	The Devil on her right shoulder simpered, “The penalty is the same. You could have lied.” The Angel on her left shoulder argued, “The penalty for a ‘No’ is always worse than for a lie. It’s a trap, set to catch the hapless slave.”

	In her misery she cried out, “What do I do?”

	A deep booming voice bellowed in her ear, “For starters, shut your fucking mouth!”

	The order was followed by an open hand on her cheek that knocked her to the floor. She squalled like a hog under a gate and got a kick in the ribs along with “I told you, shut your fucking mouth!”

	His mouth was suddenly close to her ear. “You were told never to need a repeat of an order. I just had to repeat one to you. Nod, if you understand that you are going to be punished for that, BEFORE we start punishing you for attempting to escape.”

	Scared out of her mind and fearful of the awesome power carried in that voice, she nodded hard, ignoring the pinches from her collar.

	Fingers jabbed into her tit flesh, pinching it against the clamp. She bucked and tried to evade the pain. The fingers found a bit of slack. The screws were tightened another half turn. She opened her mouth to scream and a hand roughly covered her mouth and one nostril. One finger tapped on the other nostril, a silent warning that Master controlled her very breath of life.

	His voice, barely above a whisper, but so close she could hear it through the heavy leather and padding over her ears, as he told her, “A slave that attempts to escape is always punished severely. Typically we chain and strap the slave to a wooden bench, with her head in a vise. Then we fill her mouth with a gag and tape over it. A plug is put in one nostril. A hollow plug is put in the other, controlling the only source of air. At the whim of the Master, a plug with a slightly smaller hole replaces the hollow plug. An experienced Master can take as long as three days to wean the slave from her air supply and keep her alive on next to no air at all.

	“The pity of it all is that the slave is promising anything and everything for just a little more air, but she is gagged so her promises are wasted. Besides, the slave has nothing to give that a Master can’t order her to do.”

	Slattern was sobbing with fright, certain that he was describing what would be her death throes. She convinced herself that he had named her, rather than a slave, when he started describing what she was accepting as her punishment. She was hyperventilating, fighting the hand blocking her precious air.

	“Be still!”

	She went limp at the order, her life flashing before her eyes. He was going to sentence her to the horrible death he had just described.

	“You are lucky - or perhaps unlucky from your point of view - that the family wants you alive. You will suffer mightily for this lapse in judgment, perhaps even experiencing some of the early stages of the death I described as an object lesson to add incentive to your training. That training is going to be rough. Very rough.

	“You will experience things that go against everything you enjoyed as a pampered member of the family. I’m sure that there will be times you will wish for death - even the death I just described. I know if I were in your chains, I would prefer death to slavery. You will perhaps beg for death, knowing that your punishment for begging may well exceed your capacity or endurance, with no guarantee of success.

	“Suicide is not an option. You won’t have the opportunity or the tools or equipment needed to complete the job. Most women kill themselves with an overdose of drugs, a luxury you won’t be allowed. Attempted suicide is treated as attempted escape. The penalties are the same. Do you understand?”

	He removed his hand from her mouth and with the last of her breath - not daring to inhale first - she croaked the slave’s response.

	Ramos directed Sandra, loud enough for Slattern to hear.

	“Feed her and chain her as I directed, except add extra chains to floor rings to her collar and belt. Put her head cage on and chain that to a ring as well. Use the bar gag so she has the taste of metal in her mouth. If she gives you the slightest trouble, use the spiked gag. The tit clamps remain on. Tighten any slack.

	“She will have a visitor at 8 a.m. She gets a cold shower, a punishment enema and her bread and water breakfast, followed by 20 lashes and be back on her belly ready for company, no later than five to eight. You can add anything you see fit.”

	Both thanked him.

	Sandra knew immediately what she was going to use to make Slattern’s night a restless one. As Ramos went back up the steps she headed for one of the supply cabinets. She pulled out a box, compared sizes and selected one of the objects. She returned to Slattern who was lying on the floor, afraid to move from the spot where she had landed.

	“Better use your hole now, as you’re going to have a long night.”

	She released the lock holding Slattern’s chain and backed her with her whip until she was squatted over the hole. Finished, Sandra nudged her hard with her toe.

	“Get your ass up in the air. Spread your legs!”

	A blast of icy water struck her full force between her legs. She let out a shriek of surprise and anger, involuntarily lifting up into a threatening position. Sandra was poised and ready and nipped the rebellion in the bud with her whip. Slattern fell back to the floor, sobbing with pain.

	“On your hands and knees!”

	Slattern’s chains rattled as she complied. She felt something pressing on her hand.

	“Take it! Put it in your mouth and get it wet, as it’s all the lubrication you get.”

	She grasped the egg-shaped object and shoved it into her mouth, knowing without being told where it would go when she had wetted it. Fastidious to the end, she wondered if - and how - it had been cleaned after the last time it was used.

	Sandra made her expel the egg into her hand. She put her fingers together and forced it past Slattern’s sphincter until it was firmly seated inside her. She picked up a remote and pressed one of the buttons. Slattern screamed and her left leg began an uncontrollable twitch as her nervous system responded to the electric charge. A knotted muscle showed through the smooth skin of her thigh.

	“That’s the last sound I want to hear out of you until morning. If you so much as rattle a chain, I’ll turn this on and leave it on until the batteries are dead.”

	Slattern closed her mouth and made no effort to resist as she was chained to the floor for the night. She grimaced with pain as each chain was tightened. (Fat chance of rattling anything!)

	Sandra installed the head cage last, deliberately. With her chains already taut, every movement involved in getting the head cage locked at her neck and to the floor added to Slattern’s pain and discomfort. She tasted rust on the metal gag bar and other tastes that she refused to recognize.

	Both realized at about the same time that Sandra had neglected to feed her. Slattern accepted it as one more punishment, while Sandra’s reaction was “Tough!” For Slattern, who remembered the ‘bread and water’ order, it was something she would refuse anyway.

	-0-

	By morning, Slattern was aching from head to toe. Afraid to move, she had spent the night on her back without moving, staring into the blackness of her hood. The urge to run, to escape, poured over her in wave after wave. Her common sense told her that escape was futile, especially since additional restraints had been added to her load. It would take a miracle to release all her chains, but how far would she get inside a locked cell, wearing a 20-pound head cage?

	Her face was serene as the battle raged inside her mind. Fact after fact were presented - and ignored. She wanted out, at any cost. That she was up against a professional slave trainer and a nearly completely trained slave made no difference to her. She was making the mistake of believing they were no smarter than she was. She was blithely unaware that either of them could spot her 20 IQ points and still beat her by a significant margin. She was even more sadly lacking in street smarts and common sense, a key factor in her cheating and especially in getting caught at cheating on Rick.

	She was just slipping into a pain-induced half sleep when she heard the cell door clang open.

	Her chains were unlocked and a series of barefoot kicks got her turned over onto her hands and knees. She felt hands at the back of her hood, and then it came off. The light in the dungeon was dim, but it was blinding after being in total darkness for so long. She felt the egg being pulled out of her, replaced immediately by a very large enema nozzle. A mixture of water, oil and several ingredients never meant for ingestion went roaring into her colon under severe pressure. It was not shut off until Slattern had ballooned into an eighth month pregnancy look.

	She was presented with her dog bowl of bread and a second with water. She watched as Sandra spit on the bread before she put it down. Slattern made the mistake of turning her head away and the whip punished her until she pushed her head down into the bowl.

	Sandra stopped her. She showed Slattern a bottle of Tabasco sauce, which she applied liberally to the bread. She picked up the water bowl.

	“Enjoy. Clean plate or no water. If you earn your water back, you will wait one hour for it.”

	Slattern steeled herself, fighting a stomach that was cramping from the enema she was holding, and threatening to come up her throat if she had even one bite of the disgusting mess before her. She never had liked or used any hot sauce on her food; good old mild USA food was good enough for her.

	She got half of it down before her stomach rebelled. She stopped, feeling the burning coming back up her throat. Too late she heard the whistle of the whip, tracing a white hot wire across her flanks. A firm hand rubbed her nose in the bowl until the hot sauce began burning the lining of her nose. The hand remained as she gulped down the stale chunks of bread and the peppery sauce.

	She focused on the hand, thinking of a dozen ways to slowly kill the body attached to the hand. She went from passive resistance back to her escape at all costs mode. Sandra, who had gone through the exact same phases a hundred times, could feel the muscles tensing in Slattern’s neck. Slattern suddenly reared up, biting the air, trying for some part of Sandra. She was met with an open-handed slap that sent her back to the floor, screaming with frustrated rage.

	Sandra put her bare foot on the slave’s neck and applied more and more pressure until the helpless girl stopped fighting her.

	“Temper, temper,” she taunted Slattern, wriggling her foot and applying more pressure, both to control and punish her for the outburst. Slattern slipped from rebellion back to fearing for her life, her mercurial moods following each other like freight cars on a track.

	“Listen up, stupid. You’ve got 20 lashes coming anyway, so there’s no point in adding to that, but you can bet your ass you’re going to spend the rest of the day in the Hole. Try and bite me again and you’ll be gumming your bread crusts for the rest of your sad life.”

	Substantially more important to Slattern was the enema that was roiling in her gut. Despite the fact that Sandra’s big toe was half closing her windpipe, Slattern needed immediate relief at the other end of her body.

	Sandra ground her foot and counted to 10 silently. She knew exactly what Slattern wanted and she made sure that she suffered to the last second. She was only inches from the hole in the floor, but Sandra extracted the last dregs of humiliation by denying her even that comfort. She pulled the nozzle with a jerk and liquid sprayed all over Slattern’s legs and feet. She struggled to avoid it, but Sandra had her fixed in position. Sandra picked up a hose and opened the valve to the high pressure line. She sprayed Slattern unnecessarily from head to waist, then on down, watching Slattern cringe as the cold water deluged over her.

	The whipping began before the water was turned off, as time was running short. Sandra didn’t spare the horses, and Slattern was sobbing and whimpering by the time the 20 lashes were completed. Slattern was moved to a low platform. Her hood was replaced and she was strapped down, her legs spread invitingly. The hard wood was rough on her back, but there was soft padding where her ‘lover’ would kneel.

	The young man came down the stairs. Sandra acknowledged him silently. She bent down to Slattern’s ear. “There is a man looking at your naked body. He is standing between your legs, admiring your wide open cunt. You are to invite him, beg him, convincingly, to fuck you in any, or all, of your three holes. Once he has entered you, you will entertain him, willingly, exuberantly and excitingly. If he is dissatisfied with your performance, you will get a minimum of 20 more lashes, this time on your front. You are not to come, and you will be punished anyway for begging.”

	Slattern didn’t know that she had already won half the battle. The man had shed his clothes while Sandra talked, and now stood, cock at the ready, really needing no invitation to slam into the waiting body. He realized that all the window dressing was intended to further humiliate the girl.

	Slattern slipped into her ‘anything to get me out of here’ mood and did a very good job of persuading him to take her. Once he had buried his cock in her pussy, her repressed desires took over and she took him for a scenic ride that would satisfy the most jaded of men. Red faced and panting with lust she felt him spurt inside her, then pull out before she could climax. She wanted to beg, but mortal fear took over again. She was already facing one unknown penalty for begging. Two would be too much!

	Slattern was unaware that Ramos had come down the stairs and prepared for her next torture. He lit the forge and heated a needle. When the man lifted himself off her, Sandra’s hand snaked to her right breast, still tightly and painfully clamped. She squeezed the front part into a cone shape, allowing Ramos to thrust the needle through, almost before the slave realized what was happening. With practiced hands, Ramos followed the needle with a ring, super gluing the keeper so that it would require tools to remove it. Sandra picked up a waiting camera and motioned the man to lay his still hard cock across the breast, just below the ring. Sandra whispered in her ear, “The family is going to LOVE this!” Slattern’s face turned a deeper red. Sandra noticed that she wasn’t enjoying the piercing and showed every sign that it hurt. She would have a long hard row before she could enjoy even the slightest pain.

	Ramos coolly informed her, “The piercing is your punishment for begging. Since you will be begging every visitor you have, you will get a new ring for each one. A slut like you could wind up with dozens of rings. Just think of all the places you’d least like a ring and I can almost guarantee that you’ll get one there before your training is finished.”

	Slattern groaned, her imagination feeding on his words and pictures of rings in her intimate flesh flashing before her blind eyes. The pain in her pierced nipple was mind shattering. Knowing what would be coming made it ten times worse.

	“With that out of the way,” Ramos added, “there is the matter of attempted escape. Not just once, but several times. Then there are threatening gestures toward your Mistress. For that, you are going in the Hole. For your first stay, you need some jewelry. Sandra, bring her to the anvil.”

	Sandra released the straps holding Slattern on the platform. She jerked on the leash and brought her face to face with the anvil. Slattern barely knew what it was, but the next half hour taught her its purpose and the things that could be done to her, using it.

	Ramos had six rivets heating. Skillfully he closed and riveted her collar, then a narrow belt around her waist. The other four quickly followed, on her wrists and ankles. Sandra noted with glee that the cuffs and shackles were clearly much heavier than the ones she was wearing. She immediately began planning ways of making that point - and making Slattern suffer at the same time.

	Ramos made his own points. He poured a bucket of water on the belt rivet, and dunked each arm and leg in the tank. For her collar he simply lifted her and lowered her head first until the rivet sizzled and steamed. She was struggling frantically, certain he was going to deliberately drown her.

	


Chapter 15: Here a Hurt, There a Hurt, Everywhere a Hurt, Hurt

	Slattern got a slap on the ass that left finger marks for her pains. He took his time pulling her, coughing and sputtering, from the foul water in the tank. He got her attention and laid down the law.

	“When I do something, or your Mistress does something to you, you damn well stay quiet. You don’t move. You don’t protest. If I WAS killing you, it wouldn’t do any good to struggle, so do as you’re told. You get another ‘attempted escape’ punishment on top of the ones you already have. You are absolutely the dumbest piece of shit to come down the road!”

	Sandra took it all in, a big grin on her face, being careful that neither of them saw it. Her opinion of Slattern dropped another notch, but the fact that she was obviously spooked by water gave her some interesting possibilities to work with. Slattern would cordially hate any amount of water larger than a single drop, and Sandra’s mind was working on that.

	She picked up the hose and solicitously asked, “Want a drink to wash that taste out of your mouth?

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Sandra squeezed and immediately let loose of the trigger. A solid jet of water from the high pressure hose shot through the air, into Slattern’s mouth, most going straight down her throat. She gagged and choked, coughing it out of her lungs, mixed with vomit and bile. She fought the tears in her eyes, looking fearfully at Sandra, expecting her to offer ‘another drink,’ which she wouldn’t dare refuse.

	Sandra stared her down, telling her with her eyes that there would be more opportunities for water ‘play.’ She put down the hose and walked over to where Slattern was kneeling.

	“Open your mouth!”

	For once in an obedient mood, Slattern opened up, knowing that she was not going to like whatever game Sandra was up to. Sandra put her fingers together and without ceremony pushed them into her mouth, deep enough so her thumb was resting lightly on Slattern’s cheek. Sandra crooked her finger, just down her throat, directly on Slattern’s gag spot. Slattern tried to throw up through a mouth full of fingers. A mixture of snot and bile shot out of both nostrils instead. Burning pain shot through her whole head.

	Sandra withdrew her hand, her fingers dripping. She slapped Slattern’s cheek.

	“Clean them up. Remember what I told you about biting!”

	Slattern remembered without being reminded. She still wanted to bite, but she was slowly beginning to realize that her captors held all the cards and making nice was going to be the only way to survive. Gagging and sputtering at the terrible taste, she cleaned and swallowed - with considerable effort - the residue on Sandra’s fingers. Behind Slattern, Ramos nodded his approval of her domination.

	Looking gaunt, a short leashed Slattern had to crawl on her belly to the Hole. Sandra made her crawl forward until her head hung over the open top. Swiftly Ramos hooked lengths of chain to her cuffs and shackles, locking them as he went along. They were relatively light, because he knew that she couldn’t handle anything heavier until she had exercised enough to build up her muscles.

	Ramos effortlessly lifted Slattern and her chains and let her down, less than gently into the Hole. It was roughly a cube, about three feet on a side, so she would have to remain in her cramped position for the entire stay. Her hands were locked behind her, to prevent any illicit touching or finger play.

	While he could have lifted the lid, it made more of an impression on the inmate because a crane was being used to move it into position. Once down, absolutely no light came into the little room. Slattern looked up at them as the lid dropped the last few inches. The look could have been repentance, but it was much too late for that. She looked much more repentant the next morning when the lid was lifted in time for her enema, shower and whipping before her ‘company’ came.

	Sandra rode her constantly from the moment the lid came off, taunting her with the fact that in a few minutes a man would again be between her legs, and she would have to beg him to fuck her.

	“Most men,” she said, “wouldn’t think twice about fucking a woman that was tied down for their pleasure. You, on the other hand, have to beg these losers to fuck you. You have to lie there, exposing all your charms, nothing hidden, and you have to jump through hoops to even get them to touch you.”

	Slattern raged inwardly at the insults and humiliation but didn’t dare do, or say anything. A night in the blackness of the Hole had reinforced her sense of submission to them. To her it was like waiting for the other shoe to drop. Nothing had been said that she was going back in the Hole, but she was beginning to suspect it.

	Sandra ‘admired’ Slattern’s nipple ring, while she was putting antiseptic on it and turning the ring through her flesh. She laid heavily into the fact that as soon as today’s lover was through with her, she was going to suffer the pain and indignity of getting her other nipple pierced, “with a red hot needle,” a fact that Slattern didn’t need to be reminded about. She also reminded her that she would be getting ‘fresh’ cock every day, and - thanks to the hood which was about to go back on - she would never know who she was begging to fuck her.

	The visit went like clockwork. The ritual had been set. Sandra told her there was a man between her legs and went on, finally reminding her that she was forbidden to come. Slattern begged. Ramos had the needle ready and Slattern had her scream ready.

	She did go back in the Hole. The morning light saw her contrite and repentant, kissing Ramos’ foot, unasked or ordered. The third ring went through a grommet installed in a punched hole in her left labia, just below her clit. She was told, “We’re saving the clit for last, because it hurts the most and we want you to look forward to it with anticipation.”

	That almost drew a retort, but Slattern swallowed it and went back to hurting. The cauterized holes from the hot needles healed well and the punched holes equally as well. Sandra noticed one day that Slattern hadn’t had her ears pierced. She confronted her and was told that she had felt she couldn’t take the pain. Sandra laughed.

	“If you don’t run out of boyfriends, we’ll add a half dozen piercings in each ear to your growing total. I think you’d look good with a bunch of silver grommets in your ears.”

	The rest of the day went badly for Slattern. She was introduced to the ballet boots and the merrry-go-round and had her first exercise. Sandra got more exercise swinging her whip, as Slattern was puffing and panting before she completed the first round. It took nearly two hours, with frequent rest stops, to complete the mandatory 10 laps. The verbal abuse that went with it nearly did Slattern in. She was more than ready to tell Sandra off, but she never got a chance until she was so worn out and sore that she couldn’t have harmed a fly.

	After putting Slattern down, on the floor again, Sandra headed for Ramos’ bed. She automatically crawled in beside him and started locking her sleeping chains. He put down the catalog he was looking at and stared at her. She looked at him, wondering why he was staring so intently. She dropped her head and reached for another chain.

	“Did anyone invite you into this bed?”

	(Oh, shit!) “No Master.”

	“Did anyone give you permission to look at me?”

	(Girl, you fucked up! Badly!) “No Master.”

	“Did anyone give you permission to touch those chains?”

	(Three ‘No’s’!!! He’ll kill me!) “No, Master.”

	“The rule for a ‘No’ answer?”

	“Punishment, Master.”

	“The rule for punishment for an egotistical slave who gives THREE ‘No’ answers?”

	The word eluded her for a second. She could see his face darken with anger.

	“Extreme, Master!”

	She barely got it out in time to stay the gathering storm.

	“Get your ass off this bed, NOW!”

	With a grimace of anger he reached down and unlocked the chains. He caught her with his foot on her thigh and literally kicked her off the bed. Terribly frightened, Sandra caught her balance and stood, shivering with fear, too scared to kneel properly.

	“On your belly!”

	Sandra dropped like a rock, instantly pressing herself into the floor, her nose flattened. (What in Hell went wrong?)

	He already had a flogger in his hand. She could hear it whistling before it flayed her ass cheeks.

	“Crawl!” (Where? Where is he taking me?)

	“Put some weight on those tits! Drag ‘em!”

	(Oh, Girl! Did you fuck up or did you fuck up!)

	The flogger laid out her route and kept her on a straight and narrow path to the basement door. Head down, she half crawled, half slid, her breasts bouncing painfully off each step.

	She crawled past the silent Slattern, exhaustedly sleeping in her hood, too intent on saving her own skin to even glance at her erstwhile trainee. She knew now where she was headed.

	Ramos picked her up by her collar and belt and dropped her into the Hole. Sandra felt like a kitten being carried by the scruff of her neck. Afraid to move, she lay in the bottom of the Hole, sprawled out, just as she had landed.

	Ramos loomed above her, two massive chains in his hands. He lowered them until the first links were resting on her body then lowered the rest of them, watching them pile up. He brought more chain and more, until she was entirely covered with chain, with only her hooded head sticking out. Without a word, he dropped the lid in place. He didn’t need to say anything. The Hole would do it for him.

	It took only a few moments of soul searching for Sandra to realize that she had seriously overstepped her boundaries. She was still a slave, still subject to slave discipline, still bound to her Master. She quickly assembled a list of her faults over the past few weeks, far outnumbering the few things she had done to please him.

	Concentrating on her faults and searching for some way to redeem herself in her Master’s eyes, she at first ignored the crushing pressure of the chains piled on top of her. The first tendril of panic came when she tried to move her cramped leg and nothing happened. Her tendency to claustrophobia seized the moment to infect her mind with fear. She was running out of air. She was cramping. The weight of the chain was pressing her into a corner. She whimpered, instantly swallowing it, afraid her Master would hear and punish her for it.

	Her Master did hear. Punishment would be deferred. Ramos listened to the microphone in the Hole, hearing her tiny, futile movements against the chain, her panting breathing as she fought the chain for air for her lungs. If she had been paying the proper attention she would have realized that the majority of the heavy chain was around her, rather than on top of her. She was in no immediate danger of being unable to breathe.

	Ramos was certain that Sandra had already learned her lesson, but there was no harm in reinforcing that lesson and he suspected that she was putting the time to good use. He mused over ways of preventing her from getting a chance to admit her faults, so that she would continue to feel guilt for her actions. He decided he needed to reinforce his one word rule, giving her a much longer list of “commands” to memorize. He planned on putting much more emphasis on punishment for topping him. He was pleased with the way she was training Slattern, but she was allowing herself to be more self-centered and less pleasing to him. That, he would not permit, evidenced by her current position at the bottom of the Hole.

	His key problem remained. How to keep his two slaves separated so that Slattern would be unaware that her Mistress was being severely punished or tortured at the same time that she was being trained. He was an early riser, so it would be no problem to bring Sandra out of the Hole and start her day well before she needed to wake Slattern.

	Ramos used a hooked rod to pull the chains up out of the Hole. He had her mostly uncovered when a chain slipped off the hook, dropping with a thud on her chest, knocking the wind out of her. Unhurried, Ramos speared the offending chain and drew it out. He lifted the rest, one by one, without incident as Sandra’s breathing slowly returned to normal. When the Hole was empty, he deftly hooked the ring on her collar and dragged her out like a gaffed fish. She went to her belly and slithered to his feet, kissing and licking. He allowed her a brief moment and then spurned her with his foot.

	The - to her - callous action by her Master was almost more than she could handle. She stifled a sob, fighting back tears, knowing he would count them and extract pain for each one. She came close to reverting to that first horrible day of servitude, the exact effect that Ramos was shooting for.

	Sandra couldn’t help herself. She took out her frustrations on Slattern, making her day miserable. Ramos kept an eye on her but she was doing her job and teaching Slattern a valuable lesson in obedience. She nicknamed her Slat, and made her answer to that name. Ramos nodded to himself. Slaves need to get used to the fact that their Masters give, or take away names at will.

	Slat showed the slightest of improvement while harnessed in the sand box. Sandra faulted her on some minor point and Slat found herself dragging anchors behind her until she could no longer move, despite the whip.

	That evening, after putting Slat down for the night, Sandra crawled up the stairs, carefully dragging her nipples over concrete, wood and carpet, conscious only of the watchful eyes of the cameras that followed her movements every second of the day. She reached his bedroom. The door was closed. Her heart in her throat she knocked, gently. The electric latch finally clicked and the door swung open. Ramos was reading, his face hidden behind his newspaper.

	She hesitated, half in, half out of the room. Ramos finally dropped the paper, glaring at her, catching her eyes on his face before she dropped them. He ignored her, picking up the paper and resuming his reading. Mentally she listed a black mark, a bad start.

	She kissed the floor where he had walked, searching for even the faintest taste of him. She wriggled on her belly to reach his boots, placed neatly beside the bed. She spent long minutes tongue-polishing every square inch of leather, cleaning the slightest of dirt off the soles, kissing each boot reverently before placing it back in position.

	Ramos was reclining on top of the covers. Sandra knelt up, discovering one foot a few inches from her face. She inched forward, bending over it, planting the most delicate of kisses.

	She jumped when Ramos bellowed, “Slave, did anyone give you permission to look at me?”

	“No, Master.” (What happened to Sandra?)

	“Slave, did anyone give you permission to touch me?”

	“No, Master.” (I’m in for it now!)

	“Slave, did anyone teach you how to care for my boots?”

	“Yes, Master!”

	“Then why, SLAVE, is my boot out of position?”

	Slave looked over the side of the bed. The toe of one boot was exactly on the edge of a floor board. The other was a good quarter inch away from the edge.

	“Slave, is that the correct position for my boot?”

	“No, Master!”

	“Slave, does your excuse for a memory remember the penalty for three ‘No’ answers?”

	“Yes, Master, Hole, Master.”

	“And?”

	“Hood, Master.”

	“And?”

	“Chains, Master.”

	“Slave, that penalty didn’t seem to work. What would you suggest that I add to ensure effectiveness this time?”

	“Water, Master.”

	Ramos looked at her oddly, wondering how she knew about this particular refinement of the Hole. He decided she must have seen the water connection when it was installed.

	“Hot, or cold, Slave?”

	“Cold, Master.”

	“Regular or special, Slave?”

	“Special, Master.”

	“Slave, that’s six orders you’ve issued. My usual response to anyone trying to order me around is to tell them to ‘Kiss my ass’!”

	 

	


Chapter 16: A Long Night

	Slave realized it was an order too late, recognizing his growl as promise of further punishment. With a fluid movement, Ramos came off the bed, onto his knees, leaning forward, a subtle way of telling her she was not allowed on his bed until further notice.

	She crawled around his leg and moved forward. She kissed each cheek fervently, trying to transmit her sorrow that she was such a bad slave, but her tongue remained mute. He didn't need the message anyway.

	Ramos reached back and pulled his ass cheeks apart, an invitation she dare not refuse. She leaned forward, holding her breath. When she inhaled again she smelled fresh soap. She silently thanked her Master for the small favor. She pressed forward, her flaming cheeks meeting his pale skin. She kissed, this time tasting the soap.

	Satisfied, he hobbled and hooded her and flogged her path to the basement dungeon. Slat lay, hooded and silent, unmoving as the Master and punished slave passed her

	Slave was surprised to feel nipple clamps go into place, followed by one on her tongue and four more on her pussy lips.She went into the bottom of the Hole, followed by the chains that held her, only by their sheer weight. When the last link fell into place, Slave could hear water running. In a minute she felt the first cold rivulet reach her body, chilling her instantly. She shivered in her blanket of chains that refused to move.

	The water torture was insidious. Water ran constantly, right by her ear, she assumed filling the Hole. She could feel the glacier water rising infinitely slowly around her trapped body. In the wee hours of her sleepless night, it had reached her chest and sank her breasts between pillars of ice. When the water reached her neck, slave fear took over.

	Something was wrong. The drain was closed, so she would drown, slowly. The shutoff valve wasn't working. The sound of water running into the Hole continued. She could feel the icy wetness tighten around her throat. She opened her mouth a dozen times to scream her fear, but each time remembered she was a slave being punished and closed it again. A scream would be considered a protest, meaning another night, or a week of nights in the cold dark Hole.

	The running water masked the sound of the lid being removed. Her first inkling that her ordeal was over was the sudden movement of one of the chains. As each length was hauled up she tensed her stomach, guarding against another accident. She choked when her collar suddenly tightened and pulled her bodily from the water. Most had already drained away, but the iron held the cold.

	Ramos removed her hood and hobble, slapped her hard on the ass and sent her to wake Slat.

	While Slat squatted over her hole, Slave removed the breast clamps that Slat had been wearing for several days. There was no serious damage to her skin, beyond a few red marks where the dull points had pressed into her. A thin red line marked the outline of the straps that held the clamps hard against her chest.

	Slave had an impulse to put them on her own breasts, but she instinctively knew that Ramos would punish her cruelly for taking an initiative like that. Ramos happened to be watching, saw the way she almost caressed the clamps and made a mental note to fulfil her wish. He watched as she put them back on Slat, tightened exactly as they had been before.

	Slat's time on the treadmill and the merry-go-round steadily improved, despite being hampered by the bobbing of her unsupported breasts. She was totally unaware that while she was hooded, and otherwise occupied, Slave was following her on the equipment, getting her own exercise. The big difference was that Slave was supervising Slat, while her own workout was personally controlled by Master Ramos.

	The physical difference lay in the relative strength of their arms, a factor of roughly five to one, so Slat was - in theory - getting only a fifth of the punishment Slave was enduring. It didn't work out that evenly in actual practice, because Slave made up for her lack of muscle power by hitting oftener. The mental difference counted for a lot. Ramos was driving Slave at the very limits of her mind. Slat was getting Slave direct, plus the mental strain that filtered to her from Ramos, modified by whatever Slave added. Slat was often just as confused as this arrangement sounded.

	Neither of the two slaves failed to benefit from the training. The intensified focus on Slave pointed up some of her remaining rough edges and what she passed on to Slat was basic slave knowledge that was vital to her training and bluntly, her survival.

	Ramos decided one day that it was time for some role reversal. He called the two slaves into his office and calmly announced that Slat would spend the day training Slave. Slat's face lit up with pure pleasure, her mind racing with all the things she wanted to do to her nemesis. Slave came as close as she had ever come to rebelling, but Ramos gagged her before she could say a word.

	Slat tightened the ballet boots unmercifully, then dragged Slave unerringly to the apparatus both hated the most, the merry-go-round. In seconds Slave was helpless in the harness, locked in as a subtle insult. The rest of her training was anything but subtle.

	From somewhere, Slat came up with a big flat piece of iron, which she attached to Slave's boots. The whip snapped and Slave took a hobbled step. The iron tapered to a knife edge at the front and it promptly dug into the sand, deeper with each step. Slave was able to move it, thanks to the muscles she had built, but the strain showed on her face by the time she completed the first round. Slat seemed intent on an 'eye for an eye' retribution for her endless treks around the sand box, her whip constantly in motion. She obviously didn't realize, or perhaps was ignoring the fact that tomorrow would very likely see their rank reversed and Slave would be in charge again, drawing on her very long memory to make life miserable for Slat.

	Late in the day, Slat made the mistake of leaving Slave free of any restraints other than her wrist and hobble chains, on the way to another torture instrument. Slave, totally fed up with Slat's mean-spirited revenge, picked a fight and in seconds the two were rolling on the floor, pulling hair, biting and screaming at each other. Slave had her wrist chain around Slat's throat but she couldn't get enough leverage to choke her.

	Ramos was there immediately. He picked up the high pressure hose and knocked both of them off their feet and sent them slamming into the wall.

	"Stand up!" he barked. They untangled themselves and stood, met by a blast of the hose that knocked them down again.

	"Do I need to repeat an order?"

	On shaking legs they stood, only to be knocked hard into the wall. They stood and were promptly knocked down again and again, until only Slave could make it to her feet. She reached down and with her last strength got Slat into a standing position. The two waited, eyes closed, expecting to be punished again by the hose.

	Instead, there was the sound of chains. Slave opened her eyes when she felt her ankle jerked, looking down to see a chain being locked from her leg to a floor ring. Ramos grabbed Slat by the ear and bent her head down, inches from the chain.

	"You fucked up! You should have had THAT chain locked to THAT ring and to THAT ankle."

	He emphasized each word with a stinging slash of his whip. He turned on Slave.

	"You fucked up! A slave does NOT fight with another SLAVE! You KNOW that!"

	Both slaves cringed before his blast, expecting the worst in the way of punishment. Neither dared look him in the eye, or they would have seen the anger on his face. They didn't need to see it to know they were in serious trouble. Ramos locked a floor chain to Slat's ankle and disappeared for several minutes. Without a word he unlocked them and herded them into the room where the Hole lay waiting.

	The Hole was now two. A divider had been placed in the middle, separating it into two halves. The slaves were made to crawl down into their half and sit, crouched over, head down, legs bent sharply.

	"No talking. No noise. Not one peep. Write me a letter when you're ready to come out," he added, sarcastically. The lid dropped into place and the two sat, in total darkness.

	Both were at the 'I'll kill her!' stage at this point, very close to ignoring his orders and quite ready to start to scream at each other again, but being knocked down again and again by the hose had taken most of the starch out of them. Both knew they would have to renew their strength before they could go after each other. Not that they would get a chance again. Ramos would see to that.

	Slave could feel her claustrophobia getting worse and Slat had neglected to empty her bladder so both were under considerable strain. Slat had no idea what the penalty would be for soiling the Hole, and she fervently hoped she could somehow avoid the inevitable. She doubted that the divider would stop her puddle, giving Slave a motive for another round of revenge. Slat was beginning to smarten up and one of the first things she realized as Ramos was putting them in the Hole was that her appointment as Slave's trainer was the first thing she had forfeited. She surprised herself with the vehemence with which she berated herself for stupidly leaving Slave loose. She was even harder on herself than Ramos had been. The only thing lacking was a whip to emphasize her chastisement.

	Time was their worst enemy. They had no idea how long they would have to spend in their cramped position and for that matter they had no idea how long they had already spent as prisoners. When the lid came off it only revealed gloom that barely lit their contorted bodies. Leather hoods robbed them of even that illumination. They were pulled from the Hole one at a time and allowed to use the floor hole, whipped dry in lieu of paper, made to drink a quart of tepid water and without ceremony dumped back in the Hole. They got to keep the hoods, which made things even blacker.

	It was near the 48-hour mark before Ramos relented and pulled them out for good. Both slaves pressed their lips to his boots and kissed them fervently, but as Ramos watched, they jostled for position, shoving each other. Angry, he was about to throw them back in the Hole, but he decided he needed to have them where he could read their body language and better gauge the effectiveness of his punishments.

	He picked up two of the electrified eggs and made them lubricate them in their mouths, before shoving them up the winking rectums that reluctantly received them. Ramos fiddled for several minutes with the remote. They watched with mounting fear as he finished, and made a show of placing his finger on one of the buttons. Tensed for a shock, they saw him put down the remote. He walked away, returning with two big steel balls, with a three foot chain and ankle shackle. He locked one on each slave's ankle, then went back and recovered the remote.

	"Belly!"

	He looked down at them, flat, their eyes glued to the floor an inch above their noses. He pushed the remote until it was against Slave's cheek. He raised her head and slid the remote under her nose. She resisted the pressure of his hand, knowing what was coming. He cleared his throat, prepared to punish. Slave dropped her head, her nose pressing the red button on the remote. Both girls screamed at the same instant, legs jerking and trembling. The flogger scorched each in turn.

	"Noise is not allowed."

	Ramos walked around them, checking.

	"You will crawl to the opposite ends of the dungeon. You have five minutes to meet in the middle, before the program kicks in. When you are ready to make up, you will both announce it as you meet. Otherwise, your crawling continues with suitable encouragement until you do decide to get along with each other. I will not tolerate you two squabbling like you have been doing. You didn't learn anything from two days in the Hole, so let's see if you learn anything from getting your assholes fried. Noise, other than sincere reconciliation will be severely punished. Get crawling!"

	It didn't work. Ramos could see both of them stiffen when he said 'make up.' Neither one wanted to be the first to show weakness and give in and cooperate. They made three trips, meeting each time with nose in the air, trying to impress each other with their 'don't care' attitude. It wasn't until Ramos, showing evident disgust and anger, cranked the controls to maximum and continuous and let them feel the full force of the eggs that he got any reaction.

	Slat, with her low tolerance for pain, was the first to knuckle under. She increased her crawling speed and arrived at Ramos' feet a few seconds before Slave. She waited until Slave was close.

	"Sorry, Mistress."

	Slave had been prepared to pass her by, ignoring her, but being called by her title stopped her. She fought the current coursing through her body long enough to look Slat up and down.

	"Sorry, Slave."

	Ramos clicked the 'off' button.

	The two slaves turned to him, each kissing a foot, careful to avoid touching each other. In unison they repeated, "Sorry, Master."

	They were not out of the woods. Ramos rumbled, "So I'm a sorry Master, am I? I resent that, so you two will do some more crawling. Pull those eggs out, rinse them off and come back to me."

	The slaves made a beeline for the sink. They crawled hurriedly, holding the eggs in their teeth, back to where Ramos was standing, tapping an impatient foot. He ordered, "Swap eggs. If either of you makes a face there will be Hell to pay. In your mouth!"

	"You will crawl to the end and back. The first to spit out her egg loses. If you both spit them out before reaching me, the punishment continues, at a higher level."

	The race was on! Slat got halfway back before the low level current was too much for her, making the fillings in her teeth vibrate painfully. She lowered her head and oozed the egg onto the floor as gently as possible. God forbid that she should damage any of his property.

	Slave made it past Ramos, barely. She too deposited the egg on the floor, the last wave of current sending her tongue fluttering. Slat was close behind her, out of breath. Ramos pointed to Slat.

	"Ask me to allow your Mistress to punish you."

	Without hesitating, Slat responded, "Master, Mistress. Master, Punish."

	"You do realize that this is your fellow slave that you have been fighting with for three days?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"You must be wondering how she will treat you. For instance, what word would you use to describe your punishment at her hands.

	"Severe, Master."

	"Consider your answer carefully. You allowed a slave to possibly escape by not keeping her correctly restrained. You fought with a fellow slave. You lost in a contest. Remember, 'A slave never loses.' Perhaps you would like to change your answer?"

	"Yes, Master. Extreme, Master."

	"When your Mistress is punished, she may have a choice between 'regular' and 'special.' If I were to give you that choice, which would you take?"

	"Special, Master."

	"To recap, you have agreed to accept extreme, special punishment for your part in this incident. Correct?"

	"Yes, Master."

	"As I informed your Mistress, 'Special' includes punishments that otherwise might be classed as 'cruel and unusual.' You will accept any punishment your Mistress sees fit to award you, correct?"

	"Yes. Master."

	Slave eyed her skeptically, disbelieving her sudden flip-flop. She wondered, almost aloud, if Slat was suffering from Attention Deficit Disorder. To willingly accept the trap that Ramos laid for her, right out in the open, was a bit beyond comprehension unless there was some problem at the brain level. Nobody could have that bad a guilt complex - or could they?

	Ramos went to the wall and selected one of the 'nasty' whips, a pencil-thin leather wrapped spring with a tiny leather flap at the tip. He held it down to Slat, allowing her to kiss it. Then he handed it to Slave, who repeated the act, making Slat kiss it a second time.

	Ramos bent down and released one lock holding the hobble chain. He left it locked to the other shackle. With his foot he kicked her legs apart, farther and farther, until she was almost in a split. He nodded to Slave, who started Slat moving with an underhand zinger into the apex of her legs. By the time she reached the egg she had abandoned earlier, the whip had taught her to crawl by throwing her legs forward and then shoving her body through them. The strain on her hips was enormous, and the steel ball was entirely uncooperative, but as Slave would put it, "I didn't feel a thing!"

	


Chapter 17: Tough Love

	Slave crawled from the dungeon to the bedroom. As before, the door was closed. She knocked gently. Nothing happened. The lock didn't click. She knocked a second time, as gently as the first, unwilling to arouse Ramos' ire. Again, nothing happened.

	Worried, she cast about for some alternative. The one idea that came to the surface was, "He treats me like a dog."

	She wriggled closer to the door and reached up and scratched on the panel with her fingernail. She whined, once. (Dog, for 'let me in.')

	The door opened immediately. Ramos was reading. He didn't look up, but she moved into the room to let the door close again. She made a beeline for his boots, lavishing even more spit and polish on them. Finished, she lined them up exactly to the edge of the floor board, then lay, her nose pressed flat, her collar jabbing her in her throat.

	By the time he finished reading, Slave was in agony. She refused to move a muscle despite repeated cramps in her ankles and feet. Each wave seemed to be worse than the previous one. She knew all she had to do was get up and stand on the cramped foot to relieve it, but standing in front of her Master was a foolhardy stunt she would no longer even consider.

	Ramos moved off the bed. He walked to a closet and picked up a heavy iron object. He brought it to where Slave was lying. Treating her like a puppet, she found herself suddenly in the middle of the object. A steel collar fitted above her regular collar. There were shackles welded at each end of a bar which went across her stomach and a second bar held her ankles apart. She was almost curled into a ball, with her back bent forward to accommodate the collar. She also discovered that she was totally helpless. It was one of his modifications of a restraint he had seen somewhere, and his version was far more stringent than the original.

	A large ring was mounted on the upper back of the device. Ramos picked her up by the ring and effortlessly set her down on a table. He positioned her right at the edge and then, without saying a word,  presented her with his fully hard cock.

	She did her best, a blow job that would have rated a 10 almost anywhere. He groaned his way to a spurting climax, silently daring her to match him groan for groan, as he knew she could come just from having her mouth on his cock. Slave was left between a rock and a hard place. If she came, even if he allowed it, she would be punished. If she came without permission her penalty would be far worse. If she showed excitement, to please him, or failed to show the proper excitement, she also exposed herself to some unknown punishment that he might dictate on a whim. She considered the restraint a severe punishment in itself. She wondered how long he would last locked in this device before he would demand to be let loose. While she was thinking this the answer to seeing him in it came out as "When Hell freezes over."

	Ramos looked at it in quite a different light. He would agree with Slave that it was a punishment, but it also made a convenient and compact package of the inmate, which could be handled with one hand, leaving the other free for the whip or a little nipple twirling. He still felt that Slave needed more time to contemplate her sins, so without further ado he picked her up and hauled her to the basement. He hooked the crane cable to her ring and lowered her into the Hole, leaving her hanging an inch or two above the floor. He turned on a blinding floodlight that destroyed the shadows in every corner of the Hole.

	Her back was already in full scale rebellion over her cramped position and her arms and legs were nearly as bad off. She was worried to death by Ramos' silence. She wished that he would bawl her out, whip her senseless and get this over with so she could make a fresh start with him. He gave her no indication of what lay behind his almost ruthless punishments. She knew the questions she had to answer with a 'No' were staged, to give him an excuse to punish her. He didn't do it very often, but when he did, she knew she was in for a lengthy session.

	Right now she was staring at the walls of the Hole, remembering her experiences in this punishment from Hell. She shivered, remembering the icy water creeping up her neck, helpless to stop it. She kept looking up, as if expecting heavy chains to rain down on her again. Several times her nerves lied to her, telling her she was sitting in a growing pool of water.

	Her ankle decided this would be an opportune time to cramp again. She brought tears to her eyes banging it against the metal bar in a futile effort to get the cramp to stop. This was more of Ramos' deliberate frustration. If she were in the bottom of the Hole, she 'might' be able to put pressure on the foot to stop the cramp. Instead, it dangled, inches above the bottom.

	Slave realized she had her eyes shut. She tried to open them, but snapped them closed as the blistering light from the flood lamp burned, even through her eyelids. She knew this was an idea picked up somewhere in the 'real' world. Torturers used thousand watt bulbs to prevent inmates from sleeping. The only thing missing was the over-loud rock music, torture by itself.

	It was impossible for her to sleep so she spent the night in self-examination, mentally listing her faults and her good points. She had no idea if she would ever get a chance to discuss the list with Ramos, but she memorized it just in case. She made a face when she realized that she actually wanted him to treat her like this. He had yet to do anything to her that she couldn't cope with. His cruel streak turned her on and left her breathless, reinforcing what she had come to realize as her love for him. She had no concrete evidence that he had any love for her, but she believed strongly that he did, evidence or no evidence.

	As might be expected her brother Rick became the focus of her thoughts. She hadn't and wouldn't stop hating him for unleashing all the perverts that had made her life a mess. She felt a small amount of sympathy for Slat, but it had more to do with his putting her here, rather than the adultery, which she couldn't condone. She wondered if it might have made a difference if she had told Rick he was being cuckolded. After turning it over in her mind she decided that it probably wouldn't have affected things, other than to bring them to a head a little sooner. Rick would not want others to know that he was married to a cheating wife.

	Slat also had plenty of time to think, and her thoughts often turned to Rick. It was fortunate for her that he hadn't visited after she had been sent to Ramos, as she probably would have made an ugly scene. She knew the deck was stacked against her but her hate was equally as strong as Slave's. Right now, despite the months of training focused on her being a willing slave, she was more than ever determined to refuse to serve Rick, and let the matter come to a head.

	She was sure she was signing her death warrant by taking that stand, but she felt she had no other choice. The family wanted their pound of flesh and cast Ramos as the butcher. Now if Ramos would take her as his slave.... well, that would be a completely different story. One thing stood in her way - Slave. She hadn't progressed far enough into her slavery to accept sharing a Master. Rick had unwittingly shared his wife with other men, but that, to Slat, was completely different.

	She had plenty of time to consider the matter of sharing from a lot of different angles, but it would be many hours of thought before she would realize and accept her guilt for sleeping around.

	Her mistake in leaving Slave loose and the subsequent fight and swift punishment came in for a lot of thought too. Despite her overtures, Slat did not like Slave, and as might be expected, violently hated her training methods. One thing Ramos and Slave could take credit for was turning Slat into a pragmatist. She held her mind together by doing anything necessary to survive. The two held the key to her current and immediate future, so she turned with the wind and conceded defeat at the appropriate times.

	Ramos was too good a trainer to let her actions go unnoticed. He understood her better and better, and contrary to Slave's assessment of Slat, he thought of her as very alert and very concentrated. She didn't get away with her concession during his punishment. He accepted it for what it was, a means of getting by, getting along with a goal in mind.

	-0-

	Slat's mornings went like clockwork, the identical routine day after day. Her daily lover on this day was an ass man, so she was rotated in her bonds and had to provide an especially eloquent plea to get him to properly ream her. He was big, broad across and long, so Slat suffered until he broke through her sphincter and into her colon. Slave was in her usual position, right by Slat's hooded head, really riding her about having to take such a big cock up her ass.

	"How does it feel to have to beg a man to fuck your ass, something you hate anyway, and then discover he's way too big for you? I'll bet you'd love to have it stuffed up your cunt, or in your mouth, but you don't get a choice. You get torn apart, just for a man to enjoy your body! Think what it would be like with him doing this to you if you were a lesbian."

	Slat gritted her teeth, concentrating on a vain effort to relax her muscles so the big intruder didn't hurt so much. She knew that both the sodomy and Slave's cruel remarks were part of her punishment, so she suffered in silence. Speaking, except to answer a question was suicide. Beyond an occasional nod, Ramos listened but didn't say anything. The riding was excellent training for a novice slave.

	The needle and ring ritual marked something of a milestone. Slat had seven rings down her left labia and six rings in the right, so this morning's piercing would complete that set, still leaving her clit for last. As always, the piercing was done without anesthetic and Slat under standing orders not to make a sound. The two rows had been installed using a punch rather than the hot needle. The punched hole was enclosed in a grommet and then the ring was fed through the grommet.

	Whether the punch slipped or hit a nerve they didn't know, but Slat greeted the last grommet with a screech that set everyone's nerves jangling. She clamped her mouth shut, but it was too late. Ramos photographed the completed set, ignoring her silent plea for mercy. He had a plan for a day that neither Slat nor Slave would enjoy.

	First came the daily four hours of exercise and weight training. Once Slat got over the initial fatigue resulting from the radical change in her lifestyle, she progressed rapidly, losing fat and replacing it with muscle. Slave didn't leave her alone for a minute, constantly jawing at her, picking on the slightest defect in her movements, humiliating her when she was unable to pick up a heavier weight. Slat was slowly building a full head of steam, but Slave was experienced enough to keep her just below the boiling point, but still getting the proper exercise.

	Slat and Slave spent the afternoon kissing. Or, what looked like kissing. Following lunch, Ramos brought out a double ball gag. Two balls were coupled together. The two slaves were brought nose to nose, a ball went into each mouth and the straps were locked behind their heads. Both were wearing wrist chains behind their backs and hobble chains that were locked together.

	Neither one knew quite what to make of their predicament. They were helpless to do more than glare at each other and Ramos had given no hint as to his purpose. He didn't say a word, just strapped them together and walked away.

	Just looking got very boring, very quickly. Slat tried to make an overture with her eyes, but Slave was either having none of it, or couldn't translate the look. Slave then decided to go down to the dungeon, where they could find a pallet to lie on and perhaps take a nap to while away the time. She had no way of explaining her plan, so the movement of her foot caught Slat by surprise and she automatically resisted, thinking for a moment that Slave had lost her balance and was falling. Slave glared at her and moved her foot again. This time Slat cooperated, but in doing it she stepped on Slave's foot, drawing a mumbled curse from behind her gag. As Slat jerked back they both nearly did go down.

	By then it dawned on both of them just what Ramos had planned for them. They would have to cooperate to do anything beyond standing in the middle of the room. Cooperation was the last thing on their minds and the last thing they wanted to do with their counterpart, but Ramos had ensured that they had no choice. They tried to go down the stairs, but their lack of balance scared both of them into retreating back into the living room.

	With no other option, they stood, staring into each other's eyes in utter boredom. They were surrounded by comfortable chairs and couches, but both knew they were drooling and one drool spot on Master's furniture would be a disaster. Within minutes the first sticky strings of drool had slid down their tightly pressed breasts and on down their bodies. Their tongues tingled at the thought of licking up the mess among the stiff rug fibers.

	When Ramos finally released them, they spent an hour cleaning the rug. He was disappointed, because his idea didn't seem to have had any effect. Tomorrow would be another day, and he had a plan that would do the job. No two slaves were going to give him problems!

	He watched closely the next morning, but he could see no effect. Slave was as nasty as ever, leaving Slat nearly in tears as she begged to be fucked. Slat couldn't do anything right in her exercise period and Slave was on her back the entire time.

	When they were finished, rather than having lunch, Ramos led them to an empty room. Empty, except for two large boards leaning against one wall. He picked up the first one and revealed the hole in the center. Slave recognized it as a Chinese cangue. Slat had no idea, until Ramos closed and locked it about her neck. He fitted and locked Slave, then disappeared, returning with a tray, with two dog bowls of bread crusts and a pitcher of water and two glasses.

	"This is your lunch, and supper. If the bowls and pitcher are not empty when I come back, you will sleep as you are."

	The door closed and locked. Slave immediately realized that this was a continuation - with refinements - of their being locked together in a kiss. This time, they would starve unless they cooperated. The cangue wasn't particularly heavy, but it was large enough so that it was impossible to reach around it to her face or head. Their hands were cuffed in front of them, but that could change in a second if Ramos didn't see any cooperation.

	Slat had never seen or heard of the device that she could remember. As soon as it closed on her neck she recognized the effect it was going to have on her - on both of them. Since neither of them could get food or water to their mouths, they would have to convince each other to cooperate and feed each other.

	For some reason the impasse seemed to trigger stubbornness in both slaves. They knew they would be punished for rebelling, but neither was willing to initiate even a truce that would allow them to eat or drink. As if on cue, the melting ice in the pitcher collapsed with a tinkling sound that was loud in the quiet room. Slave realized she was very thirsty.

	Ramos also had a stubborn streak, much more pronounced than that of the two slaves. He had the added advantage of being able to order the other two to obey. It was annoying, but fine with him if they wanted to balk at cooperating. It just meant that they were earning themselves some serious punishment. Normally he would have cracked down at the first sign of stubbornness, but he was certain that both of them needed a much more violent object lesson that would end this rebelling once and for all.

	Dinner time came and went. Ramos watched the two slaves continue to ignore each other. He muttered a curse and headed for the room where they were being held. Both slaves jumped when he slammed the door open.

	"You have exactly sixty seconds to make up or you will be charged with disobeying a direct order. You both have racked up enough black marks already to keep your asses tenderized for the next three months!"

	It took them most of the precious seconds to work out a position where each could reach the other's mouth, but both were chewing vigorously when he came barging back through the door. Stomping up and down, his face red with anger he gave the two slaves a memorable ass chewing, centered on wasting his time and wasting their precious training time. Stinging under the verbal abuse the two ate faster and faster until they were swallowing half chewed crusts.

	Ramos pushed them away from the empty bowls and the pitcher. He found five crumbs, and administered five zingers to each one, letting them share the blame equally. He sent Slat to the corner to do her business and Slave followed immediately, both blushing at his close scrutiny. He pulled two narrow strips out of the floorboards and motioned Slave to one of them. He moved her into position and the end of her cangue slid down into the hole until her head was resting on the floor. Slat got the same treatment in the other hole. Once in the hole, neither could get purchase to pull the cangue out again, so they were pinned to the floor.

	Before leaving them he announced sentence: "By morning, you will have memorized an itemized list of your bad acts, ranked in order of importance. Any omissions, or any out of order, earn you 10 hours on the merry-go-round with a minimum number of circuits, with a ball and chain on each ankle. Your sister slave will be responsible for meeting your quota and will replace you if she fails to keep you up to the necessary pace."

	The door slammed and the light went out, leaving them in total darkness, pinned to the hard floor.

	


Chapter 18: A New Development

	The cry came our of the darkness, almost a wail: "Mistress, sorry."

	"Oh. Can it, Slat! Talk like a human being. We have a problem and we need to talk. One word at a time will take all night."

	"I'm sorry, Mistress for getting you in trouble with Master."

	"We both got ourselves in trouble. More important right now is getting ourselves out of this mess. I'm not looking forward to sleeping like this, especially with the sore ass that we'll have before this is over. He's pissed enough to just leave us like this for days."

	"Mistress, I didn't think he could, or would beat us, just for being a little stubborn."

	"Slat, a Master can punish you for ANY reason, or no reason. He has his own stubborn streak so he makes sure that we don't have one. It's just one of the many things a slave is not allowed."

	"I don't know how many rules I've broken, let alone the penalties; and I've never been able to memorize anything. I had real problems in school, where they want you to memorize things."

	"We have all night, since we won't get any sleep in this rig, so I'll help you as much as I can. Right off the bat, put 'Disobeying a Master's Order' at the top of the list. We're going to be faulted for not immediately cooperating, with another 'Disobey' charge tacked onto that. 'Wasting Master's Time.' You heard him. 'Wasting Training Time'..."

	The list went on and on, far into the night. Slave felt at times like she was talking into a black hole. Even though Slat was responding, Slave wasn't at all sure that her words were penetrating. She used the opportunity to review everything she could think of that Slat should know about being a slave by this time.

	Slat was concentrating, feeling for the first time that she was actually learning something. When morning came, she knelt before Ramos, still locked in the cangue, and to her own amazement was letter perfect in her list, the penalties and her apology. Without comment, Ramos dismissed her and she crawled to her place next to Slave.

	Slave crawled forward and knelt before Ramos. "Master, I am not prepared. I beg punishment for my failure."

	Ramos opened his mouth, but he was interrupted by a shout from Slat. "Master, it is I who should be punished. Mistress spent the entire night teaching me what I must know as a slave. I spoke her words. Now I speak them again: 'I beg punishment for my failure.'"

	"BOTH of you deserve to be skinned alive. You could have done this days ago! Slat. I will warn you once. Never yell at your Master. When you've attended to your morning visitor you and your Mistress will report to me for punishment."

	"Yes, Master."

	Slat got her belly button ring. Slave reminded her several times that they were saving the most painful ring for last.

	When they reported to Ramos' office, he was holding another modified gag. This time it was two ring gags, so closely coupled so that there was barely room to get them behind the front teeth of both slaves.

	"Stick your tongues out."

	Hesitantly, their tongues met as they wondered what Ramos was up to.

	"Put your finger on your own clit."

	Stranger and stranger.

	"Your job is to make the other slave come before you do. Your fingers are not to leave your clits or you automatically lose. You will also lose if you stop using your tongue. There is a time limit so if both of you climax, both will lose."

	"There is no change in my standing order. You are prohibited from coming and will be suitably punished when you do come."

	The first tongue contact had started their juices flowing and when Ramos gave the order to start, they both attacked savagely with their tongues. Both treated their clits as if they expected a momentary electric shock. They were both quickly aroused.

	After several minutes, Ramos ordered, "Swap clits."

	The two slaves rubbed hard and fast, stepping up the pace of arousal. After a few seconds, the order was repeated. Slat almost made the mistake of rubbing her own clit as hard as she had rubbed Slave's but caught herself in time. Her tongue worked frantically, repelling Slave's invading tongue that was raping her mouth.

	They swapped back and forth several times until the constant friction was too much and both climaxed at the same instant. Both had reached a dazed state where they were unsure whether they were rubbing themselves or the other.

	"Tie. Both had a forbidden orgasm. Both of you are to be punished."

	Ramos was prepared. Both slaves felt the bite of spring clamps on their clits, complete with swinging weights. They were fitted into restraint frameworks that locked at the neck, wrists and ankles, leaving them barely able to move. Ramos had his usual incentive snapping at their heels before they could crawl out of range. The farther they got from him, the slower their pace. Ramos snorted in anger and in quick strides was between them, sharing his whip.

	"If I have to spend my time keeping you two moving, you are going to bitterly regret it. Now get your asses in gear and GET MOVING!"

	Both stepped up the pace, hampered by the weights. Both tried to match leg movement to the swing, but it only made it worse.

	Later Ramos returned. He had seen enough on the monitor to tell that both were near exhaustion and in pain from the clips.

	"One more lap," he ordered, "faster than any previous lap."

	Both slaves groaned to themselves in unison. They were beat, and any speedup wouldn't last more than a few feet. They could tell Ramos was extending their punishment, but there was nothing they could do about it other than to silently endure the constant series of lashes that was urging them on. They both lost the race and were sent directly to the treadmills, where they walked for an hour before Ramos removed the clips. In exchange they were forced to run for 10 minutes.

	Slat got her tongue stud the next morning. Ramos finished with her and turned to Slave.

	"Now, you."

	"Master!"

	"The Hole is waiting and I have a bag of ice cooling in the freezer."

	Slave bowed to the inevitable. Ramos raised her head, grasped the tip of her tongue and pulled it up and out, clamping both sides so she couldn't pull it back into her mouth. Slave had watched Slat getting her stud, so she knew exactly what was going to happen, and when it would hurt the most. The worst was the sizzle as the red hot needle touched the moist surface of her tongue.

	Ramos watched as she slowly accustomed herself to the ends of the stud sticking out above and below her tongue. The stud was far enough back so it was not a threat to her teeth. Gingerly she had tried extending her tongue and there was still a small gap between it and her teeth. Talking was another matter!

	Both of them felt the whip before they could talk coherently again. The mushy sounds gradually turned into understandable speech, much to their relief. Ramos didn't give them any time to feel sorry for themselves and minutes later Slat was walking the merry-go-round and Slave was cracking her whip.

	The next morning there was a change. Slat had to watch as her visitor masturbated and sprayed semen all over her face. Then she had to suck his cock to a second orgasm, which took most of an hour and left her sweating and exhausted. She barely felt the punch as the first of her earring holes was made.

	Rather than the usual exercise period, Slat and Slave reported as ordered to Ramos' office. They knelt before him, fearing the worst. Routines were rarely interrupted or changed, so they expected some form of extreme punishment was about to land on them. Ramos cleared his throat and made an announcement, but nothing like what they expected.

	"Both of you know how to suck a cock. Neither of you are lesbians. Sucking cock and licking pussy are two wholly different activities, so it is time you learned the ins and outs of muff-diving. As slaves, you may be called on at any time to perform on anyone. 'I don't know how' is going to earn you stripes that will keep you from sitting comfortably for weeks. I intend that 'you DO know how,' so that you never need to insult a Master or Mistress with your lack of knowledge."

	He raised his voice, "Girls, come on in."

	The door opened and two women came in. One glance identified them as whores. One whiff and the two slaves could smell knock-off perfume and sweat. A second whiff included jism.

	The two slaves watched, open-mouthed as Ramos described their fate.

	"These two ladies of the night just got off shift. They are tired, sore and crabby. You two will have to keep them awake long enough to show you how the pros lick pussy. They have whip rights over you, so you can be sure that failing to learn your lessons will be painful. For that matter the whole course may be painful as both these girls are into bondage and discipline. You will treat them with the utmost respect due any Mistress, and you will obey every order willingly and instantly. They report any problems, and you will suffer."

	The taller of the two, a dyed platinum blond, or blond wig, pointed at Slave and crooked her finger. Slave and Slat didn't dare look at each other. Slave knee walked, stopping in front of the woman and offering her the leash. She held her head down, staring at the high heeled boots she was wearing. 

	The leash jerked, nearly overbalancing Slave. She caught herself and followed on her knees to one of the bedrooms. In seconds the whore was nude, lying on her back on the bed, her legs spread invitingly. She spoke for the first time, "Let's get this over with fast, so I can get some sleep. You ever sucked pussy before?"

	"Yes, Mistress. Years ago."

	She reached down and parted her long, jagged lips.  "Get your tongue in here. I'll tell you what to do.

	Slave knelt to her task. She looked at the pink gaping hole and a mental picture of the hundreds of cocks that had been in and out of it flashed across her mind. The stale aromas coming from the open crotch gagged her, but she fought the urge to puke and inserted her tongue, sweeping up to the enlarged clit. In seconds she got the rhythm from somewhere and she had the whore moaning with delight.

	It took only a few seconds to bring her to a lengthy climax, certainly not faked, her hands holding Slave's head jammed into her pussy. The woman emitted a gurgling cry and fell back on the bed. She lay still for all of a minute before opening her eyes.

	"Hell, you don't need any puss training. That's one talented tongue you've got. I'd pay good money to have that available at the end of my shift each night. That stud is something else. I'm going to get one of those myself."

	She lifted herself up on her elbows, tits flopping across and back.

	"Do you think you could do that again?"

	"Yes, Mistress."

	"This time, not so fast. You had me over the top before I even got a feel of your tongue."

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Three orgasms later the woman was out like a light, snoring gently.

	Slat didn't do as well. The whore made Slat undress her and kiss her breasts and on down her body. She barely made it to the bathroom to puke in the toilet. When she did get her tongue working the woman complained constantly, 'too fast,' 'too slow' or not in the right spot. She didn't seem to be interested in having an orgasm, but her repeated orders finally got Slat on the right track and produced one small, but satisfactory climax.

	Both whores slept through the day. That afternoon, Slat and Slave knelt in Ramos' office and listened to the two critique them. Slave was praised, while Slat barely made passable, but her teacher did add that she learned fast.

	 

	Ramos thanked them for their service, and then made a point of handing each one a one hundred dollar bill while the two slaves watched. Once they left, he turned to the slaves.

	"Slat, you need lots of practice. For the next week, you will spend an hour each evening with Slave, learning the fine points of pussy licking."

	"Yes, Master."

	-0-

	Hours of training paid off. Slat had learned everything that Slave could teach her. Ramos had brought in a pair of gay friends who had different viewpoints on the art of sucking a cock. It was an experience that neither of the slaves would forget as it was a first for both of them.

	Neither of the men wanted to have the slaves actually touch them, but at Ramos' insistence, they gingerly allowed the slaves to suck them off. They really balked at using their cocks in either of their other holes, but again at his order, they submitted and gritted their teeth to avoid showing any sign of enjoying the acts. Actually, Slat's man had to have his cock sucked repeatedly by the other man in order to keep it up.

	They were - not surprisingly - beginning to show some interest and beginning to slightly enjoy being aroused and sucked by the slaves. When Slave and Slat had a chance to compare notes, both found that the rather weird experience was very beneficial to their education. Had anyone asked, Ramos would probably have agreed that he learned a thing or two from the pair.

	-0-

	The training continued. Rain or shine, there was a male visitor on the doorstep promptly at 8 a.m. Ramos had the punch ready, and Slat wore a new ring to celebrate her latest 'conquest.' She had six, neatly spaced, in the outer edge of her ear. The other sported four, with two more to go. Every morning Slave reminded her that she was one ring closer to getting her clit ringed.

	Slat was in the best physical shape of her life. She had searched out every shred of fat in her body, with the help of Slave who kept her sweating on the exercise equipment. Slat could lift as much weight as Slave could, and matched her in several other areas of strength or endurance. She could run five miles on the treadmill and finish barely out of breath. More often than not they wound up in a tie as Ramos had continued to exercise Slave. Despite his repeated quoting of their slave mantra - "A slave does not lose," he made no effort to punish whichever one of them lost, but it kept both of them holding their breath, expecting to be disciplined. They did their best to stay out of his way, do everything they were told and be model slaves.

	Ramos knew perfectly well what was going on. He secretly kept track of wins and losses, intending to confront them to begin a period of vigorous competition to further instill his control over their lives. He treated the fact that they were more obedient and willing as an expected part of their lifestyle. They were purposely or unconsciously raising their standards to match his own. Either way, it would be easier to find an excuse to punish them.

	With their improved performance came thoughts of the future. Rick had given him the green light to do with Slave as he chose. Her response to training made him more and more certain that he wanted her as his personal slave. However, he realized that his original idea of marrying her was not going to work out. She would have jumped at the chance to marry him, Ramos was certain. She showed every sign now of being in love with him. All he needed to do was transform that love into a commitment to be his slave.

	Slat was still an enigma. She had started out way behind Slave, and then did a remarkable job of catching up, both physically and mentally. She showed some signs of being in love with her Master, but Ramos could tell that even though the two slaves had made up, there was still an underlying current of jealousy. He sighed and concentrated on the work on his desk.

	The next item on his list was rope. He had to stop and think where there was some rope stored. Since he had spent most of his time and quite a bit of money on steel restraints, he had pretty much ignored the aspects of rope bondage.

	


Chapter 19: Much Ado About Rope

	In short order he found a drawer full of rope, selected several lengths and called the slaves to his office.

	He showed them a length of rope.

	"Your education has been sadly neglected. Neither one of you knows a slip knot from a granny knot. You know each and every steel restraint we have, but you've never been exposed to rope bondage, which is what most Masters are into. Slat, you arrived tied up in about a quarter mile of rope, but I'm sure you had nothing to do with tying it, just with suffering from the type of rope used. That happened to be hemp, which is almost as bad as horsehair. You two are going to spend the next several days learning the ropes, as it were."

	He pulled a coin from his pocket. "Slat, call it."

	"Heads, Master."

	The coin landed as she spoke, bounced once and laid flat, the tail side up.

	"That gets you the modeling job for tomorrow. You'll switch off the next day. Slave, you are to tie her in a hog tie. If she gets loose before morning, you will be the model for the rest of the course. You do know what a hog tie is?"

	Slat was glad he hadn't asked her. She would learn later that Slave had recognized it as the purpose of one of the steel restraints.

	The rope Ramos brought was soft cotton. He made both of them hold out their wrists, and first rubbed a length of hemp across them. Then he did the same thing with the cotton rope.

	"Remember the difference. You would experience hemp mainly as punishment, or if you happen to wind up in the hands of a real sadist. With cotton rope, the slave can stand hours or even days of tight bondage, as long as the circulation in a hand or foot isn't restricted. Breast ties are another matter. Both of you are big enough to have your breasts roped, but the ties have to be carefully monitored."

	Ramos handed the rope to Slave. "You'd better pray she doesn't get loose!"

	Ramos could tell that any contest between the two would be lopsidedly in favor of Slave. To even things out he spent over an hour with Slat, teaching her the different knots and their purpose. He tied her up several times, a couple of times loose enough so that she could wriggle free, but he was careful to point out that escaping from a tie more than likely would lead to severe punishment, as Masters hate to be embarrassed by their slaves. He explained the differences between the straight tie, the punishment tie and the symbolic tie. Then he tied her several ways that she found impossible to untie. She quickly learned that knots are always placed where they were impossible to reach, making the pointed comparison with steel restraints.

	Slave did some practice of her own. The last thing she wanted was to do a poor job, allowing Slat to escape her bondage. After her morning 'chore' Slat got the fifth ring in her ear and reported to Slave. She took Slat to one of the bedrooms and had her get on the bed.

	"This is not going to be comfortable. The longer you stay tied, the more it's going to hurt. Your job is to escape this tie. My job is to make it impossible to get loose."

	With that, she grabbed some rope and started tying. Wrists were tied together. Ankles were tied with a second rope. Both were cinched by loops at right angles to the tie. A third piece of rope pulled ankles and wrists together, behind her back, pulling Slat into a low arch. The doubled rope continued on, looping under her belly, knotted and the ends knotted above her elbows. Slave checked her work carefully, testing for any slack and making sure all the knots were impossible to reach. Satisfied, she smacked Slat's ass with her open hand as a signal to start her escape.

	Slat writhed like a nest of snakes, fighting her bonds. She tested every strand of rope, searching for the slightest mistake that Slave might have made. She found one loop that lacked the tightness of the rest and concentrated on it for long minutes before discovering that it led nowhere and there wasn't enough slack to affect any of the knots. Slat sighed and relaxed, knowing she was not going anywhere.

	Slave's whip whistled and splatted on her thigh.

	"This is not a day of rest! For as long as you are tied, you keep trying to loosen a rope, break a rope, trying your best to escape."

	She underscored the order by blindfolding Slat. She couldn't see any of the knots behind her back, but losing her sight was clearly a punishment. She immediately renewed her efforts, even trying to saw through a rope with the sharp edge of her fingernail. Slave warned her again, "Master ordered you to escape. If he catches you wasting time rather than doing your best to get loose, we both are going to be in a heap of trouble. Any punishment I get I'll more than double, passing it on to you, on top of whatever he does to you himself. Think about what he is likely to do to you for failure."

	Slat shuddered, visualizing some particularly painful discipline, closely followed by a series of a dozen or more flashes of punishments that would keep her screaming for hours. Even Slave visualized a couple of really nasty scenes that she would avoid at all costs.

	Ramos and Slave kept an eye on Slat through the monitors. Slave made regular visits, taunting Slat for not escaping, hinting at the punishment she might receive and touching her up with the whip to keep her energetically trying to break loose.

	Well before dinnertime, Slave announced that Slat had failed, and that Master had ordered punishment to be deferred. She took her time, slowly untying the knots that had held Slat prisoner for several hours, again taunting her for failing to escape her bonds. Slat was stiff and in pain from her cramped position, but she discovered that her constant movement had mitigated much of the pain, at the expense of rope burns on her wrists and ankles. By the time she was fully untied dinner was ready so she went straight to the dining room.

	The next day, Slat got the last grommet in her ear. "Two more," was the warning. "Both are going to hurt."

	The pain in her ear made it hard for Slat to concentrate, but she was determined to give Slave the same treatment she had received. She almost succeeded, but in the final hour Slave found some slack and had one knot almost loose when the time was up. Ramos took note of that and chewed out Slat, again deferring punishment for both of them.

	-0-

	Slat's head was in a vise, holding her tight. Ramos used a curved needle to burn the hole in her septum and used the needlenose pliers to fix a grommet in the hole. The ring would come later, after the septum had healed. "One more," she was told, "the one that REALLY hurts." She automatically clamped her legs together, a vain attempt to protect herself from what was coming. She knew it was going to be worse, but right now her nose felt like a blowtorch was aimed up each nostril.

	Later, for his own amusement, and their punishment, Ramos knelt the two slaves by his bed and tied their nose rings together and to a ring on the bed frame. Neither dared move a muscle. Before turning out the light he sprinkled some pepper on their noses, warned them about making noise of any kind and turned out the light and went to sleep. He woke twice, penalizing first Slave and then Slat for sneezing, even though both had suppressed their sneezes to almost whisper quiet.

	-0-

	The big day had come. Ramos reminded Slat as he personally whipped her, that he had the needle ready to ring her clit. Slave reminded her, as she washed her off with the hose, that as soon as she was finished with her 'date' that she would be experiencing unbearable pain. Even her 'date' brought it up, threatening to wait to fuck her until her last ring was installed. He described in graphic terms exactly how it would feel to have a stiff cock pressing and rubbing against her ringed clit.

	The repeated reminders and the ever-present pressure to excel as a slave were driving Slat to the brink of despair. As each additional ring had brought her closer to the moment when she would be pierced through the most sensitive part of her body, she shrank into herself, vainly trying to protect her clit from the impending torture.

	Slave answered the door as Slat was finishing cleaning up her 'date.' Slave knew why Terry ignored her nudity, but she felt a momentary pang that she hadn't warned Slat that he was gay. She still had a bitter memory of the trick Master and Terry had pulled on her and she had no doubt they would do the same stunt with Slat, after he had ringed her.

	Slat was fastened to the table, still warm from her 'date's' body. She flushed with shame as she heard Ramos invite the "date" to stay and watch, surprising herself, because she thought she would never feel shame again after her slave training. It was an important lesson, because she realized that she felt proud when her Master admired her body.

	Terry and Ramos stepped away from the table and conversed in low tones. Both slaves tried to hear what was said, but the two men were careful to keep them from hearing their discussion.

	Terry laid out his instruments on a table beside the one that Slat was lying on. Her legs had been spread past horizontal, opening her bare pussy to everyone's view. Slave knelt on the far side, and then reached for Slat's hand to hold tightly in her own. She squeezed it in a silent plea for courage. Ramos stood at Slat's head and the man was watching from the other end.

	Terry surprised all of them by using a hypodermic to inject an anesthetic into the area around Slat's clit and in the whitish pearl that peeped up beneath its hood. The needle hurt, as all needles do, but Slat had lost all feeling in the area in a couple of minutes. She and the spectators were not told that Terry was planning a very special ring job for this particular clit.

	Even though it didn't hurt, Slat could feel the needle piercing then inching slowly through her flesh. It gave her a creepy feeling, but she thanked her slave gods that she had been given the shot beforehand. Three more times the needle penetrated. Slat was on the verge of fainting, but Slave's hand kept her from collapsing.

	Terry finished, examined his work, and then looked at Slave.

	"You're next."

	Shocked beyond words, Slave looked at Terry, then at Ramos. Neither was smiling. It was not a joke. She squeezed Slat's hand one more time before the three men lifted her bodily off the table and onto the cell bed.

	Slave reluctantly sat on the table and swung her legs up. Lying back she spread her legs, saw Ramos glare and spread them even wider. She was strapped down tightly, with no slack anywhere. Terry produced another hypo and injected her. She winced from the needle, and then relaxed as her flesh went numb.

	The procedure was the same. Four times the needle entered her. Four times she felt it move through her without pain. She moved her head, trying to see. Ramos growled and she stopped moving instantly. Finished, they unstrapped her and laid her beside Slat. Terry and Ramos shook hands with the "date", who then left, and then conversed again in quiet tones, glancing several times at the two slaves. Terry handed Ramos some pain pills just before leaving. Ramos got a glass of water and held the two heads up, one after the other, so they could swallow the pills.

	As the numbness wore off, both slaves could feel a dull ache in the area around their clits. Ramos had cuffed their wrists behind their backs to ensure they didn't try to touch. Slat had been first, so her numbness wore off before Slave's but both were very thankful for the pain pills. Neither said a word, but both were wondering just how bad it would have been without the anesthetic.

	The two slaves were pretty much out of it for nearly 24 hours, thanks to the heavy sedation. When she could finally think coherently, Slave wondered to herself why they hadn't been forced to accept the rings without the anesthetic. She was starting to think that more than just a ring had been installed in her flesh. She had watched as Terry worked on Slat, but most of the time his hands had been in the way, preventing her from seeing what was being done.

	When Ramos allowed them to get out of bed to go to the bathroom, the surprises began. Both wore bandages so they couldn't see what was causing the unusual pressure between their legs. Ramos smiled to himself as the two slaves walked three steps and doubled over with loud groans as they came simultaneously. Slave finally straightened up and looked pleadingly at Ramos. He nodded permission.

	"Master, what did you do to us? I came instantly, without any warning."

	"I too, Master," chimed in Slat.

	Ramos laughed.

	"You're just overly sensitive from the needles. It will wear off. The rules have not changed. Orgasms are forbidden."

	Neither slave believed his explanation. This was not a case of being sensitive to the needle holes in their bodies. Something else was going on. Wary of further orgasms, they walked with their legs bowed against their hobble chains, keeping as much pressure as possible off of their clits.

	It was no small task, as each step seemed to excite their whole body. By spreading their legs they were able to keep things under control, but barely. Either would have given a lot to know exactly what had been done to them.

	As the soreness wore off, the strange pressure seemed to increase. Both slaves were fixated on their clits, which Ramos continued to refuse to let them touch. He also pointedly refused permission to either question him, or discuss between themselves the things that were going on in their bodies.

	He drove that home at the tip of his whip, lashing Slat severely when she started asking questions.

	There were more orgasms as the two slaves worked back into their regular duties. Hands were back in front, but only with the warning that one touch would put them in the Hole for a month. Each time they came, Ramos reminded them that orgasms were forbidden and deferred punishment.

	It was several days before the bandages came off. The unveiling drew mutual gasps from the two astounded slaves, who could see on the other's body what had been done to them. Instead of a ring, a shackle matching their breast shackles surrounded their clits. Both clits seemed larger, but on closer examination the appearance was caused by the expansion of the clit to accommodate the shackle bar.

	Behind the shackle bar there was a second bar at right angles through the base of the clit, this with captured ends. Their clit hoods were raised by a ring that pressed on the clit itself. Seeing this array of hardware the slaves better understood the strange feeling of pressure that they had wondered about. Both had sinking feelings, realizing that the sensitivity of their bodies had been increased a dozen fold. Ramos would have a field day making them climax and then punishing them for the forbidden act.

	Slave mentally counted, and came up short, a puzzled look on her face. There were three new pieces of hardware, or 'decorations' if Master preferred, but she distinctly remembered four jabs of the needle. She could see no sign of it, and she was tempted to get her nose right down in Slat's pussy to see if she could see where the fourth needle went.

	It wouldn't have done her any good, because the needle hole had closed almost immediately, hiding Terry's surprise.

	Ramos added to the tension by taking the opportunity to bawl them out for their callous disregard of orders by continuing to climax for no apparent reason. As far as the slaves were concerned they were 'forced' orgasms, which shouldn't count for punishments, but rules for slaves are almost never fair.

	Ramos finally let them off the hook. "You are perhaps wondering where that fourth needle went. Go ahead and touch your clit. Put a little pressure on it."

	Slave shrieked in surprise. Slat moaned, climaxing on the spot. Slave came a second later.

	"Master, what did you do to us?" Slave begged.

	"Terry and I decided it would be a good joke on you two to make your clits super-sensitive."

	Ramos reached in his shirt pocket and brought out a plastic envelope. He held it before the two slaves where they could see the contents. There were several very tiny balls, each one covered with sharp points. They were so tiny that you needed a magnifier to see the points.

	"Both of you have one of these little 'porcupine eggs' implanted in your clits. Both of you have experienced the exciting events which occur when you squeeze or apply pressure on your clit. Slat, kneel down and use your tongue on Slave's clit."

	Slave opened her mouth to protest, knowing instantly what was going to happen. She didn't get a chance to say anything as a cry was wrung from her lips by the questing tongue. She climaxed, climaxed again, and again, before Ramos put his hand on Slat's shoulder and stopped her. He motioned to Slave, who quickly returned the favor, sending Slat into a multiple orgasm that wouldn't stop. Both slaves looked like they had been dragged backward through a wringer.

	


Chapter 20: A Visitor

	Ramos explained to them that as the swelling went down, they would have less of a problem, but he made no bones of the fact that both were going to be slaves to their clits from then on. He did promise that if they were good, he would make some protective covers that would prevent undue pressure on the tender flesh and its irritating resident. He pointed out that Terry had developed the four piercings into a single package as each complimented the others. The big shackle, for example, stuck up far enough to deflect most direct pressure from the clit.

	The two slaves took the news exceptionally well. After initially becoming despondent over what they could expect and how it would affect their slavery in the coming years, they realized that they would be the ones to enjoy the benefits of having a super-sensitive clit that they could call on for instant gratification. That they would be punished was a given, but "Slaves are made to be punished," which meant that they would be punished anyway, so why not enjoy what little benefit they could find.

	Neither of them were particularly anxious to get the protective covers, which smacked too much of a lead-in to a chastity belt. So far, Ramos had never brought that up as anything more than a threat, but he could easily lock their pussies away on the slightest pretext, and what good would a super-clit be if you couldn't reach it?

	Slat's 'dates' stopped coming. The original agreement that Rick and Ramos had reached had effectively expired. This had no direct effect on Slat's status. She remained, and would continue to remain a slave. She would continue to be trained in all aspects of her bondage. For Slat the relief from her daily bout with strange pricks was muted by her fears for her future. She was secretly convinced that once her training was complete she would be sent back to Rick, to live out her life in a tiny cell at his mercy. When she compared the treatment she expected from Rick with her current situation, Ramos won in a walk.

	-0-

	The doorbell, that prophet of doom, rang. Slat was sent to open it. She gasped aloud, dropping her face to the floor. One glance and she recognized Rick's father, the titular head of the family.

	Ramos heard the clash of her chains and walked to the door. He greeted the man, correctly suspecting he was one of the family.

	"My apologies. The slave has forgotten her manners and will be suitably punished."

	He spurned her with his toe. "Go to the dungeon and lock yourself in a cell. Crawl!"

	The well dressed man introduced himself.

	"Mr. Ramos, I'm Frank S. I'm sure you know my last name by now, but we do have to be a bit careful."

	"I certainly understand that. Obviously I didn't expect you, or you would have had a proper welcome at the door. Again my apologies."

	Frank got right down to business. "Apology accepted. I'm not at all surprised by her reaction. The last time she saw me she was begging for her life as she hung over an abandoned mine shaft."

	"I take it she offered to become a slave instead?"

	"Not without considerable persuasion. She fought like a tiger, but we had too much evidence on her to let her get away with cuckolding my son. We let her down the shaft until she was up to her neck in water and the rats were swimming out to her. She held out until one bit her on the ear. We offered two suggestions, the rest of her life in a cell, or the rest of her life as a slave. She begged to become Rick's slave.

	Ramos nodded. "I'm curious as to why Sandra was allowed to degenerate under the thumbs of some of the lowlifes that Rick hired for her. I know about the incident at the party with the security guard."

	"Sandra got in over her head. Rick got tapes of a couple of incidents she was involved in and used them to blackmail her into a Master-Slave relationship. We found out later that she managed to get tapes of Rick cheating on Mera. The upshot was that Sandra was falsely accused of embarrassing the family and banished to this house and forced to live a life of subservience to Rick's every wish. We weren't aware that he hired a bunch of goons to beat her to death. You happened along at exactly the right time to save her."

	"The guy I ran off was close to killing her."

	"We know, and we appreciate the way you took care of that problem."

	Frank moved in his chair, making himself more comfortable. "Speaking of problems, I have a new problem for you."

	"Not another slave?"

	"Slave, yes, 'another' is open to question, so hear me out.

	"Rick had been using this place as a means of embezzling something over two million dollars from the Trust. This has nothing to do with you and actually began more than two years before you hired on. He submitted enough bills to furnish a thousand torture chambers. We recently decided we needed an accountant to keep the books for the Trust and that was one of the first things the man found.

	"The family did not take this crime lightly. If we had complained to the police, he probably would have gotten five or ten years probation and never served a day in jail. The family decided on an alternative, which called for another visit to the mine shaft. He had several bites on his face and neck before he agreed to any punishment we chose.

	"Since he had been directly responsible for putting his sister and his wife into slave chains, we felt it would be appropriate to turn the tables and let them make the rest of HIS life miserable. The family is prepared to pay you another $50,000 a month for the rest of his life and continue your unlimited expense account to purchase any needed or special equipment.

	"In reviewing the tapes I detected some interest on your part in keeping the two slaves as your own when you are no longer working for us. The family feels that it would be appropriate for you to draw their monthly stipend from the Trust, as well as Rick's. This would amount to owning this house and drawing roughly $750,000 a month for the rest of your life. Now, I need to know if you are interested in such a deal?"

	"Of course I'm interested. However, I'm going to be hard pressed to keep the two slaves from killing him the first day."

	"Would it sweeten the pot if I tell you that Rick has been castrated? He tried to back out when he heard our terms and it took some stern measures to get him to agree. Losing his nuts gave him a whole new outlook on life, but it wasn't until we threatened to only leave enough so he could pee like a girl that he gave in. He is scared to death, knowing he is coming here to be trained as a sissy slave, with your two slaves as his Mistresses."

	"Your two slaves." "Aren't you a bit premature? I haven't said 'yes' yet."

	"Not with your lips, but your eyes, and your body language indicate enthusiasm."

	"Frank, I know it's a bit unusual, but I would like 'my' slaves' opinions of this offer. With your permission, I want - at the same time - to offer them their freedom, or my chains."

	"I have no objection. They will be welcomed back into the family. Mera has paid painfully for her mistakes and Sandra deserves better than she was getting. I'm guessing both will demand freedom."

	Ramos shook his head, but didn't say anything more on the subject. He turned to the monitor controls. Slat sat in her locked cell, her head in her hands, the symbol of dejection. Ramos pressed the button to open the electric lock. She looked up, startled at the sound.

	"Come to the office. Upright."

	He called Slave on the intercom, with the same message. Both walked to the door, then knelt and crawled, first kissing Ramos' boots, then Frank's.

	Frank had used his cell phone. The doorbell rang and Slat leaped to answer it. Two men wheeled a metal box into the hall. She thanked them, then returned and knelt before Ramos. Frank got up and wheeled the box into the office, dropping it ungently on the floor, to the sound of a weak protest from inside.

	With practiced skill he broke the tape holding the top and lifted the lid. A carbon copy of the arrival of Slat, this was Rick, tied with so much rope that identification was almost impossible, but Slat recognized him at a glance. She giggled. Slave looked at her, dumbfounded by the giggle, then glanced into the box and realized that it was in fact Rick. She broke into a broad grin.

	Ignoring Frank for a moment, she looked at Ramos. "Master, is that who I think it is?"

	"Sandra, meet Sissy Slave Rickey Baby."

	Sandra and Slat hooted with joy. With tears streaming down her face, Slat begged, "Master, may I kill that motherfucking bastard?"

	"Where on earth did you learn such language? You and I will discuss this later, and 'No,' you may not kill... what you called him."

	"Both of you. Look at me. This is important."

	"You have a choice. You can remain as my slaves. You will be kept and treated as slaves. I will own this house and I will draw your payments from the Trust. You will have Sissy Slave to torment for the rest of his life and you will be his Mistresses.

	"Or, you can have your freedom and I keep Sissy Slave. The family will accept both of you back, willingly, feeling that Slat has paid her penalty and that Sandra was unjustly forced into her life.

	"You two may talk it over in the next room, or whatever you choose to do. Slat, it's time we changed you back to Mera, for whatever lies ahead."

	The two slaves looked at the two men, then at each other. Sandra raised an eyebrow. Mera nodded. Sandra shifted her knees slightly and began to talk. Mera watched her lips and nodded agreement.

	"Master, with all due respect to Master Frank and the family, we wish to be accepted by you as your slaves and remain with you. The fact that we get Sissy Slave as our own fucktoy is an unexpected and gratefully acknowledged bonus."

	As one they went to their bellies and crawled to Ramos' feet. Each lifted one of his boots and set it upon her neck.

	"Master, we pledge our service, our slavery, to you, our Master."

	-0-

	It took nearly an hour to unwind and unknot the cruel hemp that was torturing Sissy Slave. The two men watched as the slaves acted like children gathered around the Christmas tree. When at last they got a tottery Sissy Slave to his feet, they gave him a hint of what his life would be like in the years to follow. Sandra grabbed his empty ball sack and pulled it, jerking it against his leg. Mera stroked and fondled his limp dick, the last vestige of his manhood that would never give him pleasure again. She looked in his face, spat and cruelly twisted his cock. Nose to nose she said, "You're fired!"

	The slaves put a collar and leash on him and headed him for the stairs to the dungeon. Faintly, the two men heard, "I'll flip you to see who gets his tongue up her pussy first."

	 

	END
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Chapter 1: I’m a Baaaad Girl

	“I screwed your best buddy - John.”

	“That’s nice dear. I hope you enjoyed it. Did he come?”

	The nude redhead kneeling before him tossed her head, impatiently, venting her frustration. “Of course he came, silly! Do you think I’d screw him and make him stop before he spurted?”

	Donald lowered his newspaper and glanced at her, ignoring the fully exposed field of freckles that covered her chest, and her pert nipples.

	“Really, Dotty. How many times have I told you not to use euphemisms? You know the right words. You ‘fucked’ John and let him shoot his load. Not in your cunt, I hope?”

	She looked at him, carefully masking her annoyance. “In my mouth.”

	She licked her lips with her long pointed tongue, savoring the trace that survived a vigorous tooth brushing, daring him to comment. He failed to take the bait and raised the newspaper.

	“That’s nice, dear.”

	Dotty glared at the paper, mentally setting it ablaze. Anything to get his attention. She inched forward, rubbing her nipples back and forth across his pant legs.

	“Don’t you think I should be punished... Sir?” She paused for dramatic effect and then stressed the word, knowing he hated to be called Sir.

	Donald rumbled and growled, finally dropping the paper in his lap. There was an exasperated look on his face as he looked down and deliberately drew his legs back, allowing her nipples to swing through empty air.

	“Dotty, if I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a hundred times, you’re too precious to me to ever punish. You’re welcome to put your handcuffs on, like you do every night, and I’ll fuck you before I go to sleep. Just don’t put them on too tight.”

	“Big fucking deal!”  She mouthed the words silently at the newspaper, which was quickly back in position. She glanced about the room, as if looking for moral support for her quest, but nothing there was any help. She was on her own, and as usual, running into a brick wall. There were times - like right now - when her fingers itched for a baseball bat to bounce off his stubborn head.

	A casual observer would have immediately labeled her a slut, on further study a potential pain slut. Looking at him, the word ‘wimp’ might surface. Certainly Donald and Master would never occupy the same thought. However, appearances CAN be deceiving. Any reference to his being Gay would have been hurriedly dismissed. After all, he DID say he was going to fuck her.

	Dotty had been absolutely certain that her admitting an affair with John would set him off. She couldn’t believe that her trump card had been discarded with such a total lack of interest. She wasn’t at all sure that he had even heard her admission, despite the fact that he had taken the time to correct her.

	She suppressed an overwhelming urge to storm the newspaper, claws extended, screaming vulgar epithets. She knew only too well that it wouldn’t penetrate his righteous armor. She knew from bitter experience. ‘Been there. Done that,’ she told herself. He hadn’t even raised his voice. Actually, he didn’t say anything. He just gave her that look, his face expressing his disappointment.

	‘Aha!’ You have her labeled. Just another nympho who’s starved for sex. A Domme for sure. If you think that, it’s time to switch channels to the Reality Network.

	As you’ll see further on, Dotty is anything but your garden variety nympho. It’s Donald who considers it a wasted day if he doesn’t fuck her at least once, and does his best to live up to his “Morning, Noon and Night” motto. They had never discussed it before they got married and it came as a big, and not overly welcome surprise when the frenzied hourly coupling of a typical honeymoon slacked off only slightly at the idyl’s end.

	Our Dotty went into marriage with two big secrets. Thanks to hours spent on the Internet, learning the facts of life, she developed a raging thirst for bondage and discipline. She didn’t dare broach her newfound penchant, for fear of compromising her pending marriage, although she did emit a couple of broad hints that died of neglect.

	She assessed Donald as a forceful man, fitting her idolized fantasy of a husband. Her second secret revolved around that trait. She had long since realized that she had two character traits, a masochistic streak a yard wide and a matching submissive streak that both begged control by a man. Truth be told, she enjoyed the frequent visits to the bedroom, but she longed to be on a strictly limited ration of orgasms, the excess corrected with the wildest punishments her fertile imagination could conceive.

	She was dumbfounded after the honeymoon was over and she approached him, intending to bring up bondage and control. He stopped her almost before she started, knowing exactly where she was headed. She was kneeling, fully clothed, knowing he enjoyed undressing her.

	He had looked at her, then reached down and grasped her hand, pulling her to a seat beside him on the couch. She resisted, momentarily and to her consternation he apologized for hurting her. He held her face in his hands, kissing her, his tongue probing. She wriggled in anticipation, but he had other things on his mind.

	“Dotty, I know that you are into bondage. Your father tracked your visits on your computer and described the things you have been watching. He begged me not to get involved with you in those practices and he begged me - and made me promise - not to hurt you.”

	“But darling, there are a lot of things we can do without any hurt involved.” She looked at him, pleading with her eyes.

	“Not without breaking the letter of my word to your father. I’ll give you all the fucking you could possibly want, but I don’t want to hear any more about it.”

	Thunderstruck, Dotty stared at him, disbelief written all over her face. Donald kept his face blank but his brain was in a turmoil. He had been prepared to display his own brand of bondage on their honeymoon, only to have the rug pulled out from under him. Now he had to deny both of them the fun and games that each had in mind.

	Months later, she had come to him with a pair of handcuffs. In a weak moment he had given her permission to wear them, knowing that his rationale was based on the false assumption that she would quickly tire of her toy. Instead, as he knew she would, she constantly found new ways to restrain herself, flaunting the cold steel as he lay on top of her.

	He was always on top. She had tried to introduce a variety of positions but he held the line on that one thing, letting her know that it was either the missionary position or nothing. She deliberately kept up a constant barrage of chain noises, rattling her cuffs on the metal parts of the bed. He ignored them.

	She was frustrated.

	He was frustrated.

	She was on his case every waking moment.

	He ignored her. That is, between bedroom bouts. She had no choice but to admit that he was a superb lover - for a man - giving her every possible sexual treat, except the one that she wanted. She did find it hard, after a string of increasingly intense orgasms, to keep her focus on bondage. Still she managed to intensify her reactions by visualizing her legs and arms tied or chained, clamps on her nipples and clit, and a butt plug stuffing her ass.

	Donald of course was pleased with the grunts and moans that to him indicated he was doing a good job of satisfying her. Over time he began to realize that he couldn’t take credit for noises that occurred while he wasn’t doing anything to her. He started paying closer attention, but about the only thing he could prove was that her orgasms were the real thing, which stroked his male ego.

	She in turn was vaguely aware that he was checking on her, but since he never confronted her, she assumed that he wasn’t aware of her dependence on visions of bondage. She continued to scheme, but all that did was fan her frustration into a blazing inferno. She was as stubborn as he was, so the two sparred for over a year, Dotty seizing every opportunity to get him to dominate her, Donald carefully ignoring her.

	Her affair with John hurt, despite the fact that he showed no sign. He didn’t have to have it spelled out for him, but his marriage was about to go down the tube. If Dotty found someone to dominate her she’d be gone before he could open his mouth. He doubted that John was into bondage, but Dotty was very persuasive and could easily twist him into dominating her.

	Long after a sated Dotty had gone to sleep, Donald lay, staring at the ceiling, reviewing what was happening. Reluctantly he came to the conclusion that he needed to talk with her father. He knew Phil would be horrified to find out his daughter was having an affair. He stopped at that point, unsure what Phil would do.

	Dotty had a hair appointment that would take all afternoon, giving Donald plenty of time for a visit to her parents. Donald tried to think of points to make, but gave it up in confusion. He would have to play it by ear. He called and confirmed a time.

	Phil greeted him at the door. There was no sign of Maude, so Donald assumed she was gone. When he told Phil that he had some important things to talk over with him, Paul assured him they had the whole afternoon. He fixed a pair of drinks and they made themselves comfortable in the living room.

	“What’s going on?” Phil asked, to get the conversation started.

	“You may not like some of the things that I’m about to tell you, but please let me explain what has happened in my own words.”

	“Go ahead. I’ll keep quiet until you’ve finished.”

	Donald went into considerable detail in describing the constant pressure Dotty was exerting, trying to get him to break his word to Phil. When he got to her affair with John, Phil choked on his drink. Donald stopped while he wiped his face, then waited for his reaction.

	“She needs to be punished,” Phil sputtered.

	“Indeed! I wanted to slap her face on the spot, but I remembered my pledge to you, not to hurt her.”

	“Donald, I’m sorry. I never dreamed you would hold out this long. I admire your loyalty, but you should have come back to me long ago. It’s obvious that Dotty will stop at nothing. You’re lucky she didn’t leave you before this.”

	“Phil, she and I are deeply in love. We get along together completely, except for this one point. Our sex life is as perfect a match as you can find. But, she is going to leave me. Whether for John or someone else who will master her, I know she will. I love her too much to let her go over one point.”

	Phil was silent, staring into his drink as if he could find a solution there. After long moments he downed the last of the drink and set the empty glass on a side table. He sighed, shook his head to clear it and nodded to Donald.

	“Before we talk further, there is something I want to show you.”

	Donald looked at him, puzzled. He looked even more puzzled when Phil walked to a closet door and opened it. Crammed into the tiny space was a woman, blindfolded and gagged. Her wrists were cuffed behind her back and a short hobble connected her ankles. She was wearing a dark blouse and a skirt that fell well below her knees. Phil grabbed her arm and jerked her out of the closet, gripping her tightly as her bare feet stumbled on the rug.

	“You heard?”

	Her nod was reluctant. He turned her around with her back to Donald, who was already certain the bound figure was Maude.

	“Bend over! Lift your skirt above your waist!”

	She stood, unmoving. There was a “zing” and a long single tail snapped around her calves. She took two, crying into her gag before her cuffed hands started inching up her back with the skirt.

	The slowly rising skirt revealed a lack of underwear. More important it revealed a pair of ass cheeks with a row of closely spaced and swelled up welts, beginning deep in the crevice where the cheeks joined the thighs and measuring each half inch up to her waist. Donald winced in sympathy, guessing correctly that they were a major hurt.

	With the skirt up, she bent over, grunting with the additional pain as her welted flesh stretched. Dizzy with pain, she moved one foot forward to keep her balance. Phil pinned the dress in place, then pulled a wooden chair to the center of the floor. He removed her hobble and made her straddle the chair, facing backward toward where Donald was sitting.

	Phil removed her gag, which had muffled her agony from sitting on the hard wood. He warned her brusquely not to move or there would be further punishment. Even as he said it, one leg was moving, cramped. Swiftly he roped her ankles to the chair legs, then snapped the whip around her calves again.

	Then he removed her blindfold. Maude flushed red, certain she was exposed but helpless to cover herself. Donald’s gaze bored into her eyes, trying to decipher this wholly unexpected event. She was unable to maintain eye contact, her gaze dropping but returning after a few seconds. A mind reader would have had an interesting moment reading her thoughts.

	Phil traded the whip for a longer carriage whip, then sat down beside Donald. He reached forward comfortably and laid the tip on one bare thigh, sufficient warning for even the most obtuse, or stubborn.

	“Tell your son-in-law exactly why you look like a striped assed ape!

	“Masters... I am being punished...”

	“We know that. Get to the point!”

	“Masters, I urged my daughter to have an affair to break your will.”

	“And...?”

	“I urged your father-in-law to make you agree not to hurt her. I didn’t want her following in my footsteps into bondage.”

	“Which was the bigger mistake?”

	Maude knew it was a trick question. Either way she would be punished.

	“Masters, both are heinous. I will accept punishment for both.”

	 “We’ll discuss your punishment later. Do you realize that your advice could have destroyed their marriage?”

	“Yes, Masters, but by then it was too late.”

	“You realize too that both you and your daughter have been living a lie in your marriages?”

	“Yes, Masters. I am guilty of hiding my love of bondage. I am also guilty of persuading Master to convince you not to hurt your wife. I fully realize my faults, offer no excuse and petition you to punish me with a severity that matches my foolhardiness.”

	“You realize that you have done substantial harm to our daughter?”

	“Masters, I am ashamed of my poor council. I would give a lot to be able to undo the damage I caused.”

	“As one part of your punishment, you are forbidden to have any contact whatsoever with our daughter, That means no visiting, no telephone calls, no emails or letters. At the end of a year we will review any progress by you and our daughter.”

	He left the sentence hanging. Maude got the message without a spelling lesson. “In the meantime we intend that recuperating for you two will be suitably painful. You will no doubt get tired of thanking us for punishing you, but you will neglect profuse thanks at your peril.”

	“I am deeply disappointed in both of you. Therefore, you both will be treated as slaves, with all that the word suggests - chains, whips, clamps and all the other pain devices, which we will use whether you deserve them or not. Is that clear, or do I need to explain your fate?”

	“Masters, thank you for punishing us.”

	


Chapter 2: Bad Girls Get Punished

	“Masters, thank you for punishing us.”

	“Hmpf! Apparently that wooden chair you are straddling isn’t much of an incentive. Try that again with all the enthusiasm and sincerity you can muster.”

	The second attempt was miles better. The two men acknowledged it with a slight nod. Both realized they had their work cut out for them.

	Dotty of course was totally unaware of what was happening. She tried to have her usual chat with her mother when she left the hair salon, but there was no answer. The answering machine failed to kick in, which should have been a clue that something wasn’t right, but she ignored it, assuming that her mother had forgotten to turn the machine back on. She was about to get the surprise of her young life.

	Donald stared at his now nude mother-in-law as Phil stripped her, put her blindfold back on and set her back straddling the wooden chair. The last thing she saw were Donald’s eyes, intently focused - but not on her face. Deeply embarrassed she rocked painfully from one ass cheek to the other, wishing for a hole to crawl into. To add to her discomfort, his staring triggered her fantasies and she found herself within a hair’s breadth of a scale-10 orgasm. Once Donald left, Phil demonstrated that he could read her like a book and she spent the whole evening periodically begging for release. Phil would read aloud a sample from a lengthy list of her faults, always ending with an emphatic “No!”

	Thoroughly cowed, Maude prayed for relief when they finally got ready for bed. With a sinking heart she realized that relief was a concept totally alien to the new mind set of her husband. He treated her to a resounding fuck that rocked the bed, coming in buckets in her slick tunnel. She barely held onto her control, egged on by threats of really serious punishment if she slipped up. He left her on a wind swept desert plateau, unsatisfied and frustrated, while he rolled over and went to sleep after cuffing her hands to the headboard. She spent the night staring at the ceiling, wondering what sort of hell her daughter was suffering.

	Much later she would find out that Dotty had a much different “first” day.

	Dotty was not dumb. She was smart in a number of ways. Right now, kneeling before Donald and his #@$#@ newspaper she could “smell” that something was wrong. Her intuition turned events into smells - the only way she could describe it. She’d gotten a “whiff” when he came home. Looking back, it had been her cue to run. She didn’t but all through dinner she kept getting little sniffs of something that she instinctively knew she would not like.

	Kneeling close to his knees, she felt like she had her nose inside a perfume bottle, except this premonition had a sickly sour “smell.” She waited, forcing herself to be patient, half sick from the waves of scent that curled the hair in her nostrils. Whatever it was, it was going to be bad.

	Finally. Finally he finished reading. He checked the sections to make sure he hadn’t missed anything important. Then he carefully folded them and placed them in the recycling basket. Dotty watched the routine she had seen a thousand times. This time, her dread of the unknown growing with each passing second, she wanted to scream at him and make him hurry his methodical neatness, but she bit her tongue, instinct telling her this was not the time for histrionics, or hysteria.

	Finished. Dotty realized she was holding her breath. She sucked in air as he sat and watched her. Unmoving. Silent.

	She lifted her eyes to his compelling stare. She couldn’t match it and dropped her gaze to his knees.

	“Look at me.”

	Her nostrils flared as she literally dragged her eyes back up to meet his. Alarm bells and screaming sirens filled her head as she felt her control slipping away. She revised her assessment. This was going to be really, really bad.

	She couldn’t face him. Suddenly flooded with guilt, her eyes dropped again. Annoyed, he repeated the order. Dotty shook her head, tears forming and blurring her eyes. In a moment of clarity she realized what she had done to set this off. That made her feel even worse.

	He made no move to punish her for her failure to obey him. Her face was a reachable target for the slap she expected. Dimly she attributed it to the “no hurt” rule, but as she was about to find out, that rule was out the window.

	Donald was playing the cat and mouse game to the hilt. He knew she already realized she was about to be punished. What she didn’t know yet was the extent of her punishment. Donald stared at her, letting the tension build. Very briefly he considered kicking her out, but that wasn’t part of his agreement with Phil and he loved her too much to lose her.

	“Your mother gave you some very bad advice.”

	The words hung in the silent room. Dotty raised her head, suddenly unsure of where this was heading. How did he know what she had suggested?

	“She not only encouraged you to have an affair, on the one hand she encouraged you to pursue your bondage fantasies, while she made your father bind me with an oath not to hurt you. Frankly your father and I haven’t figured out the motive for her duplicity. We think it her desire for control, but as of today, that control has ended.”

	Dotty gasped, momentarily returning his gaze before dropping her eyes, the confusion showing on her face.

	“Your father has decreed that she is to have no contact with you in any manner or for any reason. As I left he was cutting up her credit cards while she sat on a wooden chair with some pretty severe welts on her ass cheeks.”

	Dotty winced in sympathy, mentally feeling the whip marks on her own cheeks. She suddenly remembered the unanswered phone call. The retribution had already started.

	“Your father is very upset with your mother. To give you an idea of what she is in for, quite some time after I got to their house, he opened the broom closet - which was a tight fit - and dragged her out, gagged, blindfolded, with chains on her wrists and ankles. She was clothed then, but she was nude by the time I left. I have the distinct feeling,” he said, sarcastically, “that it will be a cold day in Hell before she puts any clothes back on.”

	Dotty’s face was a volume of emotions. She hadn’t been told not to speak, so she stuttered a question, “But... but... but, Dad isn’t into bondage?”

	“He is now, thanks to tracking you two across the Internet. Now, shut up, until I’m finished!”

	Dumbfounded, she closed her mouth and dropped her eyes as he continued. “Your father and I have agreed to treat both of you as slaves. That probably will be a bigger burden for your mother as she wants to dominate, while you want to be a sex slut and pain slave.”

	“This is going to be interesting, because your father can wear out whips on your mother, while I have to find something that will work with you because I’m sure that I could beat your ass all day and you’d be begging for more. You’ve fully demonstrated that with all the byplay with your handcuffs.”

	Dotty flushed, caught out in her scheming. With mixed emotions she realized for the first time that she was married to a very dominant man who was at the moment leading her up to her immediate fate.

	“Speaking of cuffs, why aren’t you wearing them?”

	She met the eyes that were boring into her very soul. Her eyebrows rose with her dismay. She jumped to her feet and fled to the bedroom. She returned with the handcuffs resting on a serving tray and again knelt before him. She looked to him for an order - instruction. He remained silent, a slightly grim line to his mouth. She instantly upgraded her day to extraordinarily bad. She was about to make a costly mistake.

	Dotty bent her head over the tray, kissing the cuffs even as she wondered how long it would be before she would be released. She guessed he wanted her hands behind her. He waited until she had locked both wrists securely before he cleared his throat.

	“Did I tell you I wanted your hands behind you? Nod or shake your head.”

	Bile welled into her mouth. Any of several possible answers would be wrong. There was only one possible answer that her head movement could respond to. She shook her head, fighting neck muscles that seemed to have turned to cement.

	Warily she glanced at his face. The Cheshire Cat grin destroyed the last vestiges of her composure. She could hear in her head - “You’re a mouse and he’s about to eat you alive.”

	“Did you expect ME to do the housework while you live out your fantasies?”

	With perfect clarity she realized that he was a long jump ahead of her, outsmarting her. If she had put the cuffs on in front he would be dressing her down for not making herself helpless. Her dream of bondage was quickly turning from a win-win to a lose-lose situation. She was sure his question was rhetorical but she meekly shook her head.

	She bent her head to the tray on the floor, closing her lips on the key. He let her wait a full minute before he silently held out his hand. As soon as he grasped the key she rose and knelt again, her back to her husband. He unlocked the cuffs and threw them across the room, clattering against the wall. He issued two orders, “Crawl. Fetch!”

	She tried to lift herself just above the rug, but Donald would have none of it. She felt his boot pressing on her shoulders, pushing her turgid nipples into the short stiff fibers. His foot made it plain that he expected to see rug burns when she had retrieved the cuffs.

	By this time she was thoroughly rattled and when she returned she forgot to kiss the cuffs before closing them on her wrists. Donald waited until she was finished before admonishing her and making her crawl a second time to return them.

	Somehow she managed to complete the task to his satisfaction. Kneeling before him, she listened with a deepening sense of doom to his plans for her. His words had bite, critical, sarcastic and insulting. As he talked she understood the language and the tone to be the way he would address a slave. This set a different mood, because he had already said she would be treated as a slave and he was confirming her status with every sentence.

	“You’ve wanted to be a slave - my slave - ever since we met. You’ve used your fantasy slavery as an aphrodisiac when you masturbate. Now, the reality is here. You crossed the line and earned yourself the real thing. The severest penalty I can sentence you to is frustration. You face a minimum of a year as a chained slave, under my thumb day and night. Can you guess how many times in a year you can be made to rub your clit to within a heartbeat of a forbidden orgasm? How often can you ram a dildo into your pussy until your eyes roll up into your head?”

	He laughed, a bitter sound. “Your mouth got you in trouble, so I plan to take particular pleasure in using it, exclusively and often. Your blow jobs need to be perfection personified.”

	She relaxed, again realizing she had been holding her breath. Donald saw the slight signs and added a postscript, “We’ll reserve your asshole for when you fuck up badly enough to earn a reaming.”

	She told herself, ‘He’s reading my mind. No, he’s not. It’s impossible. He IS reading your mind.’

	He let her adsorb his words.

	“It gets worse from here on. You have a choice. You can pack your bags and leave, but never come back. Or, you can be the shackled slave of your dreams, transferred to my kind of nightmare.”

	The good and the bad sparred in her brain. Love won out.

	“Will you leave?” She could swear that his tone recommended she take the option, but she shook her head. Once, then again, to ensure that he saw it.

	He made no sign that he had received her answer, ordering her to the kitchen to prepare his favorite dinner. As she hurried, she wondered where and when she had lost her peace of mind. The argument between go and stay flared anew, but quieted when she reminded herself that the option of going no doubt was a one time offer, now expired. Her first time thought - to be repeated frequently over the months to come – ‘How can he be so cruel?’

	Unexpectedly, he followed her into the kitchen, sitting down on a corner of the counter, within feet of where she was working. For some reason the innocent sounding “visit” of her Master to her work space scared her. She hadn’t the foggiest idea what or why, but she was sure that it meant more problems. She sucked her mouth, so dry her tongue was sticking to her gums.

	He watched the emotions flickering across her face, easily reading her fear, concern, worry, dread as each in turn shaped her pretty face. She tried to concentrate on her work, but to her horror found it impossible to gather her thoughts. She blamed it on the man sitting so close to her, tempting her to make a fatal mistake by asking him to go back to the living room. She was smart enough to know he was doing it deliberately, but she was helpless to counter it.

	Dotty was in a curious position for a new slave. Despite her months of play with her cuffs she was relatively ignorant of the extent to which her slavery could go. She wanted to be a slave, Donald’s slave, but the willing slave apparently had no place in his plans. In effect she was an abducted slave, willing on not, and willing or not she would be treated - and trained - as a hostile piece of baggage. She was getting a bad case of nerves from his proximity. He kept his face bland, expressing his impatience by tapping the one foot that was on the floor.

	She remembered a long forgotten incident early in their marriage when he was waiting for her to complete her makeup. It began with toe tapping. When he had started to hum tunelessly she knew she was in trouble. Aghast, she realized that he was beginning to hum right now. Frantically she assembled the meal, narrowly avoiding dropping the plate in her haste, seconds before whatever deadline he had set.

	He ate. She watched, kneeling at his side. He made no move to feed her. She worried. After a few bites he delivered his decision, “You’ve cooked better than this.”

	She nodded in agreement, unable to vocalize an excuse.

	“Get up on the table.”

	As she scrambled to obey, she wondered, ‘Is he going to whip me?’

	He ate another bite. “Sit facing me. Spread your legs. Wider!”

	He chewed a piece of gristle that she had overlooked. Tired of it he spat it out, bouncing off her taut belly.

	“One finger. Masturbate. Do NOT come!”

	Her face flamed. She touched her dry clit. Automatically she brought the finger to her mouth. She jerked in terror when he yelled, “Dry!!!”

	Gingerly she touched herself. Her clit rebelled, painfully. Slowly she rubbed, with a feather light touch. It did not please Master.

	“Faster!”

	She moved her hand rapidly, her finger a blur.

	He resumed eating, his eyes always on her moving finger.

	She realized that the stress was about to trigger a bout of hyperventilation - a first for her masturbation fantasies. Instinctively she knew that he would enjoy her predicament, but she had not chance to test her theory as he ordered her to stop.

	“You were about to come.”

	Was it a question, or a statement of fact? To be on the safe side she nodded her head. She gritted her teeth, fighting to retain some vestige of control.

	“Your Master has NOT given you permission to have an orgasm.”

	She opened her mouth to protest that she was following his most recent order, but his raised eyebrow - signaling “Make my day!” - shut it again.

	“You will ALWAYS warn me when you are about to peak. You will - sometime in the future - have ample opportunities, but you will earn every one.”

	Eyes down, she meekly accepted his edict, but she was not at all sure that she understood his prediction.

	The rest of the evening went about as poorly as she expected. She knelt, facing him, while he watched a porn film. She had never completely come down her mountain of frustration so the sound alone was enough to keep her climbing back toward the top. Donald was fully aware of her reaction and took some smug satisfaction in having her helplessly fighting her emotions.

	When the film ended, he showed her his rampant cock. His words biting, he made it clear that he was aroused by the film, not by her nude body. Her blow job was a near disaster, as he criticized her every move. Like her mother, she spent the night cuffed to the headboard.

	


Chapter 3: Bottoming From the Bottom

	Dotty’s penance for a bad job left her with a mouth full of salty semen which she had to nurse until Donald’s light snoring told her that he was asleep. Even then she was hesitant to swallow, fearing a trap. At last she swallowed, convulsively repeating it several times while phantom juices swirled over her taste buds. She would have given untold wealth for the glass of water on her night stand. She recognized the intent, she would not soon forget the taste of her husband.

	Breakfast, after a sleepless night, was not overly pleasant. Donald took position on the corner of the counter again, watching her like the proverbial hawk. Her handcuffs caused a minor problem or two, but her instincts carried her through. Her sore knees on the hard kitchen floor were her biggest physical problem. That and the way she was otherwise ignored, like a piece of furniture.

	Donald had changed his plan rather drastically, intent on confusing Dotty and scaring her at the same time. His Cheshire Cat grin returned as he asked, “What WERE your plans for today? You can speak, to answer questions. As briefly as possible.”

	“I had no plans, Master.”

	“You could have left off the ‘I had.’ I said brief.” He paused for effect. “You are not allowed to use ‘I.’ Answer with ‘slave’ instead.”

	He watched her face with satisfaction, as it turned bright pink. “Try again.”

	“Slave had no plans, Master.”

	“I would have thought that you would be bursting with ideas that you want me to punish you with. None at all?”

	Dotty could see - as well as hear - the jaws of his trap closing on her. Every answer, every possible answer, would earn punishment. Her mind raced as she sought an answer with the least consequences. Head down, she said softly, “No, Master.”

	“That’s the third time you’ve said ‘No’ to your Master. Start - and memorize - a list of words you are forbidden to use. Put this one at the top of the list.”

	As she nodded, he prepared his bombshell.

	“You’ve always wanted me to dominate you. You, a submissive, desperately want a Master. Instead, you are going to be in the unique position of topping yourself, or as it were, bottoming from the bottom. You will design your own punishments and - subject to my approval - will carry them out.”

	Donald almost added, ‘Without any help from me,’ but decided to keep his options open. Dotty stared at the floor, clearly visualizing the ultimate irony of dictating her own chastisement. She was smart enough to both realize that he again had outsmarted her and that her immediate future was anything but a rosy glow. “Yes, Master,” she said, resignedly.

	“Let’s try again, with the new rules. You were at the hair salon yesterday. Any ideas there for a possible punishment?”

	‘Oh, shit,’ she thought, ‘here it comes.’

	Without the slightest hesitation she spoke the words she knew he wanted her to say, “Slave must go back today and have her head shaved.”

	“And?”

	She hesitated, almost long enough to be reprimanded, “Slave needs to take a camera and a recorder, so they can humiliate her.”

	“Go get dressed. Shoes, cape and your cuffs. I’ll make the appointment. Wait in the bedroom until I call you.”

	The hair salon card was stuck to the refrigerator door. Donald got the manager and outlined what was about to take place. He broke into a broad grin when the man told him that almost all the operators were into the BDSM scene.

	“Then you’ll know exactly what to do with her.”

	“Yes, sir, she’ll get the full treatment.”

	“She is to announce to everyone why and how she is being punished. Your girls - and the customers - can ask any questions they want. I’m sure they will have appropriate penalties for a refusal to answer.”

	“You can bet on that.”

	Donald hung up, walked to the foot of the stairs and yelled, “Come down, on the double!”

	The cape swirled behind her as she raced down the stairs, praying she wouldn’t stumble. She knelt at his feet, holding her cuffed wrists out to him in mute supplication.

	“Your appointment is in 30 minutes. When you get there, take off the cape, hang it up, turn on the recorder and then tell everyone why you are there and invite them to watch. You will treat the hair stylists with complete respect and obey them and the manager as you would me. Give the camera and recorder to the manager to use as he sees fit. I’ve taken care of the fee and the tips, so you won’t need any money.”

	Dotty had never tried to drive a car while in handcuffs, but she quickly got the hang of it, and drove carefully to the shop, not anxious to attract attention from a policeman.

	When she walked in the door, she realized instantly that she had been set up. The manager opened the door for her, the stylists were standing outside their curtains and several waiting customers were staring openly at her.

	She stopped, one foot half raised, ready to bolt, but her common sense took over. If she fled, Donald would find something ten times worse to do to her. The manager grinned at her and then almost dragged her through the door. He held the back of the cape as her reluctant fingers opened the single button at the collar. He hung it up, then turned to Dotty, who was beet red and vainly trying to emulate the famous ‘September Morn’ painting, with one too few hands.

	His firm hands “undressed” her, forcing her arms to her sides. Her nipples, rubbed into prominence by the cape, stood proudly.

	He announced, “Girls, Dotty is here for a reason. She will tell you why, and answer any questions.  Dotty, you have the floor.”

	At the moment Dotty was wishing herself sinking through that floor. The crimson flush had reached her navel. She cursed Donald to herself, reading his fine hand in this scene.  Barely above a whisper, she began to speak, but was immediately shouted down.

	“Louder! We can’t hear you!”

	“My name is Dot... My name is slave. Slave is being punished for being unfaithful to her husband. Slave was here yesterday to get her hair done. Today, at her suggestion, (Yeah, right!) slave is being punished by having her head shaved in public. All of you are welcome to humiliate her further and slave will answer any questions.”

	One of the waiting customers dropped her dog-eared magazine and reared to her feet, her face a mask of anger. She strode toward Dotty, yelling as she came, “If I’d known they work on whores here I never would have set foot in this place.”

	With that she slapped Dotty on the cheek and pranced out. Behind the mortified Dotty’s back she turned, grinned broadly and waved two fingers in the “V” for victory sign.

	The manager grabbed Dotty’s shoulder and pushed her to her knees, explaining, “You are going to pay dearly for my losing a customer. Someone, bring me a blindfold for this piece of shit.”

	As soon as it was in place the operators and most of the customers gathered closely around her. Dotty was immediately treated to several disparaging remarks about her physical attributes. She heard her tits described as “saggy,” Her slightly protruding belly drew a sarcastic “How many months preggie is she?” The questions began immediately, her answers speeded by full nail pinches on her nipples and some severe hair pulling, the latter accompanied by teasing over her soon-to-be-gone locks.

	She was forced to disclose her interest in bondage and tearfully admitted to tricks she had been using in an attempt to get her husband to tie her up. A question about her cuffs triggered demands for every intimate detail of how she had used them in her plans.

	“Whose idea was it to shave your head?”

	Dotty bowed her head and meekly replied, “Slave’s.”

	“Ah, bullshit! You wouldn’t spend $100 yesterday and then another hundred today to cancel it out.”

	She could barely be heard over the chorus of agreement from the other women. Dotty raised her head, blind eyes looking toward the ceiling, as if praying for deliverance, knowing there would be no respite.

	“Tell us, since you made up this lie, why are you doing it?” The sarcasm was biting, the tone bitter.

	Dotty tried to appeal to their feminine values, “Please, slave was wrong and hurt her husband. He refused to top slave and instead told slave to determine her own punishment. He mentioned this place and asked slave if it suggested anything. Slave’s first thought was her hair and slave blurted it out to placate him.”

	“That’s a crock! I for one think you need to be punished for lying to us.” Again, there was a chorus of agreement and one of the girls slapped her cheek.

	The manager, who knew the facts, ordered, “Put her in the chair and strap her down. Stella, get your razor.”

	Dotty kept her mouth shut in an effort to keep from inciting the women to further violence. She was gritting her teeth to keep from begging them to stop, knowing that the repercussions would far outclass the psychological damage of losing her hair. She flinched, visibly, at the sound of Stella’s razor being honed on the leather strap. One of the girls laughed, “We can use that strap on her ass once she’s shaved.”

	Stella took a full twenty minutes with her scissors, reducing Dotty’s magnificent locks to a reddish stuble. Dotty was sweating and the short bits of hair were sticking to her nude body. One of the watching girls picked up a spray can of body moisturizer and wet down any dry areas she could find. By the time Stella put the scissors away and picked up the razor again, Dotty was engulfed in hair.

	Stella was poised with the razor when an idea came to her. She got out the scissors and clipped Dotty’s eyelashes and eyebrows. Dotty bit her lip, hard, trying to avoid inciting further indignities.

	Dotty’s mind was in a whirl as the rapid fire events kept surprising her. She was getting a thrill from being dominated in such a public fashion. She decided, wryly, that she might just as well be suffering this out in the middle of the sidewalk. Her native submission was conflicting with the dominance that Donald seemed to be working by some form of remote control.

	Given that she had walked into the shop with an entirely different scenario in mind, she was still struggling to make sense of the way she was being treated. Stella had been her favorite stylist for several years, without the slightest hint of any interest in bondage.

	She focused on Donald, recalling word for word their conversation, refreshing her memory of the shock when he told her she would have to decide her own punishment. She cast about for some other explanation, but kept coming back to the realization that somehow Donald had arranged the weird things that were happening to her. She had expected the shaving would be done behind a closed curtain. Instead she was surrounded by 15 to 20 people, including at least one man - the manager. She had dictated the deed, but Donald, working through a surrogate, had heaped one humiliation after another upon her.

	The whispers and the titters of laughter from all sides were getting to her. Fresh waves of humiliation rolled over her in rapid succession. She reluctantly gave Donald credit for discovering a chink in her pain armor. If he started out at this level, she was facing a rough time ahead.

	Knowing that Donald’s fine hand was working behind the scenes didn’t help a bit. Her guilty conscience was a constant bother, the little voices in her head heaping misery upon misery for the way she had treated him. Somewhat to her dismay she was already looking beyond today, looking for new ways to be humiliated.

	Stella studied her handiwork and decided she had finished the head to her own satisfaction. She could feel the taut neck muscles, reading the frustration and embarrassment that Dotty was feeling. Deliberately she stropped the razor again, as if exposure to the air had dulled it. Dotty was fit to be tied, wanting her to get it over with, fully realizing that she was already helplessly bound and helpless to speed up the humiliation building from Stella’s time wasting. She wasted more than a minute dreaming up things she would do to Stella to pay her back.

	Not to be outdone, Stella had a purpose in mind. Instead of slathering shaving soap on Dotty’s head, she barely wet the stubble. The result of course was that the razor had dragged rather than slid. Shaving her head left her scalp inflamed and red - and took forever. Dotty was cursing to herself, swearing retribution even while she assessed her chances of getting at Stella as a little less than zero. She kept holding her breath, expecting blood to come dripping down her cheek at any moment, but Stella was too experienced for that to happen.

	The “bitch” said under her breath, but within earshot of Stella, cost her. Her ravaged scalp was doused with liquid fire from a spray can. She screamed, to the immense enjoyment of her rapt audience. The pain had a not unexpected reaction - Dotty was pushed to the edge of an orgasm. She panted once, gathering her strength, only to have one of the sharp-eyed girls yell, “She’s going to come!”

	Stella’s razor was already touching skin. She applied just enough extra pressure to make it hurt, a warning. Dotty gulped and fought to control the impending climax, her ingrained fear of anything sharp taking over. The razor remained in place until Dotty had herself under control. One or two of the watchers were tempted to clap, but they realized that it would send the wrong message.

	Stella had her own message, “Call me bitch again - or anything like it - and you lose a nipple. Or, perhaps you want your clit shaved?”

	The razor rested for a long moment at the base of her right nipple. Dotty got the message. She started to apologize only to be shouted down, “Nobody said you could talk, so shut the hell up!”

	That was followed by a roar of laughter, mocking Dotty’s sour face. Her whole body turned at least another shade of pink. She was quickly reaching the color of a cooked lobster.

	She no doubt would have risen to fire engine read if she knew that her every move and sound was being recorded. The manager had brought out an expensive video camera that he was using in a professional manner. He grinned as he mentally reviewed the long list of buyers who would pay well for a DVD or a tape, despite the lack of a known porn star. The slight motor noise was easily drowned out by the hubbub around Dotty.

	One of the customers spoke up, “You need to do something with that forest between her legs.”

	In a moment, Dotty’s pussy filled the viewfinder, in time to see a female hand holding a pair of needle-nose pliers appear, grasp a pubic hair and slowly pull. The flesh distended, following the pull, until the root broke free, with a yelp from Dotty.

	The hand returned and a second hair followed the first into space, Dotty’s cry of pain even louder.

	“Okay, slut, answer this question: Do you want me to pull the hairs, or do I use my razor on your pussy?”

	“Please, Mistress, shave slave.”

	Another hair was yanked bodily from her mound. Dotty squalled in protest and pain.

	“Shave what, slut?”

	Dotty rushed to obey.

	“Please, Mistress, shave slave’s pussy.”

	Stella looked around the room, grinning, “You heard, she asked me to shave her pussy. Think I should?”

	A chorus of “No’s” dissolved into gales of laughter as another hair left its anchor point. Stella could see a tear trailing out from under Dotty’s blindfold and down her cheek.

	Stella shook her head ruefully.

	“I side with the majority, but we’d be here for a week attacking this overgrown jungle.”

	She slapped it with her open hand to emphasize her point. The audience grumbled, there were a couple of suggestions way over the top and one clear voice urging, “Shave her dry!” Fortunately the group blamed Dotty, rather than Stella, for spoiling their fun so all of their ire was directed at Dotty.

	Dotty wanted to plea for mercy, but to her, behind the blindfold, it sounded more and more like a lynch mob. She retreated from the idea, steeling herself for the shave that would leave her pussy bare.

	Stella picked up a squeeze bottle and sprayed a generous amount of water, which seemed to disappear in the dense growth. She couldn’t resist zapping the puffy lips in the midst, delighting in Dotty’s sudden jerk against her bonds. To Dotty the water felt like an ice cube on her tender flesh. Stella made a mental note to repeat the spray when Dotty’s clit was uncovered.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4: The Back Room

	Stella dove into her work, regaling the watching women with a running commentary on her “D-forestation project.” Repeated references to ‘timber,’ ‘jungle,’ ‘underbrush,’ ‘logging’ and other derogatory terms had Dotty sobbing with humiliation. She’d had several crude and rude boyfriends but none of them had made even a passing reference to her hairy pussy, so this was a first in language that was at the least insulting, even if she agreed that it was well deserved.

	As it turned out, the insults were a trigger for a mantra that she was at first surprised to find herself repeating. As it kept hammering at her thoughts she began to see it in a different light. Merely by repeating, “I am an ungrateful slut that deserves worse,” she began to learn to accept her punishments and start to work on deserving and regaining her husband’s love.

	The girls seized the opportunity - while Stella was marking trails through the jungle - to badger Dotty with questions. Bound by Donald’s instructions, she was forced to give completely accurate answers, since she assumed that the recorder she had brought was catching every word. It was much too soon to learn to accept his order to set her own punishments and she openly feared what he could - and would - do to her. Unwittingly she was following the path he had laid out for her, doing much of his work, and not too surprising, totally accepting his domination. She was still unaware of the extent of Donald’s interest in bondage. She should have cued from his making her third person herself and answer to ‘slave.’

	Dotty’s mound looked like a battlefield when Stella was done. There wasn’t a single nick, but every inch of exposed flesh was scraped and welted, almost as if she had been whipped. The girls crowded around, exclaiming over the razor ‘burn’ and loudly discussing how much it must hurt. Dotty would have gladly confirmed it, but nobody bothered to ask her.

	Stella set off more laughter when she got a magnifier out of a drawer and began to examine her work at close range, to see if she had missed a hair. After a few seconds she backed away, complaining of the ‘stink’ in Dotty’s crotch, actually the scent of her arousal. The girls giggled, knowing very well what the smell was. Dotty missed most of the by-play, not catching on until they began addressing her as ‘stinky slave.’ She dared not disagree, now fully aware of the potential that her audience had that could make her life even more miserable. She vowed to do everything possible to avoid further humiliation.

	Not that she could help herself, faced with a room full of people intent on non-stop humiliation. The group easily generated a continuous stream of questions, criticism and insult, leaving Dotty far behind. Again and again she decided to beg for mercy, and again and again stopped, knowing her pleas would fall on deaf ears - and probably increase the level of punishment she was subjected to. She wished that Donald was there to protect her, surprising herself with the thought, which she quickly suppressed.

	Her heart sank a few moments later when a voice demanded, “If your husband was here, would he punish you, or protect you?

	Almost certain that the woman was reading her mind, Dotty searched for an answer. To her dismay, the only answer was that she didn’t know how he would react. The voice whinnied a laugh.

	“I’ll bet he would beat the crap out of you for prancing around nude and he’s really going to be pissed when he sees that rosy red bald dome you call a head.”

	‘She could be right,’ was Dotty’s first thought. He had given her permission to get her head shaved but he never said he approved. It would be like him to let her go ahead with something on her own and then explain all the reasons why she shouldn’t have done it. Shaving her head was no different than some other entanglements she had gotten herself into, so there was every reason to believe the woman was speaking the truth. She was going to have to face an irate husband and the prospect was losing more and more appeal with each passing moment.

	The manager announced,“All right, girls, let’s get her in the back room where we can play. You customers are invited too, so come along.”

	Dotty expected to be lifted from the chair and carried to her fate, but the chair, which was designed for double duty, was released from the floor by a lever and rolled on its casters into the back room. The room was quite large and had chairs around three sides, with a small stage on the fourth wall - a mini theater. Dotty was still blindfolded, so she had no idea what the room was like, but she realized from the echos that it was fairly large.

	Dotty and chair were moved up a ramp onto the stage. She heard the heavy door close behind her and the loud click of a lock. Even if she could somehow escape her bonds, there was no place to go. Escape was pointless anyway. No money, no clothes, in handcuffs, she was the epitome of the damsel in distress.

	The manager became the master of ceremonies. After a short preamble, setting down some loose rules, he asked, “What should we do to her first?”

	From the audience came a cry, “Show us how to use a dildo!”

	“A great idea. Stella, please release her arms and provide a dildo so that she can show the girls exactly how she does it.”

	Stella disappeared behind the curtain and returned, pushing a wheeled display board. It was covered with a wide variety of dildoes. Dramatically, she pointed to the smallest one on the board, barely larger than a pencil. Dotty of course had no idea of what was going on, but she heard every word, every snicker, every pleased laugh.

	“Larger,” several yelled.

	Stella pointed to a slightly larger one.

	“Larger!”

	“Larger!” “Larger!” “Larger!”  “Larger!”

	“That great big one!”

	The girl who screamed that sat back, her face flushed. Two of her fellow workers turned to her, teasing her unmercifully for her orgasm.

	Stella finally got the group to decide on one, almost as big as “that great big one,” but still big enough to make it difficult to believe that a female body could accept it. The women “Ohhed” and “Ahhed,” suggesting to the blindfolded Dotty that she was about to welcome a telephone pole into her pussy.

	She was sure of it when the massive head pressed against her puffy lips and her hand was placed on the ‘far’ end. To be fair, it had been lubricated, but Dotty was already supplying her own lubrication. She wriggled her ass sideways, trying to open herself up, maintaining pressure on the dildo until it breached her opening and began to slide into place, to the cheers, catcalls and whistles of the audience.

	Their remarks were cutting, “Just like quicksand!”

	“It goes in like it’s been there before!”

	“Try the REALLY big one on her!”

	“She’s too big - she doesn’t even feel it!”

	Dotty quickly reached candy apple red, forcing herself to accept the dildo. It reached bottom with an inch to spare and she slowly drew it most of the way out, enjoying the full feeling despite the humiliating circumstances. Her other hand moved unconsciously toward her clit, only to have Stella slap it away.

	“No fingers! Save that for later!”

	Stella was in her glory. She was controlling and humiliating the woman who was known as “The Biggest Cheapskate in the City.” Dotty was known far and wide for stiffing waitresses and hair stylists. Stella had “inherited” Dotty when her previous girl had retired. Usually Dotty would “forget” to leave a tip. If she “remembered” at best she would leave a dollar tip for over a hundred dollars worth of work. Nobody had ever called her on it so she had gone her merry way, totally unaware of the ill feelings she left behind. Stella figured this was her one chance to get even, so she intended to play it to the hilt.

	Dotty was rapidly working up a head of steam, even without playing with her clit. Under Stella’s watchful eye she repeatedly rammed the head of Monster 2 into her cervix, actually rearranging her internal plumbing to the point that the artificial ball sac snugged up against her crotch, burying the last inch.

	Dotty started groaning, fingers scrabbling for her nipples, breaking into a screaming climax from the painful slap that Stella used to deny her. She was cheered on, with more insulting remarks. “Bottomless pit!” was one of the milder epithets.

	Dotty had stopped, with the dildo buried. Stella slapped her again, “Get moving! Nobody told you to stop!”

	Dotty was already exhausted and interested only in clearing the massive log plugging her pussy. Reluctantly she started to slide it out, to resume, but she was not quick enough. There was a loud “Snap” as an electric wand sparked on her left nipple.

	‘Faster!” She was ordered.

	She plunged the dildo back into her depths and quickly pulled it out, already feeling an advancing climax. Her wrist hurt, but she ignored it, her fear of anything electrical driving her into a frantic in-and-out movement. Stella slapped her free hand to remind her not to use it, just as another orgasm overwhelmed Dotty, leaving her limp and gasping for air.

	The manager stepped in, “Stella, looks like you’ve got her warmed up for her next performance. If you girls will line up, we’ll see if we can’t establish a new Guinness world record.”

	As they lined up, he explained, “Dotty has a very sensitive clit. You saw her reach for it to bring herself off. Each of you is going to work that clit to get her to come in as short a time as possible. The girl with the shortest time gets a day off with pay. If it’s one of you customers, there’s a complete makeover as a prize.”

	Dotty listened to him in mounting horror. Her clit already ached. A bunch of rasping tongues would leave her raw to the core. She was helpless to protest as they had her over the proverbial barrel. She knew at once that she would make an ass of herself abjectly begging for relief that would be treated and ignored as a big joke.

	There was some confusion as the girls lined up. Several guessed that by the end of the line Dotty would be programmed to climax from a hard look, let alone a tongue. Two of the more ambitious ones took station and made everyone else move in front of them.

	As it turned out, they would have had a better chance at the front of the line. The one girl who had the worst spot was the first one in line. Dotty was ready to come almost immediately, but she coasted for precious seconds before she realized that the sooner she completed the line, the less damage to her clit. The second girl in line was the ultimate winner as Dotty cut her original time by more than 10 seconds. After the first few Dotty began having multiple orgasms, which slowed the times for the rest.

	Stella directed traffic. As the last girl finished, eliciting a high pitched squeal for her tongue work, Stella waved her away and knelt between Dotty’s thighs. The sight before her was not exactly pretty. Dotty’s pussy lips were ballooning around the spike of her clit. Lubrication was dripping down into her ass crack and there was a thin rim of foam at her center.

	The clit already looked like it had barely survived a train wreck. Stella examined it with her eyes, preparing to attack. She bent forward, taking a last look, and then gently enveloped the protruding button with her mouth. Not so gently, she bit down.

	Dotty jerked as if she had been shot. She tried to push Stella away, earning both a slap and a warning tightening of the bite that was cutting her in two.

	“Please,” she breathed.

	“Beg me to make you come!” Stella snarled through gritted teeth.

	“Do me, please.”

	Stella’s grip tightened.

	“Make me come, please.” Dotty was about to faint.

	“Slut, who are you talking to?”

	“Mistress! Make me come, please.”

	“How, slut?”

	“Mistress, bite my clit and make me come, please!”

	Stella wiggled her lower jaw from side to side as if chewing off a piece of jerky, maintaining pressure, but not enough to break the skin. It was ample to send Dotty into screaming convulsions. She climaxed twice and fainted. Stella rose and made an exaggerated bow in response to the clapping and hooting from the other girls.

	The manager felt her pulse and nodded. He retied her left arm to the chair and then got a glass of water which he dribbled over Dotty’s chest until she came out of the faint. He dropped his pants and underwear, exposing a long flaccid cock that hung like a curtain over his balls. He took it in hand and slapped Dotty’s face with it,

	“Your next job is to get me hard. I hear you’re a great cock sucker, so I’ll see what I think.”

	Dotty turned blind eyes toward his voice. For the first time she was ready to gamble on a protest. Her mouth had gotten her into trouble in the first place so it was unthinkable to suck yet another strange cock.

	“Please.”

	“Please who, slut?”

	“Please, Master, don’t make me do this.”

	“Get me hard with your hand and we’ll discuss it. You have two minutes.”

	Dotty was puzzled, but in a few moments she would be even more puzzled. Her hand worked its magic on his limp dick, but there wasn’t the slightest response. It remained as limp as a dishrag. She jacked it and squeezed it, caressed it and even pinched it, but she might as well be working on a lump of rock for all the reaction. She had been concentrating on his cock so much that it came as a surprise that the girls were laughing their heads off.

	“OhmyGod!” she thought, “The son of a bitch is gay!”

	That explained a lot of things, but of more concern at the moment was what he had planned next for her. She steeled herself for the worst, expecting punishment for begging. At the moment she could hear his hearty laugh at her expense.

	When the laughter quieted he told her, “We’re going to take you home, to make sure you don’t run away, and I need to deliver the video we shot...”

	Dotty gasped. That was all she needed, a bad end to a bad day. Donald would mock her all over again and no doubt make her sit through several repeats as he savored her humiliation.

	The manager went on, sinking her deeper into her pool of misery. He drove her car and Stella followed to take him back to the shop. When they got to the house he rang the bell, since Dotty’s hands were chained behind her, then escorted her in, watching as Donald removed her cape and sent her to her knees.

	They left her there while they adjourned to the library and closed the door. The manager turned over the tapes and gave Donald a summary of the events.

	Donald praised his work and wrote a generous check to cover expenses, loss of business and tips for the girls. Just before they finished the manager gave him some information which he jotted down. At the door, the manager looked down at Dotty.

	“Slut, you have a 1 O’clock appointment next Wednesday. Be late - for whatever reason - at your peril. And, bring a check for Stella for $1,000. You’re at least that far behind on tips.”

	Dotty wanted to look up at Donald, hoping for approval, but she didn’t dare, keeping her head down as she acknowledged, “Yes, Master.”

	The manager spread his hand, gesturing. “At least we taught her that.”

	When he was gone, Donald walked into the living room, stood looking out the window for several minutes, then came back to stand above her.

	“Your escapade has already cost $2,000. Just how do YOU expect to pay that back?”

	The question caught Dotty by surprise. She didn’t dare say “no idea,” a violation of his orders. She blurted the first thought that came into her head.

	“Master, as a prostitute.”

	


Chapter 5: Tit for Tat

	Her husband’s laugh was brittle as glass. “That, slave, was either very dumb, very stupid or a pathetic attempt to make a joke of this. Your Master is NOT amused!”

	Her apology was on the tip of her tongue, just as she realized she had not been given permission to speak, nor had he asked her a question. She kept her head down, her eyes futilely trying to bore a hole in the floor to crawl into. She could literally feel Donald’s gaze aimed right at her. He let her stew for more than a minute.

	He stirred, and snapped, “Your trust fund would have been the correct answer.  Or, perhaps you’ve lost interest in your marriage?”

	Dotty didn’t dare move her head to shake it at her own ineptness. She couched her words with extreme care, “Master, this slave loves Master. Slave is sad that she has disappointed Master.”

	“Hrmfe” was all she got in response. She waited, holding perfectly still, and waited, and waited, determined not to break position and inspire more angry words.

	Out of the half darkness came the question she had dreaded, anticipated and prepared for.

	“How will you punish this bumbling slave?” His tone conveyed his confidence that she would screw that up too.

	“Master, this poor excuse of a slave is no more than a dumb beast. Like a beast, slave should be shackled and caged, both to keep slave from hurting herself or others, and to give slave ample time to regret her stupidity.”

	“How big?” His question lacked any confidence.

	“Master, it should be small enough to cause serious discomfort, yet large enough to display slave’s constant and complete nakedness.”

	The latter was an obvious ploy to remind Donald that he had always enjoyed feasting his eyes on his nude wife. He pointedly ignored her answer.

	“Where?”

	“Master, slave should be caged and hung in the bedroom, where Master may keep slave constantly in sight, and immediately correct slave’s faults.”

	For Donald, this was expected. He and her father had used her computer to follow her trail to dozens of bondage sites and several equipment suppliers, with an obvious emphasis on cages. While she was at the hair salon he had thrown some money at the project and in less than an hour...

	He stepped forward, grabbed her ear and guided her to her feet. Using her ear he led her to the master bedroom.

	“You mean, like this?”

	Dotty gasped.

	“What... How... When...”

	Her mouth snapped close. She knew from this that she’d been followed. He obviously knew her foibles. Once the surprise passed, she looked more closely. The cage was rough iron and at least a foot smaller that what she would have bought, narrower and not as tall. Discomfort with a capital D.

	Donald’s laugh was genuine now. He watched her reaction closely. He was not obsessed with punishing her, even though she had hurt him deeply.  He made a face as he thought that as his slave he could take her to his friend John, and watch as he made her suck his friend’s cock. The difference between a wife and a slave performing the same act of adultery would take a little study. He had cautioned the beauty salon manager not to let her suck him, a little unsure how far to let him go. It required thought, so he filed it for future reference. He was anxious to see her reaction on the tape.

	“Slave had better use the bathroom. I’m damned if I’m going to get up in the middle of the night just so slave can take a piss.”

	Dotty flushed and hurried to the bathroom. When she returned, he looked expectantly at her, waiting. She picked up on his unspoken command and went to the wall, where an array of bondage equipment had suddenly appeared during her afternoon absence. Hastily she selected a metal collar with attached chains and attached manacles and shackles. She turned and knelt before him, holding the pile of chains before her. Donald stared impassively at her.

	She racked her brain. Certain she had forgotten something, she took several seconds to recall his “Your mouth got you in trouble, so I plan to take particular pleasure in using it, exclusively and often. Your blow jobs need to be perfection personified.”

	She quickly crawled to him, kissed the toes of his shoes and with her head still down, begged, “This slave begs to service Master.”

	She would have given a lot to see his reaction, but she knew better than to raise her head to look at him. The air literally reeked of potential punishment. She dropped her head an inch and kissed the toes again, to reinforce her plea. Her abasement was met with deathly silence. He let her kiss them three more times before he relented.

	“Open my pants.”

	Hurrying to obey, she had his pants and shorts around his ankles in seconds, speeded by a growl of annoyance. Donald’s cock sprang free, almost erect. Caught up in the drama, she gazed at it with a look of adoration, quickly remembering her duty, “Master, may your slave touch your cock?”

	“Go ahead. Kiss the head. Lick underneath. Now on top. Now my balls...”

	Donald kept up a rapid fire string of commands, treating her as if she had never had a cock in her mouth. Despite the constant distractions, Dotty was doing a bang up job of arousing him and bringing him to climax. She had always had some difficulty with her gag reflex, but under the current pressure it seemed to have mysteriously disappeared and she had no trouble burying her nose in his pubic hair, with every inch of cock fully in her mouth and throat.

	The excitement generated an expected assessment. Thought Dotty, ‘Now that’s the way I want to be dominated!’

	That was not to be. As soon as he filled her throat, he instructed her to clean him up, and then he went silent. She waited several seconds for a command that didn’t come. She turned and crawled toward the cage.

	“Come back here!”

	She returned to his feet, kissing them again to placate his anger.

	“When you crawl, three things will remain in constant contact with the floor. Your nipples, and your nose. Got it?”

	“Yes, Master!”

	All three were tingling by the time she reached the cage. On the way she rethought being dominated, but agreed that it still was the way she wanted.

	The cage loomed before her. This was her doing, so she didn’t expect further orders unless she made a mistake. She knelt up, removed the open padlock and hung it on the door. She crawled in, reaching the end in an impossibly short distance. She turned over and doubled her legs to get them inside the cage. The bars were too close together to get a leg out, once the door was closed.

	Positioned, and already hurting, she looked up to see Donald, standing beside the cage holding the chain set she had selected, and forgotten. Later, once the routine was established, she would have backed out of the cage and crawled to the chains and dragged them back with her, but this was the first time.

	Donald reached in through the open door and handed the chains to her, then closed the door and inserted the padlock, but didn’t close it. She noticed that she didn’t hear the lock snap shut, but at the moment she was too busy trying to untangle the chains to more than note it.

	Once she had them in order, she lifted the collar and closed it around her neck. The pair of manacles had only an inch of chain connecting them to the collar, so she left them for last. The shackles for her ankles had a longer chain, but length was relative. She had to pull her legs up even tighter to reach them. The short chain and the short hobble between her ankles severely limited her leg movement, or for that matter, any movement. She addressed a very uncouth word to herself.

	Dotty had plenty of time to think after Donald left her, as she was too uncomfortable to sleep or even rest. She was wide awake when he came to bed hours later. He deliberately stayed away from her cage, having kept a close eye on her with one of the security cameras. She wasn’t gagged so in an emergency she could yell - if she wasn’t too scared to address him.

	Lying awake, she suddenly remembered that Donald never locked the cage. The door was held shut by the hasp, but the lock was open. A burst of elation welled up, stopped in its tracks by two things. She had selected this punishment, so even if she had wanted to escape, the cage was much too small for her to swap ends and reach through the bars to remove the lock. She assumed, rightly, that it was open to allow her out quickly in an emergency. Plus the applied frustration from knowing that she wasn’t locked in. She spent an hour trying to decide if it were some sort of test.

	She spent another hour, or more, working up a frenzy trying to figure some way to masturbate. Her wrist manacles were tight to her collar so she couldn’t even reach her nipples, let alone the ‘good stuff.’ Thinking about it got her hot, ‘almost there’ but she couldn’t get that last surge. Under the right circumstances her ultra-sensitive nipples could trigger at least a weak to moderate orgasm, but far below the level reached by strumming on her clit.

	Donald, meanwhile, had been watching the hair salon tape. After the first run through he called Phil, who arrived in a matter of minutes. The two sat and watched a second playing. After the third, they discussed it over drinks and then Phil walked back home.

	Dotty spent her nights in the cage. Donald made no move to alleviate her suffering. Her days were filled with housework, nude, wearing a second, longer set of chains that hobbled her effectively but didn’t restrict the work she had to do.

	The day of her next appointment dawned. Donald rattled her cage, waking her up. She had learned to sleep without moving, the lesson brought on more by fatigue than anything else. Silently he opened the cage and helped her out, unlocking her chains so that she could stretch her cramped muscles. The ritual usually brought one or two deep groans from her throat and the odd screech when a muscle rebelled.

	She was ‘dressed’ as before. Shoes, cape and handcuffs. Once again she drove herself - to her doom - as she put it to herself. The manager was waiting at the door. Without ceremony he seated her in Stella’s booth. Quickly the week’s fuzz was scraped from her bald dome and her equally as bald pussy. Warily, Dotty took in the apparent haste, wondering what it meant.  She would find out soon enough.

	Finished, the manager took over, escorting Dotty into his office. She was beginning to get hesitant, but the manager overrode her dragging her feet and literally pushed her into the chair behind the desk. From somewhere a coil of rope appeared and between it and her cuffs, she was helplessly welded to the chair. As the tying finished, a gag appeared and was inserted and locked. The manager glanced at his watch and seemed to speed up even more. Turning on a large flat screen monitor, he closed and locked the office door.

	She had followed him with her eyes and when she turned back to the screen, she could see the entrance and waiting room. The manager was standing at the door, welcoming a couple. The woman caught her attention first, as she was wearing a cape that matched hers. As she watched, the cape came off, revealing a nude body, replete with chains. The woman was blindfolded, so the man was guiding her.

	The trio walked into the waiting room, the bound woman shuffling with tiny, hobbled steps. The manager spoke, “Girls, Maude is here for a reason. She will tell you why, and answer any questions.  Slave, you have the floor.”

	Maude! Dotty was dumbfounded. It was her mother!

	At the urging of a short quirt that Phil wielded, the woman spoke.

	“Last week, this slave’s daughter was here to be punished by having her head shaved. Now, it’s slave’s turn, because slave encouraged her to have an affair behind her husband’s back.”

	She paused, just long enough for the quirt to offer encouragement. Dotty could clearly see the pained look on her face.

	“Slave has volunteered to receive the same punishment that you inflicted on slave’s daughter and answer any questions.”

	Dotty’s mouth dropped open as she saw the same woman who had struck her walk up to her mother, slap her face and call her a whore. She was even more surprised to see the woman make the victory sign from behind Maude.

	The questions came thick and fast, almost all of them repeats from the previous week. Maude was lashed to a chair and Stella cut her hair off and shaved her skull just as she had done for the daughter. Phil stayed with her, but remained silent so she had no idea he was there, and watching.

	When it was time for the dildo, Dotty finally saw all the different sizes that had been the cause of all the hilarity. Maude almost got the largest one as one of the girls urged, “She’s old enough to know how to handle it.”

	Again they settled for the next to largest, and Maude had some difficulty even with that one. The events of the previous week were repeated one after another as if coming from the same script.

	Things hit a snag when it came time for the girls to line up to lick her pussy. Maude objected violently when the first mouth touched her scraped and scratched pussy, calling the girls lesbians and expressing her disgust. She screeched when the quirt came out of the dark and welted her inner thigh, announcing that Phil had been there all along. She snapped her mouth shut, flushing redder and redder, proving that having her husband there, and participating, was doubling or tripling her humiliation.

	She made no further protest, having a healthy respect for the quirt in her husband’s hands, until the entire roomful had their way with her. Stella did her bit, biting the swollen clit until Maude screamed and fainted.

	Phil and the manager conferred. Phil nodded and tapped the pocket where his checkbook was. The manager pulled one of his girls aside and whispered in her ear. She nodded and returned in a few moments with a box. He showed it to Phil to confirm the size and then handed it to Stella.

	“Fix her up,” was his cryptic comment.

	Maude’s hair filled a shoe box. Stella dumped it into a food processor and pulsed it several times. When she poured the hair out, it had been cut into small bits, almost all less than a quarter inch in length.

	The girls released Maude from the chair, but kept her blindfolded. They walked her into the middle of the floor where a mound of latex lay. Carefully, they moved her into the center of the pile. One girl sprayed every inch of her body with heavy oil, while two others started pulling the latex up around her body. Every few inches they threw in a handful of the chopped hair until she was totally encased in the latex suit. Even before they finished Maude was grinding her legs together, futilely battling the itch that was spreading like wildfire up her body. Stella gave her the bad news.

	“Slave, this is your punishment for calling us lesbians. In the coming months you will be given ample opportunity to make up individually with the girls for insulting them. For now, you will itch until you think you are going out of your mind. Your husband will be in no hurry to release you, and, as angry as he is, more than likely will add fresh amounts of hair to renew the itching. As a slave you need to work ten times as hard to appease and entertain. Resistance will get you - right where it itches!”

	Addressing Phil, she asked, “Would you like for us to keep the sweepings for you?”

	Maude strained her ears for the answer she dreaded, but she couldn’t hear the silent nod, or see the massive grin on his face.

	Dotty sank back in her bondage chair, exhausted by watching her mother suffer. Chains back in place over the suit, Phil led Maude out of the building and into his car.

	Dotty waited impatiently for someone to come and release her. Her eyes widened when the manager, Stella and two of the other girls came through the door. Stella was carrying a latex suit that matched the one her mother had on.

	“You certainly didn’t think you were going to get off THAT easily?” She grinned at Dotty. “Tit for tat. Oh, and thanks for the check.”

	Dotty groaned, visualizing a night in her cage, unable to scratch. She had no choice, Meekly she stepped into the legs of the suit, watching as oil and hair filled between the latex and her flesh. Already phantom itches were coursing over her upper body.

	


Chapter 6: The Agony of Discontent

	Dotty’s drive home was a foretaste of the endurance test she was facing. In other words, a disaster. The manager and Stella had tugged and pulled on the skin tight latex suit, squeezing it into every dark corner of her body. Using a monster syringe they had inserted the long nozzle through an access flap and into the depths of her pussy and forced a generous amount of the hair-oil mixture into her. When it began seeping out, they turned her over and shot another full load up her ass.

	The manager slapped her hard on her bare ass, “There! That ought to keep you occupied. Just be thankful we ran out of hot peppers. Unh, and a word of thanks is in order.”

	Her mind said bluntly, ‘I’ll see you in Hell first,’ while her lips dutifully recited, “Thank you Master. Thank you Mistress for your treatment of me.”

	Dotty was seething. This damn suit and the hair were the final straws. The humiliations, one after another, were etched into her very soul. The futility of having to hide her feelings and accept everything that was done to her was the worst humiliation of all, leaving her feeling like she was two inches tall. She was all primed to cuss them both out roundly, but Donald held all the cards, and as long as he and the manager saw eye to eye, Dotty was helpless.

	Stella had one final indignity to heap on her head. She picked up a dog leash and snapped it on the D-ring embedded in the neck of the suit. She crawled her to the front door, handed her her purse and in the tone used for a dog, ordered, “Go Home!”

	Dotty hesitated, ready to fight, one way or another. Stella made a face and picked up a rolled newspaper from the table. She swatted Dotty on the ass and again, with more emphasis, repeated, “Go Home, NOW!”

	Dotty’s submissive nature took over. She ducked her head, “Yes, Mistress.”

	Just then one of the other girls came running, Dotty’s handcuffs dangling from her hand. Stella thanked the girl and turned to Dotty. Dreading a renewed session, she meekly extended her wrists and allowed Stella to cuff her. She was warned, “Forget these again and we will have something very special in the way of punishment.”

	Dotty’s eyebrows rose and she opened her mouth, goaded into rebelling. Stella stood her ground and stared her down, the refusal unsaid.

	Dotty literally waddled to her car, letting loose a string of curses under her breath. A goodly amount of the oil had settled in the legs of the suit, making it seem to Dotty that she was wading in fresh cement.

	The drive home was a nightmare on wheels. She got caught in a traffic jam that didn’t disperse for nearly an hour. The hot, sticky suit clung to her like a second skin. Every single hair seemed to have found a nest in her skin. The slightest movement stirred up hundreds of sharp points. Tiny imps were targeting her nipples with needles. Her clit was sending shock wave after shock wave to her brain, protesting its ill treatment.

	She tried, and immediately discarded scratching through the latex. It not only failed to give the slightest relief, it triggered fresh waves of itching all over, especially on her back, which, while she was cuffed, was impossible to reach.

	She became aware of a new humiliation. People in the cars on both sides of her were looking at her, with - to say the least - curiosity. Unable to drive away from them, and without any shades to pull, she was on display. Actually from their vantage point about all they could see was the eye catching vivid blue latex hood and posture collar, but that was enough to keep their eyes glued to her. All that could be seen of her face was the narrow oval from her eyes down to her mouth, allowing her to breathe. The stares kept a permanent rosy glow on her nose and her cheeks under the latex. She kept her cuffed arms below the wheel, hoping to keep the curiosity seekers from seeing them.

	Dotty was exhausted and at wits end by the time she got home. She drove into the garage, closed the door behind her and just sat there, working up the courage to go into the house and face Donald. First she would have to explain - if he let her - why she was so late. Then there was the matter of the torture suit she was locked in.

	The itching. Just thinking about it set off indescribable ripples and shudders complete with sound effects. She struggled for control, working on the plea that she would make, frantically thinking up other things she could invite him to do to her in exchange. As best she could she was ignoring her mantra, ignoring the fact that she had earned every minute of discomfort and pain. She knew that realistically her chances of persuading him to release her were barely above zero. One wrong move, one sharp word spoken in haste, could be regretted indefinitely.

	The door to the house opened. Donald stood in the light, holding a flogger. Startled and dismayed, she fumbled with the door, finally getting it open. Rattled, she hurried toward him. His arm moved, the flogger pointing to the floor. Cursing herself she dropped like a rock, hitting so hard she bounced, while every atom of air in her lungs shot out of her gaping mouth. She crawled, dragging her nipples and nose across the cement floor. Fortunately for her it was painted and smooth. That was the first thing that had gone right all day.

	She kissed the toes of his shoes, and rose very slightly, awaiting an order. She held the pose while her nerve endings screamed for relief. She worried; sure that she had ticked Donald off, reluctantly discarding any action on the suit. She was stuck with it now, for as long as Donald desired. He hadn’t put her in it, so again he was dominating her by remote control. He could leave her as long as he liked and deny having anything to do with it.

	She scared herself with the alternative - a wait until her next weekly visit to the hairdresser. She had a clear and vivid picture of the excited girls “cleaning” her after removing the suit. She scared herself even more when she realized that they might very well dump in fresh oil and hair and lock it up again for another week. She had an all too clear picture of the demands they would make of her to even consider unlocking it.

	At the moment, Donald was her only hope - and Donald was pissed at her.  A pissed Donald was not to be messed with. Long experience dictated kid glove handling and sex that was erotic to the extreme. Remembering that she was severely restricted to blow jobs only, very nearly set off a panic attack. How do you sweet talk a man who with each breath is dictating every move?

	“You’re over an hour late. Long enough for a quickie with John.” The tone was emotionless, but carefully spoken as a statement of fact, leaving her powerless to respond. Donald knew perfectly well why she was late as bulletins about the three people killed in traffic had filled the afternoon TV.

	Dotty pinned her hopes on begging. Somehow she knew - or guessed - that he was aware of her whereabouts and dragged John in just to humiliate her. She tried, “Master, slave begs permission to open your pants.”

	The loud, curt “No!” came almost too quickly, as he had expected it. No reason, no explanation. None needed for a slave. >Let her worry.

	Dotty almost cried. Hurriedly she racked her brain for some other approach, but her mind was a jumble and of no help. A quick prayer was her sole remedy, and went unanswered.

	She felt and heard the leash click shut on her collar ring. ‘We’re going walkies’ was her last thought before her mind went blank, with all the appearance of an overload.

	Donald reluctantly allowed her to rise to her hands and knees, saving her belly crawl for the carpeted areas of the house. The latex suit was expensive and he intended to get his money’s worth both out of the suit and out of Dotty as well. Dragging it on the rough floor would at the least scratch and disfigure it.

	He enjoyed the smooth appearance but he resisted the temptation to rub his hands over it, certain that it would send Dotty the wrong message. He sent the right message with the flogger, warning her not to drag her knees. He noted with interest that despite the relative mildness of the stroke, Dotty flinched with obvious pain.

	This started a new train of thought. He had Dotty pegged as a pain slut. That a ‘love tap’ with the flogger would get a reaction cast some doubt on that assessment of her. He made a mental note to investigate it further.

	In the meantime, he was not sure what to do with her. In an earlier conversation with the manager he had agreed to the latex as a needed serious form of punishment. While the manager admitted that Dotty was only the third client to get the full treatment, he’d had a dozen women customers who had been punished with either a hair filled bra or a panty girdle. Each had a problem of less magnitude than adultery, but too serious to be ignored. A day or two, or in one case, five days, had made the women docile and obedient or had renewed their Master’s control.

	With Dotty, one glance was enough to convince Donald that she was having serious problems with the hair. His oft stated refusal to hurt her and his love for her kept creeping into his thoughts. At that, he was much more willing to inflict punishment than he had been, but he questioned the severity of the hair treatment.

	Dotty was completely unaware of his mental conflict. She was far more concerned with the misery she was suffering and her hopeless quest for some way to end it. If she could have read his mind she might have been able to negotiate a truce and settle for some lesser chastisement. Not so strangely, he was thinking along the very same lines.

	Donald directed her into the library and sat her down at the desk facing one of the big wall-mounted screens. He locked a chain between her ankles. It was already attached to a ring on one leg of the desk. He laid a notepad and a pen on the desk.

	“I want you to watch this. It’s the tape of your visit last week to the hairdresser’s. I want you to record every question you were asked and your complete answer. If you didn’t answer it, show the reason why. Mark a large asterisk for each question you refused to answer. Oh, and as long as you’re doing it, make a separate list of the comments and wisecracks.”

	Head down, she waited for him to instruct her to do the same with the tape of her mother’s visit, but Donald was finished, for the moment at least.

	“Is that clear?”

	His tone as much as shouted, “Don’t even think of asking to be let out.”

	Meekly she responded, “Yes, Master.”

	“The foot control to stop or pause is under the desk.”

	She nodded and moved her foot about to find the switch. She pressed it tentatively and the screen lit up. It faded to the entrance to the shop and the manager, standing waiting for her. She picked up the pen and began writing. She had used the control a time or two so she didn’t have any problems with it.

	Dotty carefully hid her disappointment. She dreaded her own visit, remembering the insults all too well. She could have done her mother’s visit with more composure, and perhaps more sympathy. She was still battling her emotions about her mother, not quite ready to blame her for all of this. She blamed herself for not honoring her wedding vows.

	The phone rang and Donald walked to another room to answer it. Dotty strained her ears to hear what was being said, but the combination of the sound from the tape and the latex hood covering her ears muffled his voice completely. Distracted, she almost missed the first question.

	Donald went to his office, leaving the door open so he could faintly hear the sound from the library. He kept an ear cocked as he handled some paperwork that had been piling up.

	The doorbell rang, just as she finished the last question. She jumped, her reflexes jangling. She prayed, ‘Please, God, don’t make me answer the door.’

	It worked better than pleading to Donald, but only because she was tethered to the desk and it would have taken too much time to get her loose.

	Donald walked into the library, holding a pizza box.

	“You done?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	He bent down and unlocked the desk chain. “Dinner in 15 minutes.”

	“Yes, Master!”

	Even more oil had gravitated into the legs of her suit. Walking, even crawling as she was now doing, was a feeling familiar to any fisherman who has ever gotten in over the tops of his waders and tried to move with them full of water.

	Donald had a fresh humiliating instruction. “While you’re in the kitchen you will remain on your knees unless there is something you absolutely can’t reach. You will stand up only long enough to do it and return to your knees.”

	‘He’s dominating me!’

	She almost said it aloud, after thanking him. She wasn’t sure whether to be thrilled or worried at the sudden change. For a slave it was definitely something to worry about, but her intuition told her it was some sort of reaction to her travails in the suit. Perhaps he was practicing to take over from that damn shop manager? The thought soothed, but failed to calm her worries.

	She spent the meal hugging the floor, after serving Donald. He made no move to invite her to sit, although it hurt him, but he was somewhat surprised at his own smug satisfaction at seeing her lying at his feet. The fact that she was in chains in addition to the suit touched some hidden nerve, flooding his brain with enjoyment.

	The doorbell rang again as Dotty put the last dish away, the kitchen sparkling. Donald pointed to her, to the floor and to the door, leaving no doubt as to who was elected. Obediently she slithered to the door, lifted to her knees and with dread opened the door. She jerked backward violently when she recognized the man and the woman.

	The shop manager and Stella stepped forward as Dotty hastily remembered her manners.

	“Welcome, Master. Welcome, Mistress.”

	Both brushed past her as if she were nothing more than a brass door stop, ignoring her greeting. Donald was close behind Dotty, with a welcome they accepted with profuse thanks. The difference was so humiliating that Dotty flushed to her toes. She trailed after them, wriggling on the floor until Donald stopped her with a gesture.

	As if just realizing that Dotty was there, the manager snapped his fingers. “Display position! Tight chains!”

	Dotty was at least partially familiar with the commands and the body positions so she instinctively jumped to her feet, stepped in front of her Master and held her arms over her head, snapping the chain taut. At the same time her legs parted and her ankle chain stretched flat. A vow of vengeance began to form in her mind. They had no right to come into HER house and treat her like a slave. She conjured up a lingering death for both of them, before the conversations began.

	All three ignored her from that point on, again as if she wasn’t even there. Dotty was the topic of conversation, but she was pointedly not included in the discussion.

	The manager spoke first. “If I understood you on the phone, you want me to teach you how to handle and manage your slave. Is that correct?”

	Donald nodded. “I can dominate the slave, but my feelings for her tend to get in the way of effective training or punishment. I need someone - a professional - to come in and take over when I - I’ll admit - chicken out.”

	“I sense you’re not exactly thrilled with that suit?”

	“In almost any other circumstance it would be overkill. I’m having a little difficulty imposing it, even for adultery. I’d frankly have to really hate a person to use it on them.”

	“Your slave cheated on you, then bragged about it. Punishment HAS to be swift, sure and must make a lasting impression, something she will go to sleep remembering and will wake up in the morning still thinking about her crime, and what is being done to her as punishment. I’d be the first to admit that this is a radical, cruel and unusual remedy, but as you are well aware, the punishment fits the crime. I’ll wager she hasn’t slept a wink and hasn’t gone a single minute without realizing why she is being punished and why it is a severe punishment.”

	Dotty was fuming, her anger mounting. Her arms felt like lead. Stella was watching her closely, reading her body language. She suspected Dotty was ready to burst and her slight movements confirmed it.

	 

	


Chapter 7: Everything Ventured, Nothing Gained

	Stella nudged the manager and pointed to Dotty. Donald followed their gaze, just in time to see Dotty’s face twist with anger as she let her arms drop, her cuffs clashing. She blasted, “I’m through with your sick games. Let me out, NOW!”

	Donald’s anger ignited, upset because she had made a scene before his guests. He came off the seat with the flogger flailing. She was tearing at the hood surrounding her face. Normally he would never hit above the neck, but his anger directed his hand to exert a smashing blow on the hand that was ripping the hood.

	Dotty yelped and went to her knees, holding the wounded hand with the other.  The manager hooked one of the collar rings and held her immobile. Donald dashed to the bedroom and returned with one of the nastier whips that he had decorated with. Stella picked up the flogger and the two flailed at Dotty, guiding her with the whip into position over the low coffee table. Stella laid the flogger aside and demonstrated her prowess with rope by pinning Dotty to the table like a frog positioned for dissecting. The manager reached down and opened the back flap, exposing two firm mounds that looked like they had been left overnight in an anthill. Hundreds upon hundreds of tiny red dots attested to the effects of the chopped hair as a torture device.

	Donald spoke up. “I’m sorry for this unseemly display of temper, especially when there are guests in the house. To make up for it, I offer a flogger and a target. Slave has a reputation as a pain slut, but there is some indication that she may feel a lot more pain than she admits. Take the flogger and see what happens.”

	He handed it to Stella. She let the strands fall on Dotty’s skin and then dragged them across her body as she walked slowly around the table. She lifted it and circled again. Dotty, suddenly scared, moved against her bonds, her only way of enticing Stella to begin and thus get it over with. She comforted herself against the coming thrashing by picturing Stella being pulled apart on a medieval rack.

	The vision dissolved in a wave of glory when the flogger landed without warning. Dotty tried to sink through the table, but her pert ass cheeks remained rampant, as if inviting the sting of the flogger. It took only a few strokes to bring her to the pain table and then make her eat. She moaned, yelled and screamed as Stella connected the dots into two magnificent red humps.

	Stella threw down the flogger as Dotty continued to whimper and cry. “She’s no pain slut! No wonder she’s putting up such a fuss about the suit. My grandmother can take more than this without breaking a sweat.”

	She heaped several more insults on the weeping girl before releasing her from the table. Dotty was obviously ashamed of her outburst, but she had done it, and now was paying the piper.

	Working like a well oiled team, Stella and the manager used the next two hours to thoroughly cow Dotty and then exhausted her with repeat after repeat of rapid fire position changes, replete with constant snap moves from the floor to upright and back.

	Dotty was constantly fighting the suit, which restricted every movement, but neither gave her a bit of slack, the whip landing whether she had slipped up or the suit had hindered her. For the last 15 minutes Donald took over, forced to increase the number and strength of the whip blows to compensate for her flagging energy. The manager finally nodded and the whipping stopped.

	“Very good!” The manager congratulated him and added, “She needs a little touching up with the hair, and then we can go.”

	Dotty let out a muted squawk of protest when she heard him, but she had no energy left to dispute him. Donald addressed her, “You could have avoided all this, but you chose not to. You are badly in need of discipline and you are going to get it.”

	Wiith that, the manager and Stella turned Dotty over. Donald and Stella each held one of her legs at a sharp right angle. The manager showed Dotty the small syringe. She began to struggle, moaning, “No! No! No!” The man laughed at her and bent down, inserting the nozzle into her urethra, filling it with the oil mix. He emptied the remainder into her winking ass hole.

	Turning to Donald he said, “Better set her on the toilet. She’ll lose all bladder control in about 10 minutes. Probably shit herself too.”

	“You heard your Master. Get to it!” Donald swatted her ass, speeding her on the way. All three watched her waddle and all three had the same thought - Duck!

	Stella and the manager left while Dotty was still in the bathroom, seizing the chance to scratch the exposed bare flesh but her ass was much too tender so again she had to abandon the thought of relief from her all-over itch. When she emerged, Donald put her across his lap and put cream on her welts. He let her find out for herself that the cream was laced with a fresh supply of chopped hair.

	Then he watched as she crawled into her cage. The thin latex made it just that more of a snug fit. With an effort she pulled her legs up and locked the cuffs on her ankles and then the ones that held her hands under her chin. Donald climbed into bed as she watched. In a subtle piece of humiliation he turned on a porn film and slowly beat his meat before her eyes. He noted that she watched his cock much more than the film. He made no move to offer it to her and when he finally came, he soaked it into a wad of tissues, tossed casually on the floor between the bed and the cage.

	He didn’t trust himself quite yet, so he dispensed with their traditional “Good night” and “Sleep Well” before turning out the light.

	Dawn came early, although to Dotty the sleepless night seemed never to end. Tired, in pain and of course helpless, her only available movement was the tips of her fingers scratching futilely at the stiff posture collar.

	Besides, at any second she was positive she was going to empty her bladder and her ass hole ached from hours of clamping against the enema effect of the oil the manager had so thoughtfully treated her with.

	Donald was on her case instantly. He was tempted to let her make a mess on the floor to give him an excuse to force her to clean it up in some disgusting manner, but he relented and hurried her to the bathroom. When Dotty reported back on her belly, her day officially began.

	There are days, and there are memorable days. For Dotty this was a very memorable day. Donald seemed to have lost all his inhibitions toward disciplining her, using the whip to speed her to the kitchen. He breakfasted on eggs, bacon, hash browns and coffee. She got bread (dry) and tepid water. She was made to wait until he finished a second, leisurely cup of aromatic coffee. The smell made her mouth water, so near and yet so far. She was not allowed to finish her kitchen work until the last delicious drop slid down his throat.

	Seconds after she finished she was called to the bedroom, where she was startled to find Donald ‘bare ass naked,’ to use the vernacular, fresh from his shower. She immediately noted that his cock was at half-mast and rising, making tiny jerks with each heartbeat. Donald barely suppressed a grin as she stared at it.

	“Dress me!”

	Dotty shook her head to clear her thoughts. She had never dressed him. Hurriedly she responded, “Yes, Master!”

	His clothes were laid out neatly on the bed. Automatically she grabbed the shorts. Holding them she knelt at his feet, expecting him to lift his foot. He remained silent. She grasped his ankle, intending to lift his foot, but it remained solidly fixed on the floor, bearing at least half his weight. She looked up at his face for some clue, her gaze taking in his now fully erect organ.

	Seeing no sign, she gambled, “Master, may your slave lift your foot?”

	After a perceptible pause she got her surprise answer, “No.”

	Very matter-of-fact and to the point. “Now what?” she thought.

	Another gamble, “Master, will you please lift your foot?”

	The foot lifted. She pulled the shorts above the ankle.

	“Master, will you please raise your other foot?”

	“No.”

	Dotty became aware that she was being taught a lesson. She corrected, “Master, will you please put your foot back down.”

	The foot dropped to the floor.

	“Master, will you please raise your other foot?”

	This time the foot rose without any problem. Lesson one, a slave is dependent on her Master for everything.

	Dotty used up just about all of her courtesy and good manners before she got him fully dressed. She was refused permission to touch his cock, except through cloth, so she had to work around it for both his shorts and his pants. Zipping up his fly without catching him in the zipper was a major triumph.

	The day for Dotty went downhill from that point. Donald started from scratch, trying everything old or new that he had learned. She could do nothing right, at least in his eyes. He started criticizing moments after she began and with each criticism came a pause under his direction in which she had to turn and bend over, opening the flap on her suit for a correction with the flogger. Her cheeks were a pale pink around the red dots, but by lunchtime they were once again a solid red.

	Lunch was pretty much a repeat of breakfast. The dry bread didn’t taste a bit better, while she could hear him munching on the romaine salad she had prepared for him.

	If she thought she would get a break for the afternoon, Dotty was dead wrong. Donald serenely started at the beginning again and drove her to distraction with his derogatory remarks about her capability. He warned her several times that she needed to shape up if she expected to become his slave.

	Under his tutelage - and frequent applications of the flogger - she made remarkable progress. He was finding it harder and harder to be critical of her, but he continued to carp, knowing it would worry her and help keep her on her toes. To his amusement he found himself taking over as a Master. The slap of the flogger on tender flesh became music to his ears.

	Master dined on steak while slave ate dry bread at her training table on the floor. She had nearly snitched a tender curl of fat when his back was turned, but her daring dissolved into abject fear of what he would do to her for disobeying orders.

	Just as on the previous evening, the doorbell rang as she finished cleaning the kitchen. She looked to Donald, who nodded toward the door. She crawled to the door, a rising certainty that she knew who was coming.

	Dale, the manager, Stella and a girl walked into the hall, ignoring her greeting. Dotty closed the door and followed behind. She glanced at the three and was horrified to see that the girl was wearing a collar and handcuffs, and nothing else. Her head went down in embarrassment, quickly corrected by Stella with a hard slap to her cheek. Her head jerked up and she stared at the wall, avoiding any eye contact.

	Dotty was poised to utter a tirade, but Donald expected it and stared her down. She saw a new light in his eyes, almost daring her to screw up so he could punish her. She backed down, dropping her eyes.

	The slave got the same treatment that Dotty was enjoying. She was left standing in the middle of the room, completely ignored even when she was the topic of discussion. Dotty started to walk in and join her, only to meet Donald’s baleful eyes and a finger pointing to the spot where he wanted her to belly down. She dropped. The slave looked puzzled, unsure if she should join Dotty on the floor, or not.

	Stella noted all this and used it as an opportunity to lecture her slave. She got right in the girl’s face and told her, “You are here to teach - not to learn. If you pick up so much as one bad habit from this fuckup, you’ll spend a month in a latex suit begging for more hair.”

	The slave went to her knees, as if struck.

	“Yes, Mistress!” she acknowledged, stark fear in her eyes. Dotty guessed she had prior experience with one of the suits.

	Stella turned to Donald.

	“This ‘thing’ has been exhaustively trained, both to suck cocks and to lick pussy. She can make a man spurt twice in a five minute time period and guarantees any woman multiple orgasms. She has a quota, and at the end of the month she spends a day in a small dog kennel for each number she missed by. We’ve had to raise her quota three times in less than six months. She objected to the first raise and spent a week in a punishment suit. Since then she has been extraordinarily obedient. She gets her ass whipped anyway on a regular basis, just as a reminder.”

	“Slave, take his slave and put her on her Master’s cock. Teach her everything you know and be quick about it.”

	“Yes, Mistress!”

	The slave hurried to Dotty and kicked her, none too gently in the ribs. She took “be quick” as an “or else” order and she wanted Dotty to get the same incentive.

	Dotty pushed to her knees and slid between Donald’s legs.

	“Master, may I open your pants?”

	When Dotty was finished pulling them down and received permission to touch him, the slave took over. She began a running commentary, instructing Dotty in exactly what to do, how to kiss the head, when to extend her tongue, when to tighten her lips and apply suction, how to use her hands, reminding her to maintain eye contact as much as possible. Her words were as much of an aphrodisiac as the mouth and tongue that enveloped his member and he quickly found himself fighting to maintain control and keep from climaxing.

	Not unexpectedly, her dulcet voice was having the same effect on Dotty. While it was no big thing if he ejaculated into her mouth, she knew she would earn some painful discipline if she let herself come too. Donald was nearly out of it but Stella and Dale were watching both girls intently, expectantly waiting for the first miscue that they could punish.

	The outcome was almost a forgone conclusion. Donald lost it, spurting down Dotty’s throat. She in turn warned him that she was about to come, but was denied permission. The slave knelt back as Stella assessed the lesson.

	“Not quite up to your usual standard of excellence. You didn’t do anything but talk, so this doesn’t count toward your quota.” The slave bit her tongue. It was only a couple of days to month’s end and she needed two more to meet her latest quota. She had counted on earning two here, but now the best she could hope for would be one.

	Stella hooked Dotty’s collar with a finger and positioned her on the coffee table, this time on her back. The slave had already been told what to do. She knelt beside Dotty and began kissing her face, the only exposed part of her body. Then she lifted the flaps and buried her face in the buxom breasts, sucking first one nipple, then the other. She raised her face momentarily, covered with a thin layer of the oil. She dipped down again and began to nibble on the turgid nips, sending streams of rapture through Dotty’s trembling body. Dotty quickly begged permission to come and was amazed when she heard her Master say “Yes.”

	Dotty went screaming into space, riding a rocket. She came down in time to hear her Master order, “Wear her out!” The import didn’t penetrate until she felt the tongue on her clit. It smacked of a legal document - “For the purpose of demonstration, the client will be subjected to continuous friction until she loses consciousness.” There was no way out. Dotty could tell that easily. The tongue in her slit was superbly expert. There was no room for debate either. Dotty settled in, expecting a very short ride.

	The tongue slave realized the same thing. She could feel the body move in certain ways that signaled to her that a cataclysmic orgasm was building. She hurried it along, pushing hard. When Dotty went over the top the slave’s mouth was tight against her, shaping the orgasm, directing it and finally releasing it as a non-stop, magnifying multiple climax that literally took Dotty’s breath away. Donald leaned forward, ready to pound her chest, when she drew in air and expelled it in a long shuddering sigh. Her eyes remained closed and she gave no other sign of life. The other slave knelt back, immediately forgotten.

	The three chatted for a few moments, discussing Donald’s blowjob and Dotty’s orgasms. As they talked, Dotty came out of it and opened her eyes. When her breathing had returned to normal, Stella raised her skirt to her waist and spread her legs.

	She caught Dotty’s eye, “My turn.”

	


Chapter 8: Rebellion in the Ranks

	“In a pig’s ass!” Dotty blurted, and before she had time to think she added “Go fuck yourself!”

	Stella snapped her skirt down and loomed over Dotty in time to hear, “No hair dresser is going to get ME to lick her pussy!”

	The other slave knew better. She dove for the nearest corner, as far out of the way as possible. She had been a slave long enough to have seen several slave rebellions but she sensed that this was going to easily outclass anything she had experienced.

	Donald was absolutely furious. Being married to her he knew that Dotty had prejudices but this was the very first time that she had erupted in this manner. As he came off the couch he reached underneath and brought up a modified cattle prod.

	Stella was in a quandary. Her instinct was to slap and keep on slapping until Dotty was on the floor begging for mercy. But, she was in someone else’s house, a regular customer at that. It was enough to make her hesitate, but not to hide the hatred that flowed from her eyes toward Dotty.

	Dale got up, considering the same points that Stella was dwelling on. He knew at once that this went well beyond the typical Master/slave relationship and demanded some really serious retribution. The immediate solution was to calm everyone down.

	“Stella, Donald, and you too, Dotty - everybody just calm down. This is not the first time we’ve been involved with a rebellious slave and it won’t be the last.”

	“Remember, she has been in the torture suit for going on three days. She hasn’t slept in 72 hours and I imagine she’s on a starvation diet. She just survived a multiple orgasm on top of a hard day of practice. Give her some slack and then if she still wants to be uppity, take her hide off.”

	He looked down at Dotty. “Apologize now, or it gets worse.”

	Dotty realized she had no options, but pride ruled. She shook her head. Furious, Donald jabbed the prod into her belly, straddling her clit, and pressed the button. Dotty jerked, her legs doubling up against her chest. She was deathly afraid of electricity in any form, so the shocks got to her where a whip might not. Unable to breathe, she nodded her head frantically.

	When she opened her mouth, Dale interrupted her, “On your knees.”

	Warily eying the prod, inches away from her clit, she lifted off the table, got her legs under her and knelt, not directly facing in Stella’s direction.

	“This slave apologizes for her words and begs punishment for any insult.”

	Dale was watching Stella. Her hand rose, as if to strike out, then fell to her side. “Apology accepted. Punishment deferred.”

	Dotty wasn’t at all thrilled. “Punishment deferred” is to be worried about, like anything unknown.

	Donald also apologized, promising Dale and Stella that Dotty would received appropriate punishment for insulting his guests. He saw them to the door after they recovered their slave from the corner. Stella saw the slave eying Dotty and slapped her, drawing her attention where it belonged.

	When Donald came back to the living room he was swearing a blue streak, directing his ire straight at Dotty. “You dumb slut! What the Hell got into you to break discipline like that. This is a stunt your mother would pull, not you!”

	He burned her with words for several minutes, all the time waving the prod closer and closer. She shrank away as far as she dared, but moving away from him would only heap fuel on his fire. In the heat of the moment she couldn’t remember ever seeing him so angry. Perversely, his anger thrilled her, as she interpreted it as his innate domination coming to the fore. More and more she was enthroning him as her Lord and Master.

	Abruptly she dropped to the floor at his feet, kissing his shoes with unusual fervor. She spoke into the leather, “Master, your stupid slave deserves to be punished. Your slave has deliberately provoked you to earn your wrath. Your slave is sorry she did this.”

	“You learned this pretense from your mother, didn’t you?”

	“Yes, Master, your slave is ashamed to admit it.”

	“One more outburst like this and I’ll wear out the batteries on your hide.”

	He watched her head nod vigorously.

	“Master, punish your slave. I fear the jolt, but I deserve it.” She rolled on the floor, spreading her legs in open invitation. He swung the prod into position, the arms above and below her clit. He waited for a count of ten.

	“Beg me.”

	There was no escape. No avenue of retreat. She had taken herself to a dead end.

	“Master, your rebellious slave begs you to correct her faults with your wand. Please, punish your slave until she can no longer breathe.”

	He silently counted to ten again, watching the fear grow in her eyes. She feared the prod, but for how long? Anger persisted as he pressed the button and watched as she contracted into a ball, gasping for breath.

	His anger showed as he ordered, “You’re going to live with this prod, night and day. You will have it at the ready whenever I decide that you need another obedience lesson.”

	He dropped the prod onto her stomach and walked away. She dared not move until he returned. She suffered the aftereffects of the shock for some time, but it was much later when he returned to the room.

	“You’re still setting your own punishments, subject to my approval. Just how do you plan to appease Stella and Dale?”

	A half-formed idea rose to the surface of her mind. With some obvious distaste she shared it with Donald.

	“Master, my next appointment is Wednesday. If it pleases Master, I will be ready to ‘pull a train’ for all of the girls.”

	“You’re definitely NOT going in that frame of mind and with that look on your face. Sour is not going to placate them. You screwed up your chance for a private session for your maiden experience. Stella is not going to let you get away with it a second time. You are going to be up against a whole group of thoroughly experienced muff divers and if you think your amateurish tongue is going to satisfy them, you’re nuts.”

	“If it isn’t beneath your dignity to use your tongue on a slave, you’d damn well better get that slave of theirs over here and cram as much knowledge as you can into that thick skull of yours. Otherwise, you don’t get to touch anyone and they stay mad. If I were you, I’d be bracing for a lengthy stay in your latex creation, which Stella controls.”

	Dotty squirmed like a pronged fish at the mere mention of the suit. It was incentive enough for her to beg, “Master, if it pleases you, your slave would like to learn from Stella’s slave.”

	“You remind me of a weathervane, turning in every direction. We’ll see.”

	The first hint that he had done something came when the doorbell chimed the next evening. Dotty greeted Dale and Stella, carefully refraining from addressing the slave. As usual she was ignored, greetings reserved for Donald instead. Once again the slave was left standing in the middle of the room and Dotty was put on her stomach in the doorway. The quartet talked for nearly an hour on every subject except bondage, leaving the two slaves hurting more and more from their immobile positions.

	At last Stella shifted position and eyed the two slaves. Pointing at her slave she ordered, “On the table. On your back.”

	Pointing to Dotty, “Get between her legs and get that tongue out.”

	Dotty carried the prod and moved into position. Stella snarled at her slave, “Do I need a forceful reminder for you to remember that you are the teacher?”

	“No, Mistress,” the girl hastened to assure her, spreading her legs even wider.

	Dotty’s heart sank as she heard Stella dominate her slave. She felt a pang, knowing the slave was taking the punishment because of her. The evening was young and she had a feeling it would not turn out well.

	Stella turned to the others and resumed their conversation as if nothing had happened, ignoring the tongue training session in front of them that began immediately.

	The conversation continued interminably as one slave taught the other, over and over until Dotty was letter perfect. If there was any lingering aversion to hair stylists, she was careful to keep it fully concealed. Her one problem was that despite her training and despite her just-earned prowess, she could not bring the slave to a climax. She had no way of knowing, beyond the classical slave denial, that the girl had been warned several times between when she was released from the car trunk and when they reached the front door, that an orgasm would earn her a ‘stork,’ standing on one leg for the rest of the night.

	At a silent signal from the slave, Stella interrupted, “Just a minute.” She pulled her skirt up to her waist, spread her pantiless legs and announced. “My turn.”

	It was the command Dotty had been dreading, but there was no way around it. Twenty-four hours before she had refused, loudly. Now, meekly, she spun around, asked permission and buried her face in Stella’s neatly trimmed pubic hair, tongue flashing with renewed vigor.

	Above her, the conversation resumed, Stella holding up her end   with no difficulty despite the activity below her waist. Dotty lapped and sucked, dutifully using every trick the other slave had taught her. Stella continued to converse as if there was no connection between her head and her pussy.

	Dotty’s frustration was growing at the same rate that her energy was waning. She was moving into desperation when she finally got some reaction. She bit gently on Stella’s labia. The nibbles caused her to stutter. Dotty bit harder, Stella moaned, excused herself and shouted her ecstasy. Dotty continued to lick until Stella frantically pushed her head back. Grudgingly she acknowledged the unexpected. Dotty had learned her lessons well.

	As the three left, Stella looked down at Dotty, not quite willing to forgive. She warned, “We’ll be waiting for you Wednesday. We have the whole afternoon scheduled for you.”

	“Thank you, Mistress.”

	As their car disappeared down the driveway, Dotty sighed, as the opportunity to beg to be let out of the latex suit never occurred. She had hoped for a fleeting moment that Stella’s orgasm would put her in a generous mood, but it hadn’t happened. There was continued resentment there that she would have to overcome.

	To make matters worse, Donald seemed suddenly to be in a foul mood. He taunted her, “Didn’t get your wish - to get out of that suit - did you?

	“No, Master.”

	“I have it on good authority that you’re stuck with it - in more ways than one - for some time to come. Your comments were not considered funny. Now that you’ve stooped so far as to eat out a slave AND a hair stylist, you ought to be proud of yourself.”

	Not a question, so no answer required. Dotty hung her head, trying to drum up enough courage to face an indefinite future, locked in latex with sharp pointed hairs constantly puncturing her from all sides. The oil, in addition to making her skin sticky, was softening it, making it easier for the hairs to stab her. Her day was not yet over.

	Before being caged for the night she had to provide her Master with the obligatory blowjob, which Donald treated as a ‘gift’ to his slave. Dotty didn’t see it that way. Normally she got a measure of enjoyment out of the physical contact, but of late Donald was so hypercritical of her every move that it became more of a dreaded chore than mutual enjoyment. Tonight was no exception and Dotty was in tears when he finally loosed his sperm into her throat. And still her day was not yet over.

	Donald helped her into the cage. She was firmly clutching the prod to keep it with her. As she bent her legs the latex pinched her, in a spot where the oil hadn’t penetrated or had dripped away. She exclaimed angrily, drawing unwanted attention to herself. Donald poised, ready to jump her, but she resumed her silence. He debated whether to punish her and decided to be merciful.

	An hour later he was feeling anything but, after a series of noisy breaths that were just short of being a complaint. Something metal had hit the cage bars. The crowning touch was the very recognizable sound of the prod being shoved against the bars in a vain effort to gain more room for her cramped body.

	Donald snapped on the light and stormed out of bed. He opened the cage and grabbed Dotty and hauled her bodily out of the cage. She dropped the prod during the unexpected assault. He held her with one hand and picked up the prod and shoved it into her hand with a redundant warning of the consequences of losing her grip on it again. It was a carbon copy of the traditional punishment of having to sleep with their dirty rifle that so many Army recruits suffered through.

	Donald handled her like a feather, carrying her to the basement where he had discovered an unused cistern some time ago, buried under a pile of lumber. He had cleaned away the wood, for just such an eventuality, The concrete tank was less than four feet square and about eight feet deep. He and his burden were a tight fit climbing down the ladder he had set in place. He dropped her several inches to the floor, as if daring her to protest or make a noise.

	Without a word he climbed back up, pulled the ladder up and walked away. She had just seconds to glance around at her prison before the light went out. She panicked and began calling his name, rather than his title. The light came back on. The ladder dropped down and Donald climbed down into the chamber. He pulled the prod from her nerveless fingers, tipped her on her side, opened the flap at her crotch and zapped her clit. He snapped the flap shut, shoved the prod back into her hand, drew the ladder up and walked away, confident that his slave had learned her lesson.

	Dotty crouched in her tight chains in utter silence, staring into the blackness, afraid that a loud breath would bring him back to punish her. She blamed herself, rather than him, for her problems, silently cursing herself for making such a stupid mistake as calling him by name.

	There was a lot more room in the cistern than in her cage, but there was no benefit for Dotty, who remained chained with her feet pulled up to her collar, unable to stretch out even a little. The space seemed to mock her.

	Donald was watching her on an infrared screen. A highly sensitive directional microphone was monitoring her breathing. Dotty had seen only the walls, not the array of electronic gadgets that surrounded her.

	It would have made little difference, as Dotty was going down a roller coaster of emotions, swinging from deep depression to being unbelievably thrilled by her bondage. She could feel her wounded clit swelling and rubbing against the latex, dangerously close to a forbidden orgasm that she could neither beg for, nor control. She began to pant, but she stopped, horrified that he would come back again, with worse.

	She didn’t close an eye all night. Donald set the alarm on the monitor to wake him if Dotty was having problems, and promptly went to sleep. The ghostly image of her bundled body remained on the screen. When he awoke, she was in the same position. Had she dared she could have moved, but any different position would be even more uncomfortable.

	


Chapter 9: Wednesday’s Child

	Wednesday came all too soon for Dotty. She spent three nights in the cistern as a penalty for her outburst, before Donald allowed her back in her cage. Her daily training sessions continued. Donald deliberately worked her beyond her capacity so that he could correct the inevitable mistakes.

	Dotty was despondent, her picture of life as Donald’s slave slipping away from her grasp. Every time she progressed to the point where she felt she could relax a little, Donald was on her case with some new program. She was unable to get through a complete day without at least one zap from the prod, which she faithfully carried with her everywhere she went, as she performed her household duties. Donald tried it on her nipples and found that it was equally effective and her nipples were less subject to damage due to the tougher skin.

	She didn’t realize that Donald also was learning from her punishments. Each day’s training sessions taught him something new that he could utilize to dominate Dotty. Imperceptibly he was tightening his control over her, both with what he had learned from her and from the several evenings spent with Dale, Stella and their slave. While she felt that she was slipping, he was confident that his hold on her was strengthening. His key concern was that she hadn’t shown the trust needed to make her slavery work. The incident with the cage and the cistern had shown him that topping something bad with something worse sent a powerful message of domination to his slave.

	Dotty dressed in her standard ‘uniform’ - cape, shoes and cuffs. Donald saw her off, warning her one more time that the slightest hint of prejudice would cancel the session and have all sorts of repercussions.

	“You could live for months in that latex suit,” was his final admonition.

	Dale opened the door to the shop for her and mocked her with a deep bow.

	“Thank you, Master,” she got out, her face bland.

	He took her cape and hung it up. He nodded to Dotty. She lifted her head slowly, gathering her waning courage and announced, “I’m here to suck pussy. If you want the best tongue in town, follow me into the back room.”

	The girls and the customers clapped and yelled, jumping up to follow her, forming an impromptu conga line. Three recliners were lined up. The first three girls in line made for the chairs, hiked up skirts or pulled down their pants and got comfortable. Several of the girls had anticipated the session and divested themselves of their panties.

	Dotty went to her knees at the head of the line. The first pussy was shaved smooth. Dotty bent her head, running her nose up and down the girl’s slit, and then began licking.

	Two hours later her tongue was numb, but she had satisfied every girl in the place. However, the reviews weren’t exactly raves. Most of the girls were satisfied, but there was an undertone of a lack of fulfillment. Some of the more experienced girls recognized the problem, blaming Dotty for being straight, in a den of lesbians. It was only when Dotty’s tirade was repeated in whispers that the girls realized the real problem.

	Stella was the last in line. Finished, she stood and got everyone’s attention. She pointed at Dotty.

	“This slave doesn’t like hair ‘dressers.’ While she satisfied all of us, I don’t think her heart was quite in it. Therefore, I’m going to take a vote. How many think she should continue to enjoy the confines of the torture suit for another week, until her next appointment?”

	All but one hand went up, with a chorus of approval. The one holdout had been punished in the suit herself for cussing out a customer. As she said later, several times, “I wouldn’t wish that fucking suit on my worst enemy.”

	Stella turned to Dotty with a wide grin. “Sweetie, it looks like you’re stuck.”

	Dotty dropped to her knees again, “Please, Mistresses. I beg of you, be lenient with this miserable slave.”

	Stella dramatically stuck out her arm, raised her thumb, then twisted her arm until the thumb pointed straight down. The other girls turned thumbs down and one began to chant, quickly picked up by the others, “One more week! One more week! One more week!”

	Dotty was crying, sobs wracking her body. She moaned, “No,” as one of the girls walked toward her with a box of hair clippings. Another girl joined her, holding the spray bottle of oil. Dotty collapsed on the floor as they opened the access flaps and replenished her coating of oil and hair. Dotty got the full treatment, including the oil enema and stuffed urethra. Stella made her squat on the toilet in full view as her bladder voided and her intestines repelled the oil.

	Still dripping, Dotty was at last wrapped in an adult diaper and sent home in disgrace. Stella made no bones about her fate. “Tell your Master that you didn’t earn release, so you’re stuck for another week. I’m sure he will take some appropriate measures to improve both your tongue work and your view of hair stylists. If you don’t pass next week, we’ll replace the human hair with horsehair. I’m sure you’ve heard of its reputation.”

	Dotty shuddered at the mere mention. A suit full of horsehair would put her in a mental hospital in nothing flat. At the moment the hospital looked like the better option.

	Stella sent her on her way, giving her a box of hair and a spray bottle to give to her Master. Dotty’s first reaction was to throw them into the first trashcan she passed, but Stella or Dale would be in touch with Donald and his first question would be what she had done with them.

	Dale and Donald were becoming fast friends and Stella was included. The two were frequent visitors at Donald’s house and a considerable amount of their time was spent discussing Dotty and her training in front of her. She stood the humiliation without question, knowing that as long as Stella had a hold on her she was in jeopardy. Privately, when she was out of the room, either in her cage or the cistern, they also discussed her, including some plans for her future that she would have found of considerable interest.

	Dale had broached the subject.

	“Ever heard of the Dalewood Rehabilitation Center?”

	“You mean the one up the highway north?”

	“That’s the one. They do drug and alcohol treatment.”

	“Which has nothing to do with Dotty,” Donald argued, “she won’t touch the stuff.”

	“You didn’t let me finish. The drug end is just a cover to give them an excuse for the razor wire and guards. Inside the compound, in a separate building, they have a rehabilitation and processing unit for slaves. They train them, discipline them and finish them to your specifications. A stay there would be ideal for Dotty. Knock some of the ideas out of her head and bond her for life to you. It’s expensive, but worth every nickel.”

	“Remember the slave we brought over? She went through their training course. She flatly refuses to talk about what they did to her, but I can tell you, she came out of there about 180 degrees from the way she went in. She refused orders, cussed us out and generally screwed up. Since she came out she hasn’t refused a single order and she would lay down her life for us.”

	Dale paused and took a sip of his drink.

	“There are rumors. About the place.”

	“Such as?”

	“Well, one that our slave almost, but not quite confirmed. Seems there’s a third facility, underneath the central building. It’s supposed to a private prison. One version had it that if you wanted to have a rival or an enemy disappear, all you have to do is cough up the money.”

	“Here? In this country? They can’t do that.”

	“That’s exactly why I keep saying these are rumors. The stories are unbelievable. I heard one guy in the coffee shop claim that they had the wife of the Police Commissioner down there, permanently locked in a steel framework that only allows her to crawl on her hands and knees. There might be some truth to it, as she hasn’t been seen for a couple of years. According to her husband she ran off with another man.”

	“She’s by no means the only one. At least six young women from right here in town have turned up missing in the last several years. The police make a big flap over finding them, but most folks forget about them after a couple of months.”

	“A little over the top, but it sounds interesting. Any literature on the place?”

	“For obvious reasons, only on the drug treatment. Get in touch with them. They will explain once they are convinced you’re not a cop.”

	“Well, thanks. I’ll look into it.”

	When Dotty arrived home, she faced a grim Donald. He already knew the facts, but he made her kneel before him and fill in every last detail, every humiliating comment and every fault that she had committed, even including the girl she almost refused to do because she hadn’t showered.

	Donald listened. When she was through, he led her back through the entire afternoon, chewing her out for each item on her list. By the time he returned to the ‘thumbs down’ scene he was almost yelling. Dotty was first worried, then scared as his anger became more and more obvious, imperceptibly backing away from him. She shrieked in fear when he suddenly reached out and grabbed her.

	“Damn it! Don’t you run away when I’m talking to you! You’ve earned a lot more than a scolding! You...”

	He stopped, almost revealing the plan to send her to the rehabilitation facility. That could wait until all the paperwork was finished. At the moment he didn’t have a firm commitment that they would accept her. He was about to punish her when the phone rang. He glanced at it, then back at Dotty.

	“Get supper,” he growled.

	As soon as she finished cleaning up the kitchen Donald sent her for her punishment helmet. It was a tight fit over the latex hood, and even tighter after Donald exerted all his strength to stretch the straps taut.

	The doorbell interrupted as he finished. Through the thick padding in the helmet she was unable to understand the lowered voice conversation at the door. Had she been able to see, she would have been shocked at the sight of her nude, very embarrassed mother locked in a matching helmet, with a leash running from her posture collar a few inches to her husband’s hand.

	Bringing up the rear was Dale and two slaves. Like Maude, they wore only heels and cuffs, but without the hobble that kept Maude’s legs close together.

	The clank of chains was loud enough to penetrate the helmet, adding a new, but very puzzling facet to Dotty’s expected punishment. She strained her ears but was unable to identify the persons, or what they were talking about.

	A firm hand drew her to her knees and she crawled in her darkness, each moving knee tentative as if the course led straight to a wall of cactus. When she stopped, her nose was inches from a hanging sheet, the fresh aroma paining her as she tried to think when the last time was that she slept on a sheet, on a bed.

	The springs creaked as the slave girl moved onto the bed, bringing Dotty up behind her by tugging on her leash. The girl leaned back, lifted up to slide a pillow under her ass, and spread her legs, using both hands to direct Dotty’s helmeted head into close range. She unfastened an earflap and with her lips an inch away informed her, “You are about to give the best head of your life. You will put everything you’ve got into doing it to MY satisfaction. I don’t give a fuck if you enjoy it or not. As a matter of fact I’d advise you NOT to enjoy it, because that means you’re wasting energy that should be spent on MY pussy. This is training, but it’s really different. You’re expected to be letter perfect from the first lick, not the last. Your test begins now, not after you’ve had a week of practice!”

	Dotty bent to her task, her resolve fired up by the day’s events. She realized all too well that if she screwed up the prospect of endless days in her latex cocoon lay ahead. Her earflap snapped shut and the slave’s hand bounced off the helmet, signaling her to get her tongue busy.

	The flap didn’t stay closed for long. The slave, not the one who had previously trained her, had no patience for even the slightest mistake. She was faulted for stopping to breathe, warned that allowing a hot pussy to cool even for a second spoiled the effect her tongue was trying to establish. The slave grabbed a short whip and began reinforcing her criticism with snapping blows that left Dotty’s ass cheeks stinging.

	A nearly identical scene was taking place in another bedroom, where Maude was being trained. Almost a virgin in giving head, especially to a woman, Maude was struggling to satisfy both the slave and her husband, who was watching with an eagle eye. She had no idea where she was, concentrating on trying to learn enough to satisfy her two overzealous teachers. Both the slave and Phil were wielding whips that usually landed simultaneously as both teachers caught a goof at the same instant. If she showed the slightest distraction from her assigned task the whips landed even harder.

	Dotty didn’t know it but she was getting off relatively easily. She had already enough training and enough practical experience to do a passable job. Her task was to upgrade her skills to the extremely satisfactory level that would leave the lickee totally sated and exhausted. Up against a slave under strict orders not to come, Dotty was between the proverbial rock and a hard place. The unspoken rule was that she had to make the slave come in order to pass her test and the slave was ensuring that she didn’t pass by suppressing her orgasm.

	Dotty was whipped when she admitted defeat. The slave’s eyes glittered as she spoke between blows. “With that sorry excuse for a tongue you are never going to really satisfy another woman.”

	“You sure as Hell aren’t going to make a slave come.”

	“Even a MAN could do better than that.”

	Tears formed in Dotty’s eyes and ran down her face below the helmet. She was lashed for “displaying softness.”

	Meanwhile Maude was suffering the slings and arrows of two angry teachers, with whips to match. The verbal abuse quickly had her in tears and earned her double lashes for breaking down.

	For Maude it was an earth shattering experience. She had never allowed the thought to remain in her brain for more than a fraction of a second. She just plain didn’t want her tongue within a mile of any other woman, let alone buried in her pussy. To be forced by a woman, with a MAN standing there closely watching, was simply too much. She rebelled, quickly learning that a whip carries everything before it. After repeated whippings for a lack of enthusiasm, she locked her brain and blindly lapped, faking the enjoyment that would - or should - earn her a passing grade.

	Phil and the slave communicated silently over her head. Both were well aware she was faking. Both were anxious to punish her for trying to con them.

	Nodding, the slave grabbed Maude’s head and pushed her away. Maude briefly struggled when she was repositioned on her back on the bed. The slave rapidly tied her spread legs to the corner posts. Kneeling between them she informed Maude, “We do not appreciate a student who fakes enthusiasm, let alone fakes enjoyment. I’m going to demonstrate giving head with enthusiasm. However, you are - as I am - forbidden to come.”

	‘When you come - Not, if you come - you will be punished in a manner that will encourage enthusiasm for decades. Every time your tongue comes out you will think one word - enthusiasm!”

	The slave bent forward, tongue at the ready. Maude grunted as if she had been shot. Her legs twisted in their bonds and her cuffs rattled as her body tightened. Seconds later she was panting, suddenly hoarse, and even more suddenly climaxing with a scream, part anxiety, part ecstasy and part fury at her own body.

	“Could you feel my enthusiasm?” the slave demanded.

	“Yes, Mistress. You were very enthusiastic.” Maude seemed bewildered by the ease with which she had been taken.

	“You came. You will be punished for that later. Right now, while the feeling is fresh in your mind, you will eat me with your newfound enthusiasm. Frankly,” she sneered, “I doubt that you can even come close.”

	Maude changed places with her, gritting her teeth in determination, anxious to prove she could do it. Her inhibitions fell by the wayside as she stuck her tongue out and curled it in anticipation.

	


Chapter 10

	The evening ended with more of a whimper than a bang. Dale and Stella returned from the shop and instilled new life into the slaves, who, even tired, had been performing at well over the norm. The slaves in turn re-encouraged the two women demanding more and more from them.

	Dale was pacing from one room, across the house to the other. He had watched only the few seconds that it took to confirm that  Phil was well versed in mastering his slave. Of Donald, he was not as sure. He was going through all the motions, and doing an effective job of dominating Dolly, but there seemed to be one or more elements missing. Watching the panic on Dotty’s face as she spread herself for a fresh licking on a clit that was untouchably sore, he hit upon the missing trait.

	He also noted that the slave was moving with the slightest bit of awkwardness, legs well apart, testimony to having refused to give in to her student’s best efforts, thus avoiding punishment. She was not out of the woods yet, still facing punishment if her lessons didn’t ‘take.’ The slave was well aware that, depending on events, she might well get more punishment than her student. It was grossly unfair, but fairness is a concept that is alien to slavery.

	He met Donald, coming out of Dotty’s room. Dale motioned toward the library. Donald sighed, almost relieved to relax for a few minutes. He complimented Dale, “Your scheme worked perfectly. Neither one has caught on to what we are doing to them. Swapping slaves between sessions has them utterly confused, but by God they are learning!”

	Dale nodded, “This is one time when a crash course gets the job done. He paused, staring at his drink, and then stated, “Donald, as a friend, I need to talk to you about a very important aspect of your having a slave. You are doing all the right things, giving her the domination she craves, but there’s one thing missing... Trust.”

	Donald jerked his head as if he had been slapped. “Trust? I’m sure she trusts me. What makes you think that?”

	“I’ve had slaves, 24/7s and day trippers for nearly 20 years. You learn to read body language and their reactions to situations. Watching Dotty I was sure something was wrong. She needlessly panicked at a crucial point just now that I recognized. She is scared, rather than trusting, so you need to do something to turn her around.”

	“For God’s sake! I’ve leaned over backward, done everything by the book. She has no reason to be afraid.”

	“It’s her that you need to convince. And, she’s not a book. Some of it will work, but she’s an individual, different from everyone else, so you are going to have to learn what winds her clock. Otherwise, you will end up with a slave that means very little or nothing to you, instead of a very special person who has given her very life to you to control and run. All too many couples get into a Master/slave relationship for all the wrong reasons. Worse, it’s almost impossible to break off a relationship without permanent damage to one or both parties.”

	“Point taken. I may - will - have to start from scratch to resolve this. You’ve opened up a whole new train of thought that I need to follow up on.”

	“Really, I don’t think it is going to be a serious problem. Sit down with her and talk it out. She’s a top level masochist, so you will need to separate out her desire for domination and what you need to do to gain her full and complete submission. I strongly suspect that she is still playing this as a game. She may well balk and back out of your relationship when she finds she can’t play games. Unrestricted, absolute obedience is a concept that this generation has never - and probably will never learn.”

	Dale admitted, “She’s learned a lot from our double team training. We can come back in three days for another session. I won’t say it’s the best way, but it works. Getting her own pussy eaten has taught her a lot, but the reciprocal munching is going to keep her walking bowlegged for a couple of days. Those two slaves have tongues that must be cast iron.”

	He finished his drink and got up. Donald took his glass and put them on the sideboard for Dotty’s reincarnation as a French maid, to take them to the kitchen and wash them.

	Stella slapped him on the shoulder. “You’ll get the job done. I envy you with a slave to be, like her. She’s a dream come true for any man or woman she hooks up with.”

	“I’ll do my best, so don’t hang around waiting for her to defect,” Donald joked. “Besides, you already have two very sharp slaves.” He teased, “You know, we might be able to work out a swap.”

	“Oh, no! Don’t even think that. They are mine for life.”

	“Well, let’s go see if they are making any progress.”

	Dotty had quickly caught on that there were two slaves and that they were alternating her training with someone else. She caught a whiff of perfume when the second slave came in, It smelled familiar, but on a different body there was enough of a subtle change to keep her for a time from realizing that it was her mother’s favorite, that she reserved for special events.

	The revelation came quickly after that. All the commotion at the door must have been her folks and the two slaves. That meant that Maude must be in the bedroom on the other side of the house and Maude was being ‘educated’ just as she was. What nearly blew her mind was the obvious fact that the two slaves were alternating and either being tongued or tonguing both of them. She couldn’t believe that two women could be made to teach other slaves the fine art of cunnilingus. Dotty already considered herself a slave and she knew her mother was probably already a full time slave. There was also the humiliation of knowing that her father had seen her naked body, bound to the bed.

	At the moment her biggest concerns were two parts of her body. Her tongue felt like she had been licking sandpaper and it had simply collapsed in a puffy heap in the bottom of her mouth. The other part, again the analogy of sandpaper, was her clit, on fire, feeling like it had been scraped raw. While the slave was giving her one of her regular whippings for failing, she was taunted, “Wait until your master punishes you with a cat, which has a tongue like steel wool. A couple of drops of milk on your clit and you’ll be screaming fit to wake the dead.”

	Dotty got an all too vivid picture of tongue damage and she shifted position slightly, drawing down the wrath of the slave.

	“You moved! I’ll start over.”

	Dale walked in, ignoring Dotty, speaking to his slave. “Finish her. Time to go home.”

	The slave gave her the last three lashes. She ordered, “Tilt your head back as far as you can get it.”

	“Too far. Move your head forward a little. Stop!”

	“Now, stick your tongue out as far as you can get it, then curve it down on your chin. This is a punishment to remind you that a slave ALWAYS carries out an order. You were told to make me come. You didn’t. If you leave your tongue in position you will avoid five more.”

	“Whap!”

	Before Dotty could react to her words, a wooden ruler had struck her tongue, numbing it to the roots. She tried to yell, but she did succeed in keeping her tongue in position. Without a word the slave walked out of the room, leaving Dotty helpless on the bed.

	Maude didn’t fare as well. She got the routine whipping for failure, then the slave announced, with a hint of glee in her voice, “You are due a special punishment, for a lack of enthusiasm and faking enjoyment.”

	She held up a glittering metal clip, showing it first to Phil. He nodded.

	“You get to wear this home to instill enthusiasm. Your Master will decide when you have changed your attitude and he will remove it. Any whining, begging or other noise I’m sure will only delay release. She bent down and opened the jaws, sliding the teeth up the side of her pussy lip, closing dangerously close to her clit. Maude grunted, in obvious pain.

	“Next time - if you are stupid enough to do this twice - I’ll make sure it is better centered.”

	Maude didn’t need a road map to know where it would go.

	“And, you express your appreciation by...”

	“Thank you, Mistress!”

	She actually said it with enthusiasm, although her voice was close to cracking.

	The slave knelt before Phil, returning the whip she had been using. Phil remained silent, uncertain whether he should acknowledge the offer. He took the whip and as the slave loosened Maude’s bonds and replaced the hobble chain, Phil speeded her off the bed and on her feet with the whip. At his nod the slave replaced the gag, ensuring that there would be no communication between the two women. Maude was still blindfolded and still unaware of where she was.

	The next day, on the phone, Phil told Donald, “She stayed quiet as a mouse the whole ride home. I tied her on the bed and then just for kicks I got between her legs and offered to eat her. She threw a conniption fit, rattling off at least five things that she would do for me, or I could do to her, just begging up a storm to keep my tongue off her clit. She won’t forget last night for the rest of her life. She finished me off with a blowjob and damned if she wasn’t enthusiastic about doing that! Swallowed every drop without making a fuss.”

	Dotty sailed through her training with pep and vigor, equally as motivated by the previous evening’s session. Donald found it difficult to fault her, even though she was obviously nursing her sore clit. Supper was superb, almost drawing a compliment from Donald. He had spent most of the day watching for the lack of trust that Dale had discussed. He wasn’t sure if he was talking himself into it, but he saw enough subtle signs to decide to have a talk with her.

	When she finished in the kitchen he called her into the living room. She crawled from the door, kissing his feet when she reached her spot in front of him.

	“Put the slave mode away. Until I tell you differently, you’re a wife rather than a slave. We need to talk and I want detailed answers.”

	Suiting his actions to his words he reached down and drew her up to sit beside him on the couch.

	“Does this mean I can get out of this damn suit?” she said with a giggle.

	“Try taking it off if you are ready to keep your nose buried in the carpet forever.” His tone was as light as her giggle, but there was an undertone of “Don’t mess with the Master!”

	“Dotty, like I said, we need to talk. I don’t think you trust me enough to be a Master for you.”

	“I... No... Well, yes. I’m not able to keep up with your - to say the least - novel punishments. You keep surprising me, startling me, unexpected things, like putting me through the wringer at the hair shop. Having a slave train me to give head.”

	“Frankly, and not bragging, you are getting excellent training, from me, from the girls at the shop and the slaves. As a slave you have to expect the unexpected at every turn. I’m beginning to suspect that the reason you are scared of the consequences is that to you, becoming - and being - a slave is just a game.”

	“No! Absolutely not! It’s too serious to be a game!”

	“Dotty, I’ve been married to you long enough to know when you are lying. Not only that, we talked about lying when we got married and we mutually promised never to lie to each other. You are lying like a rug - and if I remember correctly, we agreed on a spanking with the severity to be determined by the size of the lie. If there isn’t an immediate correction your ass is going to be sorer than your clit, if that’s possible. Care to reconsider your answer?”

	Dotty blushed, caught out. Meekly she responded, “I do consider it as a game. A fun way to satisfy my masochism. I... I don’t want to face the reality of a life whose every moment is devoted to obeying your orders.”

	“That’s where trust, and a few other things come in. Obeying orders is only one small area. The biggest part is devoting yourself to my happiness. Simply put, when your Master is happy, you are happy, enjoying a sense of accomplishment.”

	She seemed genuinely puzzled. “What does trust have to do with that? I don’t expect you to choke me to death tomorrow for forgetting to put the coffee on. I just need to know where you are coming from.”

	“Then, you do have some trust, or you wouldn’t be concerned with getting choked. I think you are missing some important parts of the relationship. For one thing, you will live to serve me, but I will spend a substantial amount of time ensuring that you are housed, clothed, bandaged if you get dinged - all things that I will do for my most prized possession.”

	He leaned over and kissed her cheek while she digested his words.

	“I suspect you have a mental picture of yourself, naked, loaded with chains, attached to the wall downstairs, only of interest during the rare times I demand a blow job or deign to fuck you. That idea went out with the Middle Ages. You will lead a perfectly normal life, fully clothed, out and about, except for the symbol of your slavery that you will wear proudly. There’s a big bunch of mutual respect involved here. I am proud to have a beautiful woman as my slave. And you need to have pride in the Master you serve, who satisfies you at every turn.”

	“I’m sorry. I really didn’t look at it that way - and of course you are right - I dream of a dungeon in the basement where I’m held captive at your whim.”

	“Hardly any point in locking you up if it fulfils your dreams.”

	“There’s a vast difference between fantasizing and the real thing. Chains can get uncomfortable in a few minutes. Fantasies, thank goodness, don’t hurt.”

	“I’ve read of women whose dreams were so vivid they woke with welts from the fantasy whipping.”

	“Sounds like my kind of fantasy. At least better than this fucking suit.”

	“Dale is going to be unhappy if he finds out you don’t care for his torture suit. If I were you I’d be extremely careful of remarks like that. You can hurt, outside your fantasies.”

	“I’m sorry. This is the worst itch I’ve ever had and it won’t go away.” Dotty was almost in tears.

	“Be honest now. Don’t you think you deserve it?”

	“Well... yes. But it’s been so long...”

	“Part of your problem is that you’ve been referring to them as hair dressers. That went out years ago. They are hair stylists now. Can you say it,” he teased.

	Dotty pouted, and then said it, her voice neutral.

	“Meanwhile, back at trust,” he changed the subject.

	She didn’t want to change.

	“You put them up to all those things they did to me. I can’t trust you to send me somewhere without spoiling my day.”

	“You said it, I didn’t. You weren’t sent to enjoy, you were sent as a punishment, for MY enjoyment. You earned some ‘specials’ along with the haircut. If you had looked at it from that perspective you would have made certain that I enjoyed your plight. I did, but not because you were ‘earning your pay’ so to speak.”

	“You needed to look at the entire incident as a duty to your Master, trusting that if you behaved I would end the punishment. You’ve been festering ever since, unaware that I kept a close eye on you and made sure they didn’t exceed your capabilities. You should have heard some of the things they wanted to do that I stopped. For one thing I didn’t want you coming home looking like a ring toss game. You’ll get them in good time, rather than bunched up with a locked chain threaded through them.”

	She shuddered at the thought. “I can see where I was wrong. I do trust you, I just never applied it to this slave thing.”

	“Then that’s your first priority. Trust me to rescue you from a burning building, a sinking ship - and a bunch of angry hair stylists.” He paused.

	“Would a slave share her Master’s bed tonight?”

	She slipped into slave mode and was kneeling before him in a moment.

	“Yes, Master!” With enthusiasm.

	 

	


Chapter 11: Turnaround

	Dotty poised for his next order. It surprised her as much as it pleased her when he said, “Prepare the room. You have 15 minutes.”

	“Thank you, Master.”

	In a flash she was on her feet and dashed out the door and up the stairs. She didn’t see Donald’s smug grin as he glanced at his watch and picked up the paper.

	Dotty tried to plan as she ran, but concentrating on keeping her balance denied her any coherent thought until she stopped in the bedroom doorway to catch her breath. In moments she was moving again, certain specific requirements in mind.

	First, she inspected the bed. It was still pristine from her morning labors. Then she circled it, making sure that there was an opened shackle and chain at each corner of ‘her’ side. The waiting cuffs bolted to the headboard caught her eye and she glanced to the sideboard, confirming that the keys were there. She picked up the master key and tucked it in the special pouch that hung on his upper bedpost, ready for emergencies.

	She went back to the sideboard, after turning down his side and a final glance at the bed. There were a couple of short chains and padlocks, much less than he would want. She opened the drawer, and placed a steel collar, several more lengths of chain and more padlocks. Two whips appeared, followed by a converted ping pong paddle and a large, soft feather.

	She gave him a choice of vibrators, an array of dildoes and some electrical equipment that she would much prefer to hide, rather than to display. Reminded, she dashed back down stairs and returned with the prod she was supposed to be carrying all the time, and her short chain set. She grimaced as she laid the set out, certain that once she had been used, she would spend the rest of the night locked in the closet with her ankles pulled up to her ears.

	With a couple of minutes to spare, she stopped dead, her panicked gaze roving the room. She was certain she had forgotten something that would get her in trouble. She looked. Stopped. Looked again, three times. With a silent groan of defeat she went to her side of the bed, crawled on, reached down and locked the ankle shackles. Her wrists were still manacled, so it was a simple, two-handed job to lock them to the corner chain, leaving her helpless.

	Instantly, her mind went into overdrive, first convincing her that she had just overlooked some extremely important item and conjuring up full color punishments that made her writhe in terror. Then the scene in her head shifted to a courtroom. She was drowning in chains. They were asking her questions, “You’re a slave, and an adulterer. Why did your Master invite you into his bed?” 

	She tried to answer, but her vocal cords were frozen. Why indeed? She hadn’t a clue.

	“Slaves are fucked on the floor, as is their due. What makes you think he will use you on a bed?  You’re a slave. A bed is too good for a slave.”

	Dotty stared, wide-eyed, at the ceiling, vainly trying to dispel the doubts that were flooding her mind. She whimpered, convinced she had been set up for some terrible punishment. Her brain graciously fed on her fear, reinforcing it with a three-D picture of the open gates of Hell, with the Devil beckoning to her.

	Donald was blissfully unaware of the drama unfolding in his bedroom. He glanced again at the clock, now more than 20 minutes since he sent her scurrying, giving her ample time. As he climbed the stairs he heard a noise coming from above. When he reached the doorway he saw Dotty, bawling her eyes out, tears streaming down her cheeks. Shocked, he paused for an instant, figuring out how to handle the situation. Dotty saw him looming in the doorway, through her tears. When she saw him stop, all her worst fears were confirmed. Closing her eyes, she surrendered, “Master, Your slave doesn’t have a gun so that you can shoot her and put her out of your life. There’s a chain on the sideboard that you can strangle her with and then say it was an accident...”

	“SILENCE!” He thundered. Dotty’s eyes shot open and she stopped breathing in mid-breath.

	“What the fuck is going on? Nobody wants to kill you, or wants you dead!”

	He took a step forward and Dotty retreated on the bed, stopped short by her chains. She sobbed, “You invited slave into your bed.”

	“So I could kill you? Don’t be silly!”

	“You’re punishing slave. Nothing but blow jobs. Now, suddenly you want slave in your bed. It’s a trick to get slave out of your life.”

	She was sobbing with every word.

	“Dotty! Shut up and listen to me.”

	“But... But...”

	“Stop it! Now, do you remember what we were talking about this evening?”

	“Yessssss... Nooooo... Trust, Master.”

	“You SAID you trusted me. The word was barely out of your mouth when you now accuse me of getting rid of you, even killing you. What happened to TRUST?”

	She sniffled. He drew a tissue from the box on the nightstand and held it to her nose. Meekly she blew and he dropped the tissue in the wastebasket.

	“What happened to trust?” He pressured her.

	“Slave panicked,” she admitted. “I just knew slave had forgotten something important that would spoil this and slave would go back to the cistern in disgrace.”

	Donald came around to her side of the bed and took her in his arms. “Honey, that’s no reason to panic. Slaves make mistakes all the time. They are punished according to the severity of the mistake, and life goes on. They are not summarily taken out and shot, or strangled. There are times when I feel like strangling you, but you don’t do that to your most precious possession. I try never to punish when I’m angry. I let things cool off first.”

	She looked up at him, believing, disbelieving, scared, and yet content with his words. She asked, “A slave? Your most precious possession? You called slave that - or prize possession - before.”

	“Look, the Master/Slave relationship is like a marriage. There are vows - on both sides - for a marriage and for a Master/Slave relationship. When you and I were married we promised to love, honor and obey. In a sense, that’s exactly the same vow that a Master and a slave make. The slave agrees to honor and obey her Master. The big difference is the level of obedience, You and I already have the love part from our marriage, but that transfers right over to your status as a slave. Being both a wife and a slave has some built in problems, but they are mostly minor, things we can talk out.”

	“The important thing at the moment is that I love you as a wife and I am learning to cherish you as a slave. You ARE my most prized possession, my most precious possession.  Being ‘owned’ is a problem for some slaves and some otherwise potential slaves. Is that where you are going?”

	She carefully avoided a ‘No’ answer.

	“Master, being owned is not a problem. It appeals to the masochism in slave’s makeup. Slave feels freer being owned than slave did before we were married. Slave is sorry. Slave let her panic control her, when slave should have been controlling it.”

	“Do you still trust me?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	He wanted her to talk freely but it would come with time.

	“Good! Any time you feel that I am losing your trust, let me know. You will not be punished for being honest about our relationship.”

	He bent down and kissed her on the lips, his tongue searching her mouth. Perversely she wanted to suck it down her throat and clamp on it with her throat muscles. She was rapidly panting when he ended the kiss.

	He remained seated beside her, one arm about her.

	“Slave, there is one unresolved problem. You broke a solemn promise not to lie to me. I see that you laid out a paddle, so apparently your impending punishment was also on your mind. It’s been several hours and my anger has cooled to the point where it is safe to mete out punishment.”

	“I would establish the minimum punishment for a lie at 25 spanks. I think I mentioned before that the number depended on the severity of the lie. In your case, you corrected your lie and admitted it, so this court is reducing your sentence to five spanks... on each ass cheek.”

	Listening to him, Dotty rode a roller coaster. At first she thought she was going to get far more than 25, perhaps 50, or even 100. Then the bottom dropped out when he said ‘five’ which sounded to be too little, until he dropped the other shoe with another five.

	There was a bit of confusion as Donald got up and got the paddle. When he returned, he crossed the bed, settled in comfortably as he rolled her over, tightening her chains, and slid his legs under her, lifting her ass into a perfect target.

	He played with the two pert cheeks for several minutes, Dotty was quickly panting again. He deliberately slid his fingers under the edges of the latex, scratching with his nails as if to say “See what I can do that you can’t.”

	Certain that Dotty was fully aroused and on the brink of a climax, Donald picked up the paddle and rubbed the exposed flesh with the knobby side. The knobs dragged and pulled, displacing the skin.

	“Count and thank,” was his order.

	She held her breath for the first contact of the paddle. He waited until she unclenched and brought his hand down sharply. Dotty yelped as Donald admired the bright pink hand print.

	“One. Thank you, Master. May slave please have another?”

	Now where had she learned that?

	He used his hand for the first five on her right cheek, and then switched to the paddle for the second five on the left.

	He rubbed his hands repeatedly over her softness, savoring the heat, deciding that the paddle did the most damage, something to remember the next time.

	“Thank you, Master, for punishing me. It was well deserved.”

	“Do you still trust me?”

	“Yes, of course, Master.”

	He teased, “You didn’t get shot, or strangled?”

	“Master! Please.”

	“The archaic line is ‘Let that be a lesson for you'."

	“Slave will take it to heart, Master.”

	“Tell me, slave. What would you do if I suddenly, for no reason, hung you in the air by your wrists and tanned your hide?”

	“Master, slave would trust you to have a reason, or, lacking a reason, that you enjoyed whipping your slave. Slave is learning that her pain gives her Master enjoyment he could not get in almost any other way. At the moment slave is paying the penalty for her stupidity, which is certain to invoke one penalty after another until slave has expiated her crime. Slave has no grounds to protest any ordeal that you put her through. Slave can only thank you for teaching her the error of her ways.”

	“So, if I slap you around, train you to exhaustion and promise you a life of stringent regulation, painful punishments and endless humiliation, you will accept it without a whimper? In other words, a 24/7 slave.”

	She nodded vigorously, panting almost too hard to talk, but she got the words out through gritted teeth, “Yes! Yes, Master. May slave come now, please?”

	“You are violating an order, but yes, go ahead.”

	Her groan of fulfillment rattled the window. At the exact moment, Donald’s hand slammed into her butt, harder than his spanking a few minutes earlier. Dotty shrieked as she broke into a series of climaxes that reached a crescendo as she fainted.

	When she woke, she discovered she was chained on her back in a spread eagle on her half of the big California King bed. She moved slightly and a shiver of pain spread from her wounded ass cheek. Donald was fiddling with the bondage equipment on the side table, but he had one eye on Dotty and was at her side when she got her eyes open.

	Weakly, she smiled up at him, “Slave didn’t expect all that...”

	“Penalty for coming with permission.”

	“Oh! Slave is not going where the penalty without permission lies. Slave is not going to sit comfortably for days, even lie down. God knows how much slave would hurt if she does it without an Okay.”

	“As I was saying...”

	She finished for him, “Let that be a lesson for you.”

	His hand found its way onto her stomach. Moving up, he encircled one of her twin attractions. Gauging her reaction he cocked the finger of his other hand with the thumb and snapped it into the nipple that he was pushing up from below. He was startled, to say the least by her reaction. The nipple, already tender from the aftermath of a multiple orgasm, triggered a very unladylike bellow from Dotty who was still coming out of it. She jerked her chains, trying to reach him, to placate him.

	“Slave is sorry, Master! Your slave begs punishment for her unseemly noise.”

	He ignored her plea, his hand already squeezing her other tit.

	“This time you know it’s coming, but you are going to be quiet as a mouse so that I will forget to punish you for the other one.”

	She nodded in silent agreement, her eyes wide as saucers as she watched his finger position, cock and fire. She bit her lip at the impact, but not even a groan escaped her control. He watched her face then patted her cheek.

	“See, I told you that you have control. You just have to learn how to use it. Always, always be expecting the unexpected. You mentioned my unexpected punishments. Instead, consider them as training. You will become a far better slave when you learn this."

	“Thank you, Master for teaching her my slavery.”

	“Umn, that brings up another point. I’ve been calling you slave, as everyone else has been doing. Technically, you are still training to be a slave and don’t deserve the title, which I know you realize. I accused you of considering this as a game, and while the accusation is true, it also really is something of a game. It is fun for you to feed your masochism by pretending to be my slave, but we’re almost at the point where you either take your vows, or we call the whole thing off.”

	“Master, if we quit now, it will leave a gap in our marriage that nothing will fill. Even if slave didn’t want to become your slave, she would go through with it to save our marriage. It’s a small price to pay for our happiness. Our - your - my- happiness.”

	“Once you become my slave, there’s no going back, unless there’s some life threatening event.”

	“Once I became your wife, there was no going back, unless there was some life threatening event. It’s no different.”

	“There’s a lot less pain involved for you in a marriage.”

	“Men! Try childbirth for one.”

	“Point taken. Still...”

	“Any woman worth her salt will go through fire for her husband. ‘Slave’ just puts a name on what a lot of women endure willingly for the sake of their husband and their marriage. I know, you’re about to bring up the abused wives, but there’s a totally different drive behind that. Even there, the big problem is the women who go right back to the bastards that are abusing them. There’s a lure there, just as there is with the desire to be a willing slave.

	


Chapter 12: One from Column A, One from Column B

	“You raise a very good point.  I never really compared the two, passing off abuse as a mental defect, as the lawyers would call it, but there are a lot of similarities between abuse and slavery. We both know that there are men who own slaves just to satisfy their quest for power, and the poor girl is perpetually black and blue and afraid to breathe.”

	“I don’t want that kind of a relationship. I won’t deny that there will be times when you will hurt, but there will be a reason for the pain, and as we just discussed, there will be times when you hurt because I enjoy it. You’re welcome to call the cops if I go overboard. I know you well enough to realize that your masochism makes you the potentially perfect slave, because you will get more than enough kicks from almost anything that I do to you.”

	He lifted one of her chains. “All I have to do is rattle this a few times and you’re coming like a rabbit. If I were to whip you as I’m rattling your chains, you’d be screaming for more and begging permission - way too late - for your orgasm."

	“Master, please! Your slave is about to come!”

	“Sounds to your Master that you’re itching for another megablast multiple. Oh, sorry. I forgot you are itching anyway.”

	Dotty, on the inside looking out, was not pleased with his humor but she kept that to herself.

	“Master, one of those a day is enough, a bit more than enough. Slave would be a wreck.”

	“What if your Master ordered you to enjoy a second one the same day.”

	“Master, slave would pray hard and hope she could survive.”

	She raised her head and looked down at her reddened nipples. Against her better judgment she taunted him, “You would do it to your slave, wouldn’t you.”

	Calmly he ordered, “The next time you have a multiple, for whatever reason, you will remind me to give you a second one as soon after the first as possible. For your benefit, slave humor or sarcasm goes over like a lead brick with any Master, so learn to keep your funny bone under rigid control.”

	Her “Yes, Master” was very meek.

	“All right. What would YOU like me to do to you?”

	A mixture of emotions crossed her face, alarm bells going off, warning her she was stepping into a trap. She shook her head to clear it, ignoring the clamor and looked up at Donald. Watching his eyes with a forbidden stare she probed to see if she could figure out the motive behind the implied offer. He ignored her stare, curious to see her reaction, although he suspected he already knew what would come from her lips.

	“When this first started, you said slave would have to specify her own punishment. Is this part of that order, or are you looking for something different, Master?”

	“It’s both. I’m having problems with my ideas and your ideas, most of which have about as much effect on you as waving a magic wand."

	“Master, with all due respect, from slave’s perspective they are effective punishments.”

	“Effective, but not ‘soul searing’, 'I’ll never do that again!' branded on your memory, that kind of punishments.”

	Dotty grimaced. He was right, smugly right. In a flash of insight she realized that she had just witnessed a major change in the rules, throwing away ‘games’ for good. Intent on demonstrating that she could follow orders to the letter, she opened her eyes wider and opened her mouth.

	“Master, to answer your question, a simple answer. Make your slave beg. Make slave beg for everything, whether of the slightest or greatest importance.

	“Start by controlling slave’s breathing. Make slave beg for the privilege of sucking air into her lungs. Train slave harshly, on command, to stop breathing, empty her lungs and wait for permission to fill them again.

	“Make your slave beg her dependency on Master to control her bodily functions, to piss or shit on command. Make slave beg to be punished for having my forbidden period. Deny slave anything and everything. Even make slave beg punishment for my begging.

	“Make your slave beg your chains, your whip, your prod. Above all punish any hint of insincerity harshly. Make slave beg you to fuck her so that you can spurn her. Teach your slave humiliation in all its forms and make her beg it ten times over. Slave defiled her marriage vows and slave begs to be allowed to make up for it in a hundred ways.

	“Slave already crawls to your feet to kiss your shoes. Make your slave beg permission to crawl, permission to kiss and tongue your shoes, permission to suck your toes. Flail her with your cock until she begs abjectly to suck it. Then set her a nearly impossible task that slave must beg to do before she can beg to touch you. Slave must beg your semen, worship it as a gift to an unworthy slave, then beg permission to swallow, against orders...”

	“Dotty, you’ve gone over the top. What kind of life would that be, where every sentence is a plea?”

	Despite the opening he offered her she refused to leave the slave mode. “Master, your slave deserves far worse. Each time she begs, a hundred times a day, she is reminded of her crime. Every time she begs, her Master is reminded to continue her chastisement.”

	He brushed her cheek with his hand. “You don’t want to let go of it, do you?”

	“Master, your wife is an adulteress. Your slave will pay the penalties for her indiscretion. She bears that burden willingly, knowing that it will give Master free rein. Master can punish his slave in ways that society would scream ‘abuse!’ if done to the wife.”

	“Sincerity. Ah, there’s a word. How do I tell if you are acting?

	“Master, when you see her on her knees, confessing it.”

	“Did you beg permission to rise to your knees?”

	If she had dared, Dotty would have glared. “Master, slave was wrong. I would be on my belly, with my nipples and my nose cutting grooves in the floor as I confess that I was insincere.”

	“Hmmn. That could be construed as another lie, again corrected. Would you like to demonstrate your begging for justice in this case?”

	She lifted one of the locked chains and let it fall with a clash.

	“I didn’t mean that you had to get on the floor. I meant for you to simply beg for the corrective punishment for a lie, to demonstrate just how much of a burden this would be.”

	Dotty launched immediately into a plea for ten spanks on each cheek, explaining that five, while enough to make her orgasm, were not sufficiently punishing and that her ass should be sore for several days as a reminder, not just a few hours. She closed with a rehash of the plea, adding, “If Master feels that slave deserves more, he should give her more than just 10 spanks.”

	Donald could hardly believe his ears. The treatment she was asking for - begging for - was substantially harsher than anything she had previously experienced. Her willingness to impose this brutal rule opened whole new areas that he could explore with her.

	He slid back under her, tightened the chains by turning her over, after releasing one arm. “Beg for a starter.”

	“Please, Master, give your slave the first spank."

	“Chose.”

	“Please, Master, use your hand... hard!”

	The sound was like the crack of a rifle.

	“One. Thank you, Master. May slave please have another... harder.”

	She was sobbing when the paddle made its final splat. She cursed herself for asking for harder and harder blows. Donald was admiring his work, the latex framing two Jello-like red mounds. Dotty was unconsciously providing the motive power for the continual shudders, working her hips in a vain effort to reach and sooth her tail end.

	Donald placed his hand gently on the hot surface, bringing a gasp from Dotty’s lips. When he slid his hand back and forth, she wriggled like the proverbial eel.

	He noted in passing that her pussy was dry. She had not been aroused in the slightest, so her maso drive hadn’t kicked in, leaving her to ‘enjoy’ her pain without any inner help. He couldn’t avoid teasing her, “Having second thoughts about this begging thing?”

	“I... slave admits... Yes. That was straight punishment, no thrill. Slave is not used to that. Slave didn’t set herself an easy task, but as a slave she had no choice. Slave renews her plea that you treat her as a beggar.”

	Donald listened intently but could hear no hint of a lack of sincerity. She was either buckling down to it, or she was a superb actress.

	Donald shook his head, not particularly pleased by the turn of events. He wanted her to recognize the boundaries of being a slave, but unlimited punishment, while tempting, would be more of a burden than a cure for her mistakes. At first thought, it would double or triple his load, meaning he would have to keep a constant eye on her and catch every rule violation. In a word, it would take all the fun out being a master. He could easily imagine what some Masters would do with a slave who offered this.

	“Thanks, but no thanks. I have no intention of spending the rest of my life listening to you screaming your lungs out.”

	“Master, slave begs...”

	“Slave, shut the Hell up! Not another word! You are on the brink of a major hurt, so can it!”

	He waited until her breathing returned to normal, using the time to caress her swollen ass cheeks, materially adding to her discomfort and slowing her recovery. She would indeed be sore for several days. He made quick and dirty plans to ensure she did a lot of sitting, with lots of remorse.

	“What else would you like to suggest?” ‘Else’ had a sharp edge on it, a silent warning to stick close to normal.

	“Master, your slave has overstayed her welcome in your bed. It’s time to lock her in her short chains and consign her to the cistern for the night.”

	Donald almost laughed, limiting it to a smirk. “In other words, refusing your Master permission to fuck you.”

	“Master? Then why did you have them here, ready for your slave?” She was tempted to add, 'Or, do you have another slut on the string, that you keep locked up.'

	“Frankly, they are here as a warning, and if you are thinking what I think you’re thinking I ought to lock you in them and hang you by your big toes for the night. Now, quit thinking bad thoughts and welcome your Master to use your body, rather than your mouth,”

	As he talked he slid out from under her, turned her back over and moved her wrists to the headboard shackle. Secured, he leaned over her, locking her eyes with his, waiting expectantly.

	“Master, your slave welcomes you with her body. Use it for your enjoyment.”

	“That’s more like it!”

	At somewhat the same time Slave discovered that her ass flatly refused to make contact with the sheet underneath her. The notion was overruled when Donald slid into her now moist pussy, pressing her into the bed with part of his weight. She cried out, bucking and arching her back in a vain effort to float above the sheets. It was his turn to taunt.

	“Tomorrow, you will spend the morning with your bare ass on a wooden chair. There will be no complaints, no noise, no movement, no wriggling." She nodded vigorously, but it was more from the ramming she was getting. Donald lifted up on his elbows, fascinated by the bobbing of her large breasts. She had the sense to keep her mouth shut tight, already fighting the beginnings of a landmark climax.

	The next morning she suffered the indignity of having to bend over and exhibit the damage he had done. The marks were starting to fade, giving Donald an excuse to add another hand print on each side, for allowing the bacon to spatter.

	The Chair of Penance was one step away from a torture instrument. It was a featured item from a store that sold unfinished furniture. The seat was essentially a flat board. The kicker was the rough, splintery surface. Dotty searched his face for a reprieve, but she knew from recent experience that he rarely went back on a promised penalty. The fucking she got she was certain was intended for his enjoyment and to add to the pain of her sore ass. She made a mental vow to be extremely careful in her punishment suggestions.

	The sitting was agony, with absolutely no mitigating factors. She of course was sure that some unnamed horrendous punishment awaited her if she moved in the slightest, taking his warning to heart.

	Inevitably, she moved. One particular splinter had wormed its way into her skin. Moving made it worse, a double penalty as it earned her the rare opportunity to hold a 20-pound clump of chain in her lap. And, if any part of it reached the floor, well, she could imagine the penalties. By the time she was released she was certain the splinter had penetrated at least three inches into her and the chain had doubled in weight.

	She was paroled only long enough to relieve herself and prepare lunch. She had to reseat herself before she could eat.

	Dale and Stella and her two slaves arrived right after lunch. Dotty was blindfolded and had to suffer the comments and snide remarks about her flaming red ass. The doorbell rang again and Dotty assumed that the people who passed silently toward the other side of the house were her parents. The afternoon was a repeat of the earlier session, with the two slaves alternating. One significant change was made. For any act requiring kneeling, Dotty had to squat on an ottoman with a fancy runner with knobs and bars that irritated on first contact.

	With new-found enthusiasm, sparked in no small measure by the painful ottoman, Dotty attacked the slave’s pussy with gusto, her tongue flickering at light speed. The unsuspecting slave was caught by surprise and blew her ovaries in record time. Dotty was credited with the victory, meeting one of Donald’s requirements to become his slave. The other slave, forewarned, managed to survive, dragging on her experience with the ottoman.

	Nobody praised her. The victimized slave tried to kill her with a look as she was being promised a suitable punishment. Dotty was left blindfolded on the ottoman for some time, while Dale and Donald relaxed in the recliners in the living room. The two slaves finally returned from double teaming Maude, and a few seconds later Phil guided Maude past the living room and out to the car. Maude’s rump was as red, or if anything, redder than Dotty’s - a good indicator that the two men were comparing notes on their ‘educational’ programs for their slaves.

	Dale had been tempted to rub in the fact that Dotty was scheduled for the following afternoon, but he had a hunch that she would worry more if he didn’t say anything. The girls would have a field day with that red ass.

	Dotty didn’t sleep a wink. She was ‘used’ by her Master and allowed to remain spread out on the bed, keeping her sore butt firmly planted. Donald was a light sleeper, so her slightest movement would wake him.

	Entering the beauty shop was akin to entering a den with a pack of female lions. They were waiting for her, stalking her, itching to get their hands on her. She made profuse apologies for her “Hair Dresser” tirade, barely accepted by the girls, who smelled blood. She knelt before the first open thighs. Stella walked up to her.

	“We have a sorority paddle that has been gathering dust, so we’re going to call it ‘TIPS’ which means ‘To Insure Prompt Service.’ As you approach each girl, you will ask for one stroke with TIPS. When you have finished, the girl will hold up from one to four fingers, indicating her assessment of your service and the number of TIPS you receive. In the unlikely event that she is satisfied, she will hold up thumb and finger in the Okay sign. If you get four fingers from any of them, you finish the girls and go home for another week, with a fresh load of chopped horsehair to keep you company.”

	A bookie would have had a field day with Dotty. She counted noses - nine - and even that number was daunting. She figured her chances of surviving nine blows of the paddle at barely above zero. If she got an average two from each that would be 27 and she would be ‘crippled for life.’ Talk about incentive!

	Stella waited, paddle at the ready.

	“Mistress, may I please have a stroke of your paddle?”

	Stella obliged, a firm hit. Dotty winced, but remained silent. She bent forward, tongue out.

	“Just a fucking minute! You didn’t ask for TIPS by name, you didn’t thank me and you didn’t ask Marie’s permission to go muff diving. That’s three you owe me!”

	Dale caught her eye as she looked around triumphantly. He shook his head, motioning with his hand to take it easy.

	


Chapter 13: Free at Last! But, Not So Fast

	Stella raised her free hand to her face, hiding the tongue she stuck out, from everyone but Dale. His face darkened and she reined in her plans for Dotty. The three additional blows of the sorority paddle were ‘almost’ half strength, but still hard enough to move Dotty forward slightly with each slap.

	To Stella’s consternation the first four girls all raised the Okay sign when they had recovered their facilities. Dotty cashed in all her incentives in a whirlwind attack that wreaked havoc with the girl’s control.

	The fifth girl gave Dotty the finger, waving it somewhat oddly. Dale rushed to the girl, shoving Dotty aside to get a good look at her. The girl’s vacant stare told the story.

	“You’re on drugs. Get your things and get out. You’re fired!”

	“Fuck you, you #$@#!”

	Stella had two of the first girls drag her to her cubicle, dumped her combs and brushes in a plastic bag and had her out the door moments later. She pounded on the glass door, demanding to be let back in but the girls ignored her and walked away.

	With renewed vigor, Dotty took on the last four girls and got only one extra stroke. At that, her ass was so sore that she had trouble walking. One of the girls brought in a spray can of anesthetic that helped immeasurably.

	Stella was loath to lose her hold on Dotty, but she could see the handwriting on the wall. In a subdued tone she announced, “I guess it’s thumbs up this time. Right girls?”

	Forcing a smile she turned to Dotty. “Your punishment is over and your apologies are accepted.” She handed her the key for the padlock that held her prisoner in its latex folds. “Tell your Master that he may release you, whenever he feels like it.” She wouldn’t miss the chance for that one last jab; from what she had seen of Donald she knew that he would probably put Dotty through hell before he would let her free.

	She could think of a dozen things she could do to Dotty to make her earn her way out of the torture suit and she was tempted to call Donald and reel them off for him, but with Dale breathing down her neck she didn’t dare make any blatant moves that would jeopardize her job. She wished she hadn’t stuck her tongue out at Dale. He hadn’t said anything, but he would remember it. Given the circumstances, it would be rather lame to try and pass it off as a joke.

	The rest of the girls clustered around Dotty, congratulating her on her release and praising her skills with her tongue. Before long one spoke up. “Dotty, would you teach us how to give head like you do?”

	Dotty gave them a somewhat pained smile.  “You don’t need me. Everything I know Stella’s slaves taught me.”

	“Yes, and they taught her so well,” interjected Dale, “that she made one of them climax, against strict orders.”

	The girls chattered about that for a minute or two and then Dotty made her farewells and waddled as fast as she could to her car, anxious to get home and get started on talking her way out of the latex. The mere suggestion that she might soon get out of its oily clasp renewed the itching sensations that she had studiously controlled. The ride home was a nightmare, more traffic delays and sitting on the rough wool of the cape brought competition for pain of the week.

	A car jammed with teenagers made life miserable during one long wait. As soon as they spotted her, the windows came down and the comments began. One boy jumped out of the back and swaggered up to her window and peered inside. When he saw the rest of her latex costume and the handcuffs partly hidden in her lap, he shouted for the others to come and look. Helpless, she kept her head down, waiting for the traffic to move.

	The commotion attracted people from other cars, but things suddenly moved so she was saved from a confrontation with adults who might recognize her attire. As it was, the teen made a comment which suggested he was familiar with bondage, before the line of cars she was in left them behind.

	Dotty’s face was still flushed when she arrived home. She found Donald reading in the living room. She hurried to her knees in front of him, holding out the key. She had learned, so she made no effort to speak to him until he lowered the paper. He read several pages in detail before finally dropping it in his lap.

	“Well? You are late. Why?”

	A very exasperated Dotty was forced to describe the entire trip in excruciating detail, interspersed with incessant questions.

	“Why was traffic stalled? Did you know any of the people in the teen car? Did you know any of the people in cars around you? Did they see your cuffs?”

	Finally, when Donald had run out of questions and she had run out of answers, he asked, “Anything else you’d like to tell me?” (He already had a report from Dale.)

	“Yes, Master. They released me.”

	“Who released you, from what?”

	Dotty groaned to herself. This could go on all night if he was going to be a bastard about it. Keeping her voice level, no mean feat, she detailed her release from the hair stylists and permission to be unlocked from the latex suit. She offered him the key, which he ignored for the moment. He made her describe the events from start to finish, asked questions about the girl on drugs and asked her to quote Stella, exactly.

	"Tell your Master that he may release you, whenever he feels like it.”

	She could see a cloud of doom rapidly approaching. For some weird reason the tip of her nose started itching. Donald had long since forbidden any scratching.

	“Ummn, we’ll see. Meanwhile keep the key in your mouth. Swallowing it is the same as losing it. Tell me when supper is ready.”

	The paper went back up in front of his face, an impregnable barrier. Dotty wanted to cry, but that too was forbidden. Ordered around as if she planned to eat by herself. She glared at the paper wall, fighting her urge to smash it. She resented his skillful use of her as a key ring. She could taste some faint essence of hair products on the key in her cheek.

	She got up and went to the kitchen. By now, most of the oil in the suit had gravitated to the lower legs and feet, the latter oversized and deformed. The worst was the itch. Not even fresh clumps of hair had itched this badly. Anxious to please her Master, who now was in control of her latex confinement, she prepared him a steak, while she placed a square of tofu on her plate on the floor.

	He continued the charade, making her wait several minutes to announce supper, but for once she was ahead of him, calling him while the steak was still cooking, and narrowly avoiding racking up a punishment.

	After supper and cleaning the kitchen to a sparkle, she was called to take up station on her knees in front of him, a position that he pointed out made her readily available in the event that he needed a glass of water or some other errand.

	She stewed for four hours, waiting while he finished the paper, watched the news and finally turned it off.

	“I suppose you want out of that suit?”

	“Yes, Master, if it pleases Master.”

	“Your little caper was expensive. You of course are going to pay for it. Your Master’s time also is valuable, and the humiliation of having a wayward slave is going to be costly. Do you have any suggestions as to how you would repay me?”

	“For example, what would you do to have that hood removed?”

	“You could fuck your slave, Master.”

	“Ha! Your ass, your cunt, your mouth are all mine to use as I please right now. How about something that isn’t mine, yet? And, that you wouldn’t enjoy.”

	“Master, you can torture me for your pleasure. I scream quite loudly.”

	“But, you are being tortured right now. That suit.”

	Dotty groaned aloud, close to the breaking point. He held all the cards and she had two deuces.

	“Master, your slave is in training. An experienced slave would know instantly what to offer, but slave is not that well trained, yet. If it pleases Master, do what you will with your slave.”

	“Exactly what was it she said? Refresh my memory.”

	“Tell your Master that he may release you, whenever he feels like it.”

	“Say that again, I want to be sure.”

	“Tell your Master that he may release you, whenever he feels like it.”

	“Did she say anything else?”

	A lawyer at that point would say “asked and answered,” but Dotty was under the gun, so to speak.

	“That was all she said, Master.”

	“So I have full authority to keep you in this suit for as long as I choose. I’d have to think about it, take some time studying it, as it’s an important decision to make. You aren’t much help, without a single practical suggestion.”

	“Master, there is ample room in the basement for a torture chamber. You could do all the things there to your slave that you have only dreamed about.”

	“My God! The slave has a brain after all!”

	Dotty ignored the jibe. Responding would only add to her misery. She did indeed have an inspiration.

	“Master, to satisfy your need to punish your slave, and slave’s need to be punished in order to win release from this suit, slave’s nipples are available. You can make your slave twist and squeeze them, pinch them with her nails, clamp them, hang weights from them, snap them with the rubber bands, do anything to them at your command that will make them hurt. The pain will trigger a forbidden orgasm if slave can’t control it, giving you reason to punish her further, or even deny slave release from this suit.”

	“You forgot the prod.”

	“Master, your slave will zap her nipples until she can’t scream any more if it pleases Master.”

	“That sounds like a plan. You will be strapped to the coffee table, with your hands free and your head hanging down at the end so you have to do everything by feel. Orgasms will be strictly forbidden and each one will earn you 24 hours in the suit. You are free to do anything you think I will enjoy, that does not draw blood or do permanent damage to them. You will get permission for every act and any that I refuse will earn you a flogging, so think twice before suggesting anything too exotic. Just to make it interesting, you will have a butt plug stuffed up your ass and a vibrating dildo on random setting in your cunt.”

	“Thank you, Master. Your slave awaits your orders.”

	Donald glanced at the clock. “It’s getting late, too late to do this tonight. I’ll leave you out of the cage for the night, so you can gather the implements you will need. Put them on the coffee table and when you have everything, you will lie down on top of them and sleep there.”

	Dotty sobbed once, viewing a long, uncomfortable night. She gathered her strength and carefully expressed her thanks for his instructions. With a pang she watched him go, thinking of her comfortable half of the bed that would remain empty for the night, while she spend yet another night in the cloying latex.

	She slowly gathered her personal torture implements, ticking off a mental list. There was no rush as the objects on the coffee table would be acutely uncomfortable and deny any sleep. The suit seemed to mock her, sending wave after wave of irresistible itching up and down her spine, across the arches of her feet and administering a preliminary torture to her rampant nipples. Long before she had everything in place she was having second thoughts about her offer. This immediately made matters worse as she realized that she had neither a better - or a worse - offer to make to him to avoid her plan. She cursed him for his inventiveness and she cursed him for making her detail her own punishment. At that point guilt flooded over her, both for her adulterous act and for the curses she had aimed at him. She promised herself she would confess her sin even if it earned her another day in the suit.

	When she had everything, she reluctantly laid down. As expected, sharp edges, bumps and painful corners conspired to keep her awake. Still, she was asleep when Donald came quietly into the room to check on her. She was lying on her back, head hanging down and her itching nipples peeping from the openings in the suit. He resisted the temptation to crunch his teeth in one, certain that she would collapse in fright if he woke her that way. There would be plenty of time for that later. As he went back up the stairs he enjoyed a mental picture of his slave pressing her tits forward, offering her nips to his teeth and tongue.

	Dotty woke at first light, plagued by a dream that had wakened her repeatedly as a hooded figure mauled and whipped her breasts. She dreamed it over and over until she knew it by heart, only waking each time after she had been savaged to the hooded figure’s satisfaction. She got stiffly to her feet, feeling every object she had been sleeping on. The hated suit dragged on every movement. A wave of despondency swept over her. She looked down at the smooth latex, seeing it as her death shroud.

	“I deserve it - and a lot more.” Her mind went blank.

	Donald was awake, keeping one eye on her. He quickly recognized that she was having problems, which he chalked up as anticipatory jitters. He was in no rush to take her out of the suit. As he had discussed with Phil, who had already introduced a batch of horse hair in Maude’s suit, they were excellent disciplinary tools, highly effective, without any significant damage to the slave. It remained to be seen if she would live up to her offer.

	Dotty’s eyes came back into focus, staring at her nipples. She couldn’t remember back far enough to have seen them flat. As a teenager she had been forced to wear hard plastic shields in her bras to keep them from poking through every top she owned. From the first time Donald discovered them hiding when he stripped away her clothing, he had fallen in love with them.

	He had all but forced her to throw away the shields and allow her to display the nipple’s arousal, pointing out that she was telling every man she met that she was a hot piece of ass and telling every woman that she had more to her nipples than they did. Dotty had gotten red as a beet with embarrassment but she did as he had ordered and proudly showed them off. Actually that was one of the first hints of Donald’s domination and it drew Dotty to him like a moth to a flame.

	Of course, Donald had to have breakfast first. After an endless wait, he appeared, fresh from a lengthy shower. Seeing him fresh and clean was like turning a switch. Every one of the millions of hair ends in Dotty’s suit stood at attention, and itched.

	She gurgled in frustration, wanting to scream. He grinned at her!

	“Bad night?” He rubbed it in.

	“Yes, Master.”

	There was no point in lying. One glance at her haggard, sleep deprived face was enough to confirm that she did indeed have a bad night. The thought of lying sent one hand automatically toward her sore rear end, demonstrating the power of the lesson she had learned. She blanched at his next words.

	“I have a feeling that you didn’t suffer in silence. We’ll discuss it after breakfast.”

	That immediately threw a pall over the rest of the morning, jacking up her anxiety level to impossible heights. He had long since convinced her that he was a past master at mind reading and she was sure, as he looked at her, that he knew exactly what she had said about him.

	His eggs had cooked for ten seconds too long. The bacon was especially greasy. The toast was two shades darker than his preference. She had forgotten to put jam at his plate. He announced each of these faults, explaining in detail what needed to be corrected and just how to do it. He stopped when he had found fault with everything in sight and ordered her to bend over. She got four, two on each cheek, as he jokingly put it - putting some color on her cheeks. Dotty wanted to run and hide. Master was already in a foul mood. To tell him that she had been cursing him all night would be like throwing gasoline on a fire.

	She knelt and confessed. She was nonplused and actually down right scared when he shook his head and said,

	“That’s to be expected. It isn’t the first time, but you are warned that there had better not be a next time.”

	He quickly changed the subject, “Go get a table, set it beside the coffee table and put your tools on it.”

	


Chapter 14: Nipple, Nipple, Little Star

	“The torture chamber is open!”

	Somehow Dotty expected a deep-voiced announcer, a six foot high bronze gong and eunuchs guarding the doors. To walk into a room with an innocent looking coffee table didn’t have the Hollywood effect. It wasn’t until one looked at the other table, where an array of little, tiny, big and small items were lined up that one would suspect the purpose of the sturdy coffee table. The coils of rope carried their own message, “Bondage spoken here.”

	She was heeling Donald, one of the rare times she was allowed to stand in the house. While he knew that crawling and walking on her hands and knees were more humiliating, the slow pace was barely within his standards. Several times he had mused about teaching her to canter or trot on her knees, but something always seemed to interfere with his vague plans. Upright, she felt insecure and was glad to drop to all fours beside the table.

	Donald stuck one foot out, raising it into her belly, directing her onto the table. She positioned herself, legs straddling the end of the table, her bare feet beside the massive table legs. Her body arched over the glass, just enough of her sore ass touching to add to her discomfort. The table ended at the tops of her shoulders, so her head hung down sharply, without support.

	Heavy leather straps appeared and as each was looped and tightened, she lost more of her mobility, until just her arms were free. Donald spent a moment deciding whether to strap her upper arms to limit their motion. He decided against it. She wasn’t going anywhere as it was.

	Given her nature, Dotty wasn’t about to go anywhere, even if she broke every strap in the throes of her punishment. She wanted to be punished, wanted to pay Donald back in some small way for cheating on him. If he had ordered her to lie on the table sans straps, she would have willingly complied with his wishes.

	He lifted her head level with the table with one hand holding a stopwatch before her eyes. The lever clicked and the second hand started moving. To her it was essentially meaningless. They had never agreed on a time. Her resolve was timeless, boiling down to “As long as I can stand it, and then a little farther.”

	With an effort, neck muscles straining, she raised her head, gazing down her front, focusing on the twin sacrifices she was about to make. Idly she wondered how long it would be before they returned to their current pristine condition. Brave soldiers, her nipples stood straight up from her lolling breasts, ready to fight to the death.

	She dropped her head, regretting the sudden jerk on her neck. With a tentative hand she reached to the table and grasped a slim tube-shaped object. She twisted it in her hands, orienting the device she couldn’t see, bringing the thin end toward her left nipple. With the other hand she twisted the base and a tiny battery powered motor growled into life. The bristles of the tiny toothbrush head vibrated, jack hammering the long stalk of her nipple. She twisted in her bonds, reacting to the powerful pulses on her tender flesh. She pulled it away for a moment exposing a red circle inscribed on the pink flesh. The flesh, the rubbery coating of the nipple, was not broken, but receptive nerve endings were pulled to the surface, inviting the machine to return. Her deep seated groan harmonized with the little motor.

	By feel alone she treated every bit of each nipple to the same driving force. Her body began a series of rolling convulsions as the pain began to stream from her nipples to the rest of her body. She slid the head down to the base of the nipple and ground on the joint between nipple and aureole, slightly narrowing the target.

	The pain was getting to her, causing her body to bounce against the straps. She had never used her electric toothbrush for fun before. It had been a spur-of-the-moment idea. Even now, as the hurt built, she had no regrets. Actually in the midst of torturing herself she was making plans to use it on her clit at the first opportunity.

	Every nipple nerve was excited. The pain was pure, overwhelming and headed straight for her cunt. Like Paul Revere’s ride, they carried a message of pain-induced arousal. Once joined to the core, her whole body was preparing for climax. She barely felt the butt plug and dildo that Donald had fitted in her, even when she felt the dildo shift its vibrator to full on. Her nipples were keeping her brain occupied and shutting out the good vibrations from her pussy.

	She felt and found the heavy rubber bands. She looped one over her nipple, pulling it taut then stretching it almost to its limit, the loop choking her nipple in a death grip. She let go of the end and the rubber slammed into the abraded nipple, raising the pain factor by 10. She found the second band and treated her other nipple to the same routine. Did it hurt more, or was she expecting it?

	With both bands in place she zinged both nipples five times in quick succession, repeating to herself: “Harder, harder!” Finished, her body fighting the straps to curl into a fetal position, she scraped the bands off her nipples with her long fingernails. It was the perfect lead in to the next event as she began to caress, squeeze, twist and pinch, burying her nails like claws in the reddening twin towers.

	First one, then the other nipple were captured between thumb and finger and jerked cruelly to their full extension, held like a vise. Again and again she pinched the very tips, pulling them out, drawing her breasts into tight cones that seemed on the brink of separating from the abused nips. Like a dog playing with a rag she jerked her crushing hands in wild circles drawing them out to the maximum that flesh could stand.

	Dotty was floating on the pain, lost in a fog of sensation, feeling every pinched nerve, every raw spot like a concert of dissonant woodwinds. She didn’t realize, already too far gone, that she was talking aloud to herself, rooting herself to greater and more painful tortures. She gave a wild cackling laugh and launched into “For my final act…”

	She searched the table frantically, unable to find the electric prod. At last her fluttering fingers touched it, almost rolling it off the far side of the table. She squeezed it tight in her hand and stabbed its twin prongs into her flesh, bracketing her nipple. With a cry that could only be classed as triumphant, she pressed the trigger.

	The cry turned to a scream as sparks jumped from the prongs to her nipple, outlining it in a halo of electricity. Dotty was seeing stars. She barely felt the hand that wrested the prod from her grip, removing her thumb from the button.

	Donald was irate. Pissed. At her. At himself. The whole thing had gone much too far. He accepted the blame, knowing that Dotty was obsessed with punishing herself for cheating. He moved over to examine her nipples, preparing for whatever medical help she would need. To his disbelieving eyes, they were red and welted, but he couldn’t find a single break in the skin or a drop of blood.  He shook his head in amazement. She would be particularly sore for several days and probably would try to kill anyone who touched her nips, but as she told him later. “It’s no worse than what a woman with a one year old experiences when he’s nursing.” He frankly had his doubts about that, but there was no immediate way to prove her wrong.

	


Chapter 15: Front Row Seat

	Dotty stood in her chains, forlorn and ignored, despite the fact that she was the topic of conversation, which turned gradually into a planning session. Stella did much of the talking, but making sure that Donald’s ideas were adopted without any conflict. She was an expert at advancing her own ideas by making the other person believe they were his own words. By the time they were through they had Dotty’s miserable life-to-be all planned for her. From what she could pick up, she would be a total prisoner, always locked up, always in chains, never allowed any sexual relief, always in pain, always being punished.

	Donald took a bathroom break. Stella used the opportunity to stand in front of Dotty, twisting and squeezing her nipples until she moaned in pain.

	“My dear girl, you are in deep shit and I intend to pile it even deeper. In the next few days you are going to be taught by my slaves to hate my guts, but you are the one who is gagged and whipped, while I am free to get off on your pain. There will be years and years of pain. Your pain. I can have an orgasm just from hearing you scream.”

	Donald came back in the room, his face still angry. He assumed that Stella was checking her bonds and thought nothing of it.

	“I’ll buy dinner if anyone is interested.”

	Stella smiled. “I’d love to.” She motioned to a slave, who picked up a length of chain, wrapped it around the ornate couch leg and locked it to Dotty’s ankle.

	“Stay!”

	The hair on Dotty’s neck rose and she swore into the gag. Stella was treating her like a dog again. Helpless, she watched them leave.

	Waiting for the two to return gave Dotty plenty of time to study her situation. She already knew that Stella was using Donald’s dominating spirit against her. Stella was already part of the inner circle and heaven knows what Dale would bring in the way of ideas to punish her. The point that rankled her was that Stella was sitting back and letting her slaves do all the work and all of the discipline. It was bad enough to be topped by a woman, without the slaves thrown in for good measure.

	With a sob, she remembered that she had the opportunity to leave and never come back, and she flubbed it, too much in love with Donald to want to leave him. It wasn’t a question of money. Her parents had left several million in her trust fund, so she would never have to work another day in her life. Now, from all appearances she was about to embark on a life of abject servitude. Her only hope was that she could buy her freedom, but even that prospect looked bleak, as Donald had plenty of money and Stella also came from rich parents. She knew instinctively that Stella would never let her go and would keep her where she would live in constant fear of her whip.

	She already feared Stella’s whip. Standing in one spot for hours took its toll, but Dotty was not about to move, even an inch. The iron on her body was heavy, but not as heavy as some of the sets she knew were hanging in the bedroom.

	Stella came in, giggling at some joke that Donald had made. While he put their wraps away, she examined Dotty from head to toe. “Looks like you obeyed orders, but I’m going to whip your ass anyway, just because I can, and you’re helpless to stop me. I plan to give you a minimum of two whippings a day and as many touch-ups as you need for not following orders, to the letter.”

	She looked to see if Donald was coming with the wine he had promised her. She lifted Dotty’s chin with her crop and smiled broadly, the smile miles from the hate-filled words she spat at Dotty, “You say one word to hubby about what I say or do to you and you will not survive your next punishment session.”

	Dotty nodded reluctantly. Stella’s crop sang, welting her left hip. “You will not speak, and you will not nod, or shake your head or give any sign that you heard the order. You are a dumb animal from now on that answers only to the whip. Most dumb dogs can bark to answer questions, but you will have to earn that ability.”

	Donald came in with a tray with two glasses of wine. He set the tray down on the end table and watched Stella, nodding in agreement as Stella sank her fangs deeper and deeper into Dotty. He felt a pang, still loving her, but that only aroused his anger again, automatically approving what Stella was doing to her.

	“Dumb ass, Down!” If I catch you standing on your hind legs in the house again you will learn just how painful it can be to be whipped between your toes and fingers. You will crawl on your belly wherever there is a rug, with your nose and nipples dragging in the carpet. I understand you’ve already been taught that, but I guess it didn’t take, ‘cause here you were, standing up.”

	“Where there’s no carpet, you go on your hands and knees and you always HEEL your Master or Mistress. You piss with permission ONLY and only in the shower stall. You will turn the cold water on and give yourself a three minute shower while you rinse out the shower. Same thing for shit, except you squat on the toilet with your head between your knees. You are allowed one square of toilet paper, but you damn well better be clean when I inspect you. I don’t want any shit on my whip - and you don’t want it either.”

	Donald was still unconsciously nodding, but he picked up on one point.

	“She’s not acknowledging your orders.”

	“Because I told her not to. Dumb animals don’t carry on conversations with their owners. ”

	“Great idea. Cuts out the arguing and the pleading.”

	“Would you beg if you know your nipples get whipped first?”

	“Only if it were an emergency, house on fire or such.”

	“In about a week,” she predicted, “dumb ass here will be begging for an orgasm. She’ll take a whole bunch of hits just to beg for a climax, knowing, knowing, mind you, that I’ll laugh in her face and tell her, ‘Maybe next time'.”

	That reminded her, and she dug in her purse, coming up with an ointment tube. She took the cap off and squeezed a small amount on her finger. Tapping firmly with her whip she ordered, “Roll over! Spread ‘em!”

	Dotty felt a tear rolling down her cheek as she obeyed. She snapped the hobble chain taut, then bent her knees, exposing her pussy. Stella leaned forward and transferred the ointment from her finger to Dotty’s clit, with barely enough pressure to spread it out.

	“Roll over!”

	Stella sat back up as Dotty got her knees and elbows under her. She looked at Donald and winked broadly, pointing at Dotty. He assumed that it was some kind of hot pepper mix. As they talked, they stared at Dotty, waiting for whatever effect.

	Donald was the first to note the slight rolling of her hips, which got steadily stronger. Stella giggled with glee. When Dotty’s whole body was on the move, Stella slashed the upturned ass.

	“Stay still, dumb ass! You’re not going to come tonight - if ever.”

	She handed the tube to Donald. “It’s Liquid V. Applied to the clit it stimulates arousal and enhances the orgasm. Right now she’s past the stage where it warms the clit and if she were allowed to talk, she would be begging for a Liquid V orgasm. It’s expensive stuff, but man does it work on a gal’s clit. Even dumb animals. It can be used for punishment, denying orgasm, by applying this several times during the day. The effects last for a half hour. A day or two of that and she’ll be climbing the walls.”

	Dotty was in a world of her own. The first time effects of the ointment were so overpowering that she was attempting the impossible, trying to build on the warm rosy feeling in her clit, without touching it. Unable to move, she was stymied. Her mind was willing but her body was under someone else’s absolute control. Reluctantly she abandoned her hope for a climax, but the after effects of the drug wouldn’t let her off the hook. She heard Stella describe the effects and its use for punishment. She was already on notice that her next orgasm would be sometime long after Hell froze over. Given regular dollops of the ointment on her clit, she knew she would promise anything and everything for a decent orgasm.

	Stella asked Donald, “Do you have a dog leash?”

	He nodded and quickly returned with one. It was a thin chain with a leather handle. Stella twisted Dotty’s collar roughly, bringing a D-ring into view. She snapped the leash on the ring and jerked sharply. Dotty’s head flew up as she tried to avoid choking on the tight collar.

	“Dumb ass, you don’t go anywhere without your leash. You hand the handle politely to whomever is taking you walkies.”

	She swung the handle end, wrapping the chain around one ass cheek. “Works pretty well as a whip too. Then I won’t have to carry both.” She remembered an earlier conversation.

	“You mentioned stocking the dungeon downstairs. I never got a chance to tell you that I have a big storage shed filled with sister’s equipment. I’ve got everything I need in my basement, so why don’t you buy what’s in the shed?”

	“Sounds like a plan, but I don’t have that much ready cash.”

	“You won’t need that much. It’s surplus and I’ll let you have it for 10 cents on the dollar. There’s about $30,000 according to the invoice, but you can have it for three big ones. You can rent a moving van to get it here.”

	“Sorry, bad back and no lifting. It’s in remission and I don’t want to aggravate it with a lot of strain. I’ll hire a couple of guys to do it. I’d need help on the stairs anyway.”

	“How are you going to keep them from talking? A rack and a whipping post aren’t your everyday moving job.”

	“Oh, I can tell them that I’m starting a museum and the building isn’t ready yet. I’ll make you a bet they’ve seen bondage gear before."

	“It’s a bet. If I win I get dumb ass for 24 hours. If you win, you get me for 24 hours.”

	To her it was a sucker bet that fit right in with her plans. She expected to lose, and to use that to drive another wedge between Dotty and Donald.

	The wine he had been sipping made him nearly trip over what he intended to be teasing words, “What in Hell would I do with you for 24 hours?”

	“For one I give damn good head.”

	She had matched him, glass for glass, so her speech was slurred, but the look that came with the words told him that she was perfectly willing to let things progress from there.

	“I ‘spose you’d throw a hissyfit if I tied you up.”

	“No, starting with the handcuffs in my purse.”

	“Starting? I think you’re planning on losing this bet.”

	She smiled broadly. “I meant the bondage. There are more chains around than the ones on dumb ass, I presume.”

	“We just got started but there are plenty of chains and padlocks.”

	She leaned over and whispered in his ear, at length. He shook his head at first, but she persisted and he finally nodded.

	Dotty worried. Things had been going bad for her all day and two drunks in control didn’t bode well for the night. Stella took her leash as Donald went looking for the chain. She put Dotty in the shower and turned it on. Dotty reacted to the cold by shutting off her stream, but a couple of cracks with the whip warmed her enough to finish. She scrubbed the shower, then knelt at the mirror and brushed her teeth. Stella was about ready to take the toothbrush away from her, but lost interest. The three arrived at the bedroom with the two slaves, making for a crowd at the door. Donald had finally remembered that they had already fixed chains on the bed and they were sloppily coiled at the corners.

	Stella sat on the edge of the bed and watched as the slaves squeezed Dotty and her chains into the cage, which was promptly locked. The large swing-arm was moved until the cage was inches from the upper end of the bed. With a sinking feeling Dotty realized that she was going to be a nose to nose observer of everything that happened in the bed. The next shock came when she saw Stella undressing, just stepping out of her panties, exposing her bare pussy. Dotty chewed on her gag, calling down lightning bolts and plague on Stella - and on Donald for going along with it. She moved, rattling a cuff against the bar, drawing unwanted attention to her plight. The slave picked up an electric wand and zapped Dotty’s labia, an inch from her clit. Well warned, Dotty subsided, continuing her rant in her head.

	To Dotty’s absolute horror she watched bare naked Stella scoot across the bed and plant herself where the chains waited. Chains almost still warm from her own trysts with Donald. Dotty watched as Stella grinned up at her triumphantly, and then seductively clasped the lower chains about her ankles. She was unable to close one of the wrist cuffs, so she left it for Donald to complete her bondage.

	Dotty was heartbroken. She was about to watch her husband fuck this woman who was rapidly enslaving her and taking over her household. With a thrill, she realized that her nemesis was helplessly chained to the bed. The dream of escape died instantly as she remembered that the slave had locked her cage.

	She glared at Stella, who serenely ignored her. Dotty was puzzled that anyone as domineering as Stella would willingly submit to a man and equally as willingly accept bondage. Dotty had her pegged as bi- but now she must add switch, as she obviously played both ways. Her suspicion was growing that all of this was an act, but only part of it was alien to Stella’s lifestyle.

	Donald was just dropping his shorts, displaying a rampant cock that ignored the alcohol in his system. Stella cooed, openly admiring his tool and as soon as he climbed onto the bed her free hand snaked out and gripped it, claiming it for her own as the rightful ‘owner’ watched from her cage in frustrated fury.

	Stella gazed up at Donald as he loomed over her. She licked her lips as she begged,

	“Master, make me helpless. Finish chaining me to your bed. Lock me tight, for your pleasure.”

	Dotty was too angry to separate bombast and bullshit from genuine submission. She sent a steady stream of curses slamming into the brick wall of her gag. Stella was watching her out of the corner of her eye, actually gaining more pleasure out of seeing Dotty so pissed, than from her own love of bondage.

	She moaned with pleasure as Donald clumsily closed the cuff, capturing her free hand. For Donald’s benefit, as well as to deliberately rag Dotty, Stella tested each cuff, jerking them to show that she was a total prisoner. She looked directly at Dotty, the look on her face sending her message of domination and triumph. By this time Dotty was ready to chew through the steel bars of the cage to get at her. It was not lost on either woman that while both were helpless at the moment, only one would eventually be released.

	Stella snapped her fingers. The two slaves came to stiff attention.

	“Attend us.”

	The two knelt, facing each other across the bed. All was ready.

	Donald’s attempts at foreplay were a disaster, but nobody but Dotty would be aware of it. Stella was putting on the big act, pretending that Donald was the greatest lover in the world and that the arousal actually generated by her bonds was all his doing. His hands were rough when they grabbed her tits, squeezing, pinching and slapping them. Stella enjoyed rough sex, so withstanding his attack was not a problem. Her clit was already swollen when his probing finger reached it and started rubbing with too much pressure.

	Dotty could see that she was enjoying it, even without the ‘pretend’ look on her face. She grew even angrier, faulting Donald for never giving her that kind of treatment, something she would have enjoyed just as much as Stella was. If he had only done it, she would have been willing to do anything for him.

	As Donald started to move onto her, she murmured in his ear. Nodding, he raised up, took one of the towels waiting next to the pillow and hung it over the side of Dotty’s cage, blocking part of her view of the bed. Caught by surprise, Dotty screamed her outrage into her gag. If he was going to cheat on her, she wanted to see it, burn it into her memory, not have to depend on the sounds they would make.

	Stella grinned to herself as she heard the angry, garbled sounds from the cage. Her plan was working beautifully. She fixed a look of bliss on her face and opened her arms to the limit of the chains to welcome him.

	 

	


Chapter 16: Long Days, Longer Nights

	Poor Dotty was beside herself, but there was only room in her cage for one. The towel hid most of the action, but Dotty could see Stella’s outstretched legs, held firmly by the shackles and chains. In a moment she saw Donald’s hairy legs kneel between them, bend forward at the knees and start to rock. Dotty spewed a string of cuss words that would do a longshoreman proud and it was several minutes before she repeated one. For a woman she had a surprising and varied vocabulary, including several dozen names for dubious or illegal sex acts that the two could do to themselves or each other. Fortunately for her the gag rendered them unintelligible.

	There were more than enough sound effects to drive Dotty wild. Moans, groans and little shrieks from Stella, grunts and gasps from Donald as he humped, then a bellow as he spurted jet after jet into Stella’s pussy. Her cries of passion sounded so fake to Dotty that she wanted to puke, but Donald accepted them as proof of his prowess in bed.

	Stella barely waited for the last oozing drop before snapping her fingers. Immediately the two slaves joined them. One swallowed Donald’s cock, cleaning off their juices, while the other buried her face in Stella’s crack, sucking the stringy come from her pussy. At last overcome by the wine, the two lovers collapsed and in moments were asleep, snoring loudly. One of the slaves looked into Dotty’s cage. Dotty was to say the least startled when she reached between her legs and shoved two fingers into her, They came away glistening with moisture.

	It was so unexpected that Dotty was almost instantly aroused. She opened her mouth to beg the slave to bring her off, but she was already gone. The two slaves laid down on the floor on each side of the bed and went to sleep immediately, without benefit of the wine, a pillow or a blanket.

	Morning brought hangovers but they only served to add irritability to the mix that was turning Dotty at increasing speed into a bond slave. Earlier, Donald had crawled out of bed and headed for the aspirin bottle. He came back, feeling somewhat better. Now that his eyes were open he admired the nude, spread out body that had shared his bed, still firmly attached.

	With an almost obvious effort she cooed and batted her eyes at him. For once he ignored the ploy, still feeling pangs of remorse for cuckolding his wife.

	“What about me?” she simpered, totally out of character. Dotty snorted her disgust, a noise that Stella heard. Dotty would pay for it later.

	“What about you?” he asked, half dumb, half tease.

	“Aren’t you going to let me loose?”

	Dotty said the fastest prayer of her life, hoping Donald would leave Stella and come and get her out of the cage. Unfortunately, he didn’t hear the prayer.

	“Now what could a nude young woman chained to a bed possibly offer a man in exchange for unlocking the locks and setting her free?”

	Stella was dumbfounded. She wasn’t at all sure he was kidding and she was afraid that the wrong word here might screw up the whole deal. This early in the morning she was short on feminine wiles.

	Taking a chance, she arched her body, momentarily fighting the chains, thrusting her tits in his general direction. “You could have anything I can do for you with this nude body you are admiring.”

	“I recall an earlier conversation where you were offering to pay off a bet with, I believe, the exact words: “I give damn good head.”’

	“The statement is true and correct, Master. I do, and I will, if you will join me on the bed.” Sugar wouldn’t melt in her mouth.

	Dotty’s mind whirled. For a short moment she thought rescue might be at hand, but Donald plunged right on. Didn’t he realize what Stella was doing? She was the one being punished by having to do blow jobs on call, not Stella. The only answer she could come up with was that he was intent on teaching her a lesson. She hated to admit that she deserved it, but now he was openly fucking a woman other than his wife. What lesson did that teach her? If Stella won that bet, she was sure it would presage 24 hours of pure unadulterated torture. Stella was much too inventive to have on the wrong end of a whip.

	She watched in grudging silence as Stella made one of her fanciest productions out of sucking his cock. The pomp and circumstance hid the fact that she abhorred the task. Dotty had learned enough from the slaves to spot the crucial miscues in her technique. Either of the slaves could suck rings around her. As she watched, she wondered where the slaves had learned their trade. Certainly not from Stella.

	Donald did everything but clap when Stella brought him off. Behind his back she spit her mouthful onto the floor for one of the slaves to clean up. Dotty easily put two and two together, realizing that as the newest slave in the house, the shit jobs would fall on her, so she had better learn just how to handle them.

	Dotty’s real day started with the required cold shower. The towels had disappeared, so she had to dry herself with a wash cloth. Stella walked in just as she finished. She took the washcloth away from Dotty and ordered her to her back, adding, “No noise. I don’t want to hear anything louder than heavy breathing. You called me a bunch of names last night and later today you will pay for them, one by excruciating one. Right now, we pep up your love life.”

	She produced the tube of liquid V and squeezed some on her finger. She applied it - not as gently as the previous evening, but bearing down hard on Dotty’s clit, Dotty immediately began panting and as the drug entered her system the heat in her clit threatened an immediate orgasm.

	Stella sneered at her, flailing her whip and catching Dotty’s nipples with each swing.

	“I bet you’d give a bunch to have me let you come. It’s not going to happen. Today you suffer. Tomorrow, more ointment, more suffering. The day after and the day after that. Get the picture?”

	The bad part for Dotty was the descriptive promise that it was supposed to work for a half hour. After one application she was convinced that it worked for half a DAY, keeping her on the edge every minute. Some love life! If Stella kept her promise and applied more during the day she would be ready for the funny farm by evening. Even if she did somehow survive the day, there was nothing to look forward to but the humiliation of listening to Donald fucking Stella. If they stayed sober, that could last most of the night, as she well remembered from pre-slave days.

	Stella jerked her to her knees and walked faster than Dotty could move, toward the stairs. Dotty was on the edge from the drug. She rubbed her thighs together as she crawled, vainly trying to climax. Stella looked back and saw what was going on. She came back and laced Dotty’s ass, ordering, “Stay!” Dotty stared at the ground, plotting revenge. Stella returned with a leg spreader which she strapped just above Dotty’s knees, putting her foot on Dotty’s thigh to get the straps as tight as possible, nearly cutting off the circulation in her lower legs and feet. Stella stood silently and watched, spotting the first signs of restricted blood flow, so she reluctantly loosened the straps by one hole.

	Stella guided her up the stairs to the attic, staying behind her and encouraging each step with what amounted to Dotty’s morning whipping that she had been promised.

	When Stella opened the door the two were hit with a blast of hot air. The sun was barely up but the uninsulated attic soaked up heat like a sponge. Dotty hadn’t been up there in several months, actually the last time during the winter, when it was freezing cold in the small space.

	With fake sympathy Stella blinked at the heat.

	“You should have drunk lots of water before spending any time up here, but... it’s too late now. I’m not about to go all the way back down to get a glass of water for a slave! You’ll just have to suffer through it. On your belly!”

	She mused aloud, strictly for Dotty’s benefit. “I suppose I could whip your ass back downstairs, get your drink and whip you back up the stairs, but it’s too early in the morning to waste energy on a slave.”

	At the whip’s direction Dotty wriggled to the center of the floor, where a ring bolt lay. Stella picked up the end of the attached chain and looped it through the ring on Dotty’s collar, pulling it until her neck was less than a foot from the ring. She snapped a massive padlock shut, trapping Dotty. Her wrists were next, locked in the cuffs next to her ears. She licked her dry lips around her gag, at the corners of her mouth, thirsty at the mention of water. She was already sweating and drooling precious moisture.

	Stella glanced around the room and then walked to the door. Turning, she gave Dotty the bad news. “Your husband and I are going shopping this morning. We’ll have lunch at that fancy restaurant that you like so much and then we’ll get in a round or two of fucking to get the bed warm for tonight. There’s no telling when I’ll find time to come all the way up here, just to let you loose so that I can punish you for all the nasty things you said and those names you called me, but if I don’t get it done today, there are weeks and months and years ahead, of your pain and my enjoyment. Bye, sweety. Settle in, because you’ve got an awfully long wait ahead of you.” She made a loud noise redundantly locking the attic door. A second later the light went out, leaving Dotty in complete darkness, as there were no windows.

	Dotty studiously refrained from making a sound, dreading additional side effects. She pictured Stella bringing a glass of water with ice cubes bobbing in it, and then setting it out of her reach, or pour the water over her feet, or...

	She shook herself violently, shuddering, tortured with an instant, raging thirst. The name calling continued unabated in her mind. The bitch was not only enslaving her, she was stealing her husband as well.

	The attic had been ‘finished’ with cast off lumber and fixtures. The floor was made of badly warped rough boards. Lying on them, even without bondage would have quickly become a pain. With the restricted movement allowed by her chains she soon found herself with pressure points that became pain points. The roof creaked and pulled as the sun expanded it. It was already over 100 degrees and climbing rapidly. By mid-afternoon, as they fucked in air conditioned comfort downstairs, she would be sweltering as the thermometer pushed 130 degrees.

	She heard Stella drive away, in her car. A few minutes later she heard the moving van drive up and the voices of the men. She had no idea what was going on until she remembered that Stella had sold Donald a load of bondage equipment. She couldn’t hear them inside the house, because there was a foot of insulation under the attic floor, blocking sound in either direction. The roof seemed paper thin by comparison and Dotty could easily hear cars driving by on the street. She felt a pang. They were free, while just a few yards away she was chained to a ring, a slave and a prisoner.

	The van drove away and a minute later she recognized the sound of Donald’s car. She had been stripped of her watch and there was no clock in the attic. She spent an hour or more arguing with herself over the merits of allowing a slave to watch the dragging second hand of a clock, or having no idea of the passage of time, making it seem just as endless. The no-clock side won, as she was a poor judge of time, often off a half hour or more in a two hour period. At the moment she felt like she had been in the stifling attic for days. And, Stella had said, “There’s no telling when I’ll find time to come all the way up here, just to let you loose.”

	Dotty could only lie there and wonder if a heat stroke was a painless death.

	The sound of a key rattling in the door lock woke her from a heat-induced stupor. Stella held her breath as she stooped over Dotty to release her chain. When she did breath it was to draw breath to humiliate Dotty.

	“God! You stink to high heaven! What did you do, piss your bed?” Pulling Dotty away, she found the boards wet, but it was pure sweat. She got Dotty to her knees and elbows and led her to the stairs, backing down ahead of her to make sure Dotty didn’t trip or fall. With the short hobble and leg spreader Dotty was forced to come down sideways, in imminent peril of losing her balance and rolling to the bottom. She was towed by her leash into the bathroom, where Stella supervised her every move. She informed Dotty, “Take an enema. Cold water, liquid soap. We have a guest tonight. I want you squeaky clean!”

	By the time she got Dotty ready she had almost lost interest. She snarled at her, “Next time I’ll send a fucking slave up there with you. There’s no damn reason for me to waste my time on your worthless hide.”

	As if she had pushed a button, a slave appeared in the doorway and went to her knees. Stella nodded toward Dotty.

	“Give dumb ass a cold enema, soap. Don’t leave a speck of dirt on her or you’ll bathe her with your tongue next time! She spent the day in the attic, so she’s pretty ripe.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Dotty heard the slave answer and was forced to bottle up her frustration. She actually felt hurt that she was unable to respond to her Mistress, despite hating her so violently. Her hate went up another notch when she was forced to accept the ointment on her clit that would ensure she made a fool of herself in front of company.

	Dotty went into the bathroom looking wan and haggard, “dragged through a knothole.” She came out looking human, except for her bare scalp and missing eyebrows and lashes and her bare pussy. The slave had silently and efficiently carried out her orders and did what she could for the bald head. Cleaned up, she was chained and leashed and led to the living room. Stella was relaxing in the recliner. Donald was sitting on the couch and she could see another man’s legs.

	She dared not look up until Donald spoke, “See who’s here, slave.” There was a trace of emphasis on ‘slave.’

	She lifted her head and stared into the eyes of the man she knew as ‘John,’ a friend of Donald’s for many years. John had not really recognized her, thrown off by her missing hair, but when he saw her eyes he knew who she was. His gaze went the length of her body and back, enjoying the nudity that from the chains was obviously forced upon her.

	Donald let him look as long as he wanted. When John realized he was overdoing it a bit, he looked, questioning Donald.

	“She told me that you two had an affair. Her mother urged her to offer herself to you, so I blame her, and her mother for what happened. The bald head is part of the punishment she is suffering. Stella has volunteered to help train her for a life of slavery, as my slave. She already has had some of that training, enough for us to call her ‘slave.’ Her mother is suffering a similar fate at her father’s hands.”

	John jerked as if he had been shot at the mention of an affair. He considered bolting for the door, but he was intrigued that the blame was not put at his feet. As a single man he had affairs with several married women, but this was obviously turning out differently. He continued to devour Dotty’s nakedness with his eyes, but he was ‘All ears.’

	“Another of her penalties was being made to watch as Stella and I enjoyed each other’s bodies last night. She now knows what it feels like to be a helpless bystander as her husband is seduced by another woman. Since both of us enjoyed the fucking, we will certainly continue to do it on a regular basis, since as a slave she has no voice in the matter. As her Master I have complete control over her. Stella, as her Mistress, shares that control. The ironic part is that slave hated her guts even before she took over as her Mistress.”

	“That’s why I invited you over tonight. We’ve been friends far too long to have any problems or recriminations over it. She and her mother are being severely punished, because there are some family matters that got dropped into the mix.”

	He grinned, looking down at Dotty’s bowed head. “A good Master shares with his friends and ensures that they have the best possible enjoyment from a slave’s use. This slave has been taking lessons in giving head, so I am offering her, as a slave, to give you the best possible head she can muster up.

	“But...”

	“No buts. Right here, right now, a slave’s mouth is waiting to suck your cock.”

	“I’ll be go to Hell! That’s the last thing I expected when you invited me over. What do I call her? Oh, slave, get your ass over here, on the double.”

	Dotty remained stock still.

	“Dumb ass!

	Reluctantly, Dotty moved sideways, stopping in front of John. She kept her head down.

	Stella slashed her rump with a cane, the ‘smack’ echoing through the room. Stella dropped the cane and came up with the electric prod. Dotty was already at work, opening John’s pants and working them and his shorts down his legs. His cock needed no special encouragement, already hard and oozing. About then John realized that his blow job was a public affair, with both a woman and a man watching. He held Dotty back with one hand and reached for his pants. Donald put his hand on John’s arm.

	“It’s all right. The humiliation is part of her punishment.”

	John started to protest that it was his own privacy he was worried about, but decided not to raise a fuss.

	


Chapter 17

	Dotty looked up a John with a mixture of dread and expectancy, working her jaw to smooth the kinks from being gagged for so long. Stella had removed the gag, and was hovering close behind her, prod at the ready.

	Donald explained, “She is prohibited from talking and Stella is treating her as a dumb animal - a dog. She has to have your permission to touch your cock and then to suck you off.”

	John made the best of the situation and joined in, nodding his head and ordering, “Touch.” When she had caressed it he ordered, “Suck.”

	From the instant her warm mouth engulfed him, filling clear into her throat, John realized that she had come a long way from the routine blow job she had given him before. At the moment he could care less, as he enjoyed her new expertise. Later he would wonder why seeing Dotty in chains had such an arousing effect, over and above seeing her nude. The combination had been overpowering and along with being watched brought him to a groaning climax in a few short minutes.

	As soon as Dotty had cleaned him and carefully stuffed him back in his shorts, Stella took over. She snapped orders, waving the prod to keep Dotty focused.

	“Sit.” “Lie down.” “Roll over.” “Shake hands.” She threw a ball across the room. “Fetch.”

	Dotty’s face got redder with every humiliating order. Twice she hesitated on the thin edge of rebellion, each time suffering a jolt from the prod. Stella extracted every ounce of pride, laying the humiliation on in thick layers. At last she ordered Dotty into a corner, nose pressed in the wall angle, and left her there while the three talked about her, their training methods and her ‘poor’ training progress, requiring constant jolts, whips or canes to keep her on her toes.

	John, recuperating from his near perfect blow job, wondered at their callous handling of her, which didn’t fit with the fact that she was obviously already well trained, but he kept his mouth shut and avoided comment because he didn’t want to embarrass his friend. He decided to get Donald alone and ask him what really was going on. He took an instant dislike to Stella. Like Dotty, he could see right through her, but he hid his feelings and participated in the polite conversation.

	He finally begged off, pleading work in the morning. As he stood, his eyes went to Dotty like iron to a magnet. He realized that Stella was watching him closely and he was unsure of the protocol for addressing a slave so he said nothing.

	He had no idea what would happen to Dotty, who he also considered a friend, not just a friend’s wife. He suppressed his guilty conscience for his part in the affair, but he took Donald at his word. The thought crossed his mind that now that they had forced Dotty to perform as a slave, they might get even rougher with their punishment.

	That was exactly what Stella had in mind. She was still smarting from the gagged mumbling that she had correctly assumed were names and cuss words. As soon as John was out of sight she dragged Dotty down the basement stairs and into the Chamber of Horrors, complete with a brand new sign that Stella thought was appropriate. Dotty had no chance to look around at the equipment that had been hauled in that morning, as Stella shoved her straight onto the wooden horse. She pulled Dotty’s arms up behind her with a rope, until her upper body was nearly parallel to the triangular plank she was straddling.

	Nipple clamps, the type that tightened when pulled, were next, tied off tightly to the post at the end of the horse. Then she heaved Dotty’s legs up behind her, tying her big toes together over the beam.

	Without the accessories the horse is a potent torture device. Trussed up as Stella had just done, tripled the effect. Dotty’s entire weight was centered on the two or three inches of tender flesh between her pussy and her ass hole. The soft flesh was never intended to carry any weight at all, a deadly combination.

	Those who have survived the horse have a healthy respect for it. This was Dotty’s first experience with it, so she could be pardoned for overreacting to it. As she dropped onto the edge, her weight was transferred from her feet to between her legs, bringing a cry to her lips. As she was forced to lean forward, the pressure shifted to her clit and her cry was one of agony. Stella was preparing to put her gag back when Donald walked in. He took in the scene at a glance.

	“That’s a bit much.”

	Stella’s eyes glittered. “The cunt called me names.”

	“Still, let up on her. What did you expect, the way you have been treating her? I’d call you a bunch of nasty names if I were in her shoes.”

	“But, we need her to sign the papers.”

	“You’ve run out of batteries for the prod?”

	Stella made a face, but she started to release Dotty. She worked slowly, just fast enough to mollify Donald, but dragging out the moment when Dotty could put her feet on the floor again.

	Donald walked back upstairs and Stella took the opportunity to slap Dotty’s face.

	“I’ll get you for this!” As if it was Dotty’s fault.

	Dotty was moved back upstairs. She was thankful she wasn’t wearing a choke collar as there was never any slack in her leash. Stella led her into Donald’s office, where he was waiting. On the desk was a small pile of papers, overlapping so that the signature portion was all that was visible. The top sheet was hidden by a blank piece of paper.

	She was allowed to sit in a chair, and handed a pen. She looked around at them, ready to protest signing something she couldn’t read. Donald’s face was grim and Stella was moving forward with the prod. Reluctantly she signed each sheet. If she ever got out of this she would need a lawyer to sort it all out. Donald was visibly relieved as she signed the last sheet. She was shoved to the floor while the two added their signatures. Then they scanned them and stored them on Donald’s computer.

	Once that was done, Stella shoved one of the copies under Dotty’s nose and allowed her to read it. It was essentially a slave contract, agreeing not to hold them responsible for any injury or death occurring during her ‘training.’ Dotty had no way of knowing whether the contract was legally binding, so she assumed that it was.

	The two slaves had prepared supper. Dotty was back to dry bread and tepid water and then became the entertainment. Stella gagged her and brought out a different tube of ointment.

	“Something new I got, just for dumb ass. It’s Orexia, guaranteed to give any woman an orgasm more than 96 percent of the time. I’m going to do a ‘clinical test’ right here.”

	“On the table! Now!”

	Dotty jumped to her feet and climbed onto the table, assuming the position facing Donald, with her legs spread as wide as she could get them. Stella had a finger full of cream ready and applied it to her clit. As they watched, Dotty’s clit and the hood turned bright red as blood coursed through her flesh. To Dotty the effect seemed considerably stronger than the Liquid V but it was hard to tell where her imagination left off and the cream took over.

	Her thigh muscles quivered as spasms ran up and down her legs and spine, centering on her clit, with the waves of red spreading to the rest of her pussy. She tried to pound the table with her ass, but her legs were close to a split, giving her no leverage at all, except for a weak forward and back motion of her pelvis.

	At that point Dotty pushed the panic button. Weeks from her last orgasm, she was at a fever pitch of arousal. She knew that she would not get out of having an orgasm this time. Stella was hovering over her, watching every reaction, aroused to the edge from watching Dotty fight the drug. When Dotty lost it, her face flaming, she had a mild orgasm of her own.

	Stella pulled Dotty off the table, intent on punishing her for losing control, when Donald interrupted, “We had a bet. The moving van boss recognized everything, made remarks about the effectiveness of the equipment. He did everything but confirm that he had a dungeon of his own for his girlfriend. That means that you lost the bet. You planned it that way, so you should be really happy.”

	Stella said an oath under her breath. Given the choice between disciplining Dotty and spending 24 hours as Donald’s slave she would gladly have picked Dotty.

	She hesitated. Donald would be pissed if she took Dotty away. She made a face and snapped at one of the slaves, ordering her to take Dotty to her cage. Then she turned and knelt in front of Donald.

	“Do you have any of that ointment left?”

	“Of course. It’s a new tube.”

	“Then put some on your clit. I don’t see why Dotty should have all the fun.”

	“But...”

	“No buts! You’re my slave for 24 hours so you obey my orders. Get your clothes off and get up on the table.”

	While she was undressing he made a quick trip to the dungeon, returning with a handful of chains, a chastity belt and a collar. She was already in position when he got back, but he made her get back down and help him lock her in the chain set. She wanted to apply the cream but he took it away from her and put it on her himself.

	“Just like watching a re-run,” he muttered to himself as Stella went through the same table routine that Dotty had performed. Too late, she remembered that she hadn’t asked permission to climax, yelling in ecstasy as the powerful drug pummeled her clit.

	Donald gave her an ‘excellent’ for her reaction, but he pointedly gave her a black mark for failing to ask, remarking that this was one of the first things a slave learned and never forgot.

	He punished her by locking her in the chastity belt. It was about an inch too small, but he made Stella suck in her gut so that he could close and lock it. She flushed angrily when he remarked that she needed to lose some weight. She had been planning on jumping Dotty with the same complaint, but this took most of the steam out of that idea.

	Donald proceeded unwittingly to one up both his slaves at the same time. “Tell your slaves that we are all going on a diet and they are to prepare food accordingly, including for themselves."

	“Yes, Master.”

	“Now, my slave is going to prepare the bedroom for an evening of fun and games. Dotty gets to watch. After seeing her giving head to John she needs to come down a peg. The last thing you do before chaining yourself to the bed is to give Dotty a dose and yourself a dose of that cream. I’m going to enjoy watching both of you come at once. I’ll warn you beforehand that as a slave you are not allowed orgasms, so you will be suitably punished when you come. Not if, when you come.”

	Stella pouted as she felt her plans collapse around her. She had forgotten the bet and now having to go through with it, she was angry, of course at Dotty, whom she blamed for any and every problem that arose.

	When Donald came into the bedroom, Stella was close chained on her side of the bed. He noticed that Dotty’s cage was rocking slightly as she tried to control the uncontrollable. Stella seemed more calm, which aroused his suspicions. He reached down and parted her labia. As he suspected her clit was only pale pink.

	“I’d say that a certain slave has deliberately disobeyed her Master’s order. Dotty got a full dose and this excuse for a slave got less than half a dose. She isn’t even pink.”

	“Master, it hasn’t had time to work.”

	Donald slapped her cheek, none too gently. “When I need to hear more lies from my slave I’ll let you know.”

	She moaned, trying to sink into the pillows.

	The tube was lying on the night table.

	“You get a ‘full’ dose every 15 minutes for the next two hours. It will be interesting to hear a slave beg to stop the orgasms. You may be a guest in this house, but you will abide by my rules. Is that clear or do I add another two hours?”

	“Yes, Master, I will obey. Thank you for punishing me.”

	He went over to Dotty’s cage. The mottled skin on her chest told the story.

	“You came. You can answer.”

	“Yes, Master. Please punish me.”

	“As a slave, you followed orders and gave John a second blow job. Do you feel guilty?”

	“Not for that, Master. A slave obeys. However it made me feel very guilty that as a free woman, your wife, I would violate my marriage vows in that manner.”

	“I will continue your punishment. Be silent.”

	Dotty’s hopes shattered. Somehow, she had to get free, to get out of Stella’s clutches, and then convince Donald that she hadn’t faked her punishment.

	At the moment she was locked in chains and locked in the cage so she had no options but to fixate on the gymnastics going on beside her on the bed. In slave mode, Stella didn’t dare ask for the towel so Dotty had an unobstructed view. The erotic show added to the after-effects of the ointment which was slowly wearing off, making Dotty juice like a dog in heat. She would have offered almost anything to be allowed to back her ass hard against the bars so that Donald could fuck her from behind.

	Stella turned on her acting skills full blast, displaying herself for both Donald and Dotty. She praised the organ that was sliding in and out of her to the skies, “So big, so fulfilling,” using every trick and wile at her command. Donald seemed to be along for the ride rather than in control, although he emitted an occasional spark when Stella crossed the line too far. She knew just about how far she could go with him, intent on insuring her enjoyment first, then his, all of it rubbing in her domination of Dotty and humiliating her from right under her very nose.

	Stella thoroughly enjoyed play acting the slave, especially in this situation where her every word and action was a slap in Dotty’s face. She put up with the discomfort and restriction gladly for her intent was to get Donald to totally enslave Dotty. Her mouth watered every time she thought of some new way to humiliate her rival.

	Despite being in a position of power, Stella wasn’t getting her own way all the time. Several of her plans had been shot down in flames. Among them was the orgasm ointment that she had intended strictly for Dotty as a punishment. She had already found out what Dotty was suffering and her own punishment still had an hour to run. The overlapping doses had a cumulative effect and Stella was unable to recuperate, so each successive orgasm, fueled by the ointment and Donald’s insatiable pounding in all three of her holes, sapped more and more of her strength. True to Donald’s prediction, she found herself begging for the orgasms to stop. Since he was enjoying the show he ignored her pleas.

	Stella’s overloaded nerves finally collapsed and she lapsed into a coma. Donald guessed that she was faking a faint and re-locked the cuff on her one free arm, turned out the light and went to sleep. Exhausted, she followed suit. Dotty stared at the two sleeping lovers for a long time before she slept.

	Stella awoke to find Donald standing over her.

	“Your slave day isn’t over yet. Did you complete your scheduled dosage?”

	Stella realized that the security tapes would catch a lie, so she admitted, “Master, I fell asleep.”

	“All right, you are due at least three. You will enjoy them ON the breakfast table.”

	She glared up at him for an instant. Too late she realized it and changed it to a seductive smile. Donald gave no indication that he had seen anything, so she thought she had gotten away with it.

	As might be expected, she took it out on Dotty, jerking her around by her leash and zapping and slapping her at every opportunity. She heaped all the blame for her plight on Dotty, as usual.

	Stella got another reprimand from Donald because she had failed to notify her slaves that everyone was on a diet. When they served sausage and buttered toast, he sent it back for a bowl of cereal. Both Stella and Dotty and the other two slaves had to subsist on an unadorned block of tofu.

	Stella took position on the table, facing Donald, with her legs spread to the maximum. It was easy to see that she had enjoyed a busy night as her pussy lips were red and swollen. Her clit was back to pale pink, but it instantly darkened when she applied the ointment, pressing heavily at Donald’s order. He had barely sipped his coffee when she erupted in a wall banger, wailing like a banshee.

	It scared her. Convinced that she could control her body, she proved that she had no control at all.

	


Chapter 18: Shave and a Haircut, Two Bits

	Dotty had no sympathy for her. Stella was learning painful lessons, but they were things that Dotty had already suffered through in the learning process. Stella was having second doubts about her slave game, but she was in too deep to back out, certainly not in front of another slave. Dotty wondered how Stella’s two slaves were reacting to seeing their Mistress get her lumps but both kept a disinterested look on their faces. She had a hunch that secretly they were jubilant.

	Stella was stiff as a board when Donald finally permitted her to stop. She had trouble getting her legs to work and Donald had to almost lift her off the table. She limped away, headed for the bedroom and disappeared for the day. She was still under the influence of the drug and wanted some privacy where she could play with her clit.

	Her two slaves stayed behind. At a wave from Donald they went ahead with their work. If she wanted them they could hear their Mistress bellow all over the house.

	Dotty’s heart leaped. This was the first time in days that she had been alone with Donald. She marshaled her arguments and opened her mouth to speak to him, just as he abruptly got up and walked away. Dotty sobbed, castigating herself for not speaking sooner, crying for opportunity lost.

	He came back and saw Dotty still belly down on the floor. He called one of the slaves and ordered that Dotty be put in the stocks in the basement dungeon. He turned on his heel and disappeared.

	Dotty handed the slave her leash. The girl reached and grasped the chain inches from her collar and led her down to the dungeon. Dotty didn’t even know that there were stocks there, but if Donald ordered it, there would be one waiting for her, right beside the pillory. Silently the slave positioned Dotty and closed the massive planks on her wrists and ankles. Unbidden she got a cup of water and a straw and allowed Dotty to drink.

	At about that moment, Dotty realized that this was the slave who felt her up a couple of nights ago. She had no more thought it than the girl buried two fingers between her legs. As before, they came away wet. As before, when Dotty recovered from her surprise the slave was gone. She sighed. This was turning into a day of lost opportunities. She spent much of her lonely day musing over why the slave was interested in her pussy. ‘Lesbian’ crossed her mind, but she suspected both slaves had been unwilling lesbian trainees.

	As a woman, Dotty was suffering in a way no man could understand. She was just plain lonesome, wishing hard for someone to talk to. Silencing her normal chatter was a smart move on Stella’s part, perhaps from her own personal experience.

	The evening was almost routine for Dotty. She got the ointment, had her orgasm and was punished. Stella tried to beg off, claiming she was too sore and flashing her pussy by lifting her leg above her head. Donald surprised both women by overruling Stella and making her participate. However, since her 24 hours of slavery was over, she was allowed an orgasm. Stella used it to tease Dotty, displaying her enjoyment that was forbidden to Dotty.

	The term ‘abnormal’ could easily be applied to the next day for Dotty. It was time for her weekly shave. She was dressed the same as usual, collar, cuffs, cape and shoes, but instead of driving herself, she was humiliated by being relegated to the trunk of her own car while Stella drove. Since a slave can’t own anything, Stella was in the process of changing the registration to her name.

	There was no grand entrance or greeting by Dale. Dotty was rousted out of the trunk and made to enter on hands and knees through the back door. The girls had formed a gauntlet and she had to crawl to the far end through a hail of razor strops and fly swatters. Stella stepped on her leash and forced her tongue to Dale’s shoes. When Dotty had the leather wet, Stella turned to the waiting girls.

	“This piece of shit needs a shave. Any volunteers?”

	Every girl crowded around her, waving her razor. Dotty had never allowed any of the other girls near her hair, satisfied with Stella’s work, but Stella enjoyed forcing her to accept their work. In a matter of seconds her pate was bald and the red fuzz was gone for another week.

	Stella prodded Dotty with the toe of her boot. “Cheapskate, aren’t you going to tip the girls?”

	She hesitated, saw Stella’s foot aim for her ribs and shouted, “A $10 tip for everybody.”

	“Really, that’s pretty poor, for all the work they did for you."

	“A $20 tip for everybody.”

	“That’s more like it! I knew you’d come through.” Stella gushed false enthusiasm.

	“Of course I get a $100 tip for driving you down here. We’ll have your trust fund broke in no time.”

	Dotty was in tears, helpless to fight the humiliation that Stella was piling on her. She was afraid to say a word or give them any other excuse to dump her back in the latex suit. She held her breath when she saw Stella preparing to make another announcement.

	“Girls, I think it’s only fair that Dotty, here, who trained on you girls, should pay you back by demonstrating her experience in giving head.”

	The proposal was met with a chorus of approval and Dotty was lead into the theater where the first three girls were waiting with legs spread wide.

	When everyone was sated, Dotty was allowed to put her tongue away. Stella immediately hurried her back to the car trunk, which was now in the full sun. Stella expressed disgust at her smeared face but gave her no chance to clean up. One of Stella’s regular customers was waiting, so Stella left her alone for more than an hour. When Stella came out to drive her home Dotty was sobbing in the sweltering heat. Stella slammed her fist down on the trunk lid.

	“Not a peep out of you, dumb ass!”

	Dotty choked off a sob, deathly scared.

	Stella punished her by taking a detour onto a winding gravel road which was full of potholes. Dotty had to hang on tightly to avoid being thrown back and forth by the swaying car and every hole jarred her teeth together. She had several bruises by the time the trip ended. Stella turned her over to one of her slaves.

	“Don’t give her any water and she is not allowed to relieve herself until she has kissed your feet and begged you for permission. Take your time, she’s not going anywhere.”

	“Going” was a trigger word for Dotty. She had held everything during the long wait and the long ride, but now she ‘had’ to go, in the worst way. Overanxious, she tugged at her leash. The slave jerked her sharply back, bringing a cruel smile to Stella’s face.

	“Perhaps a tour of the dungeon would be in order, first.”

	Dotty wanted to scream her outrage, but Stella had her by the short hair and there was nothing she could do but obey. The slave jerked her leash again, this time in the direction of the dungeon stairs. Dotty began visualizing her punishment if she let so much as a drop escape. It was not pretty.

	The slave took her orders literally and Dotty was treated to an hour long inspection of the numerous engines of pain that now filled the basement. She had seen a few from her sojourn in the stocks, but even in her present distracted state she was amazed to see how much more equipment there was. Besides the big items, the walls were lined with whips and canes and every conceivable type of restraint, along with multiple loops of chain and bins full of padlocks. One whole room was devoted to helmets, gags and steel cages.

	The slave never said one word to her during the entire tour and ignored Dotty’s questions and pleas. Not until they had seen everything did the slave motion to her outstretched foot with her whip, sending Dotty to her belly to kiss and lick the leather. Only then did she slowly lead her past the dungeon toilet and all the way back upstairs before allowing her any relief.

	The following Monday as Donald and Stella were finishing breakfast, the phone rang. Donald picked it up and looked at Caller ID, but there was no listing. Puzzled, and cautious, he answered, “Hello?”

	“Bring the equipment.”  The line went dead.

	Donald hung up, frowning. He repeated the message to Stella. They both knew what it meant, while Dotty and the other two slaves wondered and worried.

	Donald asked Stella, “Are you sure about this?”

	Stella nodded vigorously. “Very much so. Definitely.”

	Donald reluctantly gave her a nod, to go ahead.

	Stella reached down, tapped Dotty on the shoulder. Dotty obediently held up the leash handle. Stella jerked her to her feet and beckoned one of the slaves.

	“Transport chains,” she ordered.

	The slave nodded and pulled Dotty toward the door. She looked appealingly at Donald, who was watching her, grim faced. He ignored her silent plea.

	Dotty was brought back in, still naked, The collar and leash remained and she was gagged. A chain belt circled her waist tightly. Attached at each side were regular handcuffs. The end of the chain dropped between her legs to the hobble that restricted her walking to short steps. All that was missing was the orange jump suit that transported prisoners usually wear. Stella stood up and inspected her closely, checking each lock. Satisfied she ordered that Dotty go into the trunk of her car. The slave tightened her leash and marched her toward the garage.

	To Dotty, the ride seemed endless. When the car rolled to a stop she had no idea where she was. The lid flew up and a uniformed figure loomed over her. For a second she thought she was being rescued by the police, but all he did was recheck each lock, before slamming the lid down. The car moved a short distance and stopped, then after a few seconds moved forward again.

	When the lid came up again, Dotty could see they were inside a building, too large to be a garage. Another uniformed man reached in and picked her up like a feather and dumped her unceremoniously on the floor. He snapped her to her knees with the leash. Dotty was horrified to hear Stella tell him, “Be careful. She’s tried to escape twice.”

	The man laughed, “A face full of pepper spray or a Taser will cure that in short order.”

	Blind, guided only by her leash, she followed the two as they chatted like two long time friends. When they at last reached the holding room, Dotty’s collar was rigidly locked to a short steel post sticking up out of the floor, preventing her from either rising, or lying down on the floor, so she had to stay on her hands and knees, with her head down.

	With Dotty safely secured, Stella went to work for a normal day. She was given an appointment with the admissions officer for 7 p.m.

	When she returned, Dotty had been in the one position for the entire day. Nobody had come near her. She did hear the sounds of two other girls being brought in and fastened and she could hear them breathing, but she guessed both were gagged like she was. She vowed to someday kill Stella by slow inches.

	The other two girls were taken away before she was. As she was led down the hall she could hear screaming, hardly muffled by a closed door. As she got closer, the screams increased in intensity, strains of pure agony, from a woman suffering horrendous pain. As she moved along the screams died from behind her, replaced with a continuous swelling bellow of pain ahead of her. She could still hear it faintly as the man knocked on a door, then led her in. She was immediately locked to a post, denying her any relief for her knees.

	A voice asked, “You are her legal guardian, as shown in this Power of Attorney?”

	“Yes, Madam.”

	“She signed this willingly?”

	“Of course. She is anxious to be rehabilitated.”

	“I see. There is also a self-commitment order. I see it has been signed and witnessed. This is for six months, with an option to continue indefinitely if further training is needed.”

	“That’s correct.”

	Dotty, to her horror was catching on to what was going on. She was being railroaded into some place that sounded suspiciously like a mental hospital. She yelled against her gag but the only sound was air rushing out her nose.

	“I’m reviewing her record. Diagnosed with nymphomania. Obsessive interest in sex with both males and females, Obsessive porn collector, obsessed with BDSM, describes herself as a pain slut...”

	“That’s not entirely true. She claims to be a pain slut, but she responds very well to the whip and marks well.”

	“I’m sure we’ll have ample opportunities to test that. Continuing, she is a pathological liar and spends hours fantasizing about forced sex. Anything else?”

	“I told the guard, she has attempted to escape from her Master twice. He has to keep her in chains 24/7.”

	“Why isn’t her Master here for her commitment?”

	“He was afraid she might get violent and refuse to go along with what she had signed. As a woman, she trusts me.”

	“You lying bitch,” Dotty yelled into her gag.

	“She just called you a lying bitch.” Experienced, she translated what little sound escaped the gag.

	Stella shrugged her shoulders. “You just read that she is a pathological liar. I punished her once for calling me a bitch. Now I guess you people will have to do a job on her.”

	“I can assure you that when she comes back, she would prefer to have her tongue cut out rather than tell a lie.”

	Stella laughed. “That sounds like my kind of threat. I gather that’s not an ‘empty’ threat.”

	“Remember that old war movie from the 40s, where the actor says, ‘We have ways of making you talk.’ Believe me he was a piker compared to the methods we use. I guarantee she will never call you a bitch again in her lifetime.”

	“Is there any chance of watching her training?”

	The woman nodded, while at the same time for Dotty’s benefit she was saying, “No, sorry, our security doesn’t allow it.”

	The woman went back to reading. She looked up. “She wants 20 rings?”

	“As a minimum. She’d like more if you can find a place for them.”

	“No problem. I suppose grommets down her pussy lips.”

	“Her Master is planning to run surgical steel wire through them to ensure that she doesn’t recruit some bum off the street to fuck her.”

	The woman laughed. “In here we have to protect her from the staff. They have free access to some of the girls and sometimes they forget where the boundaries are. She will wear a chastity belt for two reasons, to keep her from getting raped and to keep her fingers off her clit.”

	Listening to all this, Dotty was getting more angry and more frustrated by the minute. Stella was digging a hole intent on burying her. She might never see freedom again. The worst was yet to come.

	“Stella, as you know, we run a secret slave rehabilitation center here. Reading your responses on the forms, I’m afraid this is not a slave that we want to accept for rehabilitation. Up to the point where she has attempted escape, we might have taken her, but we don’t want her if she is a serious flight risk.”

	Stella looked at her, dumbfounded. Once again her plans were collapsing around her.

	The woman’s grim face was replaced with a smile. “I think we may have a solution. Besides rehabilitation we have a Punitive section, a glorified jail, if you will, but unlike any jail you every heard of. To commit a person, slave, man, woman, whatever, is expensive; roughly double the cost of the rehabilitation section. The paperwork you supplied is ample for our purposes. All we need is a cash transfer. We do not accept credit cards or checks.”

	“I’m not going to tell you what we do to inmates, although I’ve hinted several times. The less you know the better. Your instructions transfer to Punitive, so you won’t have to fill them out again.”

	“The rings, too?”

	“Of course. She will remain in a holding cell until the cash is transferred. Her sentence will begin the minute we hear of the transfer.

	


Chapter 19: Dead End, No Exit

	Sentence.

	A word of doom. To Dotty, sure evidence that she would never leave this place alive. She could not believe that Donald would pull a stunt like this. Somehow, Stella had sweet talked him into putting her here, then lying about escape to ensure that she wound up in a cell at the bottom of the pit. She hadn’t yet learned that the Punitive section was a top secret, underground dungeon, deep beneath the Rehabilitation building. The one elevator required an eight-digit code to operate.

	For the time being she remained in the Rehabilitation building. She was taken to a holding cell, a bare bones concrete box. They left her in her transport chains, but took out the gag. Redundantly, no doubt scared she would escape, they locked a chain to her collar and the wall. The only furnishing in the cell was a sink, a concrete bench and a toilet. They assumed she had eaten so no food was offered. She discovered that by craning her neck she could drink from the sink faucet.

	A buzzer sounded, making her jerk in surprise. The sound was deafening. As soon as it stopped the light went out and the cell was at once an absolute black. Dotty half rose, and before she could reseat herself she lost all orientation, the sudden fear of falling numbing her mind. Awkward in her chains she fumbled frantically for the bench, twisting to allow her chained hand to feel for it. When she did touch it, she froze, the unfamiliar shape compounding her lost orientation.

	Cautiously she moved her hand, fingers groping, until at last she recognized the austere bench. With a sigh of relief she knelt up on it and with a clash of her chains rolled her upper body onto it. Breathing hard she stared into the utter blackness. She felt the bench slowly start to rotate like the propeller of a plane as her mind tricked her into believing the solid bench could move. As it spun faster and faster a wave of nausea welled from her stomach, followed by a second and a third. She half fell off the bench and somehow found the toilet before the dry heaves forced a dribble of bile up her throat and into her mouth.

	She rinsed her mouth and pausing long enough to make sure she wasn’t going to puke again, she crawled back in the general direction of the bench. She found it, painfully, when her head bumped into it. She tried lying on her stomach but the bench was not only uncomfortable, it was so narrow that she was certain she would roll off it if she moved in her sleep - assuming she could get some sleep. She lay down on the floor instead.

	Hours later, she was awakened by the sound of the lock on the cell door. It was still pitch black, so she stayed perfectly still, listening.

	She heard the cell door open and the faintest hint of shoes or boots moving. She opened her mouth to scream, but a man’s large hand closed her throat in a tight squeeze. He held her until she ran out of air, before letting up slightly. His fingers flexed, warning her silently that screaming would not be in her best interests. She nodded her head slightly to indicate she understood.

	She heard the click of the lock on one leg shackle as it opened and fell away from her ankle. Then her legs were dragged apart by two pairs of hands. A third pair mauled her tits, slapping them, the sound loud in the tiny cell.

	She felt a heavy body drop onto her and she could feel the man guiding his cock, searching for her opening. She drew a breath to scream her outrage, but it was choked off before she could fill her lungs.

	The lights came on. The regular weak 25 watt bulb and the 1000 watt light, used to prevent an inmate from sleeping. One of the men swore. The one trying to rape her got the head of his cock between her pussy lips before he realized they had been discovered.

	Standing in the cell doorway two men, both armed with AK-47 automatic rifles had the three men at gunpoint.

	“Couldn’t wait, eh? We’ve been looking for you for some time, but not as long as the time you’re going to spend on the other side of the bars. We have a special cage, right in the middle of the woman’s section where you can see all the pussy, but can’t touch the pussy. I’m sure the girls will enjoy teasing you.”

	He waved his rifle. “Greg, you know the routine. Back up to the cell door and stick your arms out for the cuffs. You two, stand right where you are.”

	Greg moved his arms up to the slot in the door and handcuffs clicked on his wrists. Two more guards showed up and put to work guarding Greg while the other two men were cuffed. The man with the rifle looked around the cell, glancing briefly down at Dotty and then ignoring her. The cell door shut with a clang behind him and the lights went out.

	The nightmare was over for Dotty. At least that part, but Dotty was unable to separate reality from a nightmare. It had all happened so fast, it had to be a dream. She realized it wasn’t when she tried to swallow and discovered she had a raging sore throat. What astounded her was the fact that the man with the gun had never spoken a word to her, never asked if she was all right, never paid any attention to her.

	She didn’t close an eye for the rest of the night, staring into the blackness, trying to sort out the events in her life that put her in this spot. When the buzzer sounded and the small light came on, she was exhausted, and no nearer to answers or a solution.

	The cell door opened and a guard came in. His eyes went instantly to the open ankle cuff lying on the floor. He grabbed his belt radio and sounded the alarm. Two men rushed in and examined the cuff as if it were set to explode. The officer told the other man, “List it as attempted escape.” The three stepped outside and discussed what to do in low tones. The fact that the incident had happened in a holding cell put a different light on it. At last the first guard returned and gingerly locked the cuff about her ankle again.

	An hour later she was given a tray of food, none of it appetizing or appealing, but she was starved and gobbled it down, washing it down with the weakest coffee she had ever drunk.

	An hour or two later they came for her. She tried to say something but her sore throat only emitted a squeak. She was ordered not to talk, ending any chance to appeal. When she and her three guards reached the elevator, all of them were patted down for weapons, and the three guards had to show their ID cards to the guard in the control room, behind bulletproof glass.

	Dotty was locked to a chain fixed to the elevator wall. The three men never took their eyes off her as the elevator sank beneath the ground. When it stopped, the three guards got off, leaving her in the elevator until they had been fully identified and checked for weapons. Then one of the men came back and unlocked her. She was bent over a table and a full cavity search was conducted by one of the male guards under the watchful eye of the control room. Finished, totally humiliated, she was led to face a blank wall, standing with the guards.

	The man in the control room pressed a button and the wall slid back, allowing them to pass through. There was a short corridor, with several unmarked doors.

	One of her guards knocked on a door. He opened it and Dotty was guided in. They stopped her just inside the door and stripped off her transport chains, leaving just her collar. She was made to kneel and crawl up a ramp onto a table at eye level with the woman seated behind a plain desk. Her collar was immediately clamped to a short post at the front of the table.

	Dotty took an instant dislike to the woman. She had a cruel face, the face of a despot who pulled the legs off flies as a young girl. Dotty’s dislike turned to hatred after the first few sentences she spoke. Her first words set the mood.

	“I do the talking here, you do the listening. If you want to survive in relative comfort here, you will do exactly as you are told, no more, no less, and you will follow every order with exuberance and enthusiasm. I can tell you that the majority of the punishments we administer result from a lack of enthusiasm.”

	“Your paperwork indicates that you volunteered for rehabilitation, which was modified to Punitive at your request. Frankly I doubt that you volunteered for even five minutes of our ‘care’ but that doesn’t make the slightest bit of difference in the way you will be treated here. The fact that someone you trust has screwed you over makes your training just that much harder and harder to bear. You will get no sympathy from us. We are not here to hold your hand and pat your head and wipe your tears. We are here to train you for what will very likely be your fate for the rest of your life.”

	“Just in case you don’t realize where you are, that’s fine. That’s the way we like it. In the event you are ‘ever’ released from this facility, you won’t remember anything that happened to you or have the slightest idea where to send the cops to find us. You have just disappeared from the face of the earth and any records of your existence will disappear with you.”

	“You are about to learn that misery and Punitive go together like two peas in a pod. Punitive exists for the sole purpose of making people miserable.” She held up a sheet of paper. “They have paid us a tremendous sum of money to make you as miserable as we can over the coming months and years.”

	“Being miserable means being punished. We punish EVERY instance where our rules are broken.”

	“Being miserable means hurting, day and night.  Our specialists can insure that you don’t draw a painless breath from one month to the next. They can and will punish even when a rule hasn’t been broken, just for their own amusement or enjoyment. Every person on our payroll is a practicing sadist. We have contests for the best new punishments, with separate sections for the guards and for the inmates. This is a contest that you don’t want to lose because the winners get to use their inventions on the losers.”

	“So far, I haven’t mentioned torture. Our society forbids it, so it’s a natural for Punitive. There’s nothing as satisfying as watching some poor soul begging for mercy when he or she is so full of water it’s coming out their ears. Fair warning, we cross the line regularly. There are always papers to be signed that someone doesn’t want to sign until we’ve ‘encouraged’ them a bit.”

	She studied the form in front of her. She muttered to herself, just loud enough for Dotty to hear, “Bad... Bad... Bad, all the way through.” She looked up, eyes boring into Dotty’s.

	“You’ve got problems, girl. I can readily see why they sent you to us. Three escape attempts means you go in the double locked section under 24/7 surveillance. You get no privileges even if you earn them and you get an automatic three whippings a day.”

	“That by no means is the worst we have to offer. There’s a lower level where nobody in authority goes. They tell me that the hard cases down there sleep in rat holes, with real rats. Anyone with a snake phobia gets to live in a room full of rattlesnakes.”

	Grinning, she noted the horror on Dotty’s face and checked a box on the form.

	“You’ve already been promised a chastity belt. I’m going to go that one better by putting a Spanish Strap on beneath it. That should help make you realize that nymphomania is a fantasy dreamed up by a man. I have a punishment bra to go with it, so you won’t be constantly advertising your charms.”

	-0-

	Stella was recuperating from a long night. To keep Donald from asking about Dotty, she plunged into another part of her plan, once again chaining herself in his bed and wearing nothing but chains as she moved about the house. While her acting skills were not that much improved, her naked body kept Donald’s mind on her. She made sure that she was glued to him like a leach as often as possible during the day. She found that rubbing her erect nipples into his chest took his mind off everything else. She gritted her teeth and called on every skill to make their bedroom bouts memorable.

	Donald was slowly beginning to realize that he might have made a mistake sending Dotty off to that rehab center but he was by no means ready to complain about it, even though he missed Dotty more and more every day.

	As his concern slowly grew, Stella redoubled her efforts to keep his mind centered on her. She let slip that she was ticklish, and ‘found’ Dotty’s feather. When she brought it to him he felt a pang as Dotty had laid out the feather the night this whole affair got started. It set him thinking about that night and while Stella didn’t realize it, she had set her own plans back by bringing the feather into play.

	-0-

	In a nearby house, a slave, no longer called Maude, was being subjected to non-stop domestic discipline. Phil had discovered that he was a natural as a dominant to slave’s submission. For almost anyone else but another sub, her life sounded like a living hell, but she was getting off on it. She hadn’t had a decent orgasm since the day Phil found out about her machinations with her daughter. He discovered that by twisting her long nipples he could stop her orgasms as they started, allowing her only a ‘blip’ that was over as soon as it began. His slave cordially hated them, but she knew better than to refuse. More often than not they were used to punish her.

	A typical evening would find her sitting with her legs spread open, on the coffee table in front of him, her back to the TV that played nothing but bondage tapes. She had to masturbate for hours, made to warn him when she was ready. He would pause the tape and grasp her nipples. With a nod she would flutter her fingers on her engorged clit, he would twist her nipples, then she would have her ‘blip’ and go back to masturbating after he started the tape again.

	-0-

	In yet another house not too far away John was lying in bed, savoring the remembered feel of Dotty’s soft mouth on his cock. The memory triggered other memories, especially the relationship between Stella and Dotty. He had thought about Dotty several times and each time wondered why she was putting up with Stella’s abuse and Donald’s seeming blanket approval of her dominating Dotty. John had never gotten into bondage with any of the women he courted but he did have a minor interest in the topic and had read any available literature he had run across. He had thought of calling Donald several times, but was reluctant to pry into what amounted to a family affair. He decided to call him in the morning, a plan that he had several times forgotten. He would forget this time as well.

	-0-

	“As you’ve already been told, No talking, none, nada, not a word. You do not talk to management, you do not talk to the guards, you do not talk to other inmates. I am the only person in this complex that you can talk to, and I am the only one that can give you permission. One single word will get you a dozen strokes of the meanest cane in the place and if you make any noise, the number will be doubled. We do not permit idle chatter in Punitive and we’re not about to let a half-ass slave yak her head off. If you can’t answer with a nod or shake of your head, forget it, as you will be punished for failing to respond.”

	The woman turned and snapped her fingers. A box against the far wall opened and a nude male slave wearing a leather helmet jumped out and prostrated himself in front of her desk.

	“Get her a chastity belt, Spanish Strap, punishment bra, wrist cuffs and ankle hobbles - 18 inch chain. She’s already got a collar.”

	The slave nodded violently and hurried away, his hobble chains rattling on the cement floor. He was back, moments later with the equipment.

	“Fix her.”

	The slave put one cuff on an ankle, leaving the other open. He locked both wrists and lifted her arms over her head, out of his way. She peered down, trying to see what he was doing. He installed the bra, jerking it tight, driving the built in points into her tit flesh.

	He showed Dotty the Spanish Strap. She suppressed a gasp, terror squeezing her heart. As he installed it, she bit her lip to keep from crying out. The two main parts were a quarter-inch horsehair rope which went between her legs with the ends attached to a half inch horsehair rope belt. Just the contact, before he tightened both parts, was enough to set off a scream. Tight, then very tight as the slave’s strong hands pulled it taut, it was an agony producer of the first water. She would not soon forget that she was strapped.

	She didn’t want to close her legs, but an open handed slap changed her mind. When her legs were close enough, he locked the other shackle, hobbling her.

	The woman commented, “You’ll have more trouble with that long chain than you did with a short chain. Stumbling or falling over a chain will get you more pain than you can handle. You’ll find there are whips and canes everywhere, so you never are more than a few feet from discipline.”

	Without further orders the slave went back and climbed into his box, pulling the lid closed above him.

	The woman stared at Dotty until she dropped her eyes, afraid she had already earned punishment.

	“An inmate can use as much force as necessary to carry out an order from a guard or a manager. That’s why you were slapped. Next time you will get worse. Now, we’re going for a walk.”

	She came around the desk and took the leash handle that Dotty offered her, without comment. She directed Dotty to the door and turned right and right again into a long hall. Dotty winced with each step, the strap burning into her core. Instead of sympathy she was ordered, “High step!” The pain immediately doubled. Her hobble was just long enough to let her leg come up so her thigh was tilted slightly upward.

	Every few feet there was a door. Each door had a rack mounted on it, with some vari-colored papers in them. The woman took them in at a glance, looking for a particular name. When she found it, she tugged Dotty’s leash and led her into the room.

	“Kneel.”

	


Chapter 20: House of Horrors

	Dotty looked around the room, but there was nothing to see, except bare walls, and a curtain across one end. The woman made sure Dotty was watching her, as she walked over to the curtain, grasped the edge and dramatically opened it. The movement revealed a woman strapped upright to a frame.

	Dotty’s gaze went immediately to her head, which was enclosed in what looked like an inverted fish bowl, nearly full of water. She could see that the woman’s ability to suck air into her lungs depended on the plastic tube that was clipped to her nose, with the tip only barely above the water. Movement caught her eye and she looked down to see that the prisoner was frantically masturbating.

	Her guide chuckled with suppressed glee as she described the woman’s quandary.

	“Rita here was caught frigging herself a few weeks ago. This was one of the milder punishments suggested for breaking the rule. As you can see, she can rub her clit until she wears it out, but, once started, she cannot stop for more than ten seconds. Sensors catch any long pause and open the valve to add water to her bowl. When she has an orgasm, the bowl fills and she has to block the air way with her tongue. The only way she can start breathing again is to drink all the water above her air tube. I’m sure you can imagine her state of mind when water starts pouring down that air tube.”

	The woman opened another curtain.

	“We are firm believers in the conservation of energy. Derek gets off on watching porn movies of girls rubbing their clits, so when he screwed up we decided to give him the real thing to watch.”

	The subject of this description was strapped to a chair so that he could barely move. A heavy vibrator hung on a string just above his rigid cock. His gaze never wavered from the fingers of the girl in the fish bowl as she rubbed, inches from his nose, while at the same time he was lifting as far as he could to get the tip of his cock against the vibrator, which of course swung away as soon as he touched it. The shaft of his prick glistened with the copious amounts of pre-come that were welling out of the blood-red head.

	“His record is seven hours and three minutes. It must hurt like hell when he does come, because he screams uncontrollably for several minutes afterward. He’s already reached the point where he refuses to touch himself unless we use a prod on him. It takes three guards and a stun gun to get him in here and strapped down.”

	“The girl doesn’t like it for another reason. She’s a privacy freak, one of those girls that never undressed even in front of other girls. To have porn king here looking up her pussy day after day is worse in her mind than facing drowning in her bowl.”

	For Dotty, the pure cruelty being expressed seemed to her to be a nightmare. She denied to herself that it was real, even going so far as to pinch herself to confirm that she was dreaming, but the pinch hurt and Dotty once more had to face the sadistic reality of what was happening to her.

	Without a second glance at the two inmates, the woman drew the curtains and took Dotty’s leash to guide her out into the hall again, reminding her again to high step.

	Coming toward them was an apparition that held Dotty’s gaze as she tried to figure out just what it was. At first, all she could see was a jumble of metal. As they came closer she could see a human head in the midst of the metal.

	“Stop,” came the order and the object came to a halt. Dotty was led in a circle around it, each step revealing more of the unique piece of bondage gear. The woman was attached at several points to a metal skeleton or cage that surrounded her on all sides. One branch was fixed to her collar; two others went to manacles on her wrists and two more to her ankles. A metal belt was welded to the frame as well. Parts of the lower frame had swivels and joints, so the inmate could move her hands and feet and propel her cage across the floor.

	“We call her the Turtle, as she moves at about turtle speed. Turtle has been here almost three years and she hasn’t been out of this frame in that whole time. Her husband checked her in and he comes down periodically to taunt her. When he’s got her worked up into a state, he gets out his whip and makes her beg him to fuck her. She’s on permanent assignment as an object lesson to new inmates.”

	The woman pointed out some of the features of the mobile cage with obvious enjoyment. “We’ve added several improvements during her stay. At the front, this plate keeps her head down like a true submissive. There are attachments at the front and rear so we can add punishment gags or dildos or vibrators. Her nipple clamps are strung to her wrists, so each movement jerks on the clamps. Once a week we flip her on her back and use the high pressure hose to clean her up.”

	The woman’s cell phone rang. She opened it and read the text message. She pressed a button on the remote on her belt and seconds later a guard appeared.

	“Put her in solitary.” Without further explanation, she disappeared. The guard took her leash and walked her down several corridors. Lacking another order, Dotty continued to high step, certain that she was being cut in two. The guard made no comment, but it was obvious that he was enjoying her discomfort.

	The guard opened the door to the cell block. He had to check her past the guard desk, repeating his orders. The desk sergeant signed a slip of paper and gave it to the guard. As he left, two guards came from the row of cells and took up position on each side of her. The sergeant warned, “She’s got three escape attempts on her rap sheet, so be careful and make sure she’s not going anywhere. One of the guards got a firm grip on her leash, wrapping it around his hand several times. He pulled down on it, forcing Dotty to bend at the waist, and then led her at a fast walk toward the cells, the other guard bringing up the rear. The long chain between her ankles swirled and jerked, threatening to trip her at any moment.

	The cell was a miniature version of the holding cell she had visited. It was less than half the size and if anything the bench was even narrower. She could see at a glance that there was so little floor space that even there she would not be able to stretch out.

	Her guards had something else in mind anyway. One guard watched her while the other went to a storage room, returning with a metal framework that immediately brought Turtle to mind, but this had only a fraction of the metal that encased Turtle.

	It began with a collar, which fitted over the one she was already wearing. A flat metal strip ran from the collar to the floor, where two attached shackles were locked around her ankles. Up above, two manacles awaited her wrists, positioning her hands where she couldn’t use them to touch or feel. Once locked she was completely helpless, but her guards weren’t through. Once more a redundant chain was locked to her collar and a ring on the wall. Dotty was fixed, and not about to go anywhere. She couldn’t even roll onto her back. Her first day was a memorable one, to say the least.

	-0-

	John had overheard a conversation which indicated that Dotty was a regular customer at Dale’s salon. He had met Dale several times and had served briefly with him on a committee promoting a new city park. They ran into each other at a downtown restaurant and John, embarrassed when he remembered all the forgotten phone calls, decided to pump him to see if he knew anything about what was happening to Dotty.

	An offer to buy lunch was accepted and the two talked about generalities until John asked, “I know Dotty is a customer of yours. What’s going on with her and Donald?”

	The question caught Dale by surprise. Unsure how much he knew, Dale sidled around the question. “I don’t know that anything is going on.”

	“Look, let’s be frank. I know that she has become Donald’s sex slave and that Stella is involved. Dotty’s a family friend that I got involved with, but now I’m afraid something has happened to her. I’ve hesitated to talk to Donald, even though he’s a very close friend."

	Dale stared at his soup for a long moment, deciding how much to reveal. “To be honest, I don’t know for sure. Dotty was in here last week for her shave, but all her future appointments have been cancelled. That hurts, because she was a good customer. Lousy tipper, but she usually spent over a hundred on every visit.”

	“Has Stella said anything? I got the distinct impression that she and Donald were having an affair.”

	“Not to me. Maybe to one of the other girls, but in this gossip nest the word would have long since gotten around.

	“You said you didn’t know for sure. Do you have even a hunch as to what might have happened?”

	Dale made a wry face. "I may be to blame. Donald was looking for someplace to train Dotty as a slave and I told him about Dalewood. At least what little I know about the place.”

	John stared at him, his mind working. He knew the reputation of the rehab center and its mysterious inner workings and he had heard most of the rumors about it. His concern for Dotty surged. If she had wound up in the slave training part that would be bad enough, but if for some reason she got beyond that point he felt she would be in serious danger.

	“How did Stella get into this?”

	“Stella was Dotty’s hair stylist. She’s my assistant, when she’s here, but lately she’s been missing more work than she’s doing. She disliked Dotty because she rarely tipped her and then only cents on the dollar. Donald made her make out a check for $1,000 and give it to Stella.”

	“Most of my girls are into bondage, but Stella was far beyond that. She has two female slaves that she got from her sister. She treats them like scum and they come right back for more."

	“Do you think Stella is angling to get Dotty as a third slave?”

	“It wouldn’t surprise me a bit. I’ve heard that Dotty has a monster trust fund and I wouldn’t put it past Stella to try to get her hands on it. I’m guessing that Stella is vamping Donald, because he’s got money too.”

	They finished the meal, John paid and they went their separate ways. John knew more than he wanted to know, but by putting the pieces together he was able begin to understand the somewhat complex relationships involved.

	-0-

	Stella realized that she was addicted to the orgasm enhancers. But it was already too late. Vanilla sex failed to produce any arousal and she had to add fake orgasms to her bag of tricks. Before long she was buying the tubes in boxes of 12. She tricked Donald into ordering what they called the “15-minute” punishment, applying the ointment so that the effects overlapped. She could easily achieve multiple orgasms with it, but the result was an ache between her thighs that aspirin wouldn’t touch. Even her slaves' adept tongues were unable to match the rousing effects of the drug.

	A bad hair day, plus a delay in delivery of her ‘fix’ nearly derailed her schemes. She threw a tantrum that annoyed Donald enough to bind and gag her. When he released her she started to beg for a tube she knew he had locked away. She almost promised to get Dotty out of her jam, if Donald would just allow her to climax.

	She was babbling when she mentioned Dotty. For some reason it perked Donald’s ears up. He bided his time, vowing to keep a closer eye on her. To start with, he went back to his office and studied the papers that Stella had used to get Dotty into the rehab center.

	-0-

	Maude was reciting her sins in the confessional. Not the church confessional, it was the special room in the basement of their home. Attendance was mandatory every day of the week. The idea had evolved from the somewhat haphazard application of whips and floggers and especially canes. Maude dearly loved the canes that Phil used to punish her. At least you would believe that if you listened to her on her knees, begging to be caned, using terms like ‘very hard,’ ‘harder’ and even ‘extremely hard’ when Phil pointed out that her cries of pain were getting weaker.

	Phil had experimented for several weeks, trying out equipment and positions. Maude was whipped repeatedly until she agreed with his choice. This evening she was in that position as she spoke. She was hanging by her wrists, with a leg spreader holding her open and her big toes lashed to floor rings, her toes touching the floor but carrying none of her weight. Her wrists were locked in special leather cuffs that were designed specifically for long term suspension.

	She began, as she did every night, “Master, I have sinned.”  

	The lash began her suffering. “Go on.”

	“I tricked my daughter into committing adultery.” A cane responded. “I lied to my daughter. I lied to my son in law. I lied to you, my true Master.”  The cane again.

	The regulars were followed by a litany of daily misdeeds. She almost always had at least one bad thought, or called her Master a bad name, expecting and getting the cane rather than the whip. The confession always ended with a strong cut between her spread legs, before she was let down. Then she had to crawl to her Master’s feet and swear to be his slave for life as she kissed his feet. She would be left in the leg spreader, forbidden to touch, until bedtime.

	-0-

	Punitive had its own unique method of alerting everyone. Dotty jerked in surprise and fear when a foghorn went off just outside her cell, the sound deafening in the small cell, much worse than the buzzer in the holding cell somewhere up above. It obviously signaled something, but she didn’t have a clue. She listened, but she couldn’t hear any movement. She mentally steeled herself for the fright it would give her the first time it went off while she was sleeping. In the coming days she would learn the meaning of the signal.

	A paper plate of food was delivered sometime later. It remained untouched as Dotty couldn’t move in her tight steel bondage. She could smell the food, even the smell not very appetizing. Very shortly a guard discovered she hadn’t touched the food and punished her for it, using his remote to activate a jolt of electricity that seemed to come from the entire inner surface of the chastity belt.

	The total lack of communication between the guards and the inmates began to bother her. Given time to think, she realized that nobody had mentioned her near-rape, nobody had asked her if she was all right and certainly nobody examined her. At this point what was one more pair of fingers up her pussy?

	She guessed the three men were guards and her first thought was that the men with the guns were playing games with their fellow guards, but there was no way around the fact that the rape was real and a serious offense almost anywhere. That they must be trying to cover it up was the only course that made sense.

	Two guards showed up, entering her cell. One grabbed her leash while the other unlocked the wall chain. They lifted her bodily without removing the steel restraint and set her on a high-wheeled cart, locking a chain from the cart to her collar. The first guard pulled a blindfold from his pocket, a piece of equipment that would cover her eyes wherever she was taken in the underground prison.

	The cart seemed to roll for a mile or more. Dotty lost count of the turns and stops; convinced that they were deliberately disorienting her. She heard a knock, and then the cart was rolled into a brightly lit room. Voices conversed in low tones, too soft for Dotty to understand. She heard footsteps coming toward the cart. There was a rubbing motion on her upper arm and she smelled alcohol just as she felt a needle slide through her skin and into the muscle. Seconds later she slumped over into the waiting arms of one of the guards.

	She was unconscious as they rolled the cart into an operating room, where a doctor and a nurse waited. The doctor motioned and quickly all of Dotty’s bonds including the chastity belt and strap were removed. They were replaced with a single leg cuff on a short chain from the corner of the operating table.

	With considerable speed the doctor used a scalpel to cut a short gash in her skin just above her bikini line, but still under the metal belt. With a pair of tweezers he worked a sharp edged microchip into the slit. When it was completely hidden he applied a dab of super-glue to hold the edges together while it healed.

	He turned to a computer and typed for a moment. The screen lit up with Dotty’s case history, her current location and her vital signs. A large red-letter warning flashed repeatedly on the screen, stating that she was a serious escape risk. She could now be tracked anywhere, giving her one less chance to escape.

	The doctor tested all of the circuits in the belt to make sure they worked. Then he was handed a collar for more testing. The collar would pick up the signal from the buried security wire surrounding the complex and knock the wearer on his or her ass. Dotty would have no inkling of the collar’s potential until she was deliberately walked across the security wire. She was in for a very unpleasant surprise.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 21: Twenty - Count Them - Twenty

	The doctor double checked both her primary security systems before proceeding, even checking the cuff on her ankle for the tenth time. He took the warning that Dotty was an escape risk very seriously. He knew very well that his license as a doctor hung in the balance if she escaped and brought the cops down on him.

	Once he was convinced that everything was working properly and at 100 percent of capacity, he turned to another computer that displayed Dotty’s schedule. Now, at the top of the list were details of her voluntary commitment, headed by the detailed list of where she wanted rings, beginning with her nose and going on down between her legs. He pointed the directions out to the nurse. “Yeah, sure she volunteered,” he said, sarcastically. “I’d bet a thousand bucks she got railroaded down here.”

	“Not that it makes the slightest fucking difference. She’s here, somebody is paying big bucks to bury her and we’re here to do what we’re told to do.”

	He read further down, confirming that she would be wearing the chastity belt and noting the use of the Spanish Strap. He held it up gingerly, wincing at the mere thought of how she would feel, having the diabolical torture instrument tight between her legs, with no relief. He chuckled, “If my worst enemy was a woman I’d be happy to prescribe one of these for her.”

	The nurse half smiled but remained silent, nursing her own thoughts and feeling the dampness spreading down her leg under her white pants.

	The tools, the rings and the grommets were lying on a surgical towel, fresh from the autoclave. The nurse checked the meter readings and swabbed Dotty’s nose, inside and out. She took a template and fitted it across the lower part of the nose, then used a marking pen to draw a line up both sides. She measured from her nostrils to the line, ensuring it was even on both sides, and then measured along the line, marking two equidistant dots.

	The doctor picked up the punch and in quick succession punched small holes in each nostril. He inserted the punch straddling the cartilage and the nurse pushed a probe through one nostril and into an alignment hole in the head of the punch. The nurse leaned over to see that the punch was lined up, nodded, the doctor squeezed and the deed was done. All three holes were bleeding, but the nurse stopped it with a styptic pencil. The nurse loaded the two halves of a grommet into a second punch and handed it to the doctor. He shoved one leg into the nostril, finding the hole, then closing the punch, installing the grommet.

	The two worked as a team and added new grommets at a rapid fire pace. Rather than a ring, Dotty’s nose sported a bar, with a ball flush against the flesh of her nostrils on each side of her nose.

	Next were her nipples. The nurse pulled back the sheet that was more a tradition than a necessity in this place where nudity was the norm. The doctor examined the two big mounds of flesh, shaking his head. To him her tits were magnificent and he silently questioned marring their pristine beauty with rings, but orders are orders, especially here. He had no death wish to partake of some of the punishments he had seen inflicted on the male inmates.

	The instructions called for mini-shackles, the bar going directly behind the nipple, with the “U” shaped shackle outlining the nipple like a quarter bra. The bar would ensure that her nipple would remain forever erect. The shackle was a humiliation. It told the world, “Here is a slave, always ready to be chained and abused.” It had none of the beauty of the polished rings that most slaves were proud to wear.

	The doctor checked her vital signs and ensured himself that she was still under, while the nurse first locked a cuff on Dotty’s wrist, and only then unfastened her ankle. Then she raised the leg supports, strapped Dotty’s legs to them and then adjusted them until Dotty’s legs were almost in a straight line. She dropped the end of the table, leaving Dotty’s ass hanging into the void. She put clamps on the edges of her pussy lips and tied them off. She quickly measured and marked and the doctor was close behind, punching a neat row of holes in her labia, up one side and back down the other. Once installed, the grommets lined up perfectly.

	Next she moved lower and measured around the sphincter, placing two dots. A curved piercing needle was pushed through by the doctor and a small ring was inserted. The two rings were placed so that they could be used with the grommets above to tie off all access to either hole.

	The final indignity to her body was a third shackle, this with the bar running behind her clit. Once healed, her clit would be almost surrounded by the shackle, keeping her constantly aroused.

	One of the more pleasant surprises about this underground hell hole was the modern clinic the doctor presided over. There were six beds, the latest in equipment and there was no skimping. It was to management’s benefit to keep the inmates healthy. A dead body didn’t earn any profit for them.

	The beds were in one large room, cutting down on the need for security. Male and female patients lay side by side but all had locked cuffs so there was no opportunity for any hanky panky, Dotty was transferred onto a bed, with medication prescribed to keep her in a semi-coma for two weeks, to allow everything to heal. There was a major flap about the chastity belt, with the doctor flatly refusing to reinstall it until Dotty had healed. He successfully pointed out that the belt would interfere with the healing process and make it more difficult to protect her from infection. As a compromise, an armed female guard was assigned to her day and night.

	Dotty slept soundly until the last day before her medication ended. Then she drifted in a dream state, ranging from out of it to way out of it, to perfectly lucid. She had no idea she had been comatose for so long. The only thing that bothered her was that they had restrained both arms so she was unable to touch herself. For that matter she was unaware of the extent to which her body had been punctured. She felt ‘heavy’ in some parts of her body but she attributed that to the after effects of her medication. Why had she been medicated? She remembered her steel restraint, the cart and the needle pricking her arm. What had happened between then and now?

	It wasn’t until the nurse moved the sheet while freshening the bed that Dotty spotted the shackles on her nipples. Instinctively she jerked her arms against the restraints, trying to reach them, touch them, feel them. She had wanted one or two piercings, but she had a sinking feeling that there was more she couldn’t see or feel. If her nipples had been pierced, did they...

	She crossed her eyes, looking down her nose. Two saucy little round balls caught her gaze. Oh, shit! A ring, or something, was in her nose. She stuck out her tongue, curled it up to touch her nose, but thank God, no sign of a ring.

	She crossed her eyes again. She decided it had to be a bar, running across the inside of her nose. A new question arose. She should be as sore as a boil from that kind of work on her body. It took her some time to figure out that to be healed, she had to have been out of it for days, even weeks. It was beginning to look like she had lost about two weeks of her life. Given where she was it was no great loss. She could hurt a lot down here if they tortured her for two weeks.

	She alternated between wondering why they were treating her with kid gloves and dreaming up punishments for Stella if she ever got loose from this place. Certainly, nobody in here was going to tell her anything.

	Dotty felt like the honeymoon was over when the doctor checked her. She got a quick peek at the metal jungle between her legs before the strap and the Chastity belt covered it again. The bra seemed to be even tighter than before and pressed the shackles painfully into her flesh. She ached to ask the doctor several questions, but she was already so fearful of punishment that she never even tried to talk to him.

	The two guards showed up and she was put back in the steel restraint which Dotty decided must be the local equivalent of transport chains. Actually it was much more severe than the chains as it was impossible to do anything but sit in one spot while locked in it. She was blindfolded for the trip.

	Her old cell was waiting for her. At least she thought it was the same one, but there were a number of doors, no doubt to identical shoe boxes. They left her in the restraint, adding the obligatory chain from her collar to the wall. As they moved the collar she realized that it was somehow different, so she apparently had a new collar. The first time they zapped her, again for not eating, she suffered through a much stronger, higher voltage shock from the electrodes built into it, confirming her guess.

	Dotty realized after several uneaten meals that she was starving. She squelched any complaint, fearing the punishment she would earn by talking to someone. She presumed it was a guard that brought the meals and then took them away, unaware that the guards only supervised, while inmates did the work. What with shift changes and differing assignments, it was another 36 hours before someone woke up to the fact that she hadn’t had any food.

	Two male guards entered her cell and removed the steel restraint, adding a second wall chain locked to her ankle to replace it. She suspected that she wasn’t supposed to have remained encased in the steel restraint, but in this place a complaint about it would certainly fall on deaf ears. She gobbled down every drop of the lifeless food and licked the bowl clean. At that point paranoia clutched her as she realized the food she had just eaten was probably drugged.

	She put the empty bowl back on the tray on the door and laid down on the floor, for the first time in several days able to stretch out in relative comfort. She lay silent, listening to her shallow breathing, waiting for whatever drug to start working on her.

	-0-

	Donald, at first was unaware of Stella’s addiction but her efforts to escape the hold of the drug at last caught his attention. She hid as much as she could from him. She tried to use her period as an excuse to keep him from unwittingly conflicting with her desperate plan to go Cold Turkey, To her horror she had a ring side seat as her clit rebelled, first tingling like a hefty electric shock, then going completely numb, losing all feeling in it. She masturbated furiously but only made her clit untouchably sore.

	Donald, once her period was well over, let her know in no uncertain terms that it was time for her to get back into her bed chains and service him. He personally anointed her clit with a generous lump of ointment and then slid into her waiting pussy.

	Stella knew that this was going to spoil her attempt to quit the drug, but to keep up appearances she had to comply with his wishes and do it enthusiastically. Once again the drug crossed her up.

	After the initial surge, Stella found herself flopping back and forth like a weather vane. As he pumped into her, she alternated between a violent, bed pounding response and long seconds of motionless acceptance of his moving cock. After three cycles, Donald stopped, pulled out of her and demanded, “What the fuck is going on? One minute you’re a zombie, the next you’re pounding a hole through the mattress. I’d get more fucking a knothole on a dead log.”

	She stared up at him, not daring to tell him that she had no feeling in her pussy. He slapped her breast, a subtle threat of worse if she didn’t answer.

	She closed her eyes, unsure of what he might see in them.

	“I.... I’m addicted to that drug.”

	Donald, half surprised, chuckled. “Well, that one came full circle, didn’t it?” She knew exactly what he meant and the knowledge did nothing to calm her panic. She glanced at the empty cage. If she hadn’t introduced the enhancing drug, Dotty would be scrunched up in it right now.

	-0-

	Maude had a gift under her tree and it wasn’t anywhere near Christmas. Phil had found a company on the Internet that sold straitjackets, including custom made bondage apparatus. An exchange of e-mails confirmed that they could and would make exactly what he had in mind. He spent more than an hour measuring every part of her body.

	Maude immediately suspected that she was being fitted for new bondage restraints, but Phil kept her confused by measuring things like her finger length and the diameter of her big toes.

	A good size box was delivered. Phil made her sign for it and then refused to let her open it. Instead he moved a table against the wall in front of the cell she now occupied. He put the box on the table and installed a track light with a flood lamp aimed at the box so that it was constantly in her sight. As a final touch he taped a small picture of a Christmas tree on the wall above it. She was threatened with atrocious punishments if she touched the box while outside her cage.

	He knew it would drive her nuts.  Maude had an insatiable curiosity that kept her awake nights wondering and worrying about what was in the box. Phil neatly sidestepped her efforts to pry information from him, promising himself that he would punish her soundly for annoying him with her questions.

	-0-

	John’s ad hoc investigation of the rehab center took a surprising turn when he accidentally stumbled across a former employee. The man had much too much to drink and was regaling his bar buddies with stories about the center. Listening closely he began to suspect that the man had actually worked part of the time at the slave section and perhaps even the underground prison. John casually joined the group and listened silently as the guy bragged about his work. He started to say something about the slaves, but even in his befuddled state he knew better than to talk in public, so he cut it off by grabbing his drink and swallowing most of it.

	The man stopped talking and the spectators drifted away. John kept a careful eye on the man and when he staggered out the door John followed him. The man tried to get in his car but was unable to work the door lock. John clapped him on the shoulder and took the keys. He walked the man around to the passenger side and put him in and closed his seat belt. He got in the driver’s seat just as the man collapsed in the corner and started snoring loudly. John tried to wake him but the man was too far gone. John shook his head and drove to his own home. In minutes he had the man tied down on an old army cot in the garage. He had decided that it was no time for halfway measures. If the man objected there were plenty of witnesses to how drunk he was.

	In the cold light of dawn, John confronted the man, who had sobered up enough to talk coherently. When he learned that John had driven his car his relief was evident. John started pumping him and the man talked, for more than an hour.

	-0-

	Two guards came for Dotty right after she finished breakfast. They were carrying her familiar transport restraint and followed the book in unlocking and re-locking her bonds. Despite her dangerous situation she almost snickered when they pushed the cart less than a hundred feet and went through the whole process again getting her into a room which was featureless, other than a steep staircase in the center of the room. At first glance she thought she would have to climb it, but as her chains were being locked to ring bolts, she could see that she was faced with a monster stair-stepper machine. After her wrist cuffs were locked to the short hand rails, a cable from the machine was plugged into the back of her chastity belt.

	One of the men tested the circuits. The first jolt sent Dotty to her knees. The second guard had been waiting for just such a reaction and Dotty screeched as his whip snapped around her upper thigh. She struggled quickly to her feet as the several items attached to or held in by the belt were activated, one after another. She discovered that somewhere down there was an industrial strength vibrator that could bring her off in a matter of seconds.

	Because she would be unattended, except by the computer, two items were added to her bondage. One was a metal flap which closed the rear hole in her belt and the other was a muzzle-like mask with bars across the mouth opening which locked to her collar. Dotty was now safe from any rapist roaming the halls, or any of the guards that got randy at the sight of her helpless nude body.

	The guard pressed a signal button and a female slave hurried in, a sour look on her face. She held a glass of water with a straw to Dotty’s lips and as soon as she sucked it dry, the girl disappeared to wherever it was that she waited for orders. Dotty had no way of knowing that her two guards were also wearing chastity belts so that they would tend to business and be unable to hit on the female slaves.

	One guard pressed the button starting the stair stepper. The other adjusted a dial and at the top of the stairs a sign lit up, showing the figure “150.” The whip urged Dotty to begin. The steps were several inches higher than a normal step, requiring every inch of her long hobble. She stepped up, but nothing happened until she put her full weight on the step. It sank beneath her and the number on the screen changed to “149.”

	One step, 149 to go. She could already feel the weight of her hobble chain. For that matter she could feel the weight of all her bonds. Nor could she forget the Spanish Strap between her legs, digging into her, cutting her, sticking her with the innumerable sharp ends. She sighed to herself. Now all she needed was a time limit, and as if by mind reading another figure on the screen began to count down the seconds and minutes of her time limit. Automatically she speeded up but the machine would have none of it. It moved at a sedately slow pace and nothing Dotty did would speed it up. She felt a drop of sweat spring out on her forehead. She prayed it would not run down her nose and start an itch she could never reach. She raised herself onto the next step.

	Two steps, 148 to go, 1 hour, 59 minutes and 10 seconds left.

	


Chapter 22: The Spanish Strap

	The odds makers would have given the machine a comfortable edge and they would have been right. Dotty was a long way from completing her set task when the clock counted down to zero. Adding to her humiliation, the signboard flashed the message: “You failed!” She watched the sign with a sense of dread as it went black and then lit up with a huge “21" which filled the screen, showing the number of steps she failed to complete.

	She had no time to contemplate it. There was a whirr behind her and the whistle of a descending whip. It circled both thighs, the end snapping a fraction of an inch from her belt. She swung her head in denial, choking on the pain. Something caught her eye and she turned back just as the whip landed a second time, almost on top of the first welt.

	She was certain she was being beaten by one of the guards, but when she turned there was nobody in sight. The movement that caught her eye was a robot arm, firmly gripping the whip handle as it swung toward her again. She cringed, ducking her head, but the robot was programmed to stay below her waist.

	When the last blow fell, Dotty was sobbing in humiliation. It was bad enough being trapped in this sink hole, but to be whipped by a robot! That was just too much for her to take.

	She stood, waiting for orders, slowly catching her breath as she fought the pain, When the sensors found that she was back, at least in the upper end, in the normal range, the screen lit up again, showing the 21. The stairs made a noise as they were released. Dotty stepped up on the first step. As it sank the whip wrapped around the calf of her leg. She looked at the screen but no time limit was shown as the 21 changed to 20. This was do or die punishment for failing to meet her quota.

	As she reached the last step she realized she had company. Two guards were standing behind her waiting with her restraints, ready to take her back to her cell.

	Instead, they took her to a different cell nearby. The ambiance was the same, but it was a double cell with a second bench against the opposite wall. Kneeling beside it was a black-haired beauty, obviously a slave as she was wearing the same collar and chastity belt, hobbles and wrist cuffs.

	Once safely locked up Dotty lay on her back, enjoying the cool rock against her welted skin. The robot was well programed and left her with only small patches of skin without welts. A guard handed the other girl a bottle of healing lotion and motioned toward Dotty. The girl immediately began to apply the soothing cream, silently pushing Dotty into different positions so she could cover all her welts. Not a word was spoken and after a look around and a second check on both their bonds, the guards locked the door and left.

	Once they were alone the girl smiled at Dotty, but she held her finger to her lips in the universal sign of silence. Dotty was bursting to talk to her, talk to anyone as the monastic silence was getting under her skin. She knew exactly that it was the primary purpose, but that didn’t make her feel a bit better.

	Both girls slept on the floor, inches apart but neither dared to reach out and touch, certain it would be considered a direct violation of orders and thus subject to the severest of punishment. Dotty closed her eyes and fantasized a romantic interlude with the girl, but she was asleep before the first act.

	Dotty slept soundly for several hours, waking to the dull pain in her body. She slept fitfully for another hour waking to pain that was sharp and stabbing. She reached down, only to be thwarted by her belt. The area between her legs was burning hot and unmercifully painful. She had suffered through painful urinary infections several times, but this was more like a blast furnace engulfing her pussy. The other girl woke when the light came on. When she saw Dotty’s pained face she raised an eyebrow in question. Dotty pointed to her belt and mouthed an “Ow.”

	When the slave came in, Dotty, in desperation got her attention and said one word, “Doctor.”

	The girl looked absolutely horrified that Dotty had spoken. She ran out the door, knelt before the guard and pointed to the cell.

	The guard stuck his head in the cell door and Dotty repeated the word. He looked as startled as if he had never had a slave ask for the doctor. He backed out the door and radioed his commander. Two more guards showed up and the first pair went on about their business of feeding the other inmates.

	The two guards walked into the cell and looked at the two girls. At a glance it was obvious that Dotty was the one needing a doctor as she was moaning in pain. Again it was steel restraints and a blindfold to get her to the clinic. Despite her pain she noticed that the trip was much shorter than the last time.

	The doctor was already there, called for another emergency. As soon as they got her out of the restraints he told her. “You’re free to talk. What’s wrong?”

	“Sir, it’s the belt, I hurt. It’s on fire.”

	“Get the key and get that off of her,” he ordered.

	The nurse ran to the locker and returned with the key. She unlocked the belt and pulled it down her legs. The doctor exclaimed, “No wonder! Just what I figured.”

	He unfastened the Spanish Strap and literally peeled it out of her crack. Dotty cried with pain as it came loose. Her labia were a brilliant red, like a monkey in heat, swelled beyond recognition and there was a bright red crease from her tailbone to her pubic mound.

	The doctor examined her closely, finally asking for a magnifying glass. Then he called for tweezers and in a moment held up a piece of horsehair that had worked into her flesh and started an infection. He went back over her with the magnifier until he was sure that there weren’t any more.

	He slathered pain killers all over her cleft, dosed her with antibiotics and a sedative and put her to bed. Relieved of the pain she slept like a baby. When she woke the doctor examined her, and then pulled out his cell phone and speed dialed the manager. In no uncertain terms he told him that it was either, or, but not both a belt and the strap at the same time and told him about the damage the combination had inflicted on Dotty.

	He gave Dotty a brief smile. “You just lost both the strap and the belt. The bad news is that you get laced up like a shoe instead.”

	For a second she didn’t get his meaning, but then remembered the double row of grommets that at the moment were buried in her puffed up lips. Unsure if she could still talk, she nodded her head to show approval.

	After two days, Dotty was put on the exam table, legs spread to impossible straightness. Her crotch was stretched to the maximum, the skin taut, but back to a near normal pink color. The nurse lubricated a plastic egg and slid it up deep inside her. Then she showed Dotty a heavy leather shoe lace, then passed it through the two rings at her ass hole, centered it, then began lacing it through the grommets. When she reached the clit shackle she looped it through and pulled the last of the slack. Then she tied it to the shackle. This changed the pressure point on her clit and she flexed against the restraints as it pushed her arousal button. The nurse had a Mona Lisa smile on her face as she worked. She used a special pair of pliers to crimp a lead seal on the tied laces, and then cut the extra length off.

	Finished, she released Dotty, fastened her hobble and wrist cuffs and helped her to the floor. Dotty’s guard watched the entire operation with considerable interest. Dotty already had her - and the nurse - pegged as bondage enthusiasts. She walked around, bent over, lifted one leg to the length of the hobble, then the other. She smiled and nodded to show that it was comfortable. She stopped in front of a mirror and spread her legs to the hobble limit, to get a good look.

	-0-

	A small package for Stella was delivered to the house. Donald signed for it, turning it over several times in a vain attempt to find the sender’s name. Stella was still in bed, fully restrained, the only help that Donald had offered to rid her of her addiction.

	Twice he had given in to her pleadings and supplied her with the ointment she craved, but each time it became an obvious mistake as she fell right back into her obsession.

	He showed her the package. Watching carefully he detected concern or perhaps even fear as she fingered it. She laid it on her stomach, the only place she could reach. Casually he reached down and picked it up.

	“Mind if I open it?”

	She hesitated, a heartbeat too long. “Of course. Go ahead.”

	Her voice sounded strained.

	He tore off the wrapper to find a jewel case with a DVD. Again, no label, no indication of what it was or where it came from. He walked over to the DVD player, opened the slide and put the record in. He shoved the slide and it closed. The TV set was already on and in a few seconds it went blank, then suddenly there was a close up shot of Dotty, with her nose almost in the camera. The camera pulled back to reveal her in the tack bra and chastity belt. Scene after scene followed, including her visits to the clinic and graphic views of her body, the Spanish Strap and the belt being taken off. The camera spent some time recording the piercing of her nose, nipples and pussy lips, with a closeup of the two rings next to her ass hole, which was winking at the camera.

	Donald didn’t think it was at all funny. Stella’s eyes had remained glued to the screen from beginning to end. When it was over she was obviously aroused.

	“Where did that come from?”

	Stella wanted to deny all knowledge, but she knew that he was aware of enough to catch her in a lie.

	“It.... came from the Rehab Center.”

	“The slave Rehab Center,”

	“Yes.”

	“You are lying!” Donald’s voice was angry as he confronted her.

	-0-

	Phil was patient. He knew that eventually, perhaps sooner, Maude would fuck up. In the meantime she had the box she wasn’t allowed to open to keep her entertained. On the monitor he watched her staring at the box for hours at a time. He would have given a lot to view some of the images that crossed her mind. He was sure that she had exhausted every possible guess from studying the bondage restraints that the Internet offered.

	When it came, Phil had been expecting it for several days. Maude was exasperated, frustrated and reaching a slow boil.

	She blew up when he walked over to the box, picked it up, turned it around and walked toward her cell. He stopped, thought better of it and returned it to the table.

	“You fucker! That fucking box is empty and you’ve been teasing me with an empty box!”

	Calmly, Phil pressed a button on the remote on his belt. The shock sent Maude to her knees, and then to the stone floor.

	He jolted her again.

	“Knees.” A look of abject fear crossed her face. She knew she was in for it as she struggled to control her muscles and get back on her knees.

	“You called me a name. The penalty is...”

	“Severe, Master.”

	“You said I lied to you. The penalty is...”

	“Very Severe, Master!”

	“The name will cost you a day in the Hole. The lie will cost you five days in the hole. Missing your confession for six days and loss of companionship and service will earn further discipline that I will decide later."

	Phil unlocked the cell. “Get in the hole, right NOW! She ran as fast as her hobble would allow, giving him an ample target as she scurried to the Hole.  She almost jumped in, then sat on the edge and slid down, getting one last slice for her closer. Phil dragged the heavy grate over, dropped it in place and padlocked it. Then he went and got the box and put it dead center on the grate. A high-wattage flood light was already aimed at the Hole.

	-0-

	John was furious. He came away from his session with the ex-employee convinced that Dotty was somewhere in the Rehab Center, and was being tortured rather than being trained for slavery. He went to Dale’s shop and closeted with him for more than an hour, repeating the worker’s admissions and his conclusions that Dotty was in serious danger. The information prompted Dale to remember several other stories he had heard about the Center. Dale had a couple of missing pieces that tied Stella directly to Dotty’s disappearance. Dale expressed his annoyance, “I’m ready to fire her ass if she doesn’t show up for work again.”

	John left the shop and headed home. He decided it was time to use the phone number he had in a file on his computer. When he got home he went straight to the computer and started looking for the file, which had been gathering dust for some time. It came up on the screen and he dialed it on his cell phone.

	“State Police Headquarters.”

	-0-

	Dotty was allowed to recuperate for two days before she was put back on the stair stepper. The other girl was taken out right after breakfast and would be brought back exhausted with a dozen or more fresh welts. Dotty took over the job of applying the healing lotion to her wounds. The girl did her best to show her gratitude without actually touching Dotty.

	When Dotty was put back to work she was able to reach the goal set by the stair stepper, now that she was free of the chastity belt and the strap. However, as soon as she reached the 150 mark successfully, the screen raised the goal to 175 and she got several full strength blows from the robot’s whip. The sessions were changed from daily to twice a day. She welcomed the physical activity in lieu of staring at the cell walls all the time, but the painful whippings spoiled any fun.

	Dotty awoke in the darkness with a heavy weight across her chest. She reached up and discovered that her cell mate’s arm was flung across her breasts, pressing the bra’s sharp points into her flesh. Dotty immediately lifted the arm and moved it away from her. She stiffened, expecting guards to come bursting into the cell, but nothing happened. Her eyes closed against the solid blackness and she went back to sleep.

	The fog horn woke her just before breakfast. The other slave looked at her and smiled a greeting, completely unaware that she had broken the rules during the night.

	When the slave came in with their meal, two female guards were right behind her. They separated and went to work on the two girls. They shortened both wall chains so that they couldn’t reach each other. The guard working on the other girl pulled out a hypodermic with a large blunt needle. She inserted it in a hole which ran through the chastity belt, directly above the girl’s clit. The girl watched, wide eyed, stark fear on her face. She had obviously had this done to her before and knew what was coming. The guard squeezed out a very small amount. Whatever it was had to be potent.

	The guard waved the hypo at Dotty. The clear message was a warning not to screw up by touching anyone without permission. She would learn exactly why in the next few minutes. The guards left and Dotty started eating. She noticed the other girl hadn’t touched her food just as she let out a groan that came up from her toes. She doubled over the tray, shoving it away so she could hug her legs. Her hands fluttered all over her belt, trying to find the smallest opening. Groan followed groan, her voice pitch rising until she was screaming her pain. A last deafening scream echoed through the cell and the girl passed out, dropping to the floor with a thud that made Dotty wince.

	Dotty didn’t try to reach her. The chains were now too short and even if she could get to her, she had just had an object lesson in what happened when one inmate touched another without being ordered. She shuddered, glad that she hadn’t gotten the same treatment, even though she was the innocent party. She decided that they must have infrared cameras that could see in the dark.

	In a few minutes the girl opened her eyes. She screamed and fainted again. Dotty scooted back against her bench, trying to get as far away from the slave as possible. They could be friends later. Right now, she was trouble.

	The effect of the unknown potion that had been applied to the girl’s clit lasted more than an hour. The girl recovered and fainted twice more before the pain gradually tapered off, leaving her a physical and mental wreck. Dotty was almost equally affected, suffering just as much anguish as she watched the girl being tortured. Perhaps the worst part was being unable to help in any way.

	Whether there was any connection, Dotty firmly believed that an unannounced change in her schedule was a direct result of the incident. She climbed the stair stepper in the morning but after lunch she was taken to a room dominated by a shaft that extended both through the floor and the ceiling. Attached to it was a long arm used to turn the shaft. Gleaming metal manacles on short chains locked her to the arm and a whip stroke started her on her way.

	She was barefoot, walking in loose sand that buried her feet clear to her ankles. A screen like the stair stepper set her goal and allotted her time. She had two hours to make 20 revolutions. This would, under normal circumstances, have been entirely possible, However, when a bunch of sadists are involved, the odds are much different.

	


Chapter 23: Sands of the Sahara

	At about the half way point on her first circuit around the shaft, Dotty noticed her feet were getting warmer. At first she thought it was merely the friction of the deep sand, but by the end of the second lap she realized that the sand was much warmer than when she first started. It quickly reached the uncomfortable level after two more laps, but she was powerless to do anything about it beyond jerking her foot out of the sand as soon as her weight was on the other foot. She tried to speed up, with no more success than she had with the stair stepper. The shaft had some sort of brake or a governor, which called for both strength to move it and limited the rotation speed.

	The hot sand heated the air above it and Dotty was quickly covered with sweat. This in turn made the hot sand stick to her feet, adding weight and burning her skin. She dehydrated at a rapid pace, visions of the glass of water she had left half full on her tray pestering her. As if on cue a stream of hot water shot from the arm, hitting her in the face. She opened her mouth and sucked in as much as she could, coughing as part of it went into her lungs by mistake. She stopped and was promptly penalized by the robotic whip master that was overseeing her labor. She leaned into the arm, getting the shaft moving again and allowing her to lift one foot for a second or two of relief from the hot sand. Sweating profusely she made all but three of the required laps around the shaft, received her punishment and completed the three penalty laps.

	She went from heat to shivering cold. Still chained to the arm she was made to stand on a platform while a guard used a high pressure hose with chilled water to wash the sweat and sand from her body. She was blue and shivering with cold when he finished. She was placed in her steel restraints while still dripping wet and taken back to her cell. The other girl was lying spread eagled on the floor, exhausted from whatever she had been forced to do. She was pretty much out of it and barely noticed that Dotty was back.

	The next day turned out to be even more different. Dotty was chained up after breakfast and transported to a large room. One wall was solid glass, no doubt a two way mirror. She avoided glancing in that direction as she was lined up with a dozen other slaves. Each of the slaves were put in two lines, facing each other. Each had one ankle locked to a chain that ran between two posts. Then her wrist cuffs were removed. Each girl was handed a punishment cane.

	A cart rolled into the room with a female slave draped over a center rod, holding her ass high in the air. It stopped in front of the girl next to Dotty. The guard swung her cane through the air and then pointed to the girl on the cart. Reluctantly the girl gave her a half hearted swipe. The guard shook his head violently, then took the cane away from her and made her bend over. He rapped for attention, made sure everyone was watching and then he demonstrated the kind of stroke he wanted on the reluctant girl. The whirr and crack of the cane made several of the slave girls wince.

	The slave stood up painfully and swung much harder. The cart rolled forward and stopped in front of Dotty. She swung the cane with more force, but not enough to satisfy the guard. He bent her over and gave a second demonstration of the strength he demanded. Dotty cried out when the cane landed. The guard gave her a warning look and pressed his cane hard against her mouth. She swung with the required force, silently begging her fellow slave for forgiveness.

	The rest of the inmates got it right and the guard didn’t need to do a third demonstration. The girl on the cart already had plenty of welts but her problems were only beginning. She was released from the cart and escorted to one end of the line. Her hobble had been shortened to six inches and now her wrists were locked to her collar to get her arms out of the way. When everything was ready, the guard pushed the hapless girl forward and immediately set the example by swinging his cane, nearly knocking the girl off her feet.

	Guards walked along the lines on both sides, watching for poor performance and they were quick to punish any of the slaves who failed to swing when their target was within range. The guards expected each slave to get in at least three blows, so the girl running (actually no more than a fast walk) the gauntlet was heavily marked by the time she limped past the end of the lines and collapsed on the floor. The guards used their whips to get her back on her feet and herded her to the cart. Two guards fastened her down and rolled it away.

	Dotty looked around carefully, trying not to draw attention to herself. Like every one of the slaves she was trying to make sense out of what she had just experienced. The manager had gone to great lengths to punish the girl for some unnamed crime, perhaps only an unwitting violation of the rules. She, and they, had been treated to harsh and cruel punishment, callously applied. For some reason they wanted to make an object lesson of the girl and from the strained faces around her, Dotty knew that they had succeeded in scaring the shit out of her and the rest of the inmates.

	Dotty was no sooner back in her cell, released from the transport restraints, when the guards came for her again. The steel was still warm when they locked her back in, blindfolded her and took her for a cart ride. When they got to where they were going they unhooked her, walked her into a room and took her blindfold off. She glanced around, seeing a full fledged dungeon with pain machines and walls lined with whips and restraints.

	She was led to a fixture made of pipe, two uprights and a cross bar. They pushed her tight against the bar, then attached her cuffs to short chains. An electric motor whined and the chains tightened, pulling her hard into the bar in an inverted “V”. A head harness was tightened and locked. A cable was attached and a winch lifted her head until she was staring straight ahead.

	A portable screen on a stand was rolled in front of her. Plugged in the screen lit up with the word, “Doctor” in bright red letters.

	The letters grew smaller and the word moved into the lower corner. A copy of the regulations appeared on the screen and then opened to the page covering talking. She read the words to herself and stopped. The guard’s cane crossed her fresh welts. The screen lit up with a new message: “Read it aloud!”

	Obediently she began to speak. “Neither the inmates nor the guards may speak to each other or to anyone else, at any time, for any reason.”

	“You violated this very important rule. Therefore, you will be punished.”

	“Stop reading.”

	“Doctor” filled the screen. Numbers, from 1 to 6 appeared above each letter. Dotty’s reflexes clenched, but it was too late as the first blow of the cane had already landed. With sadistic humor the 1 above the D exploded into tiny pieces and floated away. The D dimmed and the O brightened and Dotty screeched as the cane drove her even harder into the whipping bar. She survived the full six count, her rebellious streak unwavering. They could punish her all they wanted, but she would still call for a doctor when she needed one again.

	-0-

	A six-day week in the Hole was no joking matter. Maude had been in it several times, usually for a few hours, once overnight, so a week was a new experience. She was allowed out twice a day for closely supervised visits to the toilet, groaning under a weight of iron that increased daily. She lived in the glare of the big floodlight aimed down into her tiny prison. Every glance upward was attracted to the box like a magnet. The light was so strong that even with her eyes closed it was bright as day. No matter what contortions she went through she was unable to move any of her bonds or any part of her body to shield her eyes from the glare, although the shadow cast by the box partially protected her. She was half way through her sentence before fatigue finally caught up with her and she slept.

	Phil, content that she had admitted her crimes and had agreed to being punished and treated as a slave, had no qualms about giving her much more than she had bargained for. He was certain her agreement was based on the false assumption that he would slap her on the wrist and things would go back to normal. With her agreement signed and in writing, in language that gave him absolute control over her, he saw no point in condoning the bad advice she had given their daughter. He knew that anything less than total and abject slavery wouldn’t work, so he quickly mapped out a plan, which included no contact by Maude with their daughter.

	At the end of the week, she knelt before him, wanting nothing more than to crawl into a ‘dark’ corner and sleep. That didn’t agree with Phil’s plans.

	“Go get the box.”

	Maude shuffled on her knees to the box, lying on the grate. She picked it up and knee walked back to the spot in front of him.

	“I will hear your confession now. I hope you remember all the names you called me while you were in the Hole, because I expect you to list each and every one and beg punishment for even thinking them. Leave the box where it is and go to the confessional. You will want to remember every name if you expect me to open the box.”

	As she listened to her orders, Maude recognized that her voluntary slavery was passing another milestone. Phil had become the strong dominant that she had secretly wanted. The agreement she had signed had far stronger language than she had intended, but, caught in the act and admitting guilt, she had no leeway to negotiate. He had long since enslaved her body. Now, he was doing the same with her mind. Perversely, it sent a thrill through her to know that he could make her reveal her thoughts and appeared more than ready to punish her for thinking things she never would dare say. What would he do to her if he made her admit to her regularly recurring fantasies of escape? In her heart she knew that it wouldn’t be long before she confessed every ‘bad’ thought. She shivered, half with delight, thinking about how her husband would punish her.

	-0-

	“State Police Headquarters”

	“Colonel Black, please.”

	“Who shall I say is calling?”

	“John Cancil. He knows my parents.”

	“One moment, please.”

	“Hi, John. “How are the folks?”

	“Just fine. Dad got over his surgery and is back in action.”

	“Good to hear. What’s the problem, John? Not a traffic ticket I hope?”

	“No sir, I’m not in trouble, but a friend is. It’s a lot worse than a speeding ticket, I’m afraid.  I need to talk to you, in private.”

	“As it happens, my 10 a.m. appointment cancelled out, so if you can get down here in half an hour I’ll be in the clear.”

	“I’ll be there.”

	The Colonel listened silently as John detailed what he had uncovered in his investigation, admitting that some of the information came through his bondage contacts, but the officer waved him on, taking notes as he talked.

	When John finished, the Colonel nodded and slid his notes to one side.

	“John, I’m going to be blunt, but this conversation must not leave this room. That place has been a thorn in our side for years, but we’ve never been able to get a search warrant or even get near the slave training facility, let alone the prison underneath it. You’ve given me several leads which might solve the problem, but it will all depend on finding a judge that hasn’t been bought off.”

	“What about the Feds?”

	“After the Waco debacle I’m loath to get them involved in an assault, which is what it’s going to take to get inside. I’ve got a couple of back door contacts that I’ll discuss this with, and just perhaps they’ve cleaned up their act. In the meantime, keep your ears open and your mouth shut.”

	“Oh, I’m good at that.”

	“Say, you wouldn’t be interested in a staff investigative job? You did a piece of work on this.”

	“Not at the moment, but I appreciate the offer and I’ll keep it in mind.”

	They shook hands, the Colonel sent along greetings to John’s parents and he walked out of the building, disappointed, but still hopeful.

	-0-

	Stella glanced up and saw the cold anger on Donald’s face. Caught flat footed in a different lie, she had no choice but to admit her guilt.

	“It... it’s the underground prison.”

	“How the Hell did she get down there? You did this!”

	“Please...”

	“Tell me!” he raged.

	“I wanted you for myself. With her out of the way I could get you to love me instead."

	“Shit! You just want her money.”

	He strode to his office and came back with a fist full of papers.

	“That explains this! Power of attorney, medical, trust - it’s all here.”

	Stella had time to think. She pleaded, “Donald, with her out of the way you and I can share her money, live like kings for the rest of our lives.”

	“While she rots in that stinking prison. Not a chance!”

	Calmer, he demanded, “How did you get her into the prison? You only had approval for the Training Center."

	“I... I told them she tried to escape twice. They immediately said if she was an escape risk she would have to go to the prison.”

	“So, one fly in that ointment is that it costs twice as much to keep her in the prison as it did in the training center. At that rate you’ll use up her trust fund in a few short years.”

	He paced back and forth across the room. Stella watched him, trying to anticipate what he would do next.

	“Right now I want you to contact them, tell them that the escape turned out to be a fake and you want her transferred back to the training center. I don’t like this at all and you need to be spanked like a little girl for all the ruckus you’ve caused.”

	Stella wriggled against the sheet at the threat of a spanking. Donald was cooling off and if she played her cards right, Dotty would never see daylight again.

	-0-

	At the moment, Dotty could care less about daylight. She had quickly adapted to underground life, where there was no sun and the days were marked by the lights going off and on. Dotty’s chief concern was where her next caning would come from. She seemed to be on a list of regular inmates who were called on almost daily to set up a gauntlet for a slave to run. The interesting part was that the gauntlet group punished both female and male slaves. To Dotty the males were pretty pathetic as they all were locked in cock cages that painfully denied the men any slightest chance of getting a hardon.

	With a whole crew of experienced cane swingers, the guards had to come up with some new ideas. The one adopted had the guards lining the gauntlet girls up and caning them in a bent over position, a sort of pre-punishment warmup. Like everyone else, the gauntlet crew had very strict regulations covering their every move and the guards were very liberal in passing out penalties. The one that Dotty feared most was perhaps the cruelest of all.

	It boiled down to the guards' expectations that the girl running the gauntlet would collapse, either before completing her run or immediately afterward. If she didn’t collapse, a number was drawn selecting one of the crew to make a run through the gauntlet, with one of the guards replacing the girl on the line.

	Defying the law of averages, Dotty had been drawn three times and had the welts to prove it. She identified a guard sergeant as being responsible for her lopsided selection, a woman who for some unknown reason had taken a dislike to her. At least twice she had caught the woman glaring in her direction. Dotty racked her brain, trying to remember if there was some incident involving the sergeant that would explain it. She couldn’t think of a thing and was forced to chalk it off as a random dislike.

	In the next few days the woman became an important part of Dotty’s prison life. She was assigned to a training detail that taught riot control, breaking up escape attempts and personal protection from slave attacks. Dotty and five other girls were assigned as ‘tackle dummies,’ used to demonstrate discipline holds and take down methods the guards needed to know. When Dotty was escorted into the class room, she spotted the sergeant behind a big desk, snapping out orders and directing the job of setting up tables and chairs. When everything was placed to her satisfaction, she rapped a table with her crop.

	“This is a training class. I have specific permission to speak, to ensure your training is working. You do not have permission to speak, for any reason. I repeat, this is a training class. You are here to learn, so keep your mouths shut and your ears and eyes open.”

	She looked at Dotty and barely concealed a smile.

	


Chapter 24: Punching Bag

	Once the class started, the other five inmates could have taken the day off. Dotty was the first to be called for every new demonstration. For two hours she was punched, kicked, slapped and repeatedly knocked to the floor. The final lesson was a choke hold. Dotty was smart enough not to even imply resistance. The sergeant used her billy club to painfully knock Dotty’s hands out of the way and spun her around and caught her neck with her arm tight against her throat. At the first squeeze Dotty was unable to breathe, but the sergeant tightened the hold with a series of jerks which felt like she was collapsing Dotty’s windpipe.

	Dotty feared for her life. She was tempted to fight the hold but she knew she was helpless, so she let her body go limp. The sergeant easily supported her as she described the use of the hold. Dotty’s eyes opened, but she was staring into space, where everything went black.

	The woman released her and Dotty collapsed like a sack of cement, her head hitting the floor with a thump. The sergeant never even looked down, wiping her hands together and then stepped away from the motionless figure on the floor.

	She dismissed the class and when all were gone except Dotty’s two guards, she walked over and kicked Dotty in the ribs. She moaned and opened her eyes, gulping in her sore throat.

	“Bitch, that will teach you not to steal my boyfriend!”

	Dotty looked up at her. She remembered not to open her mouth and shook her head in denial. She was pronged on the horns of a dilemma. If she spoke to the sergeant, she would be punished for talking and the woman would never believe her. If she remained silent the sergeant would believe the worst.

	The woman looked down at her for a long moment, and then spat in Dotty’s face. She kicked her again, harder. She turned to Dotty’s guards.

	“Put this piece of trash back in her cell. Leave her in the transport restraints.”

	The guards nodded, accepting her order and efficiently locked Dotty back in the unforgiving restraints she would be wearing until someone noticed she wasn’t eating. Couldn’t eat. Couldn’t reach anything to eat.

	Her cellmate, equally as bruised and welted, was brought in just before the lights went out for the night. A slave was put to work treating their wounds; they were given painkillers and locked in for the night, both coincidentally remaining in their transport restraints. Dotty, slowly recuperating from her ordeal wondered what the girl had done to earn the stripes that covered much of her body.

	Dotty never saw the sergeant again, She held her breath every time she was transported, fearing another one sided confrontation, but there was no sign of her. Even when she returned to the training class, there was no sign of her, a different sergeant conducting the class.

	Dotty would never know that the sergeant had been observed mistreating her on the security camera and had been called on the carpet. Her Captain quizzed her and decided she was a liability, rightly pointing out that a few seconds of miscalculation and Dotty would have been dead. She was stripped of her rank and consigned to a cell in a block housing former guards. She would go to her grave thinking Dotty had somehow ratted on her, causing her to lose her job and her freedom.

	-0-

	Donald was in a quandary. He was pissed at Stella, but for some quirky reason he refused to blame her for the events leading to Dotty’s incarceration. He actually was more upset by Stella lying than what had happened to Dotty. He conferred with Phil, revealing to him for the first time that Dotty had been sent to the slave training center. He was reluctant to admit that Stella had somehow gotten her transferred down below to the private prison, hoping that Stella would get her back in time so he wouldn’t have to reveal what had happened to her. Phil was very concerned with what Donald told him and hung up convinced that Donald wasn’t as forthcoming as he had thought. It crossed his mind that Donald was losing control.

	Stella had gradually come to the same conclusion. For some reason Donald was not the decision maker that he once was. When he made up his mind on something he was as likely to change it again, sometimes two or three times. This was not the dominant male that Stella secretly wanted and Stella knew that if they were able to get Dotty out, she wouldn’t put up with it for five minutes. She set her goals, intending to complete them before Donald changed his mind or Dotty caught on to what was happening behind her back. If she could keep Dotty locked up it would diminish the risk to her schemes and plans.

	-0-

	Maude had exhausted her surprisingly substantial list of nasty names and cuss words. Repeating each one in her own private confessional while hanging from her wrists was to say the least an educational experience. Phil was actually running out of room on her criss-crossed hide to apply the cane or the whip, depending partly on Maude’s willingness to share her thoughts with her husband, and his mood at the time. After missing six consecutive confessions, his mood was - in a word - sour.

	The lengthy pause between confessions put additional pressure on Maude, as a week before, Phil had added a section called: “Did you forget something?” Simply put, forgetting something and then remembering it for the next session was good for five strokes of the cane. Phil found it to be a wonder drug for restoring memory. Comparing tapes of her confessions he found that Maude was remembering an average of five or six more forbidden words or acts with the extra incentive. Her increased concentration was quite noticeable. Her aversion to the increased number of cane strokes was also quite noticeable.

	-0-

	Stella steeled herself, getting ready to face Donald. She gritted her teeth and walked into his office. He raised his head and looked up at her, grim.

	“I talked with the guy at the Rehab Center.”

	“And?”

	“Bad news all the way around. Dotty really did try to escape after they put her in the prison. They found an unlocked shackle that she had opened somehow. With that on her record, they won’t even discuss moving her upstairs to the training center. I said something about stopping payment and he gave me the name of the Mexican whorehouse where they will send her, if the Arabs don’t want her, and we don’t pay up.”

	“Son of a bitch! This is all your fault! If you hadn’t been so damn intent on stealing her money, she wouldn’t be in this bind.”

	“Stealing? That isn’t your hand in the till? She’s your slave and I’m here at your request to train her, just that. If you’ll get off your high horse we can work this out.”

	“I just don’t know what to do...”

	“Shit! Make up your mind - me or her.”

	“Let me think about it.”

	A very exasperated Stella stalked out of Donald’s office without looking back. She went searching, for the 20th time, trying to find where Donald had hidden her orgasm ointment. Donald caught her a short time later and forced her into Dotty’s cage. Both realized the symbolism of the cage that had once been Dotty’s but neither commented.

	-0-

	“Hello, this is John.”

	“We found a judge.” The line went dead. John looked at the phone and grinned.

	-0-

	Dotty woke with a start and jerked upright, her chains rattling on the stone. She had forgotten the plastic egg deep in her pussy, placed there when they tied up her piercings. She could hardly forget it now, because it was vibrating at the highest setting. Her simmering arousal reached the edge in seconds, just as the vibrator turned off. For the next half hour she was treated to a random sampling of the egg’s entire range of settings. She sat upright, afraid to move if this was some sort of test. After suffering for several minutes she came to the conclusion that someone had found the remote control for the egg and was playing with it. She could only hang on and hope the person

	would tire of it. It was impossible to sleep and Dotty needed sleep to recuperate from a hard day on the stair stepper, with the almost certainty that she would be back on it in the morning. Her cellmate, out of reach, slept through it all.

	One of Dotty’s recurring worries was that sooner or later she was going to get raped. The incident in the upstairs holding cell was as fresh in her memory as if it had occurred the previous night. She had lost the protection of the chastity belt, but all of the male inmates at least were locked in cock cages and she guessed correctly that most, if not all of the male guards were similarly equipped. She still had her muzzle, which locked on her collar, but the guards were prone to forgetting or ignoring it when preparing her for a ride on the cart. Even if it was installed, she assumed incorrectly that the keys would be easy to obtain by a guard wanting a blow job or a pussy lick.

	Her thoughts on the topic had a direct bearing on her next adventure. Two guards walked into her cell and after glancing at her cellmate, came directly to her. One guard made her lie on the bench and spread her legs. He whipped out a big knife and cut the leather lacing between her legs at both ends. Roughly he jerked the lacing out of the grommets and dropped it on the floor. He pointed to the shower and made washing motions. Dotty nodded, certain she was about to be gang raped. She spread her labia for the first time in days and cleaned herself. She peeked at her slit, relieved to find that the swelling and redness was gone. She came out of the shower and knelt again in front of the guard. Dripping water, she accepted her transport restraints and blindfold and was taken out to the cart. Her cellmate took it all in but kept her head down to avoid eye contact with the guards.

	Dotty could tell that they were not taking the direct route to wherever it was they were going. There were too many turns and she was beginning to think they were lost when the cart finally stopped rolling. As the blindfold came off, she discovered she was on a stage with more than a dozen other female inmates. She sighed with relief as the absence of males - any males - made her breathe a lot easier. However, a glance at the audience, seated above the level of the stage, showed about five male guards for every female guard. The room was absolutely silent, without a peep from anyone.

	A scantily dressed female guard, armed with a whip, opened the show in pantomime. She arranged the nude girls in a row, heads placed in the classic 69 configuration. She mimed in no uncertain terms that speed was a must, threatening unspeakable punishments for the losers. When she got to Dotty, she took one look at her piercings and escorted her to center stage, making her show off the rows between her legs and those around her sphincter. Dotty took her exhibition in stride, long since used to always being naked. She was proud of her jewelry, so it gave her a chance to show off. Her nagging doubt wasn’t improved   though as she had hoped to remain in the background and not draw attention to herself.

	Moments later she was on her back looking up into the parted folds of a girl’s pussy. She barely had time to adjust when the whip cracked and the race started. Dotty felt her partner’s tongue but after the second swipe she knew she had an amateur. Raising her head she jammed her tongue into the girl’s clit and a dozen strokes later the girl had her orgasm. She was rolled off of Dotty and made to stand at the back of the stage.

	Half of the girls were eliminated. The hall was completely silent, except for the moans of the girls who were competing.

	For the second round, Dotty was on top of a very experienced lesbian, but Dotty was on a roll and broke through the girl’s self control and had her climaxing in short order. Dotty was aroused to the point of exploding but she had an inkling that the loser’s bracket might find themselves with rather demanding male company as their punishment. She wasn’t about to lose and find herself in that situation.

	The championship round was a classic. Dotty and another girl were the last two left. Both were panting with arousal and either might have climaxed if someone said “Boo” to them. Dotty sized up her competition and her own body and decided that a quick attack was the only way to ensure winning. Dotty was on top again and when the whip cracked, she drove her tongue hard against the other girl’s clit. Overwhelmed and not quite prepared, the girl screamed and dissolved into a multiple orgasm, leaving Dotty as the winner.

	There was no recognition of her feat and no prize. She was restrained and carted back to her cell. She had glanced back as she was leaving and saw the losers being herded off the back of the stage. She wondered what their punishment would be, coming back to a gang bang every time. The cart stopped at the clinic and the night nurse put in a new plastic egg and laced her up again and sealed the lace.

	On the last leg to her cell the egg started buzzing. Dotty made a face under her blindfold. Another night of someone playing games with the remote would be all she’d need. As it turned out the one short burst was all there was to it.

	She dreaded going back to the cell, still expecting some sort of sexual demand. At the least she was certain that they would leave her in the constricting transport restraints again. She was pleasantly surprised when they removed the steel bars and allowed her to stretch out full length. Her cellmate was already asleep, but the commotion woke her up and she watched with her eyes almost closed. Dotty was even more surprised when the two guards glanced around then walked out the door, locking it behind them. The other girl moved her body, hiding an “OK” sign from the cameras.

	The next day found Dotty back on the stair stepper. She was now spending three hours in the morning and three in the afternoon on the machine. Her quota of steps always was just out of reach, ensuring that she would have penalty strokes from the robot and then have to do the missed steps under the whip. They assigned her to the machine at least three days a week so that her back was constantly sore. The robot’s lashes weren’t particularly hard; it was the sheer numbers keeping her in pain.

	The next change in her schedule involved the treadmill. From the first, she was first sent to the stair stepper to wear her out, and then moved to the treadmill without a break. On both machines they began adding chains to her nipple shackles and one to the clit shackle. All three reacted to the slightest movement and the machines made sure she was constantly moving, punishing every pause with a jerk on one or all three of her shackles. She had barely learned to cope with them when they added a hook, looped over the bar across the inside of her nose.

	The guard delighted in tying her nose hook with a gossamer strand of low strength fish line, a continuing demonstration of the total control they had over her. When her stint on the stair stepper was finished, the guard would untie the line and force Dotty to heel her as she moved her to the next room, where the treadmill waited, using constant tension on the hook to guide her. What made it worse, the pull brought tears to Dotty’s eyes, preventing her from seeing and giving the guard an opportunity to jerk her around.

	Other than the plastic egg buried permanently in her pussy, Dotty was exempt from the usual regimen of butt plugs and dildos because of her sewed up piercings between her legs. Replacing her chastity belt with the tenuous protection of the leather lace did nothing for her peace of mind. The lace prevented any penetration or stimulation, but one snip and she would be open to the world. They could and did use it to punish her. She had to go to the clinic, where they would cut the lace. Then she was fitted with a pair of ben wah balls which were trapped inside her when she was laced up again. It had been a punishment for some minor infraction of the rules, but she suffered unrequited arousal for a week before they were removed.

	Her cellmate had made the mistake of masturbating, which of course was strictly prohibited, and impossible to hide from the infrared cameras even in the blackness of night. Nothing was said or done until after breakfast. The girl very foolishly thought that she had gotten away with it. That is, until two guards walked in with a framework which they allowed to fall to the floor with a crash. One guard made sure that Dotty was watching, despite her having no access to her clit.

	The other guard grabbed the girl and pulled her across the frame into position. A chain from her collar hooked to the crossbar above her head. A steel cross bar just under her hips provided a tie point for a strap that buried itself in her belly. From it two curved bars raised her hips well into the air. Loops of cord pulled her knees apart, tying them to the frame. More loops pulled her feet down, tying her ankles to the frame and opening her to the world. Dotty was positioned at the ends of her wall tethers, just a scant two feet from the by now frantic girl. The guard motioned to Dotty’s eyes, then pointed at the girl’s pussy, silently ordering her to watch.

	One guard opened the case he had brought in. Out came a massive dildo and an only slightly smaller butt plug. He held the butt plug to her mouth and made her lubricate it with her saliva. Brutally, he rammed it into her, eliciting a shriek of pain. By now she was wet, so the dildo went in with comparative ease, despite its size.

	The other guard went to the cell door and motioned to someone outside. There was a clatter of chains and a slave girl crawled into the cell, dragging loops of massive links behind her. She positioned herself between the girl’s sprawled legs and nodded. The guard reached down and turned on the two vibrators to their highest settings. His fingers were no more than out of the way when her tongue went to work.

	


Chapter 25: And the Walls Came Tumbling Down

	The girl cried out at the first contact from the slave’s tongue. Her clit was still tender and the combination of the two vibrators and the experienced tongue made an instant climax a foregone conclusion. Her body went rigid tugging at her restraints, a scream of pure pleasure emerging through gritted teeth.

	The guard decided that Dotty not only needed to watch, she also needed to be involved. As the girl recovered from her first quicky orgasm, Dotty was instructed to hold up one finger and she understood that she would have to keep count and raise another finger each time the girl climaxed. She felt silly at counting another girl’s orgasms, but her natural concern clicked in because she could see from the preparations that the girl was in for a lengthy and very painful session.

	Miss Talented Tongue was not there to be pampered. She hesitated at her work just long enough for the guard to use his whip to encourage her. With renewed incentive she buried her tongue, intent on triggering a non-stop series of orgasms. She had two powerful helpers in the form of the two vibrators, who took on the task of keeping the girl at a fever pitch and on the edge, the tongue becoming the driving force in pushing her over that edge.

	Dotty prayed silently that nobody would stumble across the remote for her egg. She was shivering with suppressed arousal anyway, and one burst of the egg would be enough to put her over the same edge as her cellmate.

	Dotty had five fingers in the air before the girl’s cries reflected the pain she was beginning to feel from the repeated climaxes. From that point on it became pure torture as each new release hurt more than the previous one. Her clit was a red ball, sensitive to the slightest breath of air. The inmate’s tongue never ceased lapping, each stroke like liquid fire across her pussy. The sixth finger went up. The seventh. Dotty could tell the girl was fading fast. She made it to 10 before she collapsed and fainted. The slave continued to lick like an automaton until she was pulled away.

	The guards sent the slave out the door. He looked at Dotty, who was expecting someone to come in and tend to the girl they left in the frame, but he shook his head and made a threatening gesture with his hand before disappearing, leaving Dotty helplessly gazing at her cellmate.

	At last she realized that she was still holding her fingers in the air and somewhat embarrassed, dropped them to her lap. She held her vigil until the girl awoke. She twisted in the frame, screamed and fainted again, perhaps from a vagrant draft. Dotty easily pictured the thousands of men who would excitedly watch the film of this punishment. More than one would get their rocks off listening to the girl’s haunting cries. She gulped when she realized that she would be in the film as well, playing Tally Girl. The mere thought kicked her arousal up another notch.

	Dotty broke a fingernail, trying to open the crimped lead seal on her locked up pussy. Whether it was watching her cell mate get pleasure-pain almost under her nose, or just a general feeling of despair, knowing that she was so totally at the whim of the guards, or knowing that she had absolutely no chance of rescue, she didn’t care. She began pushing the rules, searching in vain for a non-existent loophole, suddenly tiring of being Miss Goody Two Shoes.

	Retribution was swift. She was charged with another escape attempt, with a new wrinkle. Her ‘sponsor’ was assessed a $5,000 fine. She had the soles of both feet caned severely, and then she was sent to the treadmill while they decided her punishment.

	When they took her off, an hour later, she was limping on both feet, barely able to walk. She was returned to her cell and in a few moments, two guards came in. 'Always two guards,' she thought disgustedly, 'as if a chained up slave could take on even one.'

	Someone on the guard staff had a sense of humor, because they decided to give her exactly what her cellmate had gotten the day before. They hadn’t sorted out her reason for rebelling, but since it seemed to affect her, it was worth a try. The same frame was brought in. Dotty was lashed down in the same position and the leather strap was cut and removed. The same slave, same chains, was brought in and planted between her wide open thighs. They made her cellmate sit close to her and mark each climax with a finger.

	Either Dotty was made of sterner stuff, or her clit was untouched since the contest, but she not only kept the slave from making her come at once, she was able to spread the orgasms out so they didn’t overlap and build up pain. She reached 10 before the pain began to sap her strength. The tongue slave was getting a steady rain of blows and was off scale when it came to enthusiasm but Dotty slowed things down to a relatively comfortable speed, at the slave’s expense.

	She survived four more. The guard switched to the girl’s feet, his apparent intent to cripple her so she couldn’t walk. In desperation the girl hunched forward, sucked Dotty’s clit into her mouth and bit down. Dotty went through the roof, screaming loudly. The girl ground her teeth, rolling the clit between them. Dotty groaned into an orgasm and fainted.

	The guards left her in the frame and walked away. It would be hours before anyone came to release her and dose her with pain killers. She laid silent, somehow satisfied that she had experienced the same punishment as her cellmate, but convinced by the brutality that she would keep her rebellion to fantasies which would never see the light of day.

	With four escape attempts on her record, Dotty became a marked woman. They frequently sent three guards, rather than the usual two. The blindfold used on cart trips was discarded and she was fitted with a hard leather punishment helmet that, once locked, was not removed for days at a time. Dotty was used to finding her way in the pitch darkness of the cell, but she cordially hated the helmet because they always tightened it to the point where she felt as if her head was in a vise.

	After a couple of weeks the novelty wore off for the guards and they stopped leaving her in the helmet. Free of it, she was eating breakfast one morning when she happened to look up and saw an apparition in the cell doorway.

	-0-

	“Very impressive.” Phil had finished reading Maude’s list. “You are aware that the use of unladylike terms and expressions - even thinking them - is an offense against public decency?”

	He prodded her in the ribs, sending her body spinning, expecting an answer.

	“Yes! Yes, Master,” she hurried to answer. She had already been taken well beyond her limits by Phil’s favorite yellow leather single tail.

	He reversed the whip and pushed into her sore nipple, moving her body backward, straining, as she whimpered.

	“Only sluts and slaves use language like that. Which are you?”

	“Master, I am your slave, I am your slut. I am your slave-slut.”

	“All right, you are my slutty slave. What gives you the right, even the idea, of using language like that to, or about your Master?” His whip hand jerked, driving the handle deep, inverting her nipple into her tit flesh.

	“Master, have pity on your stupid slave.”

	“Slut, you evaded my question. That too earns you more pain."

	“Master, your slave had no rights. As a slave this slut is denied all rights. Please punish your slave in an appropriate manner.”

	Without a word he unhooked the spreader bar from the hoist, leaving it locked to her wrists. “Go get your box.”

	He watched her, secretly amused. With her hands far apart she could only use one to lift the box and keep it from tipping. She hurried back and knelt, barely balancing the box that had been her center of attention for so long.

	“Put the box on the floor.” Carefully she gently laid it down, afraid there was something breakable in it.

	He motioned and she held one wrist up to him so he could unlock the bar. She grasped the bar and presented the other wrist.

	“Open the box!”

	Now she was really frightened. As she fumbled she flashed back to some of the pain producing contents she had imagined during her endless time in the Hole. She got the lid off, set it to one side and brushed back the tissue paper. She stared, not quite sure what she was looking at.

	“Lift it out.” There was a hint of annoyance in his voice, triggering a shudder as her fingers felt for a hold. She held it up, unfolding as it hung. She shuddered again, now very afraid, knowing exactly what she was devouring with her eyes.

	Phil chuckled. “Slave doesn’t look very pleased with her new toy.”

	He got up and held the garment up, while his reluctant slave pushed her arms into the sleeves. He closed the straps on the back, drawing her arms around her until she was hugging herself. Maude realized at once that she had overlooked one important item. She was being strapped into a straitjacket, but it was neither canvas nor leather, except for a few fittings and the straps. The main part of the jacket was made of matted fibers that made horsehair look like polished glass. It itched on contact and the more pressure the more it itched.

	-0-

	Stella showed up for work, expecting to get her ass chewed and for once she was right. Dale made her come in his office and shut the door before he read the riot act to her. He threatened to fire her on the spot, but she managed to sweet talk her way out of the fix, promising to be there on a regular basis, blaming Donald for keeping her so busy she couldn’t come. Knowing that Donald had hired her to train Dotty, Dale finally asked,

	“How is Dotty doing?”

	“She’s fine.” She tried to sidle around the question.

	“Why hasn’t she been in?”

	“Um, I’ve been doing her at home.”

	Dale knew this was a lie. “Well, I heard on the grapevine that Donald had sent her to the slave training center.”

	“Um, that’s right.”

	Dale pondered over whether to confront her lying, but decided not to. He knew John was investigating and he didn’t want to inadvertently make the job more complicated. If Stella was hiding something about Dotty, she might do something unpredictable if he pressed her.

	He changed the subject, warned her once more and sent her out to work. He closed his office door again and called John.

	“Stella came in and she is lying about Dotty, I’m sure she’s covering something up. She said that Dotty was in the slave training center but it didn’t come out right. She’s hiding something.”

	On a hunch he dialed Donald. “Where’s Dotty?”

	Do you lie to a best friend?

	“She’s in the prison underneath the training center. Stella told them she had tried to escape twice, so they wouldn’t accept her upstairs.”

	John blew up. “She’s your wife, your slave, you idiot! Why are you letting Stella call the shots?”

	Donald was nearly whining. “She said it would be best for us with Dotty out of the way for awhile. She never said she was going to get her committed permanently. All the paperwork is here.”

	“I hope you realize that she’s in mortal danger right now. This sounds like a pretty stupid stunt to me."

	“I’m sorry. I thought it was best to let Stella handle it."

	John hung up in disgust. He stared at the phone for several minutes, turning things over in his mind. He decided that somehow Stella was turning Donald into a wimp.

	A car pulled into the driveway. John had no idea who it was. The driver got out and walked briskly to the front door. He appeared to be young, trim and clean cut. The door bell rang as he reached the door.

	The man flashed a badge. “The Colonel is waiting in the car.”

	John shut a light off, picked up his keys and locked the door. The driver was waiting, with the car door open for him. He slid in, greeted and shook hands with Colonel Black.

	“I didn’t expect a ringside seat.”

	“You have a vested interest in this case, with your friend’s wife involved.”

	As they drove, John described the phone call from Dale and his conversation with Donald. The Colonel shook his head. “Your friend is in way over his head. We need to talk to Stella before this is all over with.”

	“You said you found a judge.”

	“Yes, and got into my own can of worms. Seems there’s an undercover investigation of both judges for this district. There are hints that they have some connection to the rehab center. I found a judge with an impeccable record two districts over and he will cooperate all the way."

	“Did you get the Feds involved?”

	“Yes, and thanks to your information, we got the FBI, the ATF boys, AND the IRS!"

	“You don’t mean the Internal Revenue Service?”

	“I do, and they are the key players, just like they took down Al Capone - for tax evasion. That outfit hasn’t paid a cent in taxes for better than 20 years. The IRS slapped a lien on the property for $50 million and they missed the deadline by five minutes for the last three million. That opened the doors and the guys with guns are swarming through the place right now. They’ve already arrested the manager and his staff and a whole slew of the guards. The last word I had was that they hadn’t been able to get the elevator running that is the only access to the prison."

	By the time they pulled up in front of the rehab center, there was a flotilla of cars, truck and vans already parked there. Men in riot gear carrying assault rifles guarded every exit from the building. A steady stream of guards and other employees were lined up and processed on the spot, most headed for the nearby State Prison.

	A patrolman came rapidly up to the car. In his hands were some papers discovered in the main office, implicating the two judges. The Colonel radioed a car at the courthouse. “Pick them up.”

	The elevator was much more of a problem. Two of the officers went up and down the line, asking for the guard that controlled the elevator. Nobody stepped up, but a man standing at the rear pointed to a man in front of him. The officer confronted the man, who at first denied having anything to do with it, but he finally broke down and admitted he was the operator. An officer escorted him to the main entrance and rushed him to the elevator.

	“Look, you cooperate and we’ll get you off with a light sentence.”

	The man nodded, reached in his pocket and pulled out the missing key for the control room.

	By this time there were at least 20 agents crowded around. When the elevator door opened they cheered and piled on board. The door closed and the indicator showed it was going down. It reached the bottom and a few seconds later a radio crackled.

	“Secured.”

	The elevator was already on the way back up.

	When it reached the top and the door opened, there were five inmates lying on the floor, still naked and chained.

	“Get the medics in here!”

	Several of the agents, with basic medical training, checked the five women. Other than being scared out of their wits by the armed men they appeared to be in good shape.

	“Find some clothes, or at least blankets. Lots of them, because there are lots of prisoners down there.”

	One of the agents had spotted a janitor, calmly working in the midst of the chaos. He hailed the man, asking if there were storage rooms for clothes and blankets. He immediately led them to just what they were looking for.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 26 : Rescue

	 

	Dotty stared at the man in the doorway, refusing to believe her eyes. She closed them, opened them, blinked rapidly but the apparition remained firmly in sight. Tall, blond, handsome - the ideal rescuer for a damsel in distress. He was dressed in a black coverall with a dark blue bullet proof vest over it and was carrying an assault rifle. He glanced back over his shoulder then almost ran across the cell to her. Dotty instinctively leaned back, still unsure.

	 

	But, when he flipped open the case and displayed his IRS Agent badge, she let go of the air she was holding in her lungs in a loud sigh. She sobbed, deep, aware that she was being rescued. She heard a sound and glanced at her cell mate who was staring wide eyed at the man.

	 

	“Are you Dotty Stanslow?”

	 

	Unable to speak through her emotions, she nodded emphatically. The man pulled his radio from his belt. “Target A, recovered.”

	 

	“Get her up here, top priority.”

	 

	“Yes, Sir.”

	 

	He glanced at her chains, debating speed over comfort. “Are there keys?”

	 

	She pointed, croaking, “Hanging by the door.”

	 

	He was back in an instant and the cuffs and collar fell to the floor with a clang.

	 

	“Clothes?”

	 

	“Fuck the clothes. I’ve been naked for months. Just get me out of here!”

	 

	The agent couldn’t avoid eyeing her body as he unlocked her cuffs. Dotty would hold her own in almost any beauty contest. He shook his head when he saw the traces of old and new caning and whipping on her back. He glanced at the other girl and from what he could see she was marked up even worse. On an impulse he turned to her and released her as well. The two women jumped into each other’s arms and began crying together.

	 

	“Come on girls, they want you upstairs right away.”

	 

	They separated, got to their feet and then both reached and clasped hands as they followed the agent out the door, the first time they had been out of the cell without restraints and a blindfold. Like tourists they looked all around, seeing doors and halls for the first time.

	 

	When they got to the elevator, there were girls coming from several directions. Three agents were unlocking cuffs and already had an imposing pile at their feet. The agent walked them straight to the door. “Target A, top priority.”

	 

	“You are Dotty Stanslow?”

	 

	“Yes, sir!”

	 

	He glanced at the other girl, ready to make her wait her turn, but when he saw how they were clinging together he waved them both aboard without comment. The elevator filled rapidly. The door closed and the elevator rose. The two cellmates looked hard at each other and squeezed hands. The nearby prisoners who heard the exchange stared at the two, openly wondering what was so important about them.

	 

	John, on pins and needles, waiting, followed the radio traffic. He had been told that Dotty was “Target A,” so he was able to follow her rescue as she was brought up, handed some clothes and taken to him. She refused to let go of her cellmate and pulled her right along with her. The two were escorted by two agents right to the Colonel’s unmarked car. Dotty and the other girl were both clutching clothes, but neither made a move to put them on, brainwashed by months of nudity. John jumped out and swept Dotty into a bear hug. He whispered in her ear, “You’re safe.” She sobbed her relief into his shoulder. He grasped her shoulders and pushed her back, very obviously ogling her from head to foot. For the first time in months she felt a tingle of shame at being naked in public.

	 

	“Girl, let’s get you into some clothes before the TV crews record you for posterity.”

	 

	Meekly, she handed the bundle of clothing she had been clutchng to John, who shook the pile open and found a tube top that covered her upper half. A pair of slacks fit snugly over her hips. Other than her shackled nipples trying to bore holes in the top she was dressed, but still barefoot.

	 

	Dotty hugged her cellmate again. “What’s your name, honey?”

	 

	“Raylene.”

	 

	John looked puzzled, “You mean...”

	 

	“Everybody down there, even the guards, were forbidden to speak. We’ve been cellmates for months but never had a chance to exchange names. I was severely punished for saying the one word, ‘doctor,’ when I got an infection.”

	 

	“Before we go any farther we need to get you two registered. They are compiling a list of the prisoners as well as the guards and they will be interviewing you at some point. They already have caught several of the guards who stripped off their clothing and locked themselves in a cell, pretending to be prisoners. It will go a lot harder for them than the ones that are cooperating with us. They’re easy to spot because they don’t have any whip marks on their backs.”

	 

	“John, there’s a doctor and a nurse that took care of me, They did my piercings without hurting me and they took care of me when I got an infection from the Spanish Strap. I want to put in a good word for them.”

	 

	“We’ll keep it in mind. I doubt that we could prosecute them, but at the least they’ll be out of work and the State Medical Board may impose sanctions on them."

	 

	John innocently asked, “What did they do for piercings?”

	 

	Dotty reflexively started to shove her slacks down, catching herself and blushing for the first time in ages.

	 

	“Umm, they put a bar across inside my nose, put miniature shackles on my nipples and clit, and rows of grommets down my... pussy lips.” She added, “Don’t blame them for that. I asked for them.”

	 

	One of the agents stepped forward and curiously examined the two balls that held the bar in place. Gently he tilted her head back until he could see up both nostrils and see the bar. Without comment he stepped back but it was obvious that he couldn’t believe that someone would allow that to be done willingly.

	 

	Once again “Target A” was bucked to the head of the line, pulling Raylene with her in a death clutch. The two girls were identified and put on the list. Raylene admitted that she didn’t have an address, and was listed as a transient. When they finished registering, Dotty pulled Raylene to one side.

	 

	“You don’t have a place to go?”

	 

	The girl sobbed and shook her head. “Then, you come with me.”

	 

	The girl looked at her through her tears and nodded.

	 

	Dotty was frankly puzzled. She was aware that putting someone in the prison cost an arm and a leg. She would have to take that up later with her and find out what was going on.

	 

	When they came back to the car, a TV crew was waiting. They had John already standing there and the two girls were immediately pushed up close to him. A reporter stepped in and the cameras started rolling as the first questioned John on his role in exposing the prison. Then they switched to the two girls, asking about their experiences in the underground cells. A second TV crew appeared, and then another and it was more than an hour before the last national crew was finished with them.

	 

	The Colonel called them into the car and they drove away, the first chance the girls had to relax.

	 

	“I assume Dotty that you want to go home?”

	 

	Dotty looked at John. His reaction to what she was about to say would shape their future.

	 

	“No. If you don’t mind, I’d rather go to John’s house. I’m so pissed off that if I go home I might kill somebody for what I’ve had to go through.”

	 

	She locked her eyes on John. To her vast relief, he nodded emphatically.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Stella was pacing the floor. The TV channels were all broadcasting the raid on the underground prison. Dozens of prisoners were being brought up from the depths, some seeing daylight for the first time in years. With each new load, Stella would stop pacing long enough to examine each face, looking for Dotty. She didn’t know that Dotty had been one of the first out, while she was still driving to the house from work, listening to the bulletins on the car radio.

	 

	She wanted to find the papers that Dotty had signed, the slimmest of evidence in her favor, but at the moment the only thing she had to go on. Donald had locked the papers away after confronting her, and she had no idea where they were hidden. Donald had closeted himself in his office after the first bulletin so she had no idea how he was reacting, or what he was doing.

	 

	She debated how to handle Dotty when she came home. She decided she couldn’t force her back in her cage or lock her in chains, because with all the attention the raid was getting, there were sure to be reporters wanting to ask Dotty questions.

	 

	She finally saw Dotty being interviewed, She watched intently and then switched channels, coming into the middle of another interview with her. Stella was beside herself. Dotty’s instant fame would mean she would have to tread very softly. Oddly, it never crossed her mind that Dotty would be gunning for her the first chance she had. She continued to make the mistake of thinking of her and treating her as a mindless slave.

	 

	Totally without a plan, Stella virtually admitted defeat as she sat and waited for Dotty. It was almost midnight when she gave up waiting. She went to bed, noting the light still coming under the office door.

	 

	Donald was waiting for Stella to knock. He was hoping that by now she had a plan to get them out of the jam they were in. Charges of kidnapping and false imprisonment would put both of them behind bars for the rest of their lives.

	 

	When she didn’t knock he gave up. He sat down at the computer and wrote out a confession, detailing what he had done and what Stella had done. He put his electronic signature on it and left it on the machine. Then he pulled open a drawer, got out a pistol and stuck it in his mouth and pulled the trigger.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The car pulled up at John’s house and the three got out, all of them thanking the Colonel for their fine treatment.

	 

	“Get some sleep. The reporters will no doubt be camped on your lawn by morning.”

	 

	John hugged both girls and guided them into the house. He showed them to a bedroom with a big queen size bed, expecting that they would want to continue to be close together. Dotty looked at the bed and then rather oddly at John, as if she expected something different, but she didn’t say anything, so John let it pass.

	 

	They gathered in the living room where John supplied drinks and all three took deep breaths and relaxed. Dotty asked, “What’s the date?”

	 

	John looked over his shoulder at a calendar. “July 6.”

	 

	Dotty grinned at him. “Five months to the day from when I was kneeling before you in chains, giving you a blow job.”

	 

	Raylene stared at her, open-mouthed. The smile on John’s face confirmed his vivid memory of the incident.

	 

	Dotty turned to Raylene, “You see, I had an affair with John. I was trying to get Donald - my husband - interested in bondage. My mother suggested the affair would be enough to get him into the habit of punishing me. It backfired because my father and Donald made slaves out of mother and me. The story gets complicated from that point, but in order to humiliate me, they brought me face to face with John and made me - as a slave - give him another blow job. It was intended to show me that my slavery was more important than my marriage."

	 

	“They?” Raylene spoke hesitantly, not sure if she should stay out of the conversation, but her interest was piqued.

	 

	“I hope you are ready for this. They - my husband, and Stella, my hair stylist - decided if I was going to be his - or their - slave, I needed slave training. Stella had two slaves that came from her sister, so she convinced Donald that she was the best available slave trainer. This repeat was her idea.”

	 

	She took a sip of her drink, savoring it after five months of tepid water.

	 

	“Stella found out I have a substantial trust fund and decided to get her claws into it by seducing Donald. She convinced him that I should be sent to the slave training school and the rest as they say is history.”

	 

	John added, “There’s another chapter you aren’t aware of. Stella told them when they were admitting you that you had tried twice to escape...”

	 

	“What! Why that bitch!”

	 

	“There’s more. They found an open shackle in the holding cell, called that an escape attempt and then you tried to open the lead seal on your pussy lacing and that made four.”

	 

	“No wonder they were keeping such a close eye on me. Always an extra guard, lately two extra. Always double chains and locks. That explains all the excitement when they found the cuff open, but it doesn’t explain why I never heard a word about it. Three of the guards tried to rape me in that holding cell. One of them was on top of me with an inch of his prick into me when they were discovered.”

	 

	“If you want, I’ll see what I can find out.”

	 

	Thanks, John, but I don’t care to go back through that again. I’m sure they’ll come across some records in the manager’s office.”

	 

	Mutually they decided to go to bed early. Dotty looked longingly at John, but he avoided her glance. When Raylene and Dotty were in the bedroom they shut the door, looked at each other and quickly stripped to their skin. They shared the bathroom, showered together, used the toothbrushes and climbed into bed. Dotty looked up at the ceiling, just visible in the glow of the night light. “Five months,” she breathed. The soft bed was uncomfortable to a body used to a stone floor. Both girls twisted and rolled, trying to get comfortable.

	 

	Exasperated, she crawled out of bed and started searching the dressers. She came up with two pairs of hand cuffs. She knelt on one knee and pulled Raylene to her. Grasping her wrists she cuffed them behind her back. As she went back around to her side of the bed she acted on a hunch and felt under the corner of the mattress. Her fingers met steel and moments later, Raylene’s leg was shackled to the corner post. She pulled out the shackle at the other corner, crawled into bed, locked the cuff, and then locked her hands behind her. The tight cuffs gave both girls just enough of a buzz to sleep soundly for the rest of the night.

	 

	Dotty woke with her bladder demanding attention. She ignored it, but finally had to exert her training to ignore it. She wasn’t going anywhere until John released her. She wondered if he slept late every morning.

	 

	Bearing down was exhausting her when John knocked on the door and walked in. He took in the two girls in their restraints and shook his head. They had kicked the sheet off and were lying bare. Dotty cocked one eye.

	 

	“I should leave you here. Five months in prison and you can’t go one night without locking yourself up. Or did Raylene do it?”

	 

	Dotty had the decency to blush. “I did it,” she said. “But, if you’re going to leave us here, I’d better empty my bladder or you’ll have to change the bed in about five minutes. “Me too,” came a sleepy voice from the other side of the bed. Dotty, forgetting her tether, tried to swing her legs out of the bed. “I asked first,” she pointed out as she offered her foot to John for release. He ran his gaze up her bare leg as he twisted the key. He could swear her pussy winked at him.

	 

	She held her hands out well away from her rump expecting him to release her wrists. Instead she got a very firm pat on the ass and “Later,” as her only explanation. Raylene watched with really mixed emotions. She wasn’t quite sure if he was joking about leaving them or not. She obediently lifted her leg, watched him remove the cuff and run his eyes the whole length of the leg, but without getting the wink. She slid out of bed and stood with her arms out behind her, following Dotty’s lead. She got the “Later,” but only a gentlemanly pat on the rump.

	 

	Both returned to the bedroom, so accustomed to taking orders that they didn’t know where else to go. They heard his voice echoing through the house. “Breakfast is ready.” Too late they realized at the same time that neither had dressed. Dotty wondered as they gingerly followed their noses to the kitchen whether John had a dress code for breakfast. Would “Old habits are hard to break” be enough of an excuse?

	 

	He made no comment beyond a deliberately salacious leer that took in both of them. He spun Raylene around and removed her cuffs, then did the same for Dotty.

	 

	-0-

	 

	


Chapter 27: A New Day

	 

	“Sit down.”

	 

	The two girls looked at each other and carefully slid into two of the chairs. John busied himself in the kitchen for several moments before placing plates heaped with food the girls had only dreamed about. Two fresh eggs showed their sunny faces on each plate. They waited until he brought his own plate and sat down, then they dived in, starved. He enjoyed watching them eat and the three made small talk in between bites.

	 

	John was about to ask them about their experiences, when the phone rang. John answered and stood looking at Dotty. He made a face, expressing pain, then motioned Dotty to the phone. As she came to him he held out his arms and hugged her tight, sending an unspoken message of love.

	 

	It was Dotty’s father. He told her that Donald had been found dead in his office, his pistol still in his hand. She gasped and burst into tears. John grabbed for a box of tissues and handed her a wad that she used to wipe her eyes. Then she blew her nose as Phil continued to talk. Stella had found him but when she called the police she missed the confession on his computer, something she would certainly have erased if she had found it.

	 

	Dotty listened closely, then snapped an order. “Stella is to leave the house immediately and is not to be let back in until I give her permission. There are vital papers pertaining to what she did to me that she would destroy if she had the chance. Can I depend on you to handle that?”

	 

	“Of course. I will stay at the house and with your permission I’ll start looking for his papers, and I’ll sleep there until I can get the locks changed.”

	 

	“Go ahead. Please just make sure she doesn’t destroy anything.”

	 

	“Are you coming by today?”

	 

	“I don’t know. I hadn’t thought about it. John is helping me recuperate. I’ll let you know.”

	 

	“I’m sorry I had to call with such bad news. We all love you and we’re glad you’re safe and we’re rooting for you. Bye”

	 

	John hung up the phone for her and hugged her close, letting her cry it out on his shoulder.

	 

	When the sobs turned to sniffles he leaned her back so she could see his face.

	 

	“Dotty, you are welcome to stay here as long as you want. I know what going back to that house is going to do to you, so I think you should wait at least a couple of days.”

	 

	She nodded, blew her nose and returned pretty much to normal. Raylene reached across and held her hand. Dotty made a weak smile of gratitude.

	 

	John tried to make his question seem mild, but it came out as anything but. “Do you think your father can handle it?”

	 

	Dotty read the message, rather than the voice. She nodded.

	“Dad is the straightest arrow in the quiver. He’ll protect my interests at all costs.”

	 

	“What did he think about you being punished by becoming a slave?”

	 

	“He was all for it, because he felt that I had crossed the line by having an affair with you. I don’t know what Donald told you, but Dad punished Mother the same way. She’s been a slave ever since, and from the looks of it, she’ll die a slave. He hasn’t let up on her and if anything is becoming stricter and stricter with her. She’s not allowed to have any contact with me for a year. With Donald dead I don’t know if it will work out, but I know that Dad will never let up on her until she proves she’s learned her lesson. The big sticking point is that she advised me to have an affair to get Donald interested in bondage. I did, and look what it has cost us. And it’s all my fault.”

	 

	She burst into tears again, blubbering about being responsible for Donald’s death and repeating her guilt.

	 

	Raylene and John took her into living room and sat down with her between them. John grabbed the tissues and then let her cry it out. Both put their arms around her.

	 

	“If I was going to blame anyone, it would be Stella. She really has fucked you over.”

	 

	Dotty nodded. “She’s to blame, but it’s still my fault.” More tears.

	 

	“Say, have you looked into being a lawyer? They’re the only ones that think like that.”

	 

	Dotty managed a weak smile.

	 

	“Look, lie low for a couple of days. You’ve had a harrowing experience through no fault of your own. Rest up, recuperate here, then tackle the house with a clear head.”

	 

	“But, there are funeral plans that need to be made.”

	 

	“Your dad is right there, and I’m sure he’s been to a few funerals, so stop worrying, and stop trying to work around me. I happen to know where there’s a room that’s stocked with chains and cuffs and shackles and all the good things that go with them. If you don’t stop this fuss you will find yourself in durance vile and you certainly won’t be able to ramble over to your house.”

	 

	“That’s another thing. I want my car back from that bitch.”

	 

	“We’ll get right on it.”

	 

	She felt a delightful surge when he mentioned restraining her. She looked at Raylene and the poor girl was just about over the top, listening to her host calmly warn that a new prison awaited Dotty. Since she had long since been infected with the bondage virus she was rapidly turning ideas over in her mind to get John to make room for her as well in his dungeon. She was listening with rapt attention to the interchange between the two, trying to put together the bits and pieces she was learning. That Dotty had been a slave for some time didn’t surprise her. True to the adage, “It takes one to know one,” Raylene already had Dotty pegged as a fellow submissive.

	 

	For Dotty this was a critical time in more ways than one. As Donald’s slave, she in effect became a free agent upon his death. Any Master could place a claim on her but her right of refusal was essentially a myth. If a Master chose her, she was his, and any disagreement on the point would invariably lead to continuing punishment until she saw the light. Her chief concern was that Stella could exert the same right over her. At this point that would be worse than the prison.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Stella looked in her rearview mirror and cursed. A police car was right on her tail. She put on her turn signal and pulled to the curb. A cop got out and walked up beside her window.

	 

	“License and Registration please.”

	 

	The officer walked back to his cruiser. Stella tapped her foot in increasing disgust. She was hurrying back from lunch, with a good customer due at one. It was all ready 10 of. By 10 after Stella was ready to chew nails. She was just reaching for the door handle when he reappeared at her side.

	 

	“You are being stopped for running a stop sign. However, there is some problem with your registration. Are you sure you gave me the right one?”

	 

	Stella wanted to snap his head off, but she kept her voice level. “Sir, that’s the only registration I have.”

	 

	“I’m afraid you’re going to have to come to headquarters with me while we get this straightened out.”

	 

	“But I HAD an appointment at one,” she snapped.

	 

	“I’m sorry, but we can’t let you drive with this registration. Please follow me to headquarters.” Without waiting for her response he walked back to his cruiser, pulled out and then slowed to make sure Stella was following him.

	 

	Stella lost her case, when she stomped into the building and headed straight for the desk sergeant. She made the mistake of raising her voice, which ultimately would keep her sitting on a hard wooden bench for an extra hour while they ‘traced’ her registration. She had left her cell phone on the charger, so she was forced to use a payphone to call the salon and cancel her appointments. The desk sergeant had difficulty suppressing a grin as she ranted to Dale.

	 

	It was almost five when a clerk appeared with some papers. The desk sergeant gave no indication they affected Stella, but he read every word, even the fine print. At last he looked at Stella and crooked his finger to call her over.

	 

	“We are impounding your vehicle until we can find the paperwork. You are apparently not the registered owner from what I have so far, so you will need to get a taxi. Get anything you need out of it before they tow it.”

	 

	Stella lost her cool. She yelled at the Sergeant, who listened silently. Then he quietly said, “I have a form here, charging you with disorderly conduct. This late in the day we’ll have to hold you overnight to appear in court in the morning. One more word out of you and I will execute this form.”

	 

	Stella was smart enough to close her mouth and stalk out of the door. A uniformed officer followed her and made a list of the items she removed from the car. She had to sign it, before he turned and went back inside. Nobody had offered to call a cab, so she had to come back inside and call on the payphone. When she was safely gone, the desk sergeant called John and gleefully related the events that he had triggered.

	 

	Stella’s troubles were by no means over. She told the cab driver Donald’s address. She had left for work before Dotty called. When they pulled into the drive, Phil came out. “You will have to find some other place to stay. You are banned from the house.”

	 

	“But, but, but! My clothes, my jewelry.”

	 

	“Send one of your slaves over. They are back in your house, in case you were looking for them.”

	 

	He watched as the taxi headed back to town, a smug smile on his face. He never had liked Stella.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Raylene and Dotty loafed, napped and loafed some more. Dotty lapsed into a semi-nightmare that quickly woke her up. Raylene was sound asleep. Lethargy overcame Dotty and she slept again, this time a pleasant dream. Dotty had decided that until she absolutely had to put clothes on again, she was going to remain nude. It fit into her plan to convince John that he should become her Master. She didn’t share that plan with Raylene but the girl took her cue from Dotty and left her clothing off as well.

	 

	John was obviously confused by suddenly having two nude women in his house. He would be the last to complain, but he wondered to himself just what they had done to the girls in that prison. Both were the right size and weight, saucy hips, big tits, but not too big and he would bet that they could easily hold their own in bed. He knew that Dotty was good on cocks and he suspected that Raylene was equally as talented. Just thinking about them wandering the house nude started his groin stirring. Thinking about them in relation to a bed guaranteed a bulge in his shorts.

	 

	Dotty was pleased. Nudity was having the desired effect on John. All she needed now was the right opportunity to get John to commit. It all came about as if it had been planned.

	 

	They ordered in pizza. Dotty happened to be closest to the door when the delivery arrived, but John refused to let her open the door. He tipped the man and shut the door. By this time both Dotty and Raylene were standing just out of sight. John laid the boxes down and walked over to them.

	 

	“It’s nice to have such beautiful scenery, but I refuse to share it with the neighbors or delivery men. Until you go back to wearing clothes you stay out of sight.”

	 

	Dotty was pleasantly surprised at his forceful reaction. She almost went into slave mode to acknowledge the order, but she nodded instead. Raylene took her cue and nodded as well.

	 

	They ate, drank and relaxed, watching the local TV coverage of the aftermath of the raid on the prison. John perked up when they had a segment on the two judges who had been arrested. According to the reporter they had been caught in the act of granting immunity to several of the officials of the company operating the facility. Now they faced a string of felony charges that would put them on the wrong side of the bars.

	 

	It was Dotty’s turn to follow the next segment. They had several shots of the ‘turtle’ that she had seen. John had picked up the rumor about it, but here was proof. The woman who had been locked in the frame for so long was identified as the wife of the Police Commissioner. There were several shots of him being cuffed and taken to jail. The woman had been hospitalized for shock and was unavailable for comment.

	 

	The reporters had been taken on a tour of the prison. They examined a typical cell, just like the one that Dotty and Raylene had occupied. There was a shot of the abandoned restraints that had been removed from the prisoners before they were put in the elevator for the trip to the surface. The stair stepper, the treadmill and other equipment were displayed. Dotty was surprised to learn that the equipment was hooked to a generator, so the inmates had been supplying some of the prison’s electrical needs.

	 

	John yawned and announced that it was bedtime. When the girls came out of the bathroom they went past their room, headed for John’s room. When he came out of the shower he found two nude bodies like bookmarks on the edges of his bed. Both of course had their hands cuffed behind them and a shackle locked on their ankles. He stopped in the doorway and gazed silently at the tableau before him. Dotty raised her head and looked down her naked body, intent on drawing his eyes, but he was miles ahead of her.

	 

	“I was lonely.”

	 

	“Me too,” Raylene chimed in.

	 

	“Why do I get the impression that you two exhibitionists want to be slaves as well?”

	 

	Dotty laughed. “Mainly because it’s true. We would both accept you as our Master.”

	 

	Dotty hadn’t bothered to ask Raylene, but she was certain that she would go along with anything Dotty proposed. She figured that if she wanted to be a slave, Raylene would too.

	 

	“Just like that, I’m the Master of two horny slaves. And just how did I get in this pickle?”

	 

	Dotty was suddenly serious. “I’m guessing that you did a lot of research and got pretty deep into bondage before you realized that you were hooked. That and some educational videos of slaves and their owners pretty much convinced you.”

	 

	John half nodded, “I’ll have to add ‘mind reader’ to your resume. What happens if I agree to this?”

	 

	“For starters, you get mobbed by two ‘really’ horny slaves ready to obey your each and every command.”

	 

	“There are two of you, and only one of me.” He pointedly looked down at his stiff cock.

	 

	“We’ll take turns.”

	 

	Much later, John, now known as ‘exhausted John,’ lay on his back with a slave girl cuddled in each arm. His hands were positioned where he could finger a nipple, keeping them at stiff attention.

	 

	Still in the afterglow, John had one loose end he was concerned about. He pinched, to get Dotty’s attention. She turned her head and looked straight into his eyes.

	 

	“How come, with you being a widow for less than 24 hours, you are determined to be a slave, my slave, and wind up in my bed?”

	 

	Raylene was dozing. John pinched her nipple as well, feeling she should be in on the conversation, since it directly affected her.

	 

	“I know this sounds like any port in a storm, but there are several reasons why I offered myself to you. First, I had a lot of time to think in that prison. I thought everything out, considered every aspect and decided that the day after I got loose, IF I got loose, that I would divorce Donald and put both him and Stella behind bars. Thanks to them, I lost five months of my life, got tortured, raped and beaten. That plus the months that I spent being punished by Donald and Stella before they put me away.”

	 

	“My immediate concern is Stella, because she could claim me as her slave and I’d be helpless to do anything about it. As your slave, that’s not a worry, unless you decide to sell me to her. Even if you did, I wouldn’t have any choice in the matter.”

	 

	“Lastly, more importantly, I’m in love. Not the usual love, but my love of your power. You exude power from every pore. You issue an order and I will obey, no matter what the cost. Call me a power freak or whatever, but make me your slave.”

	 

	“Me too,” came from the other side, preceding a groan that indicated Raylene was in the throes of another climax.

	 

	Dotty turned more toward him and snuggled into his arm. “Now I’ve got a question. What’s with every bed in the place set up with chains and cuffs? Is there a dungeon here to go with all that hardware or are you expecting a consignment of Sabine women?”

	 

	“There is, but it’s only open by appointment. As to why, I had a hunch you would come out of there with a continuing thirst for slavery and bondage. This has all been done in the past couple of days, after I found out they were going to raid the place.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	


Chapter 28: Retribution

	 

	The burglar alarm went off at 2:30 in the morning. Phil grabbed his pistol and headed for Donald’s office. He was just in time to see a nude figure climbing out the window. He made a quick sweep of the house without finding anyone else. His call to the police got a quick response.

	 

	He told the investigating officer, “It was a nude woman. I caught a glimpse of her going out the window. I suspect that it was a slave owned by Stella Johnson. She has two that she keeps bare at all times. I checked the house and can’t find any sign of the other one. She was trying to pry open a filing cabinet to steal some papers.”

	 

	The cop shook his head in disbelief. “A slave? They’re going to laugh me out of the building if I report that.”

	 

	“Then just report it as a ‘nude woman.’ It’s true and it will attract a lot of attention.”

	 

	“Isn’t this where they found a suicide this morning?”

	 

	“Yes, my son-in-law. Stella was working for him. His wife was one of the captives released from that underground prison, yesterday.”

	 

	“Is there a connection here?”

	 

	“Definitely. Stella and my daughter's husband conspired to put my daughter in that prison. He had documents proving her part in the plot that she is trying to get back. One of your detectives is already working the case.”

	 

	“Great. I’ll pass this information along to him.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	John turned his head toward Raylene, who was looking adoringly at him, enjoying the remnants of her climax.

	 

	“Are you Okay with this so far?” She nodded, vigorously, if a bit languorously, He turned back to Dotty.

	 

	“After they made you give me a blow job, I questioned Stella’s motives. I suspected they were planning something, but by the time I found out about it, you were already in a cell.”

	 

	“I’ve had a lot of time to think, as well. I couldn’t picture you going back to Donald after this, so I did some speculating as to how you would react to my assuming control over your life, making you my slave. You beat me to the punch by about five minutes, because I was all ready to ‘pop the question.’ Things got complicated when you showed up with ‘me too’ in tow, but that seems to be working itself out, as she’s just as much of a submissive as you are.”

	 

	Dotty laughed. “I must say ‘this is so sudden’ fits to a T here. Thank heavens we all want the same thing.”

	 

	John turned to Raylene again, noting the glitter in her eyes. “Now, how do you fit into this picture? Are you just along for the ride, or do you have some ulterior motive?”

	 

	“Master, I need a firm hand to direct my life. You come highly recommended. If Dotty is happy with you, then I am too.”

	 

	John teased, “Ah! It walks, it can talk...”

	 

	“And, it can fuck like a bunny,” she interjected.

	 

	“Umn, you’ve already proven that. They listed you as a ‘transient’ when they were identifying the prisoners. Care to explain?”

	 

	Raylene deliberately shoved her nipple into his fingers, obviously enjoying his manipulations.

	 

	“My story isn’t that much different than Dotty’s. I own a small company about a hundred miles from here. One of my board members decided he wanted control of the company. I woke up one morning tied in a sleeping bag and delivered to the prison. They are using my money to make me disappear.”

	 

	“We’ll need to talk to the police about that, if and when I get you two bunnies to put some clothes on.”

	 

	In unison the two attacked his ribs, tickling him unmercifully until he yelled ‘Stop!’ Instantly they retreated to the edges of the bed. John couldn’t resist more teasing.

	 

	“That’s what I like, instant obedience.” Looking from one innocent face to the other he realized the bunny twins would be a handful to control.

	 

	“As a reward for a very satisfying evening, I am going to direct my slaves to entertain me by demonstrating their - I’m sure - talented tongues. I realize that there are some very pent up feelings involved here as you’ve been staring helplessly at each other’s bare bodies for months, so I am going to establish some house rules.”

	 

	“First, this is not a speed contest. I expect quality, rather than quantity for my money so there will be no orgasms until after the 15 minute mark. You are free to have unlimited orgasms just so long as you are very vocal in celebrating each climax. Somewhere during the show I expect orgasms generated by nipple play, rather than clit play. By then you should be sensitive enough to climax on command. Poor performance, slacking or lack of enthusiasm will be punished appropriately. The best performer in contrast will be suitably rewarded.”

	 

	For Dotty and Raylene the instructions were the icing on the cake. Neither had yet spoken of it, but the months of denial had taken their toll. Well worn by an evening of threesome gymnastics, they still perked up at the opportunity to touch, kiss, lick and caress the appropriate body parts of their opposite number. The two looked at each other tenderly, savoring a moment they had dreamed of many times. Dotty stuck her tongue out through pursed lips. Raylene matched it, and as the heads drew closer, the tongues entwined as the girls savaged each other’s mouths. As one they turned in opposite directions and moved to each other’s nipples, then worked down and down until they were at the portals. Together they licked, matching clits rising to the occasion. Dotty was the first to come. Raylene won.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Stella was screaming at the two slaves huddled in the corner. The slave who had bungled the burglary attempt bore several fresh welts administered during the drive back to her house. The sun was coming up and that in itself was enough to set her off. She whipped the slaves into their dog kennels and went to the kitchen to make coffee and try to think of some way of getting out of the mess she was in.

	 

	She thought up and discarded several ideas, every one having at least one fatal flaw. The only idea she could come up with that had any hope of success called for some radical action and the consequences would be grave. She walked into her dressing room and prepared herself. She let the slaves out, ordering them not to leave the house, got in her own old car and drove to John’s house. She went to the door, pushed the bell, backed away two steps and knelt.

	 

	John had seen her come. He called Dotty and told her who was coming. Instead of going to the door, she ducked into the bedroom and grabbed a jump suit. She finished zipping it up as she moved slowly to the door. As far as she was concerned, Stella could damn well wait until she was good and ready. This was an occasion that called for clothes as her glance out the window had shown a naked Stella climbing the stairs to the porch.

	 

	She opened the door and leaned against the frame, consciously blocking Stella from entering. She knelt, clothed only in slave chains, a ball gag hanging from her neck. She had embellished the chains with nipple clamps and small weights that swung as she breathed. Dotty remained silent, waiting to see what Stella was going to do. She avoided eye contact with Dotty, her head well down.

	 

	When Dotty made no effort to greet her, she shifted her weight on her knees slightly.

	 

	“Mistress, I beg you to take me as your slave. Punish me for what you have suffered. I am sorry for causing you harm."

	 

	Dotty’s laugh would have cut glass.

	 

	“You Bitch! You Bitch!” She repeated it five or six times. “You steal five months of my life, have me raped and beaten and you want to be my slave. My dear sweet bitch you couldn’t live long enough to get all the punishment that is due you!”

	 

	“I’d have to put up with your plotting and scheming day and night. You aren’t worth wasting any energy, let alone that much. I have all the evidence I need to put you behind real bars for the rest of your life.”

	 

	Stella rode through it, head bowed deeper and deeper, despair welling up like bile in her throat. She began to think of Donald’s death as the easy way out.

	 

	At that moment a patrol car pulled into the driveway behind Stella’s car. Two officers jumped out and ran for Stella. She turned, saw them and gave up, collapsing on the porch. Dotty grinned triumphantly, and turned and walked inside, shutting the door. John took her in his arms and held her tight. She leaned back to look at him,

	 

	“I see you called the cops.”

	 

	“Figured you needed some backup.”

	 

	Raylene was watching the porch from the window. She saw the cops examining her collar and chains. They found the keys in an envelope taped to her collar. They stripped her of all of the restraints, then one cop knocked on the door. When John opened it the man asked, “You want these?” pointing to the pile of chain.

	 

	“Ah leave them there. Some slave might come along that needs them.” All three laughed. Stella looked pained. She felt that if she claimed them it would lead to more questions and more problems. At this point she was still unaware of the mountain of evidence against her already gathered.

	 

	She was placed in the back of the squad car and one officer got in her car to drive it to the station house. Dotty and Raylene watched from the window as the police drove away. Raylene looked at Dotty, “I can see why you hated her guts. She gives ‘bitch’ a bad name.” Dotty nodded and gave a tremendous sigh of relief. She hadn’t expected a confrontation that soon but she felt she had carried it off well. Her new Master agreed.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Maude found Donald’s hidden papers. Phil had brought her along, not wanting to leave her by herself, especially since she was overdue for some discipline. They had explored the house, found the dungeon and found a hanging spreader bar waiting for her wrists. She was immediately hoisted up and put through a double confession, to make up for the previous evening when he was at Donald’s house. Phil tried out several whips, none of them meeting his standards. There were plenty more to choose from, so Maude would have to play whipping post several more times. Unable to sit, Maude walked straight to a hidden button at eye level. It opened a panel that was hiding a file cabinet with the papers Dotty needed.

	 

	Phil gathered the papers into a pile, reading each one carefully and putting those pertaining to the prison in a separate file.

	There were a lot of papers and Phil read until his eyes wouldn’t take any more fine print. As he read, his opinion of Donald sank, while his opinion of John soared. When he learned that John’s investigative work had resulted in Dotty’s rescue, his opinion of him went up even more. He still held Dotty’s affair against him, even though Maude had taken full responsibility.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Dotty arrived at the house, with Raylene right beside her to give her moral support. Phil and Maude came out and met them on the porch. John was right behind, waiting until the tears at least slowed. He could tell the visit was very traumatic for Dotty, since it was the first time in nearly a year that mother and daughter had seen each other. As she went in the house, everywhere Dotty looked there were things that reminded her of Donald, and worse, of Stella.

	 

	She told her parents at once that she had intended to immediately divorce Donald as soon as she stepped out of the prison. She saved the second part for a little later.

	 

	They were jubilant at the news that Stella had been arrested. Phil responded by showing her the pile of papers and told her that a detective was coming out to pick them up.

	 

	“I’m sure there are some in there that refer to me as a slave.”

	 

	“I made sure that none of them get to the police. There’s more than enough evidence as it is.”

	 

	Dotty decided the time was ripe for her announcement. “Mom, Dad, I’ve done it again. John has asked me to be his slave. He asked Raylene too.”

	 

	Neither of her parents were too thrilled. Phil had not had time to fill Maude in on John, so she was pretty doubtful, but she remained silent. Phil made the best of it, shaking John’s hand and congratulating him. Maude hugged Dotty, knowing from painful experience what the future held for her as a slave. As they held each other, Dotty spotted Maude’s collar. It gave her an odd feeling seeing the trappings of a slave on her own mother.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Raylene rented a car, then offered Dotty a ride, which she at first reluctantly refused. John’s assured her that he could survive for two or three days without his new slaves, so she packed a bag and they headed for Raylene’s home.

	 

	She went to the plant first. Dotty gazed at buildings that stretched for block after block.

	 

	“Small company?” she said, accusingly.

	 

	Raylene flushed. “I hate to brag.”

	 

	They drove to the main office. Raylene led the way. When she reached the receptionist, the girl turned white as a sheet. Raylene was blunt. “Call 911. Get some cops here on the double.” The girl’s fingers were already flying on the phone. She walked into the office, slamming doors open as she passed them. The big wheels and the secretaries came running out to see what was going on.

	 

	When she had as large an audience as she could assemble she announced, “Contrary to deliberate rumors I am not dead. I was abducted and spent almost a year in an underground private prison, where they bury people they want out of their way.” She pointed, “The EX president of this company is going to jail for kidnapping, false imprisonment, fraud, theft and whatever else we can find wrong before he goes to trial.”

	 

	The police came through the door as the man turned to flee. But several hands stopped him and he was led away in handcuffs. The rest of the staff crowded around her, more than happy to see her back, literally from the grave.

	 

	Dotty felt like a fifth wheel as people looked at her rather strangely, obviously wondering who she was and why she was there. Raylene grabbed her and dragged her into the middle of the conversation where she told them that Dotty shared a cell with her for part of the time she was a captive.

	 

	Raylene sent everyone back to work. She walked into her old office where three secretaries were hard at work clearing out her desk and files. She warned them not to destroy anything until the auditors and the police had a chance to go through them. Dotty was given a desk at one side of the palatial office, complete with a heavy duty computer, almost matching the one on Raylene’s desk. While Raylene picked up the reins of power again, Dotty sent e-mails to John and Phil, telling them about her day.

	 

	Raylene’s personal secretary hovered over her, getting rapid fire instructions. By the end of the day Raylene had things under control and running smoothly. On the drive home, Dotty eyed her for several miles. She finally spoke, “And here I thought you were a submissive.”

	 

	“I am. Died in the wool down and dirty masochistic submissive.”

	 

	“Bull Shit! And I’m the queen of England.”

	 

	“No really. I have what amounts to a split personality. I’m the driving force behind the company in the daytime and my friends tie me up at night and beat my ass to a pulp. You’ll see when we get to the house. I’ve been in seventh heaven with you and John for the last couple of days, and I know it will get better as we train him.”

	 

	“Train? John? You’ve got to be kidding!”

	 

	“No joke. He talks a great game but you and I are his first real experiment with live players. I’m not being critical. Like I said, I’ve been in seventh heaven with him - and you.”

	 

	The house pretty well matched the plant. It was easily the biggest and fanciest house in the secure community, set in a secluded corner. The drive was surrounded on both sides by hedges so the massive entrance doors weren’t visible until the last turn in the road. A butler and a maid waited on the steps.

	 

	They stepped out of character to hug Raylene, whom they obviously adored. She filled them in briefly, assuming they had already heard about her rescue. She asked about the house, issued a couple of orders and when she was through the two turned and walked back into the house.

	 

	Raylene grasped Dotty’s hand. “Follow orders,” she said in a low tone. Dotty looked at her, puzzled, but Raylene didn’t say anything more. When they reached the door, Raylene slipped to her knees on the cool stone. Dotty hesitated, and then matched her stance. The door opened and the two knee-walked into the hall. When the door closed behind them, a mechanical male voice thundered, “Strip!”

	 

	-0-

	 

	


Chapter 29: Back to the Dungeon

	 

	Dotty almost laughed when she heard the ‘strip’ order. Her first thought was, 'John, with an attitude.' Her second was an unpleasant reminder of the prison and its impersonal treatment.

	 

	Just as Raylene had done with her, she now looked to Raylene for guidance in her strange surroundings. Raylene was already nearly undressed, swiftly shucking her power suit. Dotty easily caught up with her as she only had to pull her dress over her head. Typically female, she hesitated at removing her underwear until she saw Raylene sliding her panties down her hips, pulling them out of her crack. Hurriedly she popped the hook on her bra strap and her panties dropped a second later. The clothes went into two bins on the floor.

	 

	Raylene moved forward and reached into another bin, bringing out a collar and leash. She put the collar around her neck and locked it. She glanced at Dotty to make sure she was keeping up. Raylene lifted a pair of handcuffs out of the bin and snapped them closed on her wrists, ratcheted tight. Dotty fumbled with the unfamiliar hardware before getting her collar on and closing her cuffs. Raylene looked back and shook her head. Dotty felt, found slack and clicked the cuffs one tighter. They knelt for what seemed like hours before they finally heard heavy footsteps coming toward them. By then Dotty was on the edge of a panic attack, lost in strange country, facing unknown discipline or torture.

	 

	Heads bowed, eyes glued to their knees, the two women awaited their fate. Even Raylene didn’t know what the evening would involve as her ‘friends’ were charged with keeping life from becoming boring for her. Having Dotty along was a gamble, Guests were usually welcome, but if they didn’t go along with the scheduled events their enjoyment level was likely to be quite low, especially if the friends took a dislike to them. Added to that, Raylene was always treated to special punishment for bringing guests. Part of the agreement was that she had to accept whatever the friends did, regardless of her mood or state of exhaustion from a hard day at work.

	 

	Raylene could just see a small part of Dotty, out of the corner of her eye. She suspected this was traumatic for her and she longed to take her in her arms, comfort her and explain what was about to happen.

	 

	The footsteps separated into heavy and light. Dotty guessed a man and a woman. The man stopped in front of her and she could see a woman’s high heel boots in front of Raylene. She got her cue when Raylene bent forward and began kissing the leather in front of her. Dotty put her tongue to the leather and began worshiping it. She heard the slap of a leather strap on Raylene’s back, a freebie, as she was vigorously laving the leather.

	 

	Satisfied, the boots withdrew. Leashes were tightened and the slow procession moved through the hall. Dotty heard a snap and a yelp from Raylene, who was ahead of her. She could see an electric wand being used, urging her to greater speed. As soon as she speeded up, Dotty got zapped to get her to keep up with the crawling girl in front of her.

	 

	The procession moved to the dungeon. The two girls were brought to their feet, in front of two upright cages, barely big enough to accommodate a woman. The doors yawned open, inviting. The two were squeezed into the separate cages and they were secured to the bars with several plastic zip-ties. As they were being prepared, Dotty got a good look at their captors. She recognized them as the butler and maid from the front porch. The girl was dressed in black leather from heel to nose and the man was bare-chested, the epitome of the executioner of old. She shivered as she realized that Raylene controlled everything outside, but once through the door she and her guests were treated as slaves.

	 

	The erstwhile maid heaped verbal abuse on Raylene, waving her electric wand, “Couldn’t take it by yourself, could you? Had to have someone to hold your hand, afraid you’d wimp out.”

	 

	“So, you had the nerve to bring ‘help’ without begging permission,” She moved the wand across Raylene’s nipples, the ‘Snap’ loud in the dungeon. “You know the rules.” Snap! “You get punished when you break the rules.” Snap! Tell your lover what happens when you break your rules.” Snap! “Tell her!”

	 

	“I get caned. On my ass.”

	 

	“And if we aren’t satisfied, what happens?” Snap!

	 

	“I get caned. On my... Pussy.

	 

	“I hate slaves who hesitate.” Snap! What penalty does that earn you?”

	 

	“I have to ask for a ‘hard’ caning on my hands. If I flinch or lose position, the penalty is tripled.”

	 

	“What is the purpose of that rule?”

	 

	“To ensure instant, unhesitating obedience to any order by a Mistress or Master.”

	 

	“Do you find fault with that rule?

	 

	“No. Mistress. A slave owes her very life to her Mistress or Master. Unhesitating obedience is their due.”

	 

	The woman turned to Dotty. “What about you, ‘lover,’ do you hesitate when a Mistress speaks to you?”

	 

	“No, Mistress!”

	 

	The woman had stressed ‘lover.’ Raylene had the decency to blush, vividly remembering their demonstration for John. Dotty blushed as well, secretly hoping this wouldn’t turn into a forced

	‘Tell All.’

	 

	The man moved two electric cranes over the two cages, positioning them as the girl attached lifting chains. He raised them up and swung them over a large cistern, full of water.

	 

	He carefully lowered them until the water was lapping at their chins. Teasing, he asked, “Any last words?”

	 

	The winches were silent so there was no warning as Raylene’s cage sank until only the lifting chains were above the water. Several seconds later, as she saw Raylene’s cage start to rise, Dotty felt her cage dropping. She grabbed all the air she could before her nose went under. The water was clear so she could see the other cage start to drop and hers rose into breathable air again.

	 

	The back and forth slowed, so each cage was under longer. They got up to 30 seconds before Dotty missed and gulped water instead of air. She choked and expelled the last air in her lungs as the cage was pulled back up. Dotty spit out a mouthful of water, coughed and inhaled deeply, but the game was over and they were hauled back to stand on the dungeon floor.

	 

	Raylene got her caning, with Dotty forced to watch from inches away. She went through it like a trouper, refusing to give them the pleasure of an extra.

	 

	They were due for more humiliation as they found after a leashed crawl to the Master bathroom. They were not permitted to touch themselves, so the butler did the honors, wiping each in turn, a service that reddened their cheeks as they were required to thank him in graphic terms for wiping their pussies.

	 

	There was more than room in the shower for four, again with the ‘no touch’ edict. The butler washed all the untouchable parts for Dotty while the maid washed Raylene.

	 

	Bedtime unfortunately reminded Dotty of Donald as both of them were caged, left to hang in cramped discomfort six inches above what looked like the world’s most comfortable bed. The maid had a nasty sense of humor and made sure they saw the corner turned down invitingly.

	 

	Dotty wondered if they were going to be left in the cages all night. She was used to cage life, but it had been some time and unused muscles are more likely to cramp. Raylene was silent, so she didn’t dare break the silence. As she found out later, the two were waiting just outside, electric wands at the ready, to enforce silence.

	 

	They were awakened at dawn, put through an hour of strenuous calisthenics, showered, fed bread and watered coffee, did their makeup and only then were they allowed to go to the front door where their freshly washed clothes were waiting, and were allowed to remove their collars. When they walked out the door the butler, in uniform, had their car at the curb, doors open. He handed Raylene the key, after greeting her respectfully as “Madam.”

	 

	She drove at top speed, as they never allowed her extra time. She eyed the convenience stores they passed with longing. She would be an hour early for work, required to use the time clock, but the stockroom boy didn’t make coffee for at least an hour.

	 

	She looked over at Dotty. “I’m sorry I got you into this.”

	 

	Dotty’s grin was her answer for the moment. She had enjoyed it and told Raylene as much.

	 

	“I’m going to have to stay one more night before we can go back? Think you can handle it?”

	 

	“No idea what they’ve planned for tonight?”

	 

	“No. I can call it off, but it will cost me. I’ll probably work standing up for the next week.

	 

	“Well, don’t call it off on my account. I told you I enjoyed it.”

	 

	“Even the cage?”

	 

	“I’ll admit I had a bad moment or two. My husband and his mistress kept me in a cage and made me watch while they fucked in our bed."

	 

	“Mistress as in fuck-around mistress, or with a capital M?”

	 

	“Both. The bitch seduced my husband and made me her slave.”

	 

	“I can see why you hated her.”

	 

	Most of Raylene’s day was devoted to meetings. She had numerous questions regarding operations while she was gone. The auditors had already tracked several suspicious bookkeeping activities, tightening the noose around the neck of the man who had her abducted.

	 

	Dotty kept busy at the computer, keeping John and her parents aware of what was going on. She got an e-mail back from John, asking for more details on their bondage evening. He seemed particularly interested in the dunking cages. Dotty advised him in no uncertain terms that being dunked like that was a scary process, requiring expert hands at the controls.

	 

	The staff treated her like a princess. Whenever Raylene’s secretary wasn’t busy she hovered nearby, jumping to fill Dotty’s every wish. She had premium coffee, her choice of juice and the woman even whispered in her ear that eggs and bacon were available in a special room in the company canteen, reserved for the officers. Raylene took her in tow and led her through the buffet line for lunch.

	 

	On the drive home, Dotty could see that Raylene was tired from a really hard day, but when she raised the issue Raylene shook her head and said she was fine. She seemed pensive, which Dotty chalked up to being weary, but again denied there was any problem.

	 

	Dotty could tell there was a problem as soon as they reached the house. The butler was barely civil to them, just within the parameters of his job. He accepted Raylene’s routine orders, then with a brusque nod walked back into the house. Raylene had a hunted look, which she quickly hid from Dotty.

	 

	Once they got inside the door, the problem started to reveal itself. In Raylene’s box a stiff, high posture collar replaced the regular collar, a signal that her ‘friends’ were displeased. She wrapped it around her neck, careful to pull the straps as tight as she could get them. The handcuffs had been replaced with heavy manacles. She closed them on her wrists behind her, then turned to Dotty. “Please help me.” Dotty puzzled over the restraint for a second then realized the chain end went to a ring on the back of the collar. She pulled and Raylene’s arms climbed her back, her fingers flexing helplessly. Dotty stopped pulling when Raylene’s elbows nearly touched.

	 

	“Tighter, please.” Dotty gained two links before Raylene nodded. Her elbows were touching and her hands were just above the collar ring in a classic reverse prayer. Dotty put on her own collar, missing the leash. She looked in the box and saw the leash coiled around a wire hook. She slipped the two prongs up each side of the cartilage until she felt the tips go past the rod in her nose. She pulled down on it, hooking the rod. She snapped the leash on the loop and then handcuffed herself, squeezing the last click out of the metal loops.

	 

	Instinctively Dotty knew that Raylene was in for a rough evening. She mulled things over and over in her mind, trying to figure out what Raylene had done to set them off. It quickly dawned on her that in the press of getting her business back on track she had neglected to inform her keepers that she was bringing a guest back for a second night. Repeating an offense had to be the reason behind the special treatment they were getting. That set off a new train of thought. What, if anything, was being done to prevent her ‘friends’ from taking over all her life, rather than just part of it? She fervently hoped there was some contractual provision protecting Raylene. Then too, she hadn’t been protected from abduction, so what good was any contract?

	 

	They heard the footsteps approaching, but from that point on the similarity with the previous afternoon ended. Cattle prods had replaced the electric wands and they went straight to the tenderest parts.

	 

	The butler dressed Raylene down in the crudest of terms, slut, whore, gay, berating her for bringing a second unannounced guest, using the prod to make her repeat and repeat the rule that she must notify them at least three days in advance whenever she wanted permission to have a guest in the house. The abuse went on so long that they had to stop on the way to the dungeon to replace the batteries in the prods. The two women welcomed the brief respite from the shocks, but it only lasted a few seconds. Dotty had never experienced the prods before, so for her it was especially painful, made worse by her feelings of guilt for being responsible for Raylene’s punishment.

	 

	It was also the first significant use of her nose bar. Dotty hated it from the first tug, knowing herself helpless to resist any hand that was connected to it. The slightest twitch brought tears to her eyes. Perhaps the worst was the knowing look by the person controlling her.

	 

	Once in the dungeon they removed Dotty’s cuffs and replaced them with a leather single glove, drum tight from above her elbows to her fingertips. The ring at the tip was hooked to the crane and raised until she was balanced on tiptoe, her arms raised painfully high behind her. Her head was encased in a harness and tied back to a big hook that had been shoved up her ass, keeping her head raised - to watch.

	 

	Raylene’s hands were finally released, ending her agony, but they were fitted with leather suspension gloves and swiftly bound to the ends of a spreader bar that lifted her questing toes just inches above the floor, renewing her pain. She apparently knew, or at least suspected what was about to happen to her, but Dotty didn’t have a clue. From the preparation she figured Raylene would be whipped, but she never imagined the form it would take.

	 

	The maid busied herself hanging two small blocks of wood on either side of Raylene, and several feet from her. The blocks were slightly below hip height. While she was doing that the butler was treating both girls to the sight of his preparations to the whip he obviously intended to use. He oiled it carefully, caressing the fine braided leather, swinging it several times to get the feel of it, in the process thoroughly cowing his audience. The whip was one of the nastier of the variety that hung on one portion of the dungeon wall.

	 

	The verbal abuse continued through the preparations which were conducted at a snail’s pace, to drag out the fearful anticipation. Dotty gave the pair high marks for professionalism but that didn’t do a thing for her peace of mind. At least with pros they weren’t as likely to suffer accidental injuries.

	 

	After Raylene had repeated her rules for what seemed like the 20th time, her sentence was announced.

	 

	“For breaking the same rule twice in two days, you are penalized ten strokes of the whip on each leg. Upon my order, ‘left’ or ‘right’ and ‘up’ or ‘down’ you will move the appropriate leg and hold position until your next order. When the order is ‘up’ you will raise the leg until you can touch the block with your toes. You will maintain height through the stroke. If you lower your foot below the block at any time until ordered, the penalty will be doubled and the blocks will be raised an inch.

	 

	Dotty watched in horror as the scene proceeded. The butler cum executioner made Raylene kiss the oiled whip, and then lick it from one end to the other. Something had been mixed into the oil which had an absolutely foul taste. Raylene wanted to spit to clear her mouth, but this was not the time or place. The man positioned himself. “Left, up!”

	 

	Raylene raised her leg, touching the block easily. The man watched, eying her exposed and spread pussy. He reached down and pressed three fingers into her. They came away damp. “Better have that sopping, for later,” he warned. The whip whistled and snapped, leaving a red garter on her upper thigh.

	 

	“Left, down!” Raylene gratefully dropped the leg, wincing as fresh pain shot through her shoulders.

	 

	“Right, up!” The orders went on and Raylene had garters on both legs. They got up to seven before she faltered. She failed to get her leg up high enough to touch the block. The butler nodded and the maid dutifully raised the block, but her ‘inch’ was closer to two. Raylene twisted her shoulders and forced her leg up the extra distance, adding two whip marks to her collection.

	 

	-0-

	 

	


Chapter 30: What Are Friends For?

	 

	The last blow finally fell. Dotty could see the marks on Raylene’s thighs, as evenly spaced as if they had been drawn with a ruler. Her two torturers allowed her to ‘rest’ by draping her along a sawhorse and then tying her to it. Up to that point Dotty had been pretty much ignored, but the maid lit into her with more than enough verbal abuse.

	 

	“Slut, you saw what you caused by coming along on this ride. You are not welcome here and the quicker you get your ass on the road the better off you will be. As long as you are here, she is going to suffer.”

	 

	Behind her, Dotty saw Raylene shake her head, a silent message to ignore them. The butler saw it and punished her with a swat from the cane he now held. Intent on causing pain, the butler reached beneath the sawhorse and attached nipple clips with a taut chain between them. He jerked on them, watching Raylene’s face until she started crying.

	 

	Dotty’s arms were numb from her lengthy duress, hanging from her arms. Her toes, bearing much of her weight, were screaming for relief. She expected that once Raylene was taken down that they would relieve her as well, but the two walked out of the dungeon without a backward glance.

	 

	Dotty was Hell-bent on breaking the rules and talking to Raylene, but she realized that if more punishment was meted out, Raylene would bear the brunt of it. She was astounded at the amount of punishment she was already getting and spent some time trying to equate that with what John was likely to give her. Thinking back she attached much more weight to Raylene’s comment about training him. What made it worse was the reality that they would be facing John in less than 24 hours.

	 

	She stared at the wall, wondering if Raylene really wanted to go this far, or had somehow been coerced into hiring her two ‘friends’ to mistreat her. She mentally added pain freak to submissive to describe her.

	 

	Later she watched -forced - as the butler stood behind Raylene and fucked her from the rear. Then Raylene had to watch as Dotty muff-dived the maid. Once the two were satisfied and both had been tongue washed, it was time for a shower and bed. They were informed that all the beds were taken for ‘invited’ guests and the two were left in a cell overlooking the dungeon, to sleep on the floor. It was too close an association and Dotty had repeated nightmares that she was back in the prison. Even Raylene had some bad dreams.

	 

	Dawn brought physical training, dry bread and even weaker coffee. Because she wasn’t going to the office, Raylene had to give the butler a blow job, kneeling in the shower, and Dotty had to do the maid again.

	 

	Raylene was dressed down again for bringing an unwanted guest and warned that she had bad marks to erase for leaving without informing them, ignoring the fact she had been kidnapped. The maid ticked off a whole grocery list of faults that were on her ‘to do’ list, so she warned Raylene that she would be extremely busy when she returned, and “would not have time for her unannounced and unwelcome guests.”

	 

	The two women silently removed their restraints and dressed in the chilly hall. The butler came for a last check, and then disappeared to get the car. The maid continued to abuse both of them right up to the moment when the door opened and they walked out. The butler had a pleasant smile, bid them a safe journey and closed the car doors once they were inside.

	 

	With a screech of tires Raylene wheeled into the first convenience store they came to, coming back with two huge plastic cups of coffee and a half dozen rolls. The two giggled like schoolgirls, released from the strict discipline of the house.

	 

	On the road home, Dotty dug right in. “You deliberately didn’t tell them that you had a guest, for two nights.”

	 

	“So?”

	 

	“You didn’t, did you? Answer my question!”

	 

	“No, I didn’t. Bet you didn’t know I’m a pain freak.”

	 

	“The only thing lacking is a sign - I’m a freak.”

	 

	“PAIN freak!”

	 

	“Ah, ah, ah! Touchy this morning, aren’t we?”

	 

	“You started it!”

	 

	“Geez, don’t take my head off. You’re changing the subject. That was outright torture they subjected you to, right in front of me. It makes me wonder what they do to you when there are no witnesses."

	 

	“Some of it is a bit worse, I’ll admit.”

	 

	“A bit worse? Who are you trying to kid?”

	 

	“I’m paying them handsomely to do these things to me. Thanks to plenty of money I’ve been able to enjoy my fetishes.”

	 

	“What’s to stop them from getting greedy, locking you in a cage and taking over your money?”

	 

	“Several things. Those two are the most kind and caring people you every want to meet. I had to really bribe them to even take the job. Secondly, I pay for a 24/7 system that keeps a camera on me at all times.”

	 

	“It didn’t save you from getting kidnapped.”

	 

	“No, because old RT took advantage of a glitch in the system. That will be cured, the guy responsible for it will be fired, and life will go on.”

	 

	“So what happens if your guards take a feed from one of your escapades and put it on the Internet, or sell copies?”

	 

	“Same situation. There’s a non-disclosure clause so if they do it, I then own their company. There are also some built in clauses for my company that protect me. ”

	 

	“On the way up, you mentioned training John. After seeing your setup I can see you’re right. But, John is a lot milder than what you’re used to. You’re going to get bored the first day."

	 

	"Yes, and No. John will train very well, I’m sure, and once he’s trained he’ll far outshine my two friends. Being on his string will be at the opposite end of the scale, right where I am now. I said I wanted a man with a firm hand to control me and nothing here will change that. Enjoy your relatively unblemished hide while you still have it. John is going to surprise you.”

	 

	“I’m all for the firm hand, all right. But I still think you won’t get enough out of it to keep from getting bored."

	 

	“All I can say is ‘stick around for the roller coaster ride.’ John will fool you.”

	 

	They rode in silence for a few moments. Raylene asked, “What does John do for work?”

	 

	“You know, I don’t have the slightest idea. He may not even be working. We’ve never talked about his work.”

	 

	“Interesting. I’ll have to ask, first chance that I get, as I need a man for a top level opening at the company.”

	 

	“Having him up there would certainly solve the commuting problem but I don’t know whether he’d be interested. It would also be interesting to see what he would do with your two ‘friends’.”

	 

	“I think the three of them would get along famously, at our expense. Umn, change of subject. Tell me more about this unwelcome guest bit they pulled on me.”

	 

	“Pure bluff. I have to give them three days notice to get permission to have house guests. If I only give them two, they each get a hundred dollar bonus. One day and it’s $200 and an unannounced guest earns them $500. Your two-day stay will earn them $2,000 each. In addition, I’m all theirs from Friday night when I get home to Monday morning. Lucky Monday isn’t a holiday as I’d be stuck in the dungeon for another 24 hours. They make sure I don’t enjoy holidays.”

	 

	“Whew! I’d work for wages like that.”

	 

	“It’s worth it to have good help. The company is making money faster than I can spend it, so it’s nice to have an enjoyable vice that I can afford. They’ll welcome you back with open arms while at the same time bitching that they don’t want you around."

	 

	“Are you planning on keeping them on?”

	 

	“Yes. Actually it won’t be long. They both are in their 60s, even if they don’t look over 40, and they are ready to retire. Besides what I’ve paid them over the years, they’ve got a lot of company stock, so they can retire in luxury.”

	 

	Ralene broke a lengthy silence as both girls thought about the changes ahead.

	 

	“You know, If John did take my job, there’s an extra room or two that you could move into. You’d have direct access to the dungeon."

	 

	“All right, ‘small company’, how many rooms is ‘One or two?”’

	 

	Raylene grinned. “22 rooms, 18 baths.”

	 

	“Great gobs of goose shit. Are you kidding?”

	 

	“The butler and the maid have their own wing.”

	 

	“I would hope so! It looked big, but not that big.”

	 

	“Grandeur befitting the company president. I inherited it from my father.”

	 

	“Why didn’t he just buy the Taj Mahal and move it over here? Very nice!”

	 

	When they got to the house there was a car in the driveway. Neither one was sure what the protocol for coming in from outside was, so they winged it, walking up the steps to the door, just as it opened. John took both of them in his arms, whispering, “We’ve got company.”

	 

	Dotty made a motion to the top button on her blouse, questioning whether to strip. John shook his head and brought them into the room. A man seated on the couch jumped to his feet. He hesitated for a fraction of a second, unsure of his welcome and then hugged Dotty and shook hands with Raylene.

	John introduced them, “Dotty, Raylene, this is Doctor Baker and his assistant, Nurse Cray." Raylene nodded, but Dotty bent down and hugged the nurse, explaining, “This is the nurse and the doctor that took care of me at the prison.”

	 

	The doctor responded, “Yes, and she put in a good word for us, probably saving both of us some prison time." The doctor and Dotty looked at each other and both said, “Are you all right?” at the same time. Everyone laughed and the doctor hugged Dotty again.

	 

	Raylene, listening to the conversation and remembering Dotty’s comments about the doctor came right to the point.

	 

	“Doctor, what are your immediate plans?”

	 

	“I’m not sure. I haven’t had a chance to look around. So, I’d have to say, I don’t have any plans."

	 

	“I’m planning on establishing a health care clinic for my employees. Would you and Nurse Cray be interested?”

	 

	“I, we, certainly would.”

	 

	Dotty laughed. “She’s going to tell you it’s a small company. Hell, it’s bigger than the State of Rhode Island.”

	 

	Raylene smiled. “She exaggerates. We have just under 3,000 employees.”

	 

	The doctor whistled. “That’s a lot of patients to take on. “I’d say you will need at least four doctors to handle that.”

	 

	“If you’ve got three more of your caliber, we’ve got it rolling."

	 

	“I can bring you a resume whenever you like.”

	 

	“That won’t be necessary. Dotty’s recommendation is enough for me. If you can report for work Monday, that will be great.” She dug her card out of her purse and handed to him. Then she gave him a second card.

	 

	“You’ll need a place to stay while you’re getting settled up there. This has directions to the house and the gate code to get in. The butler will show you your suite.”

	 

	“Suite? What am I getting into?”

	 

	Dotty almost choked laughing. “Doctor you are moving from Hell to Heaven in one jump. This ‘little’ house of hers has 22 rooms and 18 baths!”

	 

	Raylene, not to be outdone, threw in, “Oh I forgot the apartments over the garage, That’s another 12 rooms and seven baths.”

	 

	Dotty teased, “She sublets to Greyhound Bus Lines.”

	 

	Raylene changed the subject after the laughter died down.

	 

	“Doctor are you and Nurse Cray an ‘item,’ as they put it?"

	 

	The two exchanged glances and both nodded.

	 

	“And, are you two into bondage?”

	 

	The doctor got red in the face but Nurse Cray nodded as she blushed.

	 

	“I had a hunch. Nurse Cray, what IS your first name? This is way too formal.”

	 

	“Krystal, with a K.”

	 

	“All right, Krystal with a K, when you get settled in, ask directions to the dungeon. You’re free to use any of the equipment for your fun and games. You’ll find the butler and the maid very experienced.”

	 

	Dotty chimed in, “And that, dear friends is not an exaggeration.”

	 

	The doctor looked at his watch. “We must go, but I will be in touch with you Miss Raylene.”

	 

	“Skip the Miss. We just aren’t that formal. Glad to have you on the crew.”

	 

	The doctor hugged Dotty once more, thanking her for her help and then eyed Raylene, standing with her arms stretched out, and hugged her.

	 

	Goodbyes said, they returned to the living room. John freshened the drinks and they resumed talking. Once more, Raylene had the floor.

	 

	“John, I don’t think any of us know what you do for a living. You’ve been hearing our family histories, but not a peep out of you."

	 

	“Not too much to tell you. I’ve been working off and on as a consultant for expanding businesses, got some money in the bank from an inheritance, and that’s about it.”

	 

	“That’s about what I wanted to hear in order to offer you a job. I’m in serious need of a chief operating officer. The last one is in jail for kidnapping me.”

	 

	“In any other circumstances I’d question that, but knowing the background, I’m interested.”

	 

	“Well, then, you’re hired. Report for work Monday morning.”

	 

	“Hey, wait a minute. I thought I was the heavy, the Master who barked orders.”

	 

	Dotty jumped in, “That’s what I said to her, in different words - that you were the Master. Her exact words in response were: ‘I am a dyed in the wool, down and dirty, masochistic submissive.’ If you believe that, you should hear her barking orders at her company headquarters!”

	 

	“Dotty! Don’t give away ALL my secrets!”

	 

	“What’s to give away? That you have a split personality, that you have to have permission from your maid and butler to enter your own house, or that they tan your ass every night?”

	 

	John held up a placating hand. “Down, girls. Quit before this becomes a battle you’ll regret. By the way, what are you two doing in the house with clothes on?”

	 

	The two raced for the doorway and, still glaring at each other, they stripped. The glares gave away to grins and when the clothes were out of the way they embraced tightly. Meekly they returned to the living room and knelt before their Master.

	 

	He stared them both down, one after the other. Watching Raylene’s reaction he asked, "What does this job pay?”

	 

	-0-
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