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Prolog

The 13th Amendment to the United States Constitution provides that "Neither slavery nor involuntary servitude, except as a punishment for crime whereof the party shall have been duly convicted, shall exist within the United States, or any place subject to their jurisdiction." One state abolishes female prisons and sells women’s contracts at auction. Auctioned omen are bought and used for a variety of purposes so long as they are not harmed and released when their sentences are up.

In Part 1: Shame, Janice Harmon and Susan Harmon, get in a fight in a bar and are convicted of assault and resisting arrest. They are sentenced to two weeks of punishment and shaming and a year of bond service They complete their two weeks of punishment and shaming.

In Part 2 : Discipline, their contracts are sold at auction. Janice’s is bought by John Allison, an attorney, and Susan’s is bought by Wildwood Farms, one of the top female hunt clubs in the state. John doesn’t have proper facilities for securing a bondmaid full time, so he arranges for Wildwood to board her during the week. They are kept as pet girls, required to work on  the farm and learn that sexual pleasure is heightened by bondage and submission. They are valuable livestock and are available for sex to the staff and guests.

In Part 3: Quarry, Janice and Susan run in their first hunt. They experience the excitement and thrill of the chase and the sexual release when their captors claim their prizes. During the hunt, Megan, a female cat burglar steals the wagering funds from Wildwood. She is captured and put in the pack.

In Part 4: Consent, Megan, the thief, joins the pack, they attend their first BDSM party and Angela, the head trainer is discovered embezzling from Wildwood and is volunteers to be a bondmaid rather than face the justice system. Phillips wants her for something other than a packgirl. She is sent  to pleasure slave training. 


Part 5 : Training




Chapter 15 : Angela’s Fall

Angela writhed in the van between two burley men that carried her to her fate. The black bag on her head concealed her features, her brunette hair, the heavy gold ring set in her septum, and the snug steel slave collar so recently riveted around her neck. Her wrists and ankles were similarly bound and joined to their mates by a simple lock in the case of her wrists and a foot of light chain joining her ankles. her ankle chain was locked to a ringbolt set in the floorboard of the van and a seatbelt circled her hips and passed between her ample breasts. Besides the bag, she was naked and the thick gold rings piercing her breasts and labia gleamed in the setting sun.

Haddad, who had accepted the task of training her to be her owner’s pleasure slave, sat on her left and Riley, one of his men, on her right. They amused themselves by fondling her prisoned body. They were experts in the arousal of women and she twisted and moaned in arousal and unwanted, helpless pleasure as they roused her senses and kept her on the brink of orgasm, never letting her quite reach the pinnacle of pleasure.

Angela was clever and no one would have tumbled to her embezzlement if that burglar hadn’t made such a hash of her crime. She had pilfered cash from the wagering pool for years. She had set up the system and made sure everyone else was happy. So, Wildwood Farms had clear evidence of her theft and how much she had taken over many years. The law would have put her in some random owner’s hands for many years, so she had deemed it wise to accept their offer of a voluntary commitment rather than take her chances with the criminal system. She had worked for Phillips at Wildwood for years as head trainer and knew what would happen to her. It would be shaming to be a packgirl, but only for a while. Only after she was committed did he inform her that they had enough packgirls and she was going to be trained as his pleasure slave.

Phillips had her pierced and ringed before handing her over. Haddad took her to the blacksmith and fitted with the same collar and cuffs the law required of all bondmaids. It was just as she had expected, but nothing else was the same.

She knew she deserved punishment and expected to be a packgirl. Her reality was devastating. Packgirls were trained as strong athletes. They had a nobility and pride about them. They were trained for the hunt, to be valiant, defiant prey. Above all else to give their hunters good sport in the hunt and good pleasure afterward. They shared the camaraderie of the pack. She would be a lesser slave, submissive and obedient, a servile sex toy for her master. She was angry and shamed.

Haddad was a specialist. He trained bondmaids to be pleasure slaves: submissive hetaeras focused solely of giving men pleasure, serving their master however and whenever he wanted. Angela was afraid she could not resist him for long. She knew that if she didn’t escape soon, he would win and was depressed for she knew there was almost no hope of escape. Her only hope of keeping some shred of pride was to pretend to succumb to his training, to convince him his training had worked, yet keep her real self hidden until out of his clutches.

I first saw Haddad at Wildwood when I signed my bondmaid contract. I had stripped myself of all my power and Wildwood had given it to him. He had made me strip and abase myself before all the men present. I was naked, vulnerable and scared of him. He was big and fit, his voice was deep, booming. The voice of command. His suit was immaculate and expensive. He radiated power and I shrank before his penetrating gaze. I knew instinctively that he was a dominant and he would do whatever was needed to break me to heel.  

It was a long ride in the dark.  Haddad’s men took me out, marched me in darkness, punctuated by the sounds of doors opening and closing before yanking the hood off.

Haddad’s tone was matter of fact, “Mr. Phillips specified you were to be branded. It will only hurt for a short time.”

I gasped in horror. I pleaded and wept and screamed as I was dragged to the forbidding frame of thick black iron bolted to the floor in the center of the room. My brain reeled in terror as I was dragged toward what they had told me was the branding frame in which I would be clamped to receive the permanent mark of my owner. With my wrists still manacled helplessly behind my back, as I had been since I had signed away my freedom, I was no match for the muscular men who forced me into the frightful device and tightened the locking bars to hold my legs immobile, my thighs incapable of even the tiniest quiver.

Straining every sinew, her long, powerful  thigh muscles bunching under her skin, Angela moaned in defeat as her legs remained as they had been secured and she had to accept her defeat.

She scanned the faces of the men, looking for some trace of compassion to which she could appeal. There was none. This was just a job to them and they did not care how it would affect her. She was just a meaningless slave and it was their job to finish her enslavement, no matter how she screamed and pleaded or how awful the consequences to her. She determined to be strong, to show them mere physical strength would not defeat her. She would not beg!

Her defiance lasted only seconds. She stared in silence, eyes wide, mouth agape at the iron, unable to believe that she was really to be branded. She screamed as he drew near and she felt the intense heat radiating from the white-hot iron, desperately wrenching at the obdurate iron prisoning her thighs and presenting them to the iron.

He said only, “Scream. It will help.”

Angela felt the heat from the iron as he positioned it . She screamed in pain and helpless rage as it neared her thigh. She shrieked in agony as the iron burned its way into her thigh, leaving its clean, permanent mark . Her head fell forward as she fainted.

Haddad counted out five seconds as the iron sank deep into the girl before withdrawing it. He smiled in satisfaction at the neatness of his handiwork on the pale curve of Angela’s thigh. “Phillips will be pleased with that. Take her to her cell.”

The men carried the unconscious girl to her cell. One locked the end of a chain to her collar, the other end of which was fixed to a heavy ringbolt set in the wall. Haddad coated her fresh brand with a  disinfectant cream before they left her alone in the cell.

It was dark with only a dim bulb burning nearby when I woke to the burning of my thigh. I moaned as I remembered the hot iron touching me. I gaped at the brand etched deep into my flesh, thinking it was all a horrible nightmare. It can’t be real. branding girls was only in horror stories. It was too barbaric for modern times. I tried to move and found my hands cuffed together behind my back and my ankles chained together. I rolled to my back and sat up, finding my neck was tethered to  something by a chain, hoping it was all part of my nightmare. I pinched my bottom and felt sharp pain.

Tears run down my face as I stared at the scarlet mark throbbing on my thigh. It was real. I vaguely remembered being chained by Haddad and taken to his place.

I was branded, for everyone to see.

A large cursive “S”  etched deeply in my thigh.

Panic gripped me. I yanked at the steel cuffs on my limbs and neck, terrified at what it all meant. I could not be a slave. I would not be Phillip’s slave. At last, I threw myself back on the bed, my mind full of fear. He intended to make me his slave, capable of only passion and obedience. I would fight him.

Exhausted by my exertions and demoralized by my own wild imaginings, I cried myself to a fitful sleep.

I was nudged awake by a boot and a rough male voice, “Eat now or go hungry.” I found my breakfast, a bland bowl of unflavored oatmeal in a bowl beside me along with a pan of water. I struggled to my knees and found I was ravenous. I stuck my face in the oatmeal and ate. I remembered I had only had a light breakfast yesterday. I had never eaten this way but I had forced “My” packgirls to do so because it reinforced their slavery. Just one of the things I could do to break their resistance. I had never thought I would be in this position.

I ate it all and licked the bowl. I was still hungry. When I raised up, I felt the food sticking to my face. I put my face into the water pan and drank then swished around in it to loosen the food. When I finished, I raised up on my knees and looked at the man. I recognized him from yesterday.

He said, “I’m Sam. You can call me master , stand up.”

I struggled up but I hadn’t gone fr before he hit my ass with his crop. I squealed at the sharp pain and dropped back to my knees. I looked up at him in anger, but didn’t say anything.

He said, “You must show respect. Always reply to a command. Always acknowledge your master. Try again.”

I hated this, but I got myself under control and said, “Yes, master. Thank you.”

He nodded and smiled sardonically.

I got to my feet and he wiped the food off my face and nose ring.

The brand was ugly and still hurt. He smeared some cream on it, Unlocked the chain from my collar and dropped it on the floor.  He put a leash on my collar and led me out of my cell. My ankle chain clattered shamingly as I was forced to take several steps for each of his.

He took me into a large room. It was floored with white tile. More than a restroom, it had  makeup tables, toilets, bidets, shower heads on a wall with drains in the floor. There were chains hanging from the ceiling and a pile of chain against one wall. He took me to the pile of chain, found an end and locked it on my collar, removed the leash, and unlocked my wrists.

He said, “Use the facilities. Tina will be in shortly.”

Angela used the bidet and wandered around, dragging her tether behind her, inspecting everything. She didn’t see any way to unlock her tether and found nothing useful for an escape.

A woman entered the room. She was wearing four-inch heels, a leather belt supporting a riding crop, and the collar and cuffs of a bondmaid, and, like Angela, her ankles were chained together. She carried a cloth bag which she sat on a table. She looked me over and said, “I’m Tina. I’m one of your trainers. First, I’ll do your makeup. She took my hand, led me to the makeup table, released my hand, and backed up a step.

“Kneel, gracefully,” and pointed to a spot.

I hesitated and considered my options. I couldn’t see any reason to disobey. She was obviously here because the men sent her and I would probably feel better with makeup on. It was a woman’s mask to hide me from the world. I tried to be graceful as I knelt. That is, do it slower than usual.

She said, “Hold your head high, arch your back and thrust your breasts out. Spread your knees wide. Cross your arms behind you.”

I adjusted as she said.

“Stand up.”

I did.

She stood at attention, with her arms at her side, feet together and said, “Like this. She knelt and she was graceful. She descended like a flower unfolding. She moved quickly, arms and legs in one smooth, coordinated flow and without any final adjustments was kneeling just as she had ordered me. Her body was erect, head high, back arched, knees wide apart, feet together, arms crossed behind her. After a moment she flowed back upright.

“Do it again.”

I tried but when I was down, I had to move my knees further apart, and arch my back.

“Better. Practice it when you aren’t doing anything else.” She knelt in front of me and applied my makeup with quick delicate strokes. Eyeliner, lipstick, rouge, mascara.

While she worked on my eyes, I asked, “What will happen to me?”

“You will be trained to serve your owner and to be a beautiful, responsive, obedient joy to him. To be a perfect woman.”

“In chains?”

“If he wishes. If you need them.”

She finished, put her tools away and stood up, “Stay there. I have some things for you.” She got her bag and brought it to Angela. She took out a pair of black heels, open toed, matching her own, and handed them to Angela, “These are yours.”

Angela stood up and put them on and took a few steps.

Tina took a small silver object out and handed it to Angela.

Angela looked at the thing. It was a smooth, chrome butt plug with a ruby in its end. “What’s this for.”

Tina pointed to a jar of petroleum jelly and said, “Lube it and put it in. We all wear them.” She turned around and bent over. A green jewel protruded from her anus.

“What if I don’t?”

“You’ll be whipped if a man see’s you without one.”

“Why?”

“It’s a rule. You’ll be sent in here twice a day along with the rest of us. We use the facilities as we need and shower, give ourselves an enema and don’t stop until we’re clean, then we lube and replace the plugs. Once a week we all come here and do our nails, trim our hair, and shave our pussy hair and armpits. We aren’t allowed to have any hair below our necks. Clear?”

“Enema’s every day?”

“The men want us clean and ready for use anytime they want us.”

“They fuck our asses every day?”

“Not usually, but often enough. Now use the lube and shove it in. You’ll be checked when I leave.”

Angela coated it with jelly then looked at Tina, “I’ve never done this. Is there an easy way?”

Tina said, “Spread your knees, bend over, hold it up against your hole, try to relax your anus and push firmly. It’ll feel weird the first time but it’ll get easier every time.”

Angela followed her instructions and got it in, eventually, not without some gasps. Then Tina left, saying, “I’ve got to go now.”

Angela walked slowly, feeling the plug inside her, over and looked at her face in the mirror. Simple and well done. Eye liner and shadow, rose lipstick and a faint blush on my cheeks.

Angela walked around the room, dragging her tether and learning the feel of both her plug and her new shoes. She practiced kneeling, watching herself in the mirror. She thought of it as a mild exercise, besides, she had nothing else to do. She thought she improved.

When she was down, Sam returned. Angela stood up and he said, “Nice. Kneel.”

She focused and knelt for him.

He said, “Good. Spread your knees wider, thrust your breasts out more, and smile. Stand up and put your hands behind your back.”

I thought about fighting him. He had the key that unlocked the chain from my collar. I would have the element of surprise. But I realized it was hopeless. He outweighed me by fifty pounds and he was muscular where I was slim. His arms were as big as my thighs and I wasn’t a karate master. I obeyed him. He locked my hands together, felt my new butt plug, and put a leash on my collar. I was still tethered to the wall.

He walked over to Tina. She faced him, stood on tiptoes and put her arms behind her. He took her in his arms and kissed her roughly, as a master. She wriggled up against him and enjoyed his kiss. When he released her, she left the room, head high.

He removed my tether.  He led me down a long hall, my ankle chain clattering, and into an office. I started when I saw Haddad stand up and walk toward me.

My escort handed my leash to Haddad and left. Haddad was terrifying and alluring. He radiated confidence and I was drawn to him like a moth to a flame. I wanted him to hold me and I wanted to hit him. I had signed away my rights, was helpless, and he could do whatever he wanted to me. The first time I met him, he made me grovel to all the men. I wanted to avoid more pain so I gave him what he wanted, carefully locking my self into a small dark part of my mind. I hoped I could bring me into the open again. For now I would play the slave.

I didn’t know what to say as he looked me up and down in my naked helplessness, so I did what he had made me do when he first took me, I knelt, as gracefully as possible, bent over and kissed his feet.

He spoke, softly, “Excellent,” as I gave him my obeisance. I was ashamed that I welcomed his approval. He was going to try and tame me and so help me, part of me wanted him to succeed.

“Stand up.”

I obeyed. He led me to an easy chair, sat down and pointed to a spot on the floor in front of the chair. I knelt where he indicated and watched his face. His eyes were dark blue and deeper than a lake. I could drown in them.

He bent his head forward and said, “Good morning, Angela. Your brand is quite becoming.”

I suddenly realized what he was looking at and said, “ It hurts.”

It will heal quickly and it is beautiful.”

I played the slave for him and whined a little, “It will mark me permanently, even when my sentence is up.”

“Not a problem. Your sentence will expire but you will always be a slave girl. You know in your heart you always have been a natural slave.”

He expected me to protest. “No. I’m not a slave. I’m a strong, independent woman and I’m going to be that, no matter what you do to me!”

“This is not a time for deceit. We both know you are a natural slave and all I will do is free you to live as you want.”

“Then why am I chained? Do I really want these?” I jiggled my wrists, making the metal clatter.

“You are strong, but you have never been independent. All your adult life you have ruled submissive women. Not for the job but because that was as close as you dared to get to what you wanted to be. You wanted to be as free to act out your desires as your charges, yet couldn’t take the chance that the owner you wanted might not treat you as you wanted.”

It was true that I relished controlling all those girls, and wondered what it was like for them, But I never wanted to be them, never. “You think I wanted to be kept naked all the time, forced to run on all fours, be used for any kind of sex whenever anyone wanted me, be hunted like a wild animal?”

“No. I watched videos of you working with the packgirls. You envied their submission. Their circumstances were irrelevant. You want a master to guide you. You want to serve and be rewarded. You want to feel the pleasure they showed.”

Was he right? Sometimes I did envy their happy life, but I don’t want to be a slave!

“Come here. Sit in my lap.”

I shrank back, instinctively. He tugged gently on my leash. I feared him, but I wanted comfort too. He held all the power. I slowly stood up and went to him, uncertain.

His large arms lifted me onto his lap. He released my leash, one arm cradled me and the other stroked my breasts, gently, sending shivers through me. I looked down, shyly while he watched me and continued stroking me. It was very pleasant and I wondered how it would end.

“You are here because you broke the law. You’ve lost the right to self-determination. You could have been a packgirl, a whore in a brothel, a farm hand or factory worker. You are fortunate that your owner wants you for his companion. You are concerned for your treatment and your future. I will teach you to be a perfect companion. We use pain to guide you and pleasure to reward you.”

I must have shown my concern when he said “Pain,”

“Pain can be for punishment, reinforcement, or simply erotic.”

His gentle massage of my breasts, his soothing tone, the warmth of his embrace were making me aroused. I tried to stay focused, to learn what I was into. It was difficult. I spoke, mostly to fight the fuzzy pleasure dulling my thoughts, “Erotic?”

“It can be enjoyable, to warm you for sex.”

He was making this matter of fact to keep my mind engaged and move me away from fear, I felt myself drifting, but I forced myself to ask, “And reinforcement?”

“Your trainers will use light touches to guide and improve you. If, you break a rule, you’ll receive strokes, a few for a first offense, more for a repeat. Not as painful as a punishment whipping, but it will sting enough that you will associate future breaking of the rules with how much it will hurt your butt.”

I think I’d like the erotic kind, but protested, “I don’t know your rules. It’s not fair to whip me for not knowing the rules.”

His fingers were pushing my arousal to dangerous heights, but his words were useful. I focused on his lips as he spoke.

“The rules are very simple and I’m sure you’ve guessed most of them. One, obey every order. Two, always be respectful. Verbally acknowledge every order and refer to your trainer as “Master,” or “Mistress.” Three, stay off furniture without an order.”

Not all that different than a packgirl. I thought. Just be submissive and stay off the furniture. I vowed to be obedient until I got out of here. It would be easier to escape from Phillips than this prison. ”That’s it?”

He frowned at me, pausing his massage of my rigid nipple. OOPS. I quickly added, “Master.”

“Good.” He moved his hand from my hard, engorged nipple to the other. I didn’t need it. I was wet and ready. I raised my lips tentatively toward his, hoping he would stop talking and get on with my taking.

The bastard ignored my subtle gesture and kept talking, “You will be required to know your poses, many will be familiar to you. Your training can be easy and painless, depending on your attitude.”

“Will I be used by your men?” What I really meant was, “Will you shut up and just fuck me?”

“You are available to my staff. It is part of your training.”

“Do you think that fucking me and beating me will make me a slave?”

“Yes. It is my business to make you a true passion slave. Obedient, hot, responsive and desperate to please men.  You will not be the first. I know my business, Angela.”

“Show me, master,” I challenged him.

He stood me on the floor, took my leash and led me out of the room, my love juices trickling down my thighs. I was devastated and sobbed in frustration. I clattered down the hall and he took me into a large room. Sam was waiting and I saw a short, thick pole sticking up from the floor in the middle of the room.

Haddad handed my leash to Sam and turned me around so my back was to him. He unlocked my cuffs, lifted my hands high on my back and tied my thumbs together with a soft cord. He looped it around my thumbs several times, then cinched the loops in the center. He was quick and obviously experienced. It wasn’t too tight but I would never get free by myself. Then he wrapped a loop of the cord around my neck, above my collar. It wasn’t tight, but I had to tilt my head back and look straight up to breathe.

I struggled to lift my arms high on my back. I felt my big toes tied together the same way.  The leash was removed.

I teetered precariously on my tied feet. I swayed, unable to move my feet for balance. I started to fall over and one of them grabbed me painfully, by my nipples, behind my nipple rings, and held me up. He held each nipple between thumb and forefinger, pain radiating through me. Then he started walking backwards, pulling me forward. I couldn’t take even a tiny step so I hopped to keep up with him. My hops were tiny compared to his steps, so I took a lot of them as I was pulled forward. I had to keep my arms high and my head tilted up to the ceiling to breathe so I couldn’t see where he was taking me. He pulled me many feet before he stopped and then he pulled my nipples painfully high and said, pleasantly, “Jump.”

He made me jump in place for a minute before he relaxed, released my nipples. Took hold of my shoulders and lay me on the floor. He rolled me on my front. I still had to hold my head up and my arms high to breathe, but at least my sore leg muscles could relax. Not for long. He lifted my legs up and folded them against my ass then tied the cord from my toes to my wrist cuffs, in a strict hogtie. He walked away without a word. I had no idea how long he would leave me like this, struggling to breathe under constant, painful tension.

I struggled to gain some ease but failed, my breath coming in short gasps and wheezes. This was insidious, diabolical torture with only two short pieces of thong. My  ankles were still chained together, but they had no part of this pain. They let me lay there, suffering, for many minutes, while they stood apart from me, watching, listening to my feeble pants, gasps, and squeaks while they talked quietly among themselves. I couldn’t speak above a whisper or move at all, I was so completely immobilized.

After many long moments Sam came over and untied my toes so I could straighten my legs and relieve some of the pressure on my neck. They lifted me up by my shoulders and drug me to the short metal pole sticking straight up from the floor. It was two inches thick and four feet high with a cap with a staple on the end with a hole in it. He locked my collar to the end and untied my thumbs. Thank God! He removed the chain from my ankles. My collar was tightly fixed to the  metal pole just high enough that I could kneel or stand bent over. He stood back and let me struggle to find a comfortable position. There was none. Haddad was gone.

He tossed a foot-long, black rubber dildo at my feet and ordered, “Pick it up.” He was swishing a short whip back and forth. I knew that if I didn’t obey soon, he would start whipping me until I held it.

I tried but my arms were six inches too short. I was able to wedge it between the pole and a foot and slide it far enough up the pole that I could take it in my hand. I looked at him.

“Put it in your mouth. Practice licking and sucking.”

I had instructed many girls in oral sex but had never done it myself. I knew how, but it was so demeaning I hesitated. I yelped as the first stripe from the whip sent a fiery spike into my ass. Two seconds passed then another stripe blossomed on my bottom. I quickly jammed the dildo in my mouth.

He corrected me, “Use both hands.”

I shoved the inert thing in and pulled it out a couple of times, slowly.

“Pull it out. Take a deep breath. Shove it in all the way and hold it until I say.”

I obeyed him explicitly though I gagged before it was all the way in and pulled it out to breathe. Again the whip stung me. I took a deep breath and shoved it back in and managed to go all the way down my throat this time. I held it there. Waiting for his release. I was getting short of breath. Panicky.

“Out.  Breathe. In.”

I repeated this cycle three more times before he changed things again.

“Stop.” He took the dildo from me.

I knew it wouldn’t be long before I would have to do it with enthusiasm, with a man, or be whipped until I did.

He locked steel stocks on me holding my wrists in line eighteen inches on either side of my neck. It circled my neck, below my collar and clamped on my wrists between my hands and the permanent cuffs. My collar was still locked to the pole. I could stand on my feet with my ass sticking out behind or I could kneel. My hair covered my face, shifting like a loose veil, so I couldn’t see them well.

A woman entered the room, another slave, but with her hands free, holding a long, thin whip. They started a constant barrage, constantly shifting around me, flicking my skin with thin whips, all over me. None too hard, but every one stung. I writhed around my pole, unable to cover anything or escape from the rain of tiny bites. They made sure that my most sensitive regions were stung, I yelped and jumped at every flick, but I was especially loud when a whip found a nipple or my labia.

Unbelievably, I was getting aroused, I guess it was my bondage, my helplessness, and even the tiny pains., but I was wet and needy  Please fuck me, hard. I moaned, I cursed, “Fuck me you assholes. I need a real man. Fuck me.” I was angry. “Stop whipping me. I’m ready. Stick a dick in me, please, masters, please,” I sobbed. Tears of frustration wet my cheeks while love juice trickled down my legs

This torture went on for ages. I begged for them to stop and take me, to no avail. They wanted me to learn they could give me pain whenever they wanted. I knew this intellectually, but I also knew the purpose of this procedure was to condition me to unhesitating obedience. I had used it too and knew it always worked. I would learn it too. Finally, they stopped. They put a long bar between my ankles and fastened it to the base of the pole, forcing me to stand with my legs far apart. This was just to make it easier to hit my loins, but I guessed what was next.

A thick dildo with bumps and ridges, on an adjustable rod, was brought over. The rod was fixed to the base of the pole and the dildo inserted into my vagina. Not all the way. I could rise up so it was mostly out of me and lower myself so it was all the way in.

The trainer said, “Pleasure yourself.”

No matter what I wanted, I knew the time-honored process used a woman’s instinctive reaction to physical stimulation of her sex to drive her into mindless masturbation and teach her that others completely controlled her behavior, that her conditioning to complete submission was inevitable. I also knew I would do just what they wanted. Any woman would.

Then the whips started again, not so many, mostly on my ass. I started frigging myself on the dildo and aroused myself. The way I was fastened, I didn’t have enough play to get the dildo all the way in, so I stayed on the edge of an orgasm for several minutes, ignoring flicks of the whip. Actually, I was enjoying them. I think they were helping my arousal. Then my trainer came over and squatted in front of me. He stroked my pussy and fondled my clit until I orgasmed. It was a wonderful orgasm. My belly spasmed, sending love juices trickling down the dildo.

I knew my time of self-control had ended.

He stepped back and watched me recover then start working myself up and down on the dildo, arousing myself anew. When I was gasping and near the edge, he applied a vibrator to my clit and I orgasmed instantly. The only motion possible for me was to raise up as far as possible and hold it until my rapture passed. Then I lowered myself, starting my arousal climbing again. My leg muscles were getting tired and I wanted to stop.

He stood up and watched me build my arousal. I was moaning and begging him shamelessly to let me down. When he decided I was ready he applied the vibrator to my clit. I went through my now standard routine of moans, gasps, wriggles and screams of orgasmic bliss and orgasmed in seconds.

To my shock and dismay he gave me no respite, but simply held the vibrator on my clit and my orgasmic spasms continued for an eternity despite my inability to pump myself up and down on the dildo. My arousal knew no bounds and my belly muscles began to cramp from overuse. I screamed, “Stop, please stop, I can’t take any more!”

Mercifully, he took the vibrator away and let me recover. They took me off the pole but left the stocks and spreader bar on me. When I could stand up, they walked me backwards ten feet and hooked a pulley to the stocks. They pulled me up until I was standing straight and tall, fastened the ankle bar to the floor and stretched me tight. I was erect and immobile. A trainer had the dildo I was forced to practice with, stuck it in my  mouth, and said, “You know what to do.”

I did, I was able to move my head back and forth and got to work fucking my mouth with it. I tasted my own juice. I was shocked to realize what I tasted, but I had no choice. And was soon wondering what other girls tased like.

Someone inserted a very wide, lubed butt plug into my bottom hole, working it in until it seated itself. Another trainer had a similar dildo on the end of a stick, inserted it between my labia lips and slid it up in me. I was completely stuffed. He started fucking me with it, slowly, at first. He sped up slowly and when she was about at the speed a man would use, another trainer put a vibrator on my clitoris. All of my holes were being used and I couldn’t move to help or hinder. I couldn’t even talk because he never took the dildo all the way out of my mouth. I was being inexorably driven toward orgasm, but I had just had four orgasms in rapid succession, so I wasn’t rising toward another as rapidly.

Then someone started paddling my ass with slow, steady, medium-hard blows and my arousal sprang into full flower. I was instantly close to orgasm and in seconds I had my fifth orgasm and it was the best one all day. Maybe it was because of all the simultaneous stimulation, or maybe because I couldn’t move at all. Whatever, I learned that a little pain gave me  a better orgasm and I suspect being helpless also gave me a boost.

Everyone left the room, leaving me hanging while I recovered from the best orgasm ever.

I stayed where I was for a long time before they let me down and removed the stocks and spreader bar. My hands were locked behind me but they didn’t bother with the ankle chain. No need. I couldn’t run. They put a leash on my collar and I meekly followed its tug back to my cell. He put the chain back on my collar and ordered, “Lay down on the bed and raise your feet.”

I wasn’t going to waste painful resistance on a painless order so I obeyed. He locked a short chain between my ankles and left, locking the cell door. A pointless gesture since I was chained to the wall.  I was tired but not sleepy and my thoughts whirled around  my situation.

I had managed and controlled bondmaids for years. It wasn’t hard to keep them docile and ensure they obeyed. That was why the state got rid of prisons for them. It wasn’t necessary. I wasn’t going to go anywhere. My chains were too strong and there was no way for me to remove my collar or cuffs.

I was here to stay and they wanted me to become a pleasure slave, not a packgirl like I knew. I wouldn’t be running four legged, pretending to be a fox. I might be tending a garden sometimes, but mainly I was going to be a sex toy and eye-candy. Not the worst job for a woman, and I enjoyed sex, at least the plain vanilla variety. I’m afraid these men aren’t going to be happy with ”Vanilla.”

I have to admit that I can’t stop anything they want to happen and I’d better do anything they want. I know they won’t damage me and my body is designed to do whatever they want. It’s a little exciting thinking of these men having their way with me.

They left me in my cell for hours. I was bored and afraid at the same time. Sam came in and fed me, a small bowl of bland soup on the floor. He watched me eat then asked, “Do you enjoy anal sex?”

I said, “No, master.”

He left, taking the bowl with him.

He returned with another man. They took me to a large, tiled restroom, stood me over a floor drain, fastened a chain hanging from the ceiling to my collar and gave me an enema, letting the water run down into the drain until it was clear. They dried me off, lubed my anus and took me back to my cell. When we got there, they showed me their condoms and told me, laughingly, “We always practice safe sex, even if it’s not consensual.” They were going to teach me anal sex, whether or not I wanted it.

They fastened my ankles to the foot of the bed, legs wide,  bent me over the footboard, and ran a chain from the headboard to my collar. They rubbed my nipples and stroked my sex, pulling and twisting my rings until I was swollen and ready for sex. I didn’t want to be aroused, but my body ignored my wishes.

I felt fingers rubbing my ass, slowly spiraling around my anus until a finger slipped into my greased hole. It circled around, feeling, rubbing – a very unusual sensation. Then a second finger joined it, stretching me a little more

Without warning a hard cock pushed against my anus and I instinctively clenched my bottom tight, resisting his intrusion.

I had felt the sensation only once before when I was raped on my arrival. I hadn’t been ready for it then and it hurt. This time they had prepared me and there was no pain. I felt full and a little excited by the thought of getting an orgasm from it. I knew that some women orgasmed from anal sex, but I’d never even thought about it. The very thought of having a man’s penis up my rectum was disgusting. Except now it wasn’t. It was just different. Maybe it was knowing I was clean inside? He pumped away at my backside and I felt my excitement growing. I begged him to go harder, faster, then he climaxed inside me with a groan, filling me with his hot spend. He pulled out, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled, disappointed.

His partner quickly stepped up and took over, again filing me with his thick penis. Again my anus tried to keep him out, but he forced his way in and started pumping me up. Again I felt full and my arousal increased. Again I had hopes for a real orgasm and begged him to go harder. His groin slammed against my ass, rocking me back and forth. My disappointment was colossal when he climaxed and I didn’t.

I sobbed in frustration when I was again empty and unfulfilled. But they were interested in teaching me the pleasures possible with anal sex, so they shoved a dildo in my now gaping anus and used their hands and fingers to arouse me. They pumped up my arousal until an orgasm erupted in me. I squealed and moaned and screamed, “Thank you. Thank you.” when it broke. It was exquisite. then they put me to bed.

They took the pad off the bed and put me face down on the wire mesh, wrist and ankle cuffs chained to the posts, my breasts hanging down through the lattice, nipple rings resting on the floor. The dildo mounted on a long pole inserted deep into my bottom, the pole tied to the foot board. My slightest motion, even my breathing caused the dildo to shift in my ass, a constant reminder that they could do anything they wanted to me.

I had had a couple of one-night stands, but never a serious relationship. I had started working at Wildwood Farms when it was just horses and stayed on when it changed to a bondmaid hunt club. I guess having all those naked girls under my control and watching men use them had made it difficult for me to form a “Normal” relationship.

I felt strangely similar to the way I had felt after my one-night stands. I would wake remembering the physical pleasure I had gotten yet ashamed of what I had done. The physical didn’t seem to help the emotional void. I had been fucked by men who I didn’t love, nor even feel close to, and taken to the heights of orgasm by strangers using all manner of toys and whips to arouse me. . It was about nothing but the brief physical pleasure. Women were wired differently form men, that’s for sure. The men who had used me before and now never regretted screwing women just for physical pleasure. They were sure women felt the same way too.

What I had done to my packgirls was train them to just embrace the physical pleasure and that’s what these men were going to do to me!

I lay there face down, unable to move, chained to the bed, with a pole up my ass, waiting to fall asleep. I somehow didn’t hate the men who had used my ass. I was sort of happy they showed me I was able to orgasm through anal sex. I had sometimes wondered about that after watching my girls used that way. I complimented girls who had pleased guests with their bottom holes. Men appreciated that they were tighter and hotter than vaginas.

After that one time of anal training they didn’t arouse me or use me for more than a week. Every day I would be woken early and fed in my cell then moved to the restroom and secured to a heavy wall ring with a long chain to my collar and given an enema. When they were finished, they unlocked my wrists and left me alone in the restroom for a half hour. I used the toilet, showered, and did my hair in a ponytail. There was some makeup in the restroom but I didn’t use it. What was the point. I didn’t need to look good to get a man here.

Haddad and one of his men came for me. They locked my hands together in front, gagged me, and took me to a large room, empty save for three chairs. I was hung by my wrists with my feet spread wide and chained to floor rings.

Haddad told me, “You have been a naughty girl. Your piercings and brand are healed. Today you will be punished for your misdeeds. Then I will turn you into an exquisite pleasure slave.”

He left the room with his man. A woman entered. She was fit, tall, and blonde. She wore trainers, a sports bra, and shorts. She stepped behind me, tied a cord to my ponytail, and tied it to the chain holding my wrists so I couldn’t lower my head. While she worked, she said. “I’m Iris. My job is to punish you for your behavior. I will determine when to stop by the color of your skin. It has to be the right shade of red. I will enjoy your screams and whimpers, but they will not affect my judgment. We have all day.”

She started hitting my ass and back with her fists. Hard blows. Then she kicked my thighs, harder than her hands. Back to punches All I could do was twist my upper body, ineffectually. She covered me with blows, like I was a punching bag, from my shoulders to my calves. She started mixing in slaps, sharper, stinging my skin, not hurting the underlying muscles. She slowly stepped around my body, hitting me with a mixture of blows,  unhurriedly, at a measured pace she could continue as long as she wanted. When she reached my front, she mixed slaps to my breasts with her punches. She made my breasts bounce painfully on my chest.

She punished my breasts for long minutes, slapping, grabbing, pinching my nipples, tugging, and twisting my rings. I cried out at every new pain  with guttural snorts through my nose, unable to speak words. When she tired of my breasts she continued slapping my belly and chest, slowly moving down to my sex. I knew what she was going to do, but the first slap on my labia rings took m by surprise. Slapping the rings seemed to amplify the pain. She started alternating slaps with punches, I couldn’t see, but it felt like my skin was burning red.

She started moving around me again, hitting, kicking, and slapping my sides and left leg until I was just as sore there as the rest of my body. Then she changed tactics again, reaching around me with both hands she started tickling and stroking my sex and squeezing my breast with side excursions to tweak my nipple. Unbelievably, I was getting aroused and my grunts of pain changed slowly to ones of pleasure, despite my burning skin. If I was a closet masochist, my life as Phillip’s pleasure slave would be more pleasant.

She whispered in my ear, “You’re getting wet. Girls always do despite their pain. I guess we’re all focused on sex.”

I thought she was right. Pain didn’t deter any of the girls I had controlled. I hope she keeps this up.

She stopped arousing me when I got close to coming. She stepped back and started flicking me with a long whip. Not hard enough to break the skin, but hard enough to leave stripes on my skin. I squealed at its sharp pain, sure I had been cut, but wrong, just stripes. She slowly circled me, focusing on all my most sensitive regions: the inside of my legs, my armpits, my breasts, ensuring the maximum pain with minimal effort.

She alternated arousing me then punishing me all day, with brief breaks to water me . At the end of the day I hung limp from my wrists, all my skin was pink striped with red. I was tired, sore and desperately horny. She had aroused me to the brink of orgasm then stopped and let me simmer to torture me some more. By the end of the day pain and pleasure were swirling in me, mixed so thoroughly I couldn’t tell any difference. Any stimulation was preferable to nothing. I wanted more.

At last they took me down and led me back to the restroom. They other girls helped me with my ablutions and I was locked back in my cell, chained as usual. I fell asleep quickly, my stomach rumbling. I hadn’t been fed this day.

I dreamed of being a slave girl, my master took me shopping on a leash. Everyone smiled at me and I was happy. What was my subconscious thinking? Had it joined Haddad?

After the restroom and breakfast a guard put me on a leash. He led me to an exercise room where Tina was waiting for me. He unlocked my hands and she led me through an hour of yoga-type exercises. Then another hour of teaching me the slave poses I was expected to know. The poses I had to learn with my hands behind my back as well as free.

When I was holding punishment pose, my head on the floor, kneeling up, my nipple rings dangling below my breasts, Tina squatted beside me, gently grasped my left nipple ring, and said, “Your rings are pretty. How do they make you feel?”

“Vulnerable and when they move, they arouse me. My nips are always hard.”

“Your nose too?”

“Just vulnerable and its demeaning. It doesn’t arouse me, it’s just for controlling a girl.”

“No, it’s pretty too. I’d like to have them.”

“Ask your owner. Men like the way they look and love to play with them.”

“Maybe.”

I learned that Tina was serving a life sentence for killing a lover who cheated on her. Haddad had bought her at auction and set up his business  She was his first legal slave and he trained her himself. She said she loved him and was content with her life now. I don’t know if she was being truthful or not. There were cameras watching us, so maybe it was just what she was instructed to say. She was cheerful.

The same man came in and told Tina that the boss wanted her. She left and he locked my hands behind me, put a leash on my nose ring and took me back to my cell. He locked the tether chain to my collar, removed the leash and left. I missed Tina. She had been female company even if she was my trainer. Her attitude cheered me up.

Before my enslavement, I was always busy. I had a job that was fun and demanding of my attention. I envied my charges because everything was done for them and they had a lot of good sex. I had sex, too, but usually with my charges to satisfy my personal needs.

WEEK TWO

Being a slave was boring. I was chained in a cell much of the time. Nothing to read, no one to talk to, no distractions. My hands were invariably locked behind me All I could do was practice the poses I had been given and a few exercises. When out of the cell I was either being directed by a trainer or doing light housekeeping: sweeping, cleaning, dusting, and the like.

My only adult conversations were occasional, with Haddad. He would take me into his office or on walks around the grounds and he would inquire as to my feelings.

This time I waited an hour in my cell after Tina left and practiced. A trainer came and took me to a courtyard and put me on a walker. A thick center post ten feet tall with four arms on top with chains dangling almost to the ground. A motor spun the arms around. It was turning and two girls were walking under the arms, the chain locked to their collars. A trainer was encouraging them with occasional flicks of his whip. The walker was stopped and I was attached to a free arm and it started again. The trainer with the whip made us walk , run, whatever with exaggeratedly high steps. He stood still while the walker spun us within reach. I tried hard to do exactly as he ordered. The whip stung and there was no way to avoid id if he thought I deserved it.

We had only been walking a few minutes before it was stopped and Tina was put on it too. We were opposite each other so I couldn’t see her. I could tell from the sounds that she felt the sting of the whip too.

The trainers varied the speed of the walker in a slow-medium-fast pattern, each pace for fifteen or twenty minutes before changing. I was sweating and tired by the time they stopped and returned me to my cell.

My brand and my piercings had healed. I was exercised several times a day. I was required to be docile and obedient. Their short whips stung to correct me and remind me when I forgot some part of a routine. I was kept completely naked with my wrists almost always locked behind my back. My initial humiliation at being naked and handled by men had subsided. I became resigned to something I couldn’t change.

Usually I only saw the men, but sometimes there would be one or two other females trained with me. Whenever there were other women around, except Tina, we were gagged. I was gagged other times, but always when there was another slave-in-training around. Clearly, our trainers did not want their captives to talk to each other. I assume Tina was an exception because she was also a trainer, but I never asked her.

They fed me twice a day, never enough. I was always hungry. They weighed me weekly and ignored my pleas for more food.

After the anal sex session the men didn’t use me again. I had fully recovered from my piercing and branding and required only to be obedient and docile to my trainers. I had almost become used to the shame of being kept completely naked with my hands constantly locked behind my back and my ankles always joined by a foot of chain. My initial humiliation at being naked before men had slowly changed to passive resignation to a situation I was powerless to change.

Even the brand had come to seem ornamental. Like my rings, no one would know I didn’t ask for it.

My mind kept returning to the fact that I had not been taken again, or even aroused. It was unexpected and disconcerting.  At Wildwood the girls were used frequently and I assumed I would be too. It was disconcerting to be naked and readily available to the men and to be ignored. I was good looking and helpless to stop any use or humiliation they wanted to impose on me.

I had not been touched save to be fed, bathed, exercised, or to adjust my chains and I didn’t understand why. I had assumed I would be treated harshly. Teased, tormented, even taken again to demonstrate their power over me. After all, I thought, I wore the collar of a slave on my neck, my hands locked behind me, I was ringed and branded.

I was increasingly confused when none of those feared things happened and I felt like I was being cheated. As if they were punishing me by not forcing me to submit to  their  sexual demands.

My feelings were strange and unsettling and I grew frustrated, wishing something would happen, even if I didn’t like it.  I found myself unconsciously moving and acting like a real slave, displaying my body provocatively, presenting myself for a man’s touch. Every time I caught myself, I blushed, and hastily changed my position, frightened that the men might see and accept my unintended offer.

To my relief, they didn’t notice, or, the thought later occurred to me, they purposefully  ignored me. Over the course of weeks my relief changed to frustration as my desire was ignored. My frustration peaked when, forbidden to speak,  they taught me how to properly kneel, spread my thighs wide, arch my spine and thrust my breasts forward in the provocative posture of  slave submission. My needs were ignored as they focused on technical performance. Much of the time I was gagged but even when I could speak, I clamped my mouth shut in pique. I would punish them for ignoring me, a decision I regretted every night, alone in my cell, arms locked behind me, unable to get any relief from my self-induced arousal and cried myself to sleep.

One day, after another session on the walker with three other girls, I refused to open my mouth to be gagged. It was stupid, pointless defiance and I expected to feel their whips, but their reaction was over the top. My hands were already locked behind me and my ankles hobbled. They put me over a trestle, waist across the bar, chained my collar to a floor ring and my ankles to another. They whipped me for a long time on my back, bottom, and thighs. Not the mild arousing stimulation I liked, but a brutal whipping that just hurt. They ignored my pleas and promises to obey.

Eventually they stopped and left me there. They returned later and beat me again. They left me bent over the trestle overnight and beat me again in the morning. When they released me in the afternoon, I couldn’t walk. They made me crawl back to my cell and didn’t feed me until the next morning. They never mentioned it again and I never disobeyed a command again.

My training continued. I lost weight and grew more fit. I was aroused all the time and ever vigilant for some means to tickle my sex. They were damnably clever in removing or covering every corner or protrusion and my hands were always locked behind me. The men were looking better and better. I noticed myself unconsciously adopting slutty poises, shoving my breasts forward, rubbing against them as I did my exercises.

I cried myself to sleep most nights, in desperate need of relief, fighting my bonds, trying impossible contortions to reach my cunt. One night in a credit to my desperation I managed to maneuver my blanket so an edge slid between my lips and I could slide it up and down with my hands and mouth. It was working. I  was able to get enough friction it was arousing me. I was almost there when two men came and took my blanket away. I guess there was a hidden camera somewhere. I never did find it. After that they locked a short chain to the back of my collar and locked both wrists to the end of the chain, my arms raised in a reverse prayer. It was impossible to use my hands for anything in that position. I slept that way for the rest of my time there.

My nipples and sex pulsed with continuous and intense arousal caused by the constant weight and presence of my rings. They were cunningly placed to cause maximum stimulation at every movement and which I was powerless to remove, ever.

I became more blatant in my need. I was in rut. Every time I was with a man, I tried to entice him to fuck me. I was affectionate, cuddling up to all of them, stroking their muscular arms and backs, rubbing up against their penises, feeling them up whenever I could. They were polite, even appreciative, but wouldn’t fuck me, just put me back to my exercises. It was frustrating. I knew I was pretty, that men wanted me, but these men wouldn’t take me. I became more vocal, asking, no, begging them to “Try me, take me, use me, fuck me,” to no avail. 

Often, in the middle of a routine, if a man was within reach, I would flirt with him, touch him suggestively and try to be affectionate. He would good-naturedly swat my bottom and put me back to work. I know they enjoyed teasing me and frustrating my desperate need.

WEEK THREE

Angela knelt with her naked back to the door of her cell. Her hands locked high on her back, ankles hobbled and collar linked to the usual ringbolt. Her back was straight and her face only an inch from the concrete wall facing her. Her breasts were pressed flat against the wall. She could not move, could not rise from the pose into which she had bee placed, for her nose ring was fastened closely to a steel eye set deep into the wall and any movement to ease her stiff-backed position, caused a sharp stab of pain.

Angela’s training as a slave had begun. This was the third time she had been bound and left to suffer in such a way. With her wrists locked high on her back and her mouth stuffed with a gag, she had been forced to endure long, uncomfortable, stretches of strict bondage. The first time, she had stood on tiptoe for hours with her nipple rings locked to ringbolts on the wall. The second time she had been perched on a sharp board, her ankles chained to the floor, gravity trying to painfully split her in half.

The lesson of these sessions was a hard one for Angela to accept, but she was learning it as her body ached and protested.

Anything, anything her masters wanted, could be done to her and her only frail defense was complete and instant obedience.

Her training and exercise sessions continued, interspersed with the strict bondage sessions. She was taught how to attend to a master’s needs without being obtrusive. How to keep a house or office spotless and dust free, the proper way to scrub floors, the techniques of enticement and flirtation honed by courtesans over the centuries, how to give an excellent blow job. She was taught to give good anal sex and how to orgasm from it.

As the days passed, she found herself thinking less of the pain of her training and more and more of the eroticism of being bound helplessly to receive the punishment her masters decided she should receive.

She tried to ignore and suppress her shameful thoughts but could not help the arousal that resulted as she lay in her bed at night. She tested her bonds, savoring their strength, fantasizing about strong male hands and lips caressing her helpless body.

Then, one day, after a training session Sam locked my hands behind me, hobbled me, put the leash on my nose ring and led me out of the training room. He turned away from my cell, surprising me,  and  took me to Haddad’s quarters.

Haddad took my leash and I dropped to my knees and kissed his feet. I didn’t even think about this until it was over and only then did I blush. It was the natural behavior of a slave to her master and I realized that I had automatically acted as a slave.

He ordered, “Up!”

I stood up and went to display pose, arching my back, spreading my feet as far as my hobble allowed and smiling at him. By now the motions were instinctive, rote. As I looked at my master, I realized how happy I was to see him smiling. I had done well. I hoped he would take me soon.

He removed the leash and unlocked my hands. This was the first time I could see my hands in many days. I didn’t know what to do with them. I let them hang straight down, but that didn’t feel right. Haddad watched me struggle and didn’t say anything. Finally, I crossed them behind me in the pose I had been forced into for a month. I could do more things with my hands now, but had nothing to do.

He pointed across the room to a credenza and ordered, “Get me a glass of water.”

I saw there were glasses and a carafe of water on the credenza. I walked to it, turned over a glass, picked up the carafe, and filled the glass. I carefully set the carafe down and picked up the glass. The motions were unusual to me now. I had to think about every motion. I turned around to go back to Haddad and saw he was watching me with an amused expression.

He took the glass from me, took a drink and said, “Good.” He pointed to a corner and said, ”Kneel on the cushion.”

I turned and saw the large cushion on the floor. I went to it and knelt facing the center of the room. I put my hands behind me again. He went to his desk, sat down, and picked up some papers.

Was my training over? Was I being tested to see if I was ready to be returned to my owner? I watched Haddad working. He worked on his computer and read some more documents. He occasionally sipped from his glass. When it was nearly empty, I got the carafe from the credenza and filled his glass. I was still very aroused, horny as I had ever been. It took all my resolve not to throw myself on his desk and beg him to take me, but I did it, I had learned patience.


Chapter 16 : Ponies

Susan visited the restroom after lunch and pushed through the swinging doors into the pound, squatted and looked around. She saw the new girl, Megan, sitting by herself under one of the shade trees. She looked lonely.

We had almost an hour until our afternoon work party. I decided to go talk with her. I remembered how scary this place was for me. I got onto my hands and feet and went to her. I was still new and clumsy with the packgirl mode of walking with the steeply canted boots and stiff paws turning my fingers into an inflexible hoof and forcing me into a four-legged gait. She watched me approach looking apprehensive.

She got up onto her hands and knees as I got close.

I said, unnecessarily, because we both had name tags on our collars, “Hi. I’m Susan.”

She didn’t say anything so I continued, “Pretty scary isn’t it. You’ll feel better in a few days when you get used to the routine.” I dropped down to my hands and knees beside her and moved close enough I could put my head close to her crotch and smell her aroma.

She shied away and, “What are you doing. Stop that.”

I had to chuckle. It was the same with every girl. I had behaved exactly the same before the other girls explained. “It’s a Wildwood ritual. Phillips likes us to act as much like dogs as possible, like these boots and paws. He likes us to learn each other’s aroma. We want to keep him happy so we always sniff each other’s sex, some of the girls are quite theatrical about it, put on a big show. We get treats when he’s pleased with us and swatted if not. Besides, you’ll learn we all smell different.”

After a moment she replied, “It seems rude, indecent to invade a girl’s privacy and sniff her like an animal.”

“Don’t be a prude. We don’t have privacy or pride. We’re here to be sex toys for whoever wants to use us. We have to give pleasure and sport to everyone else and we’re free to give it to each other as well. Have you ever loved a woman?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Have you ever wanted to try it? Look around, there are twenty naked, pretty, girls here who’ll gladly show you how. You know, sex is the very best way to get to know someone, and it’s expected of us.”

She blushed all over, looked down ,and said, quietly, “I don’t think they would. You’re the first girl who’s spoken to me.”

“Have you tried talking to someone besides me?”

“Well, no. I’m still trying to get used to being naked and unable to use my hands. I’m afraid they won’t accept me. I guess I’m shy.” She crossed her arms over her breasts, just emphasizing her nudity.

It was obvious she needed help to adjust to being a packgirl. I told her, “That’s not logical. We’re all in the same boat. I’ll show you,” I raised up, rolled her over on her back, and knelt between her legs.

She protested, mildly, “Stop that. What are you doing?” She raised her paws up as if to ward me away.

I batted her paws aside then flicked her nipples with the edges of my paws. “It’s called sex play. Shut up and lie still while I show you why you should be playing with the other girls.”

She raised her paws up again.

I backhanded them down and swatted her breasts hard enough to sting and ordered in a stern voice, “Hold still. Keep your hands on the ground.”

Her eyes grew wide and her mouth opened in a gasp, but she obeyed. I nudged her legs wider apart, lowered myself down, putting my forearms over hers and holding her arms down. I dropped my face down close and started kissing her thighs and belly,

She froze for thirty seconds before moaning softly and giving in completely. I felt her belly muscles working as I moved closer to her labia. She gasped as I stuck my nose and tongue between her labia and licked. Her aroma was heady, both musky and spicy and she tasted wonderful. I felt her labia pulling apart as they engorged. She was panting and making small, quick cries of sexual abandon. I had her now. She was feeling her onrushing orgasm and her desire for release was strong. I was feeling it too, milder, of course, driven by the feeling of power I got from controlling her.

I redoubled my licking, reaching deep into her love canal and tasting her love juices. Devine. She was in the ecstasy of near orgasm, chanting, “More, harder,” over and over.

I sucked her clitoris into my mouth and nibbled and sucked, driving her over the edge into full orgasm. She shrieked and bucked, nearly tossing me off. Her love juices flooded up, covering my chin and nose, banging her labia rings against my nose ring with a clang of metal. I lifted my face and discovered we were surrounded by cheering, applauding packgirls.

I lifted up onto my knees and used my paws to scrape her exudations into my mouth, finally wiping my face with my arms. I watched Megan as I cleaned my face.

Her sounds of release trailed off into a quiet, “Oh Yesss,” which set off more applause from the circle of packgirls.

Nylla said, “You’re a hot bitch, girl. Good to know. Now you should return the favor.”

Megan opened her eyes and looked at me. She asked, “Can I?”

I nodded my assent and she got to her knees. She said, “Down bitch. It’s my turn,” and all the girls cheered as I accepted her favor.

After we had finished providing the pack with our entertainment, we lay beside each other, on our sides, facing each other.  With our tails in it was the most comfortable position

I told her, “We’re encouraged to have sex with each other as often as we like. Phillips thinks we give better sport to the guests when orgasms are fresh in our minds. We may not get an orgasm when a man uses us, but the desire makes us more hopeful, more responsive. It seems to work.  At least all the girls seem happy.”

“Do you play with the other girls a lot?

“Two or three times a week. I don’t think it’s a lot, do you?”

“Yes. Are all the girls as randy as you?”

“Most are worse. Don’t you want an orgasm every day? You’re not going to get pregnant, you know.”

“Do you have a lover?”

“I’ve not been here long and I’ve not made love to everyone yet. I only know of one regular pair and they play with other girls. Of course they’re so horny they probably wear each other out and take others when their partner is sore.”

“Are you going to try them all out before deciding?”

“This isn’t like the outside world. We don’t sleep with our lover, or eat with them, or have any private time. It’s more like a boarding school where the main course is sex , there are pop quizzes whenever someone decides to use us, and any grade less than “A” is painful. Of course, we practice as much as we can.“

“Do women use us too?”

“Often. Mostly men, but anyone can use us, Young, old, man, or woman. Women like to have a girl warm their beds too. Besides guests, all the trainers use us regularly and many of them are women. Sometimes the guests are couples and the women can be rougher on you than the men. A power trip, I think. After a hunt a whole team can use you. A real gangbang, and there are sometimes women on a team. If they think we don’t give them as much sport as the men, they’ll really light into you. It is important to know how to give a woman a good time, so we practice on each other and we tell each other how to do it better. Bye the way, how was I?”

“Fantastic. I may not be the best judge since that was my first time, but fantastic.”

“Keep practicing and listen to your partner’s advice. You were good, but try to get your tongue deeper, lick harder, and switch to the clitoris when you feel my first spasm.”

Megan looked surprised then said, “OK. I’ll try to remember.”

Janice knelt close to our heads and said, “Hi Susan.” She read Megan’s name tag and said, “ and Megan.”

I said, Hi. I missed you at lunch.”

“Yeah, John stopped by and I ate with him.”

“Silverware and everything?”

“Hardly, he locked my hands behind me, put a leash on my nose ring, took me and my lunch out front to a picnic table, tied my leash to the leg of the table, and set my bowl on the ground. No special favor other than his company. It was still better than normal and I was rather well kissed after eating. He had a meeting and Wildwood was on his way so he called Phillips and arranged lunch. Nylla tells me you two provided a show.”

Megan blushed and I said, “Yeah. It was time she learned more about how this place works. It was her first time with a woman. She did good for a first time.”

Jan told Megan, “That’s great. You need to practice on more women. You should do one every day so you’re more experienced when a female guest wants you.”

Megan replied, “I like your looks. Are you available?”

“Sorry. I’m a special case. I’m owned by a man who can’t keep me at home when he’s working. Wildwood is sort of a daycare for me. I stay with him at night and on the weekends. I’m only used by him and I like it that way. But you’re pretty and you can enjoy all the other girls here.”

“That sounds a lot better than sleeping in a kennel and living with a bunch of women! Any way we could get in on that?”

“I think so too, but I don’t know how it could work for any of you since Wildwood owns you. Maybe they would rent you out for enough money. Know any well heeled men who you’d  like to own you evenings and weekends?”

A bell rang sharply and all the girls in the pound turned to look at the building. It was time for the afternoon chores. Mr. Phillips was there with three trainers, Robin, Julie, Sharon and a male stranger. Mr. Phillips called out, “Line up, by your number.”

The girls loped over and sorted themselves into the right order along the edge of the concrete walk.

Mr. Phillips read from a clipboard, Numbers one through eight help the forester, heavy harnesses. Numbers nine through fourteen maid duty, wrist and ankle chains, no paws. Numbers fifteen through nineteen and twenty-one gardening, wrist and ankle chains and work gloves. Number twenty and twenty-two, pony training, you’ll be given new gear. Get dressed.”

The girls streamed through the open door into the kennel room followed by the trainers who helped them put on their work gear.

The forest workers were ready first. The heavy harness had  wide leather belts with many attachment rings supported by wide shoulder straps, well padded. Once the harnesses were on the girls their wrist cuffs were snapped onto attachment rings behind their hips. Julie linked their collars with a light chain and led them out to the Forrester whose helpers put them into two-girl yokes for hauling brush and timber and herded them into the woods.

The maids  were ready next. Their steeply slanted boots were replaced with sneakers and their paws removed. Short chains joined their wrists and ankles. The standard bond maid chains had lockable links on the ends of the chains and could be locked onto the cuff’s rings without a key, so they were quickly added. Sharon linked their collars with a light chain and took them to the guest wing.

The garden party replaced their paws and boots with gloves and work boots. Their wrists and ankles were chained. Robin also linked their collars with chain and led them to the gardening shed where they were put to work hauling carts and weeding by the gardener and his assistants.

Megan and I followed the stranger to our equipment racks which were adjacent. There was new gear hanging on my rack which wasn’t there earlier. We sat down on the benches and he removed my puppy boots. All the racks had attachment rings mounted on the ends of the hangars. He stood me up and used a six inch chain with a spring clip on both ends to fasten my nose ring to my rack, then did the same to Megan. I had enough slack I could turn my head to see her, but that was about it.  We were unable to move enough to hinder him while he dressed us and could still see what was happening.  The other girls had finished dressing and left for their chores while he was still working on us.

We were already naked save for our paws. First, he put a strap harness on Megan. Straps enclosed her torso and covered almost nothing. Tight straps circled the base of her breasts and a wide belt cinched tight around her waist. The straps circled her torso above and below her breasts and a long strap descended from the back of their collar, passed between her legs and ran between her labia rings back up between their breasts and clipped to her collar. The strap changed to a thin, rolled cord where it passed between her legs and he carefully slipped it between her labia lips, bisecting the opening of her love canal. He tightened all the straps, making sure it wouldn’t slip out of her sex with walking.  He clipped her wrist cuffs to rings on the back of the belt.

He turned to me and put an identical harness on me. The straps around my breasts make them look like tight, round balloons. It was strangely comfortable when he tightened them and even better when he finished. The straps encircling my body were tight and constricting. They made Megan look erotic but I hadn’t expected such a strong feeling of sexual arousal. I was helpless and close to a very masculine male. He had put me in a tight, constricting harness that left me completely vulnerable.  I couldn’t help  moaning in arousal and blushed in shame. I loved the feeling of being constricted.

The strap between my legs was a worrying intruder. It wasn’t tight enough to hurt, but it was going to rub with every step and either make me raw or cause me to orgasm.

He replaced our packgirl boots with heelless pony boots. The pony boots were taller than the other boots we wore at Wildwood. They had slots so our ankle cuffs attachment rings stuck out on the inside of the boots. He put a hobble chain on them, longer than usual then ran another chain from our labia rings to the middle of the hobble chain to keep it off the ground. The additional weight on my labia rings was stimulating in a way I hadn’t felt since first ringed. This was going to drive me crazy when I walked.

When we were harnessed and helpless the man said, “I’m Ron and I’ll be your pony trainer.” He looked us over, picked up a bridle, and put it on Megan, adjusting the buckles until it was uniformly snug all over. He repeated with me. He picked up a bit and went back to Megan.

”Open your mouth.”

Megan opened her mouth and he inserted the flat plate of the bit. She looked distressed, like it was uncomfortable, but made no protest.

He said, “Close,” and fastened a strap under her chin then he turned to me with my bit. I was apprehensive but helpless.

The bit was shaped like an “H” with a flat plate attached to the center. He held it up in front of me and ordered, “Open.”

When I did, he carefully inserted the flat protrusion into my mouth until the bar was jammed into the corners of my mouth. The plate rested on my tongue, pressing it down and prohibiting speech. It was serrated and I felt the myriad of points on my tongue, a very sensitive organ. They were short and sharp. Not painful now, but if my reins were pulled it would hurt and there wasn’t a thing I could about it except be so obedient that whoever held my reins wouldn’t see a need.

The bar was round metal and had a hard plastic cylinder around it. Her teeth closed on the plastic but the bar was free to rotate if pulled on. He fastened it to the snaffle rings resting against my cheeks and tightened the strap under my chin, holding my teeth against the plastic, gripping the bit. He stepped back and lowered his hands. I shook my head just like a horse would, getting used to the strange thing in my mouth.

When he was done, I was bitted, unable to expel the serrated steel plate, and unable to say a single word. Actually, the bridle and bit were not uncomfortable, just tight and I knew I would drool most unappealingly. Uppermost in my mind was how I looked, but I couldn’t even turn my head to see Megan as a surrogate for a mirror. I wanted to look exotic, and erotic. I was afraid I would look comical trying to pull Mr. Phillips around on a pony cart, but that didn’t matter as long as he was in control. I waited patiently while he checked and retightened every buckle. Finally he clipped the end of a long, coiled strap on the left side of my bit and unlocked my nose ring. I stepped back and he pulled on the strap to turn me around and face him.

.That tug was the first demonstration of the power of a bit. It pulled at the side of my mouth and the serrated plate pushed down hard on my soft tongue. Not enough to really hurt, but enough to show what it was capable of doing. I tossed my head, resisting the pull of the leading rein and blushed at his chuckle, realizing I had reacted just like a newly bridled horse would react to the tug of a new bit in its mouth.

He pulled on the rein again, firmly and steadily and I walked towards him, frightened by the pain of the bit on my tongue and the knowledge that a strong pull would cause me real pain. I gulped nervously, now aware that I was quite helpless to resist my bridle, or anyone who held my reins. It was even worse than a leash on my nose ring for at least with that I could see what was happening, but my reins would be held by someone behind me. There would be no warning, no chance to mitigate the impending pain. It could strike completely unexpectedly. I trusted Master to be careful but others would also be using me. I could only hope they would take care not to cause me undeserved pain. I would have to remember to ask Master about it.

He led me to the end of the room up against a waist-high bar and said, “Spread your legs and bend over the bar.”

I obeyed and he pulled me down further then tied off the rein to a ring in the floor. I was bent far over and could see Angela approaching through my legs. She had something long and light, blowing around as she walked, in her hand. She said, “Ponies have different tails than puppies. This is yours.“ She plucked my puppy tail out with a sucking sound and approached me with the bushy tail. The plume of fine hair brushed my legs and I felt her insert a plug in my anus. It felt just like the one she had removed. It was lubricated and slid in easily. “Not too big,” I thought.” But then she did something to it and it swelled inside me. It became large, much too big to come out without hurting, like a vixen’s tail. She released my rein from the ring and said, Stand up, ponygirl.” My handler led me back a few feet and they put Megan in my place. I felt the tail brushing against my legs as I moved. She took me to a mirror so I could see myself.

The image was pure eroticism. A helpless, harnessed girl with pony tack making her mute and forcing her obedience to the reins held by a slip of a girl. Just a girl with her obedient dumb animal. Megan was led up beside me and I noticed our tails closely matched our own hair color.

We locked eyes and I saw the same worry in her as I felt. A ponygirl was under much tighter control than a packgirl.

I had adjusted to life as a packgirl over the past month, more than I ever could have expected when I was free. We were kept naked, made to move on all fours, eat out of bowls on the ground without hands, rubber tails plugging our asses, hunted like foxes for sport by free men and women, and were available for sex whenever strangers wanted us. We slept in locked kennels, alone, except when we were chained in our user’s rooms for sex.

Yet we were not unhappy. We had a sort of sisterly camaraderie. We had girlfriends. We exercised and worked together. We were a class of equals and we enjoyed great sex among ourselves and from some very skilled men. We had no decisions, no responsibilities for or to others. We had food and shelter and appreciative owners. I didn’t miss freedom very much. I envied the free women’s clothing and ability to go places and do things when I saw them, but I didn’t often think about things like that.

This was different. Megan and I were more tightly restrained than ever. My hands were fixed on my back. I could walk and run, but my reins ensured I would only do so at another’s command. I was gagged and my vision was restricted by the blinkers to what was directly in front of my head and I turned my head only where the reins directed. 

He  took hold of our reins and led us out of the kennel building and across the lawn toward the stables, our ankle chains jingling merrily as my heart sank. Inside the building we were halted and bells hung on all our rings. Now we were really noisy when we moved and the extra weight made all of our erogenous zones contribute to our arousal.

We were led into the stables, into a large indoor arena, and over to where several wheeled carts were stored. Ron said, “Now that you’re properly harnessed, I’ll show you the carriages you two will pull, after you’re schooled. Look them over. You should know what will be expected of you.”

There were six lightweight carts lined up against the wall, more than I expected. This place obviously expected to have more ponygirls available and more guests to fill the empty bedrooms we cleaned. Two were designed for two passengers and two ponygirls, the other four were designed for one passenger and one ponygirl. They were of a common design, light, spindly frames with two bicycle-type wheels supporting a bench and backrest. A pair of curved shafts projected forward, waiting for either one or two ponygirls to be fastened between them. A vertical cylindrical holder was attached to the frame, for a long buggy whip, I assumed. I hoped to perform well enough my driver wouldn’t feel the need to correct me or urge me on to greater effort, but I knew any Master would want to be prepared.

I stared wide-eyed at the vehicles, imagining myself fastened between the shafts with Master seated behind me, controlling me with my reins gripped in his fist and a long whip ready to encourage or chastise me. I would have no choice but to obey the reins and take the driver wherever he wanted to go.

Surely Master wouldn’t let someone else drive me, but I’m getting wet. It’s turning me on. I really am a submissive!

Angela stepped between us and the carriages and said, “We’re going to school you to respond properly to the reins, to walk and run properly, and when you’ve learned the basics, we’ll train you to pull a carriage so that your Master and his guests and the staff can enjoy and use you as ponygirls.”

They were led to a sturdy post near one end of the arena, the ends of their leading reins were clipped to a freely rotating ring on top, and Angela said, “Walk as far from the post as you can, Susan to my right, Megan to my left. Face clockwise. When I say ‘Walk’ you will walk forward at a normal pace, lifting your feet as high as you can, keeping your head up. When you hear, ‘Trot, you will jog, again keeping your heads and feet high. Canter means to double the pace, keeping your heads and feet high. If you let your heads or feet drop you will feel this.”

Without warning two carriage whips curled, hissing, around the thighs of the two ponygirls, snapping at their bare flesh, leaving a bright red line of heat. Both of us jumped and the leading reins pulled taut and we could not get out of range of the whips. We recognized there was no way to avoid punishment except to obey.

Angela grinned and said, “Walk.”

The sharp command caught me off balance and I didn’t quite recover fast enough as a sharp pain sliced through my thigh. I whimpered at the unfairness and hurried to walk within my prescribed path, but I didn’t lift my foot high enough and the whip stung my bare bottom. I stumbled forward as he remonstrated me, “Lift your feet, ponygirl.”

I forced myself to ignore the pain, be calm, and focus on my walk, my hobble chain clinking in time with the bells on my earrings. Megan’s squeals told of her difficulties but it brought me no relief to know she shared my pain. I walked around the wide circle dictated by my lead, raising my knees until the hobble snapped taut.

Over and over the whip seared my bottom and thighs as my trainers decided I had lowered my head or not raised my foot high enough. Mostly they were right, but several times I hated my bit for denying me the ability to righteously protest a bad call. They kept us walking until my legs started to object. Then Angela called out, “Trot.”

I started to jog and got another fiery stripe with the admonition, “Knees high.”

I found it easier to “Trot” than to walk. My knees just seemed to get into synch and lifted higher with the faster stride. Of course my steps were exactly the same length as a walk because of the chain joining my ankles, I just had to move my feet faster. The tight harness and tightly bound arms tensioned my breasts so they hardly moved as I jogged. Actually better than an exercise bra. I didn’t receive any more stripes after I got the hang of it, but when she called out “Canter,” I fell apart. Nothing worked and I got a stripe nearly every circuit on that endless track. Eventually they stopped us, and it was a good thing. I was spent, sweating, and breathing raggedly. They unclipped the reins from the center post and took us outside in the sunshine. They gave us a drink and cooled us off by leading us around the oval track for twenty minutes.

They took the leading reins off and put a shorter rein on each side of the bit then they taught us to respond to bit commands. Angela walked behind us and controlled our direction and speed through the reins, while Ron walked beside us and corrected us as he thought we needed. They trained us on one command at a time: told us what the rein signal was, demonstrated it and walked us through several repetitions. Then they would use that command in teaching us the next. Not a word was spoken when we practiced. Angela walked behind us with her carriage whip and corrected us whenever we misread a command.

A single flick of the reins on our shoulders meant “Go faster. A tug on the reins meant slow down. A pull on the left rein meant ‘Turn left.” A longer pull meant “Go more.” There were only four speeds: Stop, Walk, Trot, Canter. The commands were easy to learn and I didn’t receive any more stripes. Good thing for my butt felt like it had been sliced into hamburger already.

I guess our trainers were satisfied with our performance for they took us back into the arena and hitched us to two one-pony carriages and led us back out to the track. The carriages were light and easy to pull. I was concerned what the weight of a man would do to my ability to pull them. The girl holding my reins got into the driver’s seat and flicked the reins on my shoulders. I started walking straight ahead. She used my reins to turn me in circles and to walk a snake-like path around the oval. I saw Megan being put through the same paces with Ron driving. The weather was delightful, a spring-like day with white fluffy clouds over the hills and the sun was bright but not hot. A typical pleasant spring day. The fields around the estate were bright green with occasional wildflowers.

I learned to just obey the reins and observe the landscape. My driver was in control, the work was easy, and I was enjoying myself. We were exercised this way for a half hour before they took us back into the arena and hitched us to a two-pony carriage. Ron drove us around so we could learn to coordinate our movements. The cart wasn’t heavy, but it had more momentum so we had to learn how to turn and stop it. Another half hour of practice went by as we learned to work together. It was actually quite pleasant.

The path ran beside a small stream and Ron steered us under a shade tree and stopped. He unhitched us and led us to a grassy spot with a sapling sprouting in the middle. He had us kneel and tied our reins to the base of the sapling. Surprisingly, he removed our bits and lay them on the ground. He held a finger in front of his mouth, cautioning us not to speak.

He ordered, “Stay on your knees, spread your legs as wide as possible, and put your forehead on the ground. Stay like that.”

He went to Megan first and swiftly brought her to a gasping, and moaning arousal. I wanted to be her so badly. I couldn’t see them without moving and I dared not do that. He took her higher and she responded to his ministrations, begging him to take her, pleading with him. Finally, she screamed in ecstasy and dropped into a series of primal moans of pleasure. I was so jealous of her.

Then he came to me and began squeezing my nipples to erection while stroking my opened labia lips. He tweaked my nipple and labia rings, and licked my sex with slow, languid strokes, turning my guts to a churning need. I couldn’t help my piteous whines and moans. He was pushing me into high arousal. I pleaded with him to take. I needed release incredibly badly. I was going to burst with need, but I couldn’t move, I could only plead with him to take me and satisfy the incredible pressure he had built inside me.

Finally, he took me and it was the most incredible joy to feel him inside me, every motion causing my sex to jump for joy, pushing me ever higher. My moans turned to chirps and gasps of total need and my belly spasmed, trying to suck him deeper. Finally, I felt his hot spend flood into me and my body responded with a great orgasm and my love juices spurted around him. I would have collapsed but for his cock holding me up. Finally he withdrew and I sagged to the ground. He let me rest for a few minutes before freeing us from the sapling, replacing our bits, and hitching us back to the cart.

He drove us back to the stables using a number of different gaits, walking, trotting, cantering, then walking again. He didn’t speak to us until he was unhitching us at the stable.

When we were unhitched, he held our reins and said, “That was an excellent first ride. When your master asks you a question ponies stamp their feet to respond, one stamp for “Yes” and two for “No.” Did you enjoy your first ride?”

I stamped my right foot once, hard, making all my bells jingle. Megan stamped once too, but not so hard.

“Good.”

The revelation that I would be mute for my training was a shock. I had been gagged before, but it was always short term. I would wear this bit for hours and be unable to speak. This bit and bridle were designed for a man to tell a horse everything it needed to know. A pony girl too. Turn, walk, stop,  speed up, slow down. Everything he wanted me to know would come through my reins and his whip. I knew this, intellectually, but the realization that this now applied to me was shocking. I was a woman, damnit, not a horse. I wanted real communication.

I struggled with not being able to express myself as I was used to and hated being treated like I was nothing but a dumb animal - yet, even as I fought against it, deep down I knew he was right to treat me that way. Girls should obey men. He led Megan and me to the stables and I found myself attracted to the strong male who held my reins. I would show him that I was a good ponygirl and an even better woman.

When he stopped inside the stables,  I went closer and nuzzled my head up against his hand, enjoying his attention. He was her world and she could no longer think of a better way to show it than to lovingly press herself up against him.

He smiled and petted her head fondly. "I'm pleased to see you, too!"

We were put  in a stall in the stable, really a cell, with straw on the floor and told us that our trainer would be here shortly. He unclipped the bits from our bridles and replaced them with ring gags. It was clear that ponies were not to speak. There was a water source, a rubber nipple in the shape of a penis on the bottom of a bucket that we could suck on to get a drink. Suggestive, huh? We both took a drink. Cold, fresh water was delightful.

I sat down on the straw and discovered the pony tail was more comfortable for sitting then the packgirl tail.  Tried to talk, but it was just too difficult to be understood with the ring gag. Besides neither of us had anything important to say so we just rested.

Angela came back, stood us up, replaced the bits, clipped leashes to our nose rings, and took us back to the kennel room, allowing us to walk normally, a kindness I appreciated.

She removed our pony gear, hung it on our gear racks and had us put on our packgirl boots and paws. She finished the paws for us and sent us back into the pound. I saw the girls who had gone to forestry and housekeeping chores were back in the pound. The ones sent to the gardens were still out. I went to a sunny spot along the wall and lay down. Megan followed me.

Nylla and Jill cantered over to us, flopped down on their fronts and asked what pony training was like. Megan and I spent a half hour describing our harnesses and what they made us do. When we wound down, Nylla asked, “How did it compare to being a packgirl?

I thought a moment and Megan was quiet too. Finally I said, “The exercise was all on our legs and they got more tired.” Megan nodded assent.

Jill wasn’t satisfied with my answer and asked, “We’re exhausted after a hunt, too. Did you enjoy the change?”

Megan replied, “I don’t know. I’ve only been a packgirl for a couple of days.”

I replied, “Honestly, I don’t know. I was much more controlled and tightly harnessed. I couldn’t do anything but walk and someone tightly controlled me all the time. But, I felt aroused all the time. I was serving a master and they cared about me. It was much more intimate than this. When we got to actually pull our driver on a cart I totally spaced out. He never talks to us, just pulls on our reins to direct us. I got to watch the scenery and leave all the decisions to him, yet still feel I was doing my job. It gave me a feeling of accomplishment. In the end he gave me a wonderful orgasm. And that was somehow better too. I felt it was a reward for something I did, that I earned it. Here, it’s just something done to us to satisfy our user’s needs. It felt really good.”

Nylla  asked, “Would you want to be a ponygirl forever?”

I thought a moment, “I don’t know. In some ways it’s better than a packgirl. My time as a bondmaid has taught me that I’m a natural submissive and crave obedience. My life has been better when I obey. A ponygirl can only do what she’s told. Packgirls have more freewill. We’re encouraged to give good sport, not just wait for orders. Forever? Maybe. If I can find a good man to be my master.”

“What about you, Nylla? Jill? Megan? Any of you?”

Nylla and Jill shook their heads no.

Megan replied, “I wouldn’t mind if Ron drives.”


Chapter 17 : Janice Evolves

My world is stable, like a housewife or schoolgirl, except for the bondage, nudity, and slavery. Weekday mornings John delivers me to Wildwood and I take my place as a packgirl. The exercise has firmed and toned my body back to the fitness levels I had in school. I am one of the faster girls in the pack and have become competent in the required four-legged gait.

The erotic tension of the beautiful, naked, and collared packgirls keeps all of us aroused and contemplating sex all the time. Sometimes one or more of us are intentionally brought to climax, except me.  The guests and management can use us whenever they wish, and often do. Perhaps for that reason the staff continually touch and tease us so that we are always ready.  Despite my female attributes, I am the only packgirl who has no chance at a climax. I have no doubt that the masters of Wildwood could give me temporary respite from the belt if they wanted, but John’s wishes are important to them and John has decided that only he may give me relief.

John keeps me aroused all the time but is frugal with my orgasms, though we all know my girl parts don’t wear out from use. He told me that he gets as much pleasure from my frustrated attempts at orgasm as he would from seeing me reach fruition. He uses my mouth and bottom holes to give me pleasure and him sexual release whenever he wants and I’m happy to do it. My days are filled with arousal and fleeting pleasure and usually end in tears. He is a master at taking me to the very brink of rapturous release and stopping an instant shy. He laughs and holds me,  kissing away my tears of frustration, basting my sex in the fruitless juices of my expectation.

My evening evolution is always the same. Just before the pack is fed dinner, Robin takes me to the bath where I relieve myself, I’m purged and lubed. The pot boy knows my unique situation and he replaces my puppy tail with a steel butt plug with a round ring for a handle. When he releases me, she follows me back to my section and unbuckles my paws. I put them away and remove my steeply slanted pack boots and put them away. She gives me my “Outside” shoes, black stilettoes. I put them on and savor the feel of “Real” shoes. She hands me my ankle chain which I dutifully lock onto my ankle rings.

She checks that both sides are locked then barks, “Bracelets.”

I have never been an aggressive person. I know now that I am submissive. I never have argued with anyone, but now I jump at any command. It’s not just that I know how to properly respond to bondmaid commands. I know I have been conditioned to respond instantly to imperative commands. If I fail to respond properly, I will be punished, quite painfully. I leap up, fling my hands together behind me, and turn so they are toward Robin.

She locks my wrist cuffs together.

I tug on them and find they are securely locked together. I wait for her next command, although I already know what it will be

She barks, “Leash.”

I quickly turn around to face her. She is smirking. She knows I hate what she will do, but if I don’t smile and obey, I will be punished. I smile, as if I am pleased at the thought of being leashed,  lift my head, and turn my face to the side, giving her easy access to all my rings.

“Open.” Oh rats.

I open my mouth wide and let her insert the large, red ball in my mouth and fasten the strap behind my head. When she removes her hands I chew  on the ball and shake my head to settle it in place, though it doesn’t move much.

She holds up the leash and briefly pauses, implying that she is considering which ring to clip it on. I know she’s teasing me, as if she is considering whether to put it on my collar, my nipples, my labia, or my nose. She always put it on my nose ring.

No surprise. She takes hold of my nose ring, pulls my face around to face her, tilts the ring up and pulls my face down. She clips the on my nose ring and jiggles the leash, sending small flashes of fear through me, just to remind me where the power lies.

She says, “You know you love this, Janice. All you packgirls love being controlled. Only the nose makes you pay attention to your master’s desires. All the other rings let you focus on yourself.“

She leads me to the front lobby, my heels clicking on the hard floor, and my ankle chain jingling a slave’s tune. Robin slows her pace so I can do a proper strut across the lobby, turns her head and orders, “Posture.” I arch my back, lift my head, strut with my knees high, and smile.

As usual, guests and visitors stare at me and sometimes come up and talk to me or touch me. Even after years of bondmaid existence, naked, collared and chained young women are still exotic enough to attract attention. I’ve gotten used to the attention and I strut and smile and act happy to be the center of attention, even though I’m helpless. I still wish they would cover me before taking me out in public.

John had arrived an hour earlier and went to Bill Phillips office.

Phillips responded to his knock with a brusque, “Enter.”

Phillips had a large office with a meeting table and large windows facing the hunt forest, overlooking the pound and the oval track. John went to the windows and looked down. He saw the pack lounging in two’s and three’s in the pound, recovering from their afternoon work session. He spotted Jan and Susan with another girl near the back fence.

“It looks like Jan and Susan are fitting in well.”

“Yes, their reports are good. They have socialized well and learning their roles well.”

“Am I causing any problems by taking Jan away at night and the weekends?”

“None that I am aware of. How is she doing at home?”

“I’m pleased. I’ve been giving her different experiences than here. Taking her out in public, shopping and displaying her and I brought Mel in for a weekend. She’s taken it in stride and remains responsive and loving. She is adjusting well.”

Bill said, “You frowned when you said she is adjusting. Why?”

“Jan’s adjusting better than I am. I don’t care for leaving her here in the mornings.”

“You’re missing your bondmaid? You’re falling for her. I don’t blame you. She is a keeper. Why don’t you stop and visit her during the day? It’s easily arranged and she’d enjoy it.”

“Maybe. I’ve been thinking of ways to keep her at home safely. Maybe three days a week here rather than five. Would you have any problem with that?”

“No. she’s fit in well.  We don’t let guests use her so there’s no harm if she’s not here. Are you thinking of getting a housekeeper to watch her?”

“I’m more inclined to make modifications to the house to let me keep her there safely. Fewer complications.”

“You’re probably right. Those stolid, dominant, loyal retainers are more easily found in novels than reality. I know a contractor who does bondmaid refits. Want his number?”

“Yes, please.”

Bill handed him a business card, “Jimmy is a member and goes on one or two hunts a year. Tell him I referred him, please.”

“Of course. Have you used him personally?”

“He added the overhead tracks and security system at my house. Good workmanship and a fair price. I’d use him again.”

“I didn’t know you had a girl.”

“Marjorie. Picked her up a month ago. About the same time you got Jan. I decided to keep her to myself. Why don’t you bring Jan over for lunch Sunday? You can see my system and meet Marjorie.”

“I’d like that. When?”

“How about eleven?

“We’ll be there. Thanks.” John checks his watch, “It’s time to pick up Jan. We’ll see you Sunday.”

He is punctual and I appreciate that.  John takes my leash at five pm. I think everyone knows I am not a flight risk, but John insists on following the rules for transporting bondmaids.  He’s had ringbolts installed on his floorboards and locks my hobble chain to them every time he takes me anywhere. Sometimes  I wish he’d just leave me home when he’s working but he’s convinced I’m better off at Wildwood than home alone.

It is a warm sunny afternoon and several people are outside. I feel their eyetracks on me, watching as I strut across the pavement. It is a different feeling than when guests eye me in Wildwood. In there, I am just one of a pack of nubile, docile girls they can choose to sate their desires. I know we’re always being considered by many strangers and can be chosen to give them pleasure and we will be punished if we fail to satisfy. Out here, I am alone, a strutting peacock, already taken by the one who holds my leash. I am already a prize to be envied by those whose libido my body and my helpless sexuality can inflame. I love being watched while my master shows me off. I have been found beautiful enough to be collared and displayed and I desperately want to please my owner.

John seats me in the front passenger seat, locks my ankle chain to the floor ring then removes my gag and drops it in my lap.

“Thank you. Master.”

“You’re more company when you can talk,” then he kisses me, too short, but still a wonderful feeling blossoms in me and sends shivers through my belly.

I arch my back and lift my bound hands to the small of my back before I am strapped in. I have learned it is the most comfortable way to travel and it exaggerates my bust for John. He watches me get in position before fastening the seatbelt. When it’s fastened, he tweaks both my nipple rings, sending a shot of arousal through me.

I look forward to this trip all day.

I like the girls at Wildwood and they do provide company, but I prefer John’s company to any of them. My potential for pleasure or pain is greater with him and I guess the risk is worth the reward, besides his kisses arouse me and theirs don’t. Women are designed to fit with a man.

When we get to John’s house, he slipped the handle of my leash over a hook on the entry wall and says, “I’ll be right back.” I hear him go upstairs. I wanted to be with him and felt sad at being alone. At that moment I felt like a pet dog. He didn’t want me getting into things while he was gone and with the simplest of gestures, ensured I wouldn’t. I examined the hook my leash was on. It was placed six inches above my head on the wall. It looked inexpensive and sold. It was placed high enough I had no chance of getting the leash off it. I would have to wait for my master to free me. Bondmaids needed a lot of patience. He returned in a few minutes. A flash of joy surprised me as soon as I heard him moving, I am his girl, completely.

He has changed into slacks and a polo shirt. In a suit he just looked tall and broad. Now I am impressed anew by his muscular arms and his athletic build. He looks like a fitness instructor and has a spring in his step. I would gladly forego dinner and wiggle my hips at him.

He notices and says, “Later wench.”

He removed the leash and kissed me very nicely. I’m panting with lust when he releases me.

I follow him into his office, like the faithful pet I am.

John appreciated the small clinking of Janice’s ankle chain as she waked behind him in the silent house. He enjoyed the feeling of control it gave him.  He didn’t usually hear it in noisier locations and decided he should do something to make her a little louder.

John sat in his desk chair, beckoned her to come closer and turn around. He unlocked her wrists, gently took hold of her hips and turned her to face him, and pointed to the floor in front of him.

Janice knelt as gracefully  as she could, hampered only slightly by her ankle hobble. She spread her knees, lay her hands palm up on her thighs, and arched her back as she settled.

John admires the beautiful naked, collared, ringed woman, so completely his, kneeling in submission. She looks happy, smiling faintly, slightly flushed, almost vibrating with eagerness to serve him, to obey. He says, “Jan, you’ve been my bondmaid for less than a month, quite a change from your previous life, yet you seem happy. Why?”

Jan was startled. She replied, “I don’t know. Maybe because I don’t have any responsibilities anymore. Maybe because I like being with you, master.”

“The reports I get from Wildwood on you say that you have fit in very well. Your behavior is excellent, they have never had to discipline you and you obey your trainers all the time.  I have had the same experience. They describe you as a natural submissive. Does that agree with your feelings?”

Janice was a little indignant. She thought of herself as a reasonable person. Escape was impossible and fighting would only result in punishment. If they treated her badly or told her to do distasteful things she would put her foot down, but that hadn’t happened. She said, “No, I don’t make trouble unless I have a good reason. That’s all.”

“You are kept naked and collared. Your hands and feet are shackled. You have lost your freedom. How do you feel about that?”

“Trapped, helpless, but it has not been as bad as I feared.”

“Your owner, me, can let anyone use you for sex or labor. Does that bother you?”

I smiled at him, “I like sex but I don’t think you will share me. You like to be in control and you haven’t shared me yet.”

“I don’t like being predictable. Why might I let someone else use you?””

Jan was surprised by the question. She answered slowly, “I…I guess if you thought it would be good for me, …or teach me a lesson. I hope you won’t have such a reason, master.”

“Why not. You told me you like sex? Was that accurate?”

“Perhaps I should have said I like having sex with you. Master.”

What do you want to happen when your sentence is up?”

“I don’t know, master. What do you want to happen? Do you want me to go away?”

“I want you to be my bondmaid forever. It’s really your decision. Would you like to continue as my bondmaid? If you do nothing, you will be free and can leave and resume your old life. If you want to remain a bondmaid, you can volunteer.”

John saw a touch of fear in her eyes as she considered her answer.

Jan looked serious and answered, “Would you like me as a girlfriend or wife?”

“You have been married. I know your husband died in an accident and he left you a lot of money. You can use that money when your sentence is up. Were you happy as a wife?”

Jan looked pensive while she prepared her answer, “At first, then it settled into a routine and I became unsatisfied.”

“Do you know why?”

“The usual. He devoted more time to his work. He grew successful  and spent long hours starting his company and making it successful. He was brilliant but didn’t have time for me. I thought when he sold the company for so much money, we could spend more time and energy together. Then he died.”

“You are beautiful and you chose a brilliant, industrious man for your partner and it turned out you couldn’t help him in his work and so you wound up on the sidelines and he lost interest in you. You are not the first woman in that situation. Our world is complex and it is rare that a man and woman who fall in love have the skills and desires to work together for any time. I’ve handled the divorces of several successful couples in the same situation. Average people don’t have the same kind of issue, but they often divorce too. Are you happier now as my bondmaid than you were as a wife? When you first married and at the end.?”

Jan quickly answered, “I’m happy as your bondmaid but you could sell me whenever you wanted.”

“I’ve had a wife. Didn’t work out. You’re a lot like her. The problem with wives and girlfriends is that they have expectations, desires that all require me to give up power. If you were free, I wouldn’t be able to spank you or show you off in public like I do now. I love you just like you are now, happy with your life and expecting nothing more.”

“Master, I don’t feel competent to make a decision like that. Can’t we just stay like we are?

“You’ll be free in less than a year. You’ll have to decide for yourself then. If you sign your rights to me and I accept them, then you will keep the life you have now. One more thing. It’s time I explained the rules to you. Your rules are very simple, obedience, respect, respond. You have met my expectations very well and I have not had to punish you. I hope this continues. If you misbehave in the future I will respond appropriately. My standards are reasonable and if you misbehave, you will be punished. Your punishment will be appropriate to the behavior. Understand?”

“Yes, master.”

“Get up and follow me.”

She rushed to her feet. Not graceful enough. I’d work on that, but not just now. I needed to keep a whip handy for corrections. I set her to dusting the living room with a feather duster. I started on “Growth of Disability Law in the Southeast,” and finally lay it aside when I realized I had read the first paragraph three times and had no idea what it said. It just couldn’t compete with Janice and her feather duster.

When she finished, I had her clean the kitchen. First, I directed her to clean the counters and she obeyed. Her compete obedience was like a stiff drink, the perfection of her form was the olive. Then I had her scrub the floor on all fours. I was mesmerized by the free-hanging sway of her ringed breasts. Sometimes a ring would hit the floor with a tiny scraping sound. My cock was hard as steel throughout her dance. I gave up all pretense of reading and just watched her. She moved with grace and I was totally absorbed in the way her breasts swayed as she moved, her rings glinting in the bright kitchen lights.

When she finished, I kissed her thoroughly. She felt my erection and drew back from the kiss. She was looking up at me with a huge smile and asked, “Master, may I help you?”

I nodded assent and she dropped to her knees, released my cock and kissed its tip before licking and kissing its length. Then she took it in her mouth, pushing her head forward and taking its length into her. I rested my hands on her head as she pumped me up, letting her control the action. In moments I came and she swallowed my entire load, before releasing me. She licked her lips and said, “Thank you master. I love the taste of you. I won’t need much dinner tonight.”

“No, thank you, Jan. I’ll let you rest while I fix dinner.”

I knelt her in the corner and fastened her collar to the wall ring with a chain, short enough she had to stay on her knees, placed where I could see her from anywhere in the kitchen. A beautiful piece of art and a cherished possession.

I watched John fix dinner. He’s a great cook and his kitchen is well equipped. I’ve learned where he keeps things and usually he has me fetching ingredients, chopping vegetables and putting a salad together. It’s a very intimate and relaxing time for me, the only time most days when I wasn’t just part of a pack of girls doing chores, following orders, and wondering if someone would use my body. Today I rested and watched his expressions as he cut and stirred and tasted, savoring the glimpse into his feelings.

I knew much about him, what he did, how he lived, the music he  preferred, what his kiss tased like, the taste of his spend. I had learned much of him from observation as his bond maid, all in a residential setting. Despite his near absolute power over me, he had had never been cruel. He had studied me and could bring me to ecstasy in an instant or delay my climax as long as he desired. He seemed to be very controlled, I had not seen him get angry, nor wildly happy. Mel had been his lover then bondmaid and trusted him enough to volunteer to be his bondmaid again. I wanted to know more. What kind of businessman was he? Would he want children? Besides sex, what did he do for recreation? Did he have any hobbies? Did he enjoy traveling? I wanted to find out more. “Master, may I speak?”

“OK, go ahead.”

“Master, Wildwood is boring. Can you find some way I can help you in your work like Mel used to? I’m not a legal secretary like she was, but I can type and file and drive.”

“Wildwood also exercises you, keeps you safe, feeds you, and gives you interaction with other girls.”

“That’s true master, but I’m an adult and don’t need more socialization now. You can set this collar I’m wearing so I can’t run away. I made my own meals and exercised by myself  when I was married, and I’d really like to be around you during the day.”

“I’d like to have you around during the day, too. I’ll think about it. You should consider this too, if I change your arrangements, you can’t change your mind and I will control you more tightly than Wildwood.”

I had considered this and replied, “I know, master. I’m your property and I want you to control me.”

He was stirring a pot and thoughtfully asked, “Why does it matter who controls you?”

“I broke the law and now I’m a slave. I’ve accepted that I’m your slave. That’s very personal and I want to serve you. They are just an institution, not my owner. I don’t get any joy when I do what they order. I need an owner!”

“How long have you known you were  a submissive?”

Jan replied, thoughtfully, “I guess I’ve known since I was a girl, but not with such a label. I was always the one who wanted to be the captive princess or the girl the Indians captured. I volunteered to be the one tied up. It wasn’t sexual then, just a desire to be bound.”

“Did your need diminish as you got older?”

“No, if anything it got stronger, but I was too embarrassed to look for anyone to play with. Besides, my parents were more careful with me when my breasts grew. I found ways to help myself.”

“Like what?”

I discovered erotic literature. I collected every one of the Gor books. And reread them until they fell apart. I gathered stuff to help me pretend I was a slave girl of Gor:  lengths of chain, locks, costume rings. I spent many nights in a cobbled-up version of a sirik.”

“Describe it.”

“I’d lock a chain around my neck, lock the far end around my ankles with a foot between them and do the same with my hands. Then I’d get in bed and fantasize about the men raping me while I masturbated. I’d sleep that way when I didn’t have to get up early in the morning. I never got caught.

“And that desire continued after you were grown?”

“Yes. After I graduated and got my own place I bought some real bondage equipment and played with it. I looked for a partner for a long time but never found one I trusted enough to be their property. Good men are actually hard to find.”

“Then you got married?”

You know I’m submissive. I dated James for six months. I think I loved him and he was a good man, but pure vanilla. I only married James because my parents ordered me to. He put all his energy into building his business and I had to make him angry before he’d pay any attention to me. When he got angry I’d provoke him further until he’d spank me. Then I could goad him into rough sex, for which he always apologized and I “forgave” him. He wasn’t easy to provoke. I respected him but I wanted him to be more of a man with me.  He tied me up once when I showed him my bondage things and asked him to spice up our sex, but he only would do it once. I think he was afraid I’d be indiscrete and ruin his reputation. I dealt well with his death because I had stopped loving him. I learned long ago that I’m happier following orders than giving them. Please let me stay with you during the day.”

After a long, worrying moment, he said, “I want you as my property. Not for just a year. If I keep you, it has to be forever. I will invest too much of myself in such a relationship to have it evaporate. If I keep you, I will take total control. I will decide everything for you and I will do my best to make decisions that are best for you. I will punish you if you deviate from my instructions in the slightest and any time I want to hear you in pain.”

I nearly swooned when he said that. It was what I had wanted all my life. I could actually be that Gor slavegirl and serve a strong master. I opened my mouth but he raised a finger to his lips and I closed my mouth.

He said, “I don’t want an answer from you now. Not before tomorrow.”

He came over to me, unlocked the chain from my collar and said, “Stand up.”

I did and he pulled me close and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around him, melted into him, and returned the kiss. Too quickly he released me and said, “I enjoy controlling you. I also enjoy disciplining you, so be very good. Set my place at the table then kneel close so I can feed you.”

I hurried to obey while he dished the food. I was kneeling as ordered when he came in and set a full plate on the table and seated himself. He took a bite then extended a fork of food to me. He liked to feed me this way and I knew how he liked me to act. I opened my mouth wide and he inserted the fork carefully. When it was all the way inside, I closed my jaw until my teeth were touching the tines. When he saw my lips were closed, he slowly pulled the fork out. I didn’t move a muscle until he said, “Chew.”

I chewed the food, tender, succulent beef in a thick gravy. I swallowed and he asked, “How was it?”

I answered honestly, “Delicious. You’re a good cook, master.”

“Thank you. I think I’ll spend some time teaching you. Would you like that?”

“Yes, master. My mother was never interested in cooking so we ate packaged food or went out most times. I always wished I was better.”

He gave me another bite and said, “We’re going out tonight.”

I was taken aback. “You want people to see me like this?”

“I’m proud of you and want to show you off. I’m taking you to meet some friends. Tonight your body is not on display, only your face and personality. I’ve got your things in the bedroom. You can wear a dress.”

“Thank you, master. I’m surprised. I thought you liked to show me off as your bondmaid.”

“I do and I will. I want to introduce you to friends as a person. It’s no secret that you’re a bondmaid or that I own your contract. It’s public record. I know you’re an exhibitionist and submissive. Will you have a problem if I show you off both as a person and chattel?”

Would I? “I guess not. I just thought you liked me better naked to show your control.”

“Almost right. I liked you when I met you in jail. You’re strong, pretty, self-confident. You didn’t go helpless and needy under great stress. I took a chance on you because I liked you. Obviously, I like being in charge or I wouldn’t have bought your contract. I like you a number of ways and I will show off your beautiful, slave body again, I’m going for a different effect now.”

He watched as I cleaned up after dinner. I was intrigued at the prospect of meeting some of his friends. At the same time I was nervous at the idea of encountering free women as a bondmaid. A dress would cover my privates and most of my rings, but they would certainly see my collar, cuffs, and nose ring. I would be embarrassed at my fall from grace but it was reality. I would have to be honest about it and be proud John had chosen me. It was at least a chance to learn a little more about my master.

We showered together and I enjoyed it, as always. I did my makeup and then got to choose a dress. There wasn’t much of a selection. We had been on a road trip when Susan and I ran afoul of the law. Luckily, I had brought a tiny black cocktail dress that John said was perfect. I slipped it on and looked in the mirror. It was looser than I remembered. It looked like I had lost ten pounds as a bondmaid.

My rings gleamed through the thin material to my slight dismay. It was better than nothing but showed much more than I wanted. I asked master, “Master, may I wear a bra and panties to cover my rings? A girl needs some secrets.”

“Definitely not. You should show them off with pride. Only a perfect woman would receive them from me.”

He left my hands free and didn’t use a leash but put the hobble chain on my ankles before we left and locked it to the floor ring in his car for the trip. He explained, “You have to wear the hobble for the trip, but I’ll leave it in the car.”

The house was large, well lit, set on a large lot in a neighborhood of similar houses. Master parked behind several other cars in the wide driveway. It looked expensive.  
Before getting out he told me, “I need to talk to the men privately on a business matter. You’ll be alone with the women for a few minutes. The girls are intrigued by you. They have never had a chance to talk to a bondmaid. Be honest with them. Tell them about your feelings. I want them to learn about the world of sex and bondage as you see it. Don’t tell them about me or our times together. OK?”

“I understand, master.”

He freed my ankles and escorted me to the front door. It was opened by a well-dressed woman about our age. She greeted master with a peck of good friends and said, “You must be Janice. Come in, please.”

There were two couples in the room, Master introduced me as Janice. There was no pretense. Everyone could see my collar, cuffs, and rings. From their expressions, I think the men were expecting me to be chained and naked, or maybe just hoping. I was handed a glass of white wine. The first alcohol I had in a month. It was heady stuff and I resolved to nurse it.

The women took me to a seating area in a corner while the men talked shop. It sounded like they were both lawyers.

The women were Erin and Shelly. They were married to the two men and were quite direct.

Erin asked, “What is it like being a bondmaid?”

“Like being married to a crime boss. I have to do everything he says, but the sex is wonderful.”

Both women smiled at that. Shelly said quietly, “John is the most sought-after bachelor in three counties. I know a couple of women he’s dated, but they couldn’t hang on to him. They wanted him but…”

I didn’t say anything, but my guess is they tried to get him to change his mind on something. He had to be in charge. He liked his women submissive.

They looked disappointed when I didn’t respond. Good. I wasn’t going to share any secrets.

Erin asked, “What’s it like being a bondmaid, really?”

“It’s like the judge said, I’ve lost the right to self-determination. John decides everything. I’ve been married and this is easier.”

They looked surprised and I explained, “Some wives work, but even if you do you still have to manage the house, decide on food, shop for everything, manage the yard, arrange vacations, make arrangements for travel, etc. Your husband works and expects you to take care of the details of living and honor his preferences. If you disappoint him he can’t legally hit you.”

Shelly replied, “And you just have to obey him and if you fail, he can discipline you?”

“Right. Plus, I’m his sex toy.” I threw that in just to see their reaction. It was obvious, but I wanted them to know I actually enjoyed being his bondmaid. I enjoyed the play of emotion on their faces as what I said registered. Surprise, followed by understanding, ending with envy.

Shelly said, “But it wasn’t something you chose. The government forced you.”

“Yes. I understand a girl can volunteer, but I don’t know any who did except to avoid worse legal consequences.”

Erin asked, “How’s that?”

“There are two women at Wildwood who were caught stealing and volunteered to be bondmaids rather than go through the legal system.”

Erin asked, “Why? Didn’t they think the law would be fair?”

“Just the opposite. They thought the legal system would sentence fairly but harsher than if they volunteered. Besides, this way they avoid the public shame and punishment that precedes a court’s bondmaid sentence.”

Shelly asked, “Punishment? What’s that?”

“The law expects that the threat of public shame deters crime. They put the naked girl in a pillory of some sort and the public can throw paintballs at then for a week or two at the police station yard. Your picture is published and will be on-line forever. You should go there. It gives a girl a real incentive to obey the law.”

Shelly asked, “Did they do that to you?”

“Yes. I don’t recommend it. You’re helpless and can’t move. You can watch them get ready, aim at you, and you just have to wait for it. They stand close enough that most hit you. Some people like to shame a girl and it hurts. The bruises last for days. I’d certainly think about volunteering to avoid going through that again. And, as I said, pictures of you are online. You can never deny it.”

Erin shivered and said, “Yeah, I’d try to avoid that.”

Shelly, “Definitely.”

They were quiet and looked at each other, the Erin asked, “You said Wildwood. I know about that place, the girl hunts, but you’re with John, aren’t you?”

“John is my master, but he doesn’t want to leave me at home while he’s working, so he has a deal with Wildwood. They keep me as a packgirl weekdays. He takes me home in the evening and weekends.”

Shelly said, “Sort of daycare for bondmaids. Do you like that?”

“Not really. I’d rather stay at his house alone and do housekeeping things. From John’s point of view they take care of me, keep me secure, feed me lunch, and make me exercise more than I would on my own.”

Erin asked. “I understand that the girls there are available for sexual use anytime a guest wants them. Is that true?”

“Yep.”

“You too?”

“No, John’s deal is that only he can use me. He never has, there.”

Erin said, “I know several of the women he’s dated. They say he is inventive in bed.”

“I’d agree with that and add virile.”

“Shelly added, “More than vanilla, I expect. Does he get rough with you?”

“I shouldn’t comment on him without his permission, but I will tell you he has never done anything I didn’t want. How about you wo. Do your husbands play rough sometimes?”

Shelly looked embarrassed but didn’t reply. Erin grinned and said, “If I start it.”

“Like what?”

Erin whispered, “He’ll spank me if I ask and tickle me when I’m helpless.”

“Does he tie you up?”

“No, but sometimes I’ve wanted him to.”

“I live in bondage,” and raised my arms to display my cuffs, “These are usually locked behind me. Sex is more intense in bondage.”

Shelly asked, “Does he ever take them off?”

I held one arm out to each woman and rotated them. “Look closely. No keyhole, no lock. They have been welded on me. I’ll wear them and my collar as long as I’m a bondmaid. It’s not as bad as you might think. You’re the first normal people who’ve seen them. Usually I’m with other girls wearing them and the men who want to use us, and they make sex much better.”

They looked at each other and Shelly said, “Maybe we should give our husbands some handcuffs.”

“You’ll find you can still do most things in them, experiment but don’t let them give you a key. That spoils the thrill.”

Erin grinned at me and asked, “What have you done in them?”

“Cooking, housework, massaging master, fixing drinks, eating, sucking off girls, blow jobs, lots of girls and men, sleeping, sex in every hole. I told you, I am chained most of the time.”

Shelly asked, “Did John put those rings on you?”

“I don’t think so. All the other girls at Wildwood have them’”

She continued, “Will you keep them when your sentence is over?”

I hadn’t thought about that. “I don’t know. I hated them at first. I’ve gotten used to them now and they keep me aroused all the time. Every move I make causes them to stir and they put them in erogenous zones, well, except for the nose ring. I’ll probably remove that one when I’m free again. Although it drives the girls crazy when I play with them.

Erin asked, “Do you enjoy girls as well as men?”

“Yes, I love the taste and the feeling of control when I make them moan and whimper.”

“Did you always enjoy women?”

“I never had one until I was ordered to. I’m not a lesbian, I’m a pragmatic bisexual. I like men and have more experience with them, but I’ve learned I like girls, too. How about you two? Do you have carnal knowledge of each other?”

They didn’t answer but I took their faint blushes to mean ‘Yes.’

Shelly asked, “Do you have to obey many people?”

“Only my master and people he orders me to obey. When I’m at Wildwood I have to obey the staff and their guests.”

“What happens if you disobey?”

“I’m punished.”

“But the law only allows minor punishments, doesn’t it?”

“I don’t know about that. I know that it either hurts or I’m uncomfortable for a while, so I try to behave.”

Erin asked, “Like what is uncomfortable?”

“Being gagged for a long time, going to bed without dinner, tight bondage in unpleasant circumstances.”

“Erin persisted, “What do you mean?”

“Wildwood has a punishment rack outside where your neck and wrists are fastened and you have to lay in the dirt and everyone shames you. They leave you out there overnight when you break the rules too much. It’s not used very often.”

The men joined us and Erin served dessert and coffee. Of course John told her I didn’t eat sweets. Erin wheedled John, protesting that this was a special dessert she had done especially for us. John was adamant, “Janice has a strict diet.”

Everyone could see that I wasn’t watching my weight and that this was just another way for John to exercise control. I was surprised that I didn’t want the dessert anyway. I guess being off sugar as a bondmaid had killed my sweet tooth. Despite it not being important to me, the men smirked and the women looked chagrined at master’s casual control over my food. None of them knew how much I enjoyed his control. Master was enjoying their chagrin at his unabashed mastery of me.

While they were enjoying dessert my master and I were sitting on a couch facing the others. Out of the blue he told me, “Jan, stand up and remove your dress,” and extended his hand to take it from me.

I was expecting something like this to cap my appearance in such a vanilla setting. I obeyed instantly, placing my dress in his hand. He squeezed the flimsy thing into a small wad and dropped it in a pocket, along with any dignity it had provided.

“Display.”

I flung my arms behind me, arched my back rapidly enough to make my rings dance, spread my feet, looked at Erin, and smiled, proud of my body. I saw Erin and Shelly’s looks change to concern, then surprise, then they looked at their grinning husbands and their faces changed again to become shrewd and calculating. They saw what a naked, collared woman meant to their mates.

“On your back and raise your feet.”

I obeyed striving to be graceful. He locked the hobble chain on me. He held my feet up by my chain.

Master released the chain and ordered, “Stand and display.”

Again I aimed for instant yet graceful compliance. I knew what was coming so I turned my back to him and he locked my wrist  cuffs together.

Master told them, “I’m going to take my bondmaid home and give her a reward for behaving. She’s will kiss you goodbye if you wish.”

Then he ordered me, Jan, kiss them goodbye if they want to.”

I relied, “Yes master,” and went to Erin. She was smiling and I stopped only when my breasts touched hers. I puckered up and aimed for her lips. Our lips touched and she opened her mouth. She French-kissed and I responded. We pressed together for a long moment and I was becoming aroused, Erin was a good kisser. She shifted her body and I felt her long fingers fondle my nether rings then slip into my now moist slit.  A moan escaped through my nose. I was surprised she would fondle me in front of her husband and friends. I wish I could spend more time with her.  Possibilities formed in my mind, but then she broke the kiss and removed her fingers from my sex. Tease!

Shelly wasn’t as good as Erin, and she didn’t touch my sex. She did swat my ass when our kiss was over, making me wriggle in delight.

I went to the first man and realized I didn’t know his name or which woman was his wife. It didn’t matter, but I felt like a loose woman as he pulled me into a tight embrace and kissed me hard. He was the bigger man and I was tiny in his arms. He kissed well, every bit as good as Erin. I guessed he was her husband because his technique was similar to hers.

The other man wasn’t bad either and matched well with Shelly’s technique.

We left then, John telling them that he enjoyed the visit and putting a leash on my nose ring. I was relieved to leave now that I had been returned to chattel status. Despite their casual acceptance, I looked forward to being alone with my master.

When we arrived at the car, he put me in the passenger seat, locked my ankles to the floor ring, fastened my seat belt, and got in the driver’s seat. He left the leash dangling from my nose ring. I was sure that every car we passed had people looking at me, attracted by the chain hanging from my nose then focusing on my collar. Paranoid, perhaps, but possible. I was feeling good about the evening and wondering what master was planning. This evening was, so far, unlike any previous one.

We hadn’t gone a block before he used his right hand to play with my nipples. His expert fingers had me writhing against my restraints and moaning softly. Then he dropped his hand between my legs and I threw my legs as wide as I could to allow him better access. His clever fingers found my slit, slipped into my slick recess and stroked me into full arousal. I felt myself getting very close to orgasm when he withdrew his hand, and wiped his hand in my hair.

In a fit of despair I moaned and begged, “Please, please, keep going. I’m almost there. Don’t stop now. Don’t be cruel, John. At least pull over and release my hands. I can do it if you don’t want to.” I saw his look darken and instantly regretted my statement.

“Silence. I can see I’ve been too lenient with you. You need correction. Now be quiet.””

Neither of us spoke the rest of the way home. I stole looks at him. He looked calm and I feared he had already decided my fate. I wanted to talk to him but I had been told to be quiet. I would deserve greater punishment if I disobeyed him.

When we got to his house he took me inside and hooked the leash over a high hook, and went deeper into the house. I watched him closely when he returned with something black in his hands. When he opened it I saw it was the corset I had worn several times before. I liked the firm support it gave my torso, but he usually fastened it too tight.

“Your body is gorgeous, nice womanly hourglass, but I think a tiny waist would be even better,” he said as he passed it around my body. I savored the aroma of leather as the stiff, strong thing closed around my body. Once he had the thing loosely fastened, he worked on getting my “C” breasts through the “B” size openings for them.

I told him, “I can do that if you loose my hands.”

“No, I enjoy it.”

It gripped my breasts tightly around their base, squeezing them into a balloon-like shape, bobbling on my chest, though the extra support it provided was pleasant. Its lower edge covered my belly almost to my pubis.

He changed my hands, locking them together in front with a short chain between them then locking the chain to the front ring of my collar, keeping me from helping or interfering.

Master began to tug on the laces, tightening them in a steady rhythm toward the small of my back until my breath was reedy in my throat, squeezed out of me with every pull. This was intense, more than just deciding whether or not I should wear clothes, he was changing me to fit his tastes. It was exciting to feel my master take physical control and decide my appearance. I felt more owned than ever before. His touch, handling me, was exciting. I was smiling and wanted more. He moved in front of me and looked me up and down then put his hands around my waist and decreed, “Nope, needs a little more.”

He moved behind me again and tightened it some more. I began to whimper as he forced more air from my lungs. I was incredibly glad when he tied them off. I could barely get a thimble of air in each breath. He walked around in front of me, measured my waist with his hands again and decided, “Beautiful.”

I whispered, “I can … hardly … breathe.”

“Are you feeling faint?”

“No.”

Does anything hurt?”

I considered myself. “No.”

He felt between my legs and chuckled, thrust his wet fingers in my mouth. I sucked them and licked them clean. I liked the taste of girls, myself included. “Your body will adapt. In an hour your internal organs will adjust and you can breathe normally.” He  paused, then with a bit of dark humor, “Then I’ll tighten it.”

He freed my hands from my collar and removed the chain joining them. The only restraint I wore now was my hobble chain. I lowered them and felt the taut corset. I discovered several sturdy rings around the bottom of the corset. He grasped my shoulders and turned me around to face a wall-mounted mirror. I looked like a doll with an impossibly tiny waist and my ringed breasts round, firm, and just as taut above it. Master’s face was grinning over my shoulder. I could expect to wear the corset a lot.

“Walk around the room for a minute. I’ll be right back,” and he went toward the back of the house. I briefly thought about hiding just to tease him, but dropped the thought immediately as a. childish, b. unwise for a slave girl, c. liable to get me punished, and d. I didn’t want to be apart from master, even in a game.

He returned, ordered, “Bracelets!”

I spun around and flung my hands behind me. He locked my hands behind me and told me, “Into the living room,” and I followed him there.

He sat on a couch and motioned me to get on the couch next to him. I went to the couch wondering, “What now? You want to watch TV with your corseted slave girl? I couldn’t believe he wanted me to sit beside him with my hands cuffed behind me, collared, and naked but for a very tight corset.

His big strong hands drew me down and placed on my back with my feet toward him, renewing faith in my status. He linked my ankles to the rings on the bottom of my corset with short chains. A leather thong linked my big toes to my nipple rings, just a little bit longer than the chains, enough to make a convulsive kick painful but not injuring.

He read The Beekeeper’s Handbook. Mostly, but one big hand was enough to keep it steady. The other, casually cruelly, pinched, tickled, and generally tormented and teased me. Hard pinches on my labia, sudden nearly painful flicks on clit and anus mixed with merciless tickles on the soles of my feet. After involuntarily yanking on my nipples more than once, I learned to stay still, to no avail. He made sure I writhed, gasped, and jumped again and again.

Eventually my whimpers and yelps took on the shape of begging words and he smacked my left breast hard, he said, “You don’t have  permission to speak.” He rolled me off the couch onto my knees. I crouched there, face on the floor, unable to move. He humanely removed the thongs tying my toes to my nipple rings.  I was able to rise up on my knees now.

“Go to the chest on the wall to your right and open the bottom drawer.”

I swallowed a groan and crept forward on my folded knees, unable to raise my ass much off the ground because of the ankle chains, blushing with humiliation. Those points between my legs that had received his attentions itched unbearably. Only ten feet away, it was an interminable struggle to reach the chest, I was terrified of falling over with every carefully considered and unusual motion. When I finally reached the chest I had to  crouch down lower and put my breasts on the floor in order to get my mouth low enough to grasp one of the knobs. I pulled and, because I was pulling on one side, the drawer opened an inch then stuck. I shuffled sideways and crouched low again and pulled on the other knob. It stuck again and I went back and forth three more times before the drawer opened enough that I could grasp the top edge in the middle and pull it fully open. Throughout my inept performance I was dreadfully aware of my master watching me.

When the drawer was fully open I saw it was full of bondage gear, neatly packed. Whips, lengths of chin, locks, coiled straps. “”Bring me the red ball gag, Janice, in your mouth, please.” I saw a bit of red peeping out from below some straps. I Had to move items with my mouth. Awkward but I did it, Finally I was able to take the gag’s strap between my teeth and lift it to the top of the pile. I opened my mouth wide and pressed my lips down over it, felt it slip into place behind my teeth. The strap not quite straight, but too tight for me to move it with my tongue. I straightened up, turned to master and began to shuffle back to him.

“Close the drawer,” came the command. I turned back and obeyed, chagrinned at my newest failure. He hadn’t gagged me since he bought me. It had been made clear to me that I needed permission to speak, and I’d obey as best I could. This was worse. The ball  in my mouth pressed down on my tongue and rendered me dumb. He straightened the strap and buckled it behind my head, pulling it deep into my mouth. It was big enough that even if I opened my mouth as wide as possible, it still prevented my tongue from forming words.

He replaced me on the couch, replaced the thongs between my big toes and nipple rings, and resumed playing me absently.

When I was one touch, no matter how painful, away from orgasm, when my back was arched, lifting my nipples to him, when my belly was spasming, instinctively trying to draw a ghostly penis deeper, he rolled me off the couch onto my knees. I wailed through my nose in despair and frustration. He stood, “Bed time. Wait for me at the stairs.”

How could he? I was in desperate need of relief. I was totally aroused. One touch was all I needed to explode. Would he let me come in bed, or was he going to leave me like this? Unable to do anything else, I shuffled to the stairs, as wet between my legs as I had ever been, my labia sliding on each other with every motion, love juices running down my thighs. I reached the stairs and knelt, my sloppy sex dripping on the floor, every drop a temptation to lower my sex and masturbate on the floor, held back only by the fear of disapproval and punishment. I knew master would not tolerate any self-help on my part. Still, the temptation was there, my need incredible. So I waited, whimpering softly, torn between fear and need. Patience is a necessity for a slave girl.

He returns and squats behind me. He removes the gag and tosses it toward the chest it came from,  His fingers rub my back then slowly slide around my ribs to cup my breasts and tweak my nipple rings. He whispers in my ear, “What do these mean to you?”

His voice is calm. What can I say?  Will I reveal too much of myself? I say, “You know, master. They mean the same to all the girls in the pack.”

“Tell me the truth Janice. What do they mean to you?”

“Control, master. Someone else can control me with them. They mean I am a slave.”

“Then they just reflect what you are, don’t they?”

I sigh and admit my defeat. Which, I realize, is just how things should be. I don’t ever want to win over master. “Yes, master. I am your slave and they proclaim this to the world. They are a clear sign that I am controlled.”

“And this is what you want?”

“Yes, master. I’ve dreamed  of this all my life. Thank you.”

“Is it like you expected?”

“Mostly. The bondage arouses me, but I never expected Wildwood. I told you that already.”

He doesn’t reply. I feel his fingers on my feet. He removes the thongs binding my toes, takes my shoulders and lifts me to my feet, frees my wrists, turns me around and unties the thongs from my nipple rings. I am willing putty in his strong arms and go where he steers me. He turns we around to face the stairs and orders, “I’ve been too lenient, let you have too much control. That ends now.”

I lower my hands to the floor and take the packgirl pose. I feel his hand between my legs, fingers thrust between my labia lips, thumb into my anus and he grips me, gently but firmly. He holds me in place for three heartbeats. The first smack on my ass vibrated through me like an earthquake, filling me with lust. I couldn’t breathe or move.

His deep voice broke the spell with a word of command, “Up.”

His hand controls me, lifting me up one step at a time, at his measured pace, the first stinging swat fills me with lust and I want him in me as bad as I’ve ever wanted anything. I moan with despair. He won’t take me for minutes at least and I need him now. My arousal subsides at each step and is kindled anew at every blow of his hand, a heavy smack at each step, emphasizing his total control, renewing my lust and giving me exactly what I have wanted all my life. He guides me up the stairs, controlling me like a mop, steering me at his own pace.

He pauses at the top of the stairs. I stare at the floor, deep in humiliation and arousal. He leaves me on all fours with a terse command, “Stay.” My mind is empty. I am meaningless. A toy to be used as he wishes, I stay where he leaves me, eager to obey, needing attention. I hear running water. He returns and clips a leash on my nose ring. I am led into the bedroom, up on the bed and he loosely loops the leash to a wall ring. He knows I will not move unless he holds the leash in his hand.

John puts his girl on his bed, drapes her leash through the large ring he mounted on the wall above the bed. As he touches the ring memories flash through him. He mounted that ring there for Melanie. That had been a memorable adventure. She was one of the key experiences of his life. But it had never quite jelled into something solid. She  was playing with submission, but it wasn’t a goal, only a different kind of fun and she’d chaffed under its limits, unlike Janice.

He let his eyes wander over her beautiful body, so perfectly submissive before him. She was almost silent, only a soft burble of frustrated animal lust leaking out. He wanted her and his lust was high and he had to focus on his long-term goals rather than satisfying his needs. He thought she was nearly ready to be his forever. He knew if he just let his lust take her that she would be satisfied and sleep peacefully, wake happy and fulfilled, then start thinking of how to make her life better, including how to make him better, and that would be the start of the end.

No, he thought, if she woke needy then her thoughts would turn to satisfying her animal needs. She would assume her performance tonight was somehow lacking and she would want to improve. She would stay on the hunt for her perfection, and that would lead her deeper into her natural submission. He needed to learn to control her responses accurately, to satisfy her needs, but leave her just short of total fulfilment, to leave her satisfied, but wanting just a little more. This meant he had to be happy with less than total fulfilment, too.

It would be hard, very hard, to stop short of full satisfaction, but he had to control his libido if he was going to conquer her for life. Then he could let himself satisfy both of them. He needed to improve his understanding of how his girl reacted to sensation. He could bring her to orgasm very quickly just following his instincts, but he needed to fine-tune his actions and move to a finer, more accurate, control of her if he was going to leave her happy but needing more, all the time.

He put his hands on her back and stroked, savoring the tactile sensation of her firm skin, noting the almost purr he caused. He needed to experiment.

His hands stroke me all over, softly and soothing to my spanked flesh. My muscles tense, pushing against his hands, maximizing our contact. I feel his eyetracks on me. He is observing my reactions. I purr, deep in my throat, becoming increasingly aroused by his touch. 

He speaks softly, his voice in rhythm with his fingers, “You are a responsive woman, Jan. That and your beauty, your submissive nature, have lulled me into just enjoying you instinctively. I think I can do better if I know you better.”

His fingers pressed harder, more massage than feel, sensation amplified by the heat of  spanked flesh. He touched then moved on, returning… building tension, approaching my sex, raising my hopes, then retreating. Shifting to my breasts, circling the nipple. Tweaking the rings, pulling forward then down, both rings at once, then only one. Back to the nipple, squeezing, pulling, driving them to aching hardness. Moving on, tickling my ears with soft breath, moist tongue, kissing them while deft fingers returned to my labia, playing with my nether rings, so close.

I lift a hand to his and gently push him toward my sex. His response is instant, “Don’t move,” and swats my ass sharply, rekindling the waning heat.

I drop my hand back into place and murmur, “Sorry master.”

His hand resumes its teasing circling of my sex, teasingly and I shift my body, trying for more sensation. Another swat on my ass, nearly driving me over the edge and he whispers in my ear, “Nor that.” and the fingers were gone. Despair then relief…stimulation at my nipples, squeezing, pulling. Rolled between thumb and finger, ever changing, again and again, then the other one, arousing me to unbearable aching need, not enough, never enough, teasing me, so needy, so empty.

Then a new sensation at my labia, his tongue so languid, so smooth against my tender, engorged clitoris, licking and stroking, flicking my rings, tiny tinkling and unbearable vibration, my clit spasming, almost, almost there…no, gone again. Black despair.

I moaned, “No…ah…master, please…!” I lowered my head, alone, nearly fulfilled, abandoned, empty, a worthless slave. Then the hands gripped my waist and he slid into me and I gasped, trembled, opened, lifted my hips, trying for the very best angle, cried out, “Yes, master, harder!” I griped the bedspread, moaning deep in my throat. Ah…ah…” I moaned.  “Master, please…!” Gone again.

Not a sound from him. I let my head drop between my arms, lost without hope, without contact, so hopelessly alone, a worthless slave, unable to move without orders. And then his hands were gripping my hips and he slid into me. I cried out with pleasure, hope restored. I shifted myself to feel more, a positive feedback I hoped would oscillate out of control – but he slowed, stayed back, wresting control back from me, as was his right. He teased me, just enough motion to keep me hoping but not enough to let me build to a climax. Infinitely pleasant but far from the wild, animal sex I wanted, needed to climax. His cock a sweet torment. Enough maybe, if I was bound of restrained by his strong hands, but not enough like this. He withdrew, I whined in misery.

I felt him shifting behind me, then his finger forced its way into my anus. I resisted instinctively then forced myself to relax my sphincter and welcome him in me. The lube was cool as he coated my sphincter muscle.  My arousal shot up, I knew I could climax this way, too. Then he added a second finger, then a third and my arousal steadily increased. Hope blossomed as he forced me closer to orgasm. My belly trembled and I mewed.

His fingers left me and I strained to relax more as I envisioned his engorged cock. I felt it nuzzling my anus then forcing its way in, demanding passage to his home. His cock was bigger than I remembered, too big. I squealed in alarm. It was going to split me like a melon.

His voice, rumbled low and hypnotic, “Open girl, relax and let me in.”

I tried my best, and felt him going in, still huge, but now welcome, an invading force, too strong to stop, filling me to the brim. I smiled and gasped as I was invaded by something so thick and strong it squeezed me into a tiny corner, unable to do anything but watch as he took me over. My arousal was growing larger yet there was no plateau, no edge to fall over into orgasm, I was so high I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t orgasm, but it was so close. His hands stroked me as he impaled me, sliding in and out, pumping himself to his orgasm.  I was an observer as I served his needs and knew this was the way it should be. When he came he pulsed so deep inside me I thought I would faint. His fingers stroked my sex as he made his long slow withdrawal and I was inflamed anew. I begged, “Please touch me more, master.” I knew I could climax if he rubbed my sex just a little more. I was right on the edge and in another second I would climax.

But he didn’t. When I was empty, I lay there with my eyes closed, unmoving,  I had served my master, well, I thought, still in desperate need, but I had sated his needs. Was this the only “Job satisfaction” a slave girl deserved? I heard water running.

He came back and turned me over on my back, spread my knees apart and kissed the insides of my thighs. I opened my eyes and watched him kneeling between my legs.

“Could you have come if I continued stimulating your sex?”

“Yes, master. You stopped,” I said with a tinge of sadness in my voice.”

“You’ll come before bed. I’m still learning how you work. Patience girl.”

“Master, girls can come many times. We’re not like men.”

“I know, but you’re more responsive when you’re needy. Can you come by masturbating?”

I moved my hand to my cunt in excitement, but he grasped my wrist before I touched myself, “I didn’t tell you to do it.!”

“Sorry, master.” He released my hand and I drew it back.

John considered how she had responded. Janice came quickly when her vagina was stimulated, whether by cock or hand. She became aroused when I stimulated her nipples, or kissed her, but hadn’t climaxed until her vagina was stimulated. How would restraints or pain change that? Was she ticklish? How could I have had her for a month and not know that. I needed to play with her more, obviously. I lifted her off the bed and carried her to a chair. I sat down and sat her in my lap. She leaned against me, her head on my chest. I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her tight. She sighed, almost a purr. I used my other hand to feel her. I felt her cheekbones, her hair, lifted her head with a gentle pull on her nose ring and kissed her.

I cupped her breasts, one at a time and tweaked her nipples, getting a shiver of excitement from her. I asked, “Can you come from just having your breasts stimulated?”

“No, master, at least I never have, though it’s very nice.” I was surprised, not by the question, but by his demeanor. What was he doing? I was his property and he was asking me about my sexual responses? I thought he was pleased with my  performance so far. Had I displeased him in some way?

John said, “You need some cunt stimulation to come under natural conditions. Do you think bondage will change that?”

“I think it might. It excites me when you do it. Not so much at Wildwood or at the police station.”

“Let’s see. Stand up.”

He set me on my feet and used rope to tie my arms. This was the first time I had been bound with rope. When he finished my arms were crossed behind me and pulled tight to my body. I couldn’t move them at all or touch any knots with my fingers. Yet, for all their immobilizing effect, they didn’t pinch or overly compress me. He must have been trained or experienced with ropes. I was comfortable and more helpless than when my wrists were locked together.

I found it erotic. To be made helpless by my master, I was always under his control, but the ropes made it more personal. He had bound me with his own hands and I wanted him to use me right now. When he stood back to look at me, I sidled closer to him, rubbed against him and said, “Master, being tied by you is quite erotic. I think yes. Try me, please.”

He took me in his arms and kissed me. It was the more thrilling kiss ever. My arousal crescendoed. I thought I might come as he held me, but he stopped too soon. He put a finger through my left nipple ring and sent a tremor through my chest, but all he did was lead me to the bed. He ordered, “Kneel on the bed.”

I climbed on . He held onto my nipple ring and guided me into the position he wanted.

“Lay your head on the bed.”

I leaned forward until just my knees and forehead were in contact with the bed. He cupped my breast and rolled my nipple between thumb and fingers until it was fully erect. His other hand stroked my back and ass. He moved his hand to my other breast and made its nipple erect, too. I was fully aroused now, my cunt was wet and I was panting with lust. If he would just put his fingers in my slit I would explode. I begged, “Please, master. Just touch my sex, please.” His hand moved and hope filled me. The sudden, unexpected sharp pain in my ass was enough though. I came with a squeal of joy as my belly spasmed and I climaxed. I would have collapsed on the bed, but for his strong hands holding me in position. I whimpered, “Oh…oh…oh… savoring the delightful waves rippling through me. When I wound down, he removed his hands and said, “Lay down on your back.” I gladly obeyed. And he lay beside me, gently stroking my breasts.

He spoke so softly, “So bondage and a little pain are enough. Tell me about your bondage.”

What a question. I replied, “It’s tight. I can’t move my arms or hands, but it’s not uncomfortable. Nothing is going to sleep. It’s erotic to be so helpless and in your hands, obviously.”

“How does it compare to your usual bonds?”

“The rope is more personal, more intimate. You had to put the rope on me with your hands. You chose how to bind me. Just that simple action made me yours in a different way than these bands I wear all the time. T felt like you claimed me, took away my freedom and used me as your personal property. Wil you do me this way often, master?”

“Yes, you responded very well. I think I’ll save it for home, mostly. I wonder if other methods would work as well?”

I was all for any method that made me feel like this. “You are my master. I think most any way you bind me will excite me. It’s your hands touching me that are important, master.”

He took me into the bath, let me use the toilet, and washed me off. He left the ropes on me, took me to bed, and fastened my collar to the headboard with a short chain.  We both came in a simple, vanilla, missionary position fuck and I slept like a baby, still tied immovably, in my master’s arms.

I woke alone in bed, still bound and chained to the headboard. I heard movement in the bath and wondered what would happen today. It was Sunday and bright sunshine streamed in the window. I wanted to be outside in it. I wasn’t something I could decide, but I could ask. I wriggled up into a sitting position and leaned against the headboard.

I waited, feeling secure in my bindings, knowing I was treasured by my master and wanting him to touch me.  Finally he emerged from the bath, clean shaved, wearing only pants and a smile for me. He said, “Good morning slave.”

“Good morning, master.”

He sat on the bed, pulled me to him and we kissed. Eventually he released me, said, “It’s time to get up and join the world.” He untied me and unlocked the chain from my collar. “Go use the bathroom and shower. You smell like a cat house. Join me in the kitchen when you’re done.”

I got up and stretched the kinks out of my arms as I walked to the bath. I realized my limbs were free of any restraints for the first time in weeks. I took my time in the shower, just enjoying the hot water flow over me when it occurred to me that I should hurry. Tomorrow morning I would be back in Wildwood, with my sisters in bondage. I wanted to spend as much time with master as possible. I got out and dried myself. I cleaned and polished all my metal bits, collar, cuffs, and rings. making sure that they all shone. I put a little makeup on my face, roughed my nipples and labia, and dabbed perfume on my breasts, then hurried down to the kitchen wearing the proper clothing for a slave girl…my birthday suit.

Master was sitting reading a newspaper. I stopped in the doorway and thought about newspapers. I had read them long ago, before my ill-fated trip. I hadn’t read one since then. I probably wouldn’t have the opportunity again until my sentence was over…but I didn’t miss them. They never had anything useful to me in them, just focused my mind on other people’s troubles and plans, which ,if they ever affected me, I had no control over, anyway. I went to master and knelt beside him

“Good morning, master. Would you like food or drink?”

Good morning, slave, Coffee black, orange juice from the fridge, and oatmeal, plain. It’s on the stove. Help yourself.”

I served him the coffee and orange juice, then a bowl of oatmeal. Then I got myself the same carried them to the table, unsure of how he wanted me to eat: floor, no hands, floor but hands allowed, kneeling beside the table while he fed me, or normal human style?

He saw my uncertainty and gestured to the chair across from him. “Sit there, eat normally.”

“Thank you, master.” I sat and we ate. After a few bites he told me, Today we’re going to do yardwork.”

I asked, “Me too, master?”

He smiled, “Certainly, you have to earn your keep, slave.”

When we finished our food, I put away the dishes.

He finished his paper, took me into the mud room, applied a thick layer of sunblock to me, dabbed a little on his exposed skin, and gave me a floppy hat, gloves, and a small spade. We went outside and he led me to a small, neat, fenced, vegetable garden.

“I’ve set your collar to a hundred-foot radius around the house. If it vibrates, you’re close to the limit. If you go much further it will zap you, just a little at first. It gets stronger the further you go and the longer you’re out of bounds. It will alert me if you stray outside your allowed area. Do you want to try it?”

“I guess I’d better learn.”

“OK,” he took my hand, “Squeeze my hand when it vibrates,” he led me away from the house.

Much sooner than I expected, I felt a strong vibration in my collar. I jumped and gave a little gasp. He stopped and I said, “We haven’t gone a hundred feet, master.”

“From the center of the house.”

“Oh. But we haven’t reached the end of the garden?”

“I don’t expect you’ll get that far today. You can finish another day.” He led me back to the end of the garden closest to the house. He instructed me on how he wanted me to weed then he left me and went into the barn. He had told me I could stop when it became too hot and go back into the house, but I didn’t think I would. I knelt on the small pad he had given me and started weeding.

In a minute he drove out on a noisy riding mower and began mowing the expansive front yard.

I have always liked gardening and taking care of John’s on my own sure beat working in Wildwood’s institutional garden. The garden was in good shape and I wondered if he had someone tending it. He didn’t seem like a gardener.

He put the mower away and stayed in the barn for a while. I finished pulling all the weeds I could reach and wished he had set me a longer tether so I could finish the job. I took my tools back and put them back in the cabinet where he had taken them from.  I washed and decided to show master I was responsible so I got the feather duster and dusted the living room and the kitchen cabinets. He came in before I had finished the kitchen.

I was glad to see him so I stopped, went to him, knelt and kissed his feet. After all, I wanted him to know that I knew I was his devoted slave. He lifted me by my arms and kissed me. I kissed him back, just as hard.

He broke the kiss, held me at arms-length and said, “Do that all the time, wench.”

“Your wish is my command, master.”

“The garden looked good.”

”I couldn’t reach the end. My collar vibrated so I stopped. Another ten minutes and I would have finished. I can do it after dinner if you adjust my tether, master.” 

“Can you type?”

“Pretty well, master. I had a class in high school. Better than two fingers, anyway.”

“Excellent. We’ll get you a few things and tomorrow we’ll skip Wildwood.”

My mind immediately jumped to the movie with James Spader and Maggie Gyllenhaal. I would love to be master’s secretary. I was already his slave so this could be viewed as a promotion. What would he want me to do? Would I be in his office? Would I be kept naked? I don’t care! I will be with him instead of Wildwood. “Thank you, master.” I knew I was grinning stupidly, but, again, I didn’t care.

He took my hand, led me to the bedroom and handed me a pair of black, three-inch heels. I put them on and he get me ready to go out: he locked my hands behind me, put my usual hobble chain on my ankles and clipped a leash on my nose ring. He told me, “We’re going shopping. You’ll need a few things if you’re not at Wildwood during the day.”

My thoughts leapt to clothes, but then I worried it might be something more suited for a bondmaid.

He took me outside, put me in the passenger seat, fastened my seat belt, and locked my ankle chain to the floor ring. It was humiliating to be  transported naked and chained and I avoided eye contact with the women who noticed me. But I did rather enjoy teasing men who stared at me, usually truck drivers with a good view down at me. I would smile and throw them kisses, look over my shoulder at them coquettishly and squirm in my seat. Master also seemed to enjoy my little act.

He took me to the same mall I had been shown off in before. It was the familiar nightmare of being naked in public, except it was real. He got me out of the car and clipped the leash on my collar this time. It was marginally better then the nose ring and then just led me through the brightly lit mall to the same sex shop he took me to before. Lots of people, mostly well-dressed women, looked at me and discussed my shame between themselves, though mostly they just ignored me. I was no competition to them. A few looked sorry for me. There were a few men, mostly older who openly admired me. They’d better appreciate all the work I had gone through to keep a trim body. I smiled and strutted for them, my most appreciative audience. There were, of course several good-looking younger men, mostly employees in the shops, but a few men there on business, well-dressed who I looked at. They had quite an advantage over me, of course.

We were almost to the store when I finally relaxed and enjoyed my exposure. I enjoyed being looked at and showing off my hard-earned body. I guess many women are exhibitionists. Our culture certainly trains us to be.

We stepped into the shop and the sales lady came up to master and said, “Good morning. I’m Sarah, can I help you?”

I don’t think I’ll ever get used to being so completely ignored. Just dumb livestock whose opinion is ignored. She was pretty, dressed well for a sex-shop clerk and pretty. I disliked her immediately, but I kept my features neutral. Bondmaids had to be pleasant or risk punishment.

“Good morning, Sarah. Yes, I’m going to be taking her out more and I’d like to fit her with a secure, comfortable CB.”

“Of course. We have a good selection. Follow me, please.”

Sarah led us to the back of the store next to a fitting room, just like in a vanilla ladies clothing store. She stopped in front of a larger selection than I expected. Master told her, “I’m interested in those where the shield fastens in back.” I didn’t know anything about chastity belts except that they had been used on women since the Middle Ages.

Sarah was unfazed. She took two off the display and handed one to master, “These are popular. They are very secure.”

Master held it up to me and eyed it critically. I hated it all but didn’t say anything. I’m sure he saw the distaste on my face and ignored me.  He handed it to the Sarahand said, ”Let’s try this first.

I had expected him to take me into the fitting room and try it on me, but, instead, he watched her fit it on me in the shop.  Master was watching me closely so I held still while she slipped the steel mesh belt around me and pulled it tight in back.  She held it together with one hand, reached between my legs and pulled the shield tongue up and locked it in back. It was quite uncomfortable. I said, “Master, it hurts. It is pushing my rings into me and twisting them.”

He said, “OK, take it off. I was afraid they could be a problem.”

She removed the belt. Master lifted me up to sit on a counter, took out a keyring, and used a small tool to open my nether rings and remove them. He dropped them in a pocket and told Sarah, “OK, try it again.”

She again locked it on me and this time it didn’t hurt.  She said, “This model is quite secure and has some attachments,” and held up two plugs that fit onto the shield tongue, a thinner one and a thicker one. She handed the plugs, a pamphlet and a small black box to master. He opened the pamphlet and scanned it then handed the plugs back.

I didn’t relish the idea of having the plugs locked inside me for hours, but master wouldn’t listen to my preferences and I didn’t complain. He had me walk around and felt around it. I told him it didn’t hurt anywhere. He unlocked my hands and told me, “Try to finger your cunt.”

I said, “Yes. Master,” and tried to slip my fingers between the shield and my skin, to no avail. It was so tight, conforming perfectly to my pelvic bone, that my fingertip couldn’t slip under the shield. I wailed, “Master, this is horrible. I can’t even wipe myself?”

“Or touch yourself for any other purpose, Jan. With this I won’t have worry about masturbation.”

Sarah smiled evilly at me.

He told her, OK, let’s try the other one.”

She unlocked the belt and set it aside. The next one went on similarly. It fit just as well and it had two thigh bands hanging under it by chains and joined with a single link, it limits my stride but no more than my hobble chain. Master approved, “I like those. Jan, you will be hobbled even if I leave the ankle chain off, of course, there’s probably no point since everyone can see your permanent anklets. How does it feel?”

“About the same, master.”

He told the Sarah, “I like the first one. Let’s try it with the plugs.”

I stood passively as she stripped the second CB off me. I watched her thread the two plugs on the bar. The thick one went under the shield and the second just behind it. She smeared a dab of lubricant on both, though only the butt plug really needed it. I was pretty wet from the handling. She put the belt on me and this time put the lock in place temporarily. She bent me over the back of a chair to get a good view of my holes and I felt the plugs slide into me, my anus giving only token resistance. She pulled me up and locked the band shield in place. She backed up and master walked around me.

Sarah suggested, “Walk her around the shop. It has several adjustments to improve the fit.”

I was getting used to being referred to in the third person. It used to bother me, but I had to face facts. I would be less than human for another eleven months. Master took hold of my leash and led me around the shop, up and down rows, in between shoppers and I was felt up with his approval by several men and one girl. He asked me how it felt and I responded with a physical assessment, “OK master. It doesn’t pinch anywhere.” If I had given a more complete answer, it would have included something like, “Its really demeaning having my sex locked up like I was in the thirteenth century. Why don’t you try it, master,” but, I didn’t want to get spanked in front of the Sarah, mostly because  she would have enjoyed it.

Master paid for it and I wore it out of the store. More people than ever stared at me and made comments to each other about my new restraint. Master led me into an upscale department store and took me up an escalator to women’s clothing. I saw many things I liked, but master didn’t see what he wanted. He asked a clerk if they had any short skirts and the clerk asked if it was for me. Master agreed it was.

She held up a cloth tape measure and asked, “May I?”

Master nodded agreement and she measured my waist and felt me up in passing. I felt a thrill of excitement and shivered. She commented, “She’s very responsive. Would you like to party?”

“I’m busy now. Give me your number.”

She wrote on a slip of paper and handed it to master. “We have a few items her size. Come with me and I’ll show you.”

Master found nothing he liked. He thanked the clerk and she said, “Call me.”

He locked my hands behind me and led me on my leash back into the mall and into a Victoria’s Secret. He liked a lovely piece of lingerie that covered both my breasts and the chastity belt and hid nothing. He let me look in a full-length mirror and my nipple rings shone through the wispy material as though they weren’t covered. I was more naked with it than without but that seemed to be the effect master wanted. After he paid, he unlocked my hands and took the leash and ankle chain off. I was free, well, except for my collar and cuffs. He fiddled with his phone, after he put it away he told me, “I’ve set your radius to ten feet from me, Remember that.”

“Ten feet, master. I understand. Although I was free from chains, I had to stay within ten feet of master or get zapped.

We went back to his car. It was harder being free than I expected. I realized that in my previous public displays I was obviously a helpless bondmaid being displayed by my master and now I was apparently out in public on my own. I didn’t know what to do with my hands anymore or where to walk? Behind master or beside him. I dithered, flustered, not knowing what he wanted as he strolled casually through the people. After fifty feet I grabbed master’s hand and hung on. More people stared at me than when I was leashed and chained. They now thought I was under my own control.

Master said, “Smile, Jan. You’re free and clothed. Or would you rather not be?”

“Master, it is confusing. I’ve gotten used to being a bondmaid in public and this is new.”

“Think of this as training. I’m going to take you out more.”

“Yes, master. Thank you.” I smiled and kissed him, grateful and ready to relearn acting free.

Even riding in his car was a treat. How quickly I had adapted to being chained all the time. My hands and feet were free. I could put on my own seatbelt. Strangers couldn’t see my body through the window. I relished my feelings of privacy and freedom, despite knowing it was just my master’s whim, his joke on the world.

End of Part Five.
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