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PART 1: Shame




Chapter  1  : Arrested

My name is Janice Harmon. I’m twenty-three. I hadn’t seen my sister, Sue, since last Christmas, almost seven months ago. I knew she lived in El Segundo with her boyfriend, Roy. We exchanged letters, cards, emails, but lived our own lives until she showed up on my doorstep an hour ago. Right now she is swearing and drinking scotch on my couch. Every other sentence concerns the deficiencies of “That rotten bastard Roy.” We share an Irish heritage, red hair, green eyes and a quick temper. Sue got in more fights in school than me because I always looked for a good way to get even while she usually opted for a quick settlement. It seems he has been unfaithful, with a couple of girls. She stormed out of his apartment and came here. At first, she wanted to go buy a gun but she had accepted my offer of a good bottle of scotch instead.

I took the half-empty bottle away, made spaghetti, and fed her high carbohydrate bites until she was able to take over. After dinner I had listened to her story. Laid off when the pandemic started, living off Roy’s generous salary as a software designer, she was now penniless and homeless.

Of course she had come to me, her closest relative and well-off to boot. My late husband, Arthur, an up-and-coming surgeon, had been killed by a drunk Silicon Valley entrepreneur who had just gotten rich from selling his company. He celebrated by buying a  Ferrari and drinking with his buddies, before crashing head-on into Art at a hundred mph. The jury gave me half his new wealth.

We were both depressed. We had seen our lives abruptly torn away, but I was more concerned with Sue than myself. I was the one that planned ahead, set my own course and pursued it. Unfortunately, our relationship was complex. Maybe because I was the older sister, she usually rejected any suggestions I made out of hand, but for everyone else, she was a follower. A guy with a strong personality had her eating out of his hand. She needed a strong personality to keep her on course, anyone but me. Despite that, we were close. We shared confidences that we would never tell anyone else. I didn’t want to be the one she leaned on for the rest of her life, but I knew I needed to hold her up long enough that she could start anew.

We streamed a movie, I don’t remember which one. My mind was working on options. I had money and she had none. We both had freedom to travel so I considered road trips, cruises, sightseeing in Europe and Africa. I didn’t mention my ideas to Sue, I wanted to sleep on it. I had a guest bedroom so I put her in there with a nightcap and I slept fitfully, mind whirling around the choices.

In the morning we talked over the options. We decided to go see our parents in Florida and we planned a road trip. We pulled up maps on the computer and planned a three-week trip. I had an almost new Mercedes and we’d sightsee along the way. She wanted to surprise our folks so we would just call them the day before we arrived. I didn’t have any pets and I carried my few potted plants to a neighbor. I arranged automatic bill payments for my utilities, insurance, and condo association bills. Before we left, I would turn off all the utilities. I could stay away for years and everything would be paid. It was so freeing to have money.

In three days we left, heading northeast, deeper into California. Our semi-planned trip would have us see sights in every southwest state, Colorado, Texas, Utah, Louisiana and Mississippi, before reaching Florida. We were in no hurry so we spent as much time as we wanted in interesting places. We crossed into Mississippi on the seventeenth day of our journey, weary of the road and ready to slow down and rest before getting to our destination.

We stopped and spent the night in Tupelo to see Elvis Presley’s birthplace. After that we headed to the beaches to visit the dolphin rescue center, but we wanted to see the countryside so we got off the highway. Of course we got lost and wandered about for a few hours. The next night we stopped in a small town, Lum….something. Anyway, after dinner we went to a tavern for a drink. Immediately we were hit on by a string of fine-looking studs. We weren’t interested so we turned them down, pretending to be lesbians and they were remarkably gracious. There wasn’t anything else we wanted to do so we drank and danced with each other.

Around midnight Sue decided she wanted to let one of the guys get closer. She had a drink with him and they danced, then another round. I was thinking of rescuing her when another girl, a local from her accent, came in the door, saw Sue drinking with him, stalked up to them and pushed Sue off her stool, shouting, “That’s my husband, you tramp.”

Sue has always had a temper and drinking didn’t make her calmer. She confronted the girl and shouted, “ It’s only a fucking drink. I didn’t sleep with him even though he asked!”

The guy was smirking silently. I think he was enjoying two pretty girls fighting over him.

The girl yelled, “That’s a lie. Jim wouldn’t want to fuck someone like you,” then she slapped Sue’s face.”

Sue staggered back then charged into the girl, slamming a fist into her jaw. The girl went down flat on her back. The guy, Jim, Grabbed Sue and pulled her back.

The bartender came over and checked out the downed girl. He said, “She’s breathing but I think she hit her head. Someone call an ambulance.”

I went over to Sue, Jim let her go and she was looking dazed.

Two uniformed cops arrived, Ofc. J. Hargrove and Chief S. Storey, by their nametags, and started collecting accounts of what happened, starting with the bartender and waitress. I watched the locals putting all the blame on Sue. I was fuming but waited my turn to tell the real story. Two EMT’s took the still girl out on a gurney.

The Officer Hargrove told Sue she was under arrest for assault, told her about her rights, and started to cuff her hands behind her. She twisted away and protested, “I didn’t start it. She hit me first.”

I jumped between him and Sue and yelled, “Sue is right. She was attacked and was just defending herself.” Chief Storey took hold of my arm, pulled me back a foot or so and said, loudly, “Annie is hurt. You are interfering with official business. Calm down or you’ll be arrested too,” then he shoved me back.

I had taken several kinds of martial arts classes for years and it was automatic. I didn’t think about it, I braced with my right leg, hooked his knee with my left and drove my hands into his chest. He went down on his back with a solid thump.

I heard “Freeze” and looked at the sound. Officer Hargrove had his gun out and pointed at my chest. I froze. Chief Storey got up, smiling for some reason, told me, “You are under arrest for assaulting an officer and interfering with an officer in the performance of his duties,” and cuffed me and read me my rights. The other deputy finished cuffing Sue. They took us out and put us in the back of their car. Moments later we were in the jail. One at a time they fingerprinted and photographed us.

Storey pointed to a table with two baskets and an orange pile and told us, “Strip. Everything, please, put your clothes in those baskets then put those on,”

Sue asked, “Can we have some privacy, please?”

Hargrove said, “No. You don’t have a right to privacy and we’ve seen it all before. Get busy or we’ll do it for you.”

We stripped while they watched and Hargrove handed us the bright orange shifts. They were just two rectangles of cotton, tied together at shoulder and waist, like a large bikini. Minimal coverings clearly designed to be removable when we were in restraints.  We looked at them askance.

He shrugged and said, “They’re just to keep you decent until you’re sentenced. Put them on.”

It was either them or go naked. We dropped the shifts over our heads and the men led us into the cell block.”

A grim and forbidding place, designed to dampen our spirits. Grey, concrete walls, a heavy steel door at each end and thick, steel bars separating the free from the imprisoned and separating the cells. Each cell had a small, barred window. The lights were in the hall, protected by grills.

Only three cells, each held a steel commode, sink, mirror, and a steel-framed cot bolted to the floor The last cell held a blonde girl about our age, naked but for a red steel collar. I looked at the floor for her orange shift, but her cell was bare. She sat on her cot, leaning back against the wall with her legs splayed on the floor, not caring that she was giving us a full view of her privates. She regarded us in silence until the men had gone, then stood up and came to the bars separating our cells.

I stared at her. Her breasts were large for her slim build. They hung heavy and full, tipped with dusky rose areolae sporting long, rounded nipples in their center. She had a slim waist, prominent hip bones, and a dark blonde delta of pubic hair surrounding her pink-lipped slit curving away between her thighs.

She eyed Sue and I with casual interest, not a bit abashed by her own nudity. Then she said, “I’m Millie, what are you two in for?”

I replied, “I’m Janice, she’s Sue, my sister. Fighting, sort of. Why are you naked?”

“Once you’re sentenced, they take away your clothes. It’s the shaming part of the sentence.”

“Shaming is part of a sentence? I’ve never heard of that.” Then her words sunk in, “What’s the other part?”

Millie said, “Punishment, for minor stuff or punishment and servitude for worse.”

Was assaulting a cop worse? I said, I’m from California and they just lock you up for crimes, short or long. What kind of punishment will we get?”

“If the judge finds you guilty, you’ll get at least a couple of weeks in the yard for shaming and so the people can punish you. They can take pictures and throw girl shot. It’s not bad. I’ve had worse from boyfriends. It leaves marks for a few days, see.” She pointed to several small red bruises on her breasts. They looked like someone had poked her with a stick.

“Does it hurt?” Sue asked, hesitantly.

Millie looked down at herself and shrugged, “A little. You get used to it.” She looked at the two of us and asked, “Never been here before?”

I answered, “Our first time in any jail.”

You aren’t from here. You sound educated. What did you do to land here?”

Drank too much. Sue got in a fight with a local girl. The bitch started it. When the police started to arrest Sue, I tried to tell them what happened and I wound up pushing one down.

Millie shook her head, “You’re going up for auction for sure.”

I protested, “I didn’t hurt him. He’s fine.”

“Don’t matter They like to keep us in our place, besides the County makes a tidy profit when they sell one of us.”

She continued, “If he finds it’s a serious crime then you’ll get at least a year of servitude. I’ve never had that.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’ll be auctioned off and serve your time as a bondservant to whoever buys you.”

I protested, “But that’s illegal. You can’t own another human!”

She replied, with a snide look, “You can here. I’ve seen lots of collared girls working in gardens and such.”

“Men too?”

“No, they need professional guarding and work on roads and such.”

Sue asked, “Do bondservants get to wear clothes?”

Millie shook her head like this was obvious then replied, “Depends on your owner. You’re young and pretty so probably not.”

Sue whined, “But it’s so unfair. She hit me first. First!”

Sue sat disconsolate on the floor next to my cot and we held hands for a long time as she sobbed quietly.

It was late and when they turned out the lights, we all went to sleep. It was warm and they didn’t give us any sort of blanket. I spent a few minutes wondering about the punishment and my future.

They turned the lights on when it was still dark outside. Later they fed us in our cells. We sat on our cots and ate. It was plain food, biscuits, gravy and brussels sprouts, and coffee. Of course they only gave us soft plastic spoons to eat with.

We learned something of Millie’s background. Her grandparents died years ago and her folks were recently killed in an auto accident. Her father was a laborer and her mother a part-time house cleaner. She had dropped out of school early to help support the family. Now she wandered around the county going from one temporary job to another. She dabbled in prostitution, with the right boys. She was happily mercenary about it, happy she gave good value for the money. She admitted to pilfering bits of fruit, eggs, and other food when times were tight.

Sue Asked, “Is that why you’re here? Were you caught?”

Nope, they couldn’t prove I stole anything. I’m careful. It had started raining and I had nowhere to go so I found an unlocked car and slept there. They got me for trespass and vagrancy. Got two weeks in the pillory. Today’s my tenth day. I’ll be out of here in four more days.”

I said, “That seems like a lot of punishment for not harming anyone or anything.”

“It’s the usual. They don’t seem to think less than two weeks does any good. Besides, it don’t cost them nothing. They make more on the shot they sell than it costs to feed me and they get even more when someone rents me out.”

I was shocked, “People can rent girls from jail?”

“Sure. We get used for big house parties and barn shows late winter.”

“What happens to you there?”

“Same as here. We’re here to be punished, so they fasten us on display, buy some girl shot from the jail, and the guests throw them at us. Course we usually get a good banging, too. I like them. It’s better than just hanging in the pillory here and waiting for someone to walk in and throw mud  balls at me. Sometimes they even talk to me.” She was grinning slyly.

I smiled back, “Sounds like you like it here.”

“There’ worse places to be, especially in the winter.”

Millie was engagingly mischievous girl, roaming freely about the county, doing as she pleased, with no thought for the future. I liked her. I realized I was starting to get aroused by her presence and the warmth of her naked body so close to her. I found her pouting lips especially attractive. I thought of myself as a well-adjusted bisexual, and Millie was the kind of girl I could have a happy time with. I wondered how she would respond to a pass. Clearly, she was sexually active, but what did she like? I knew Sue wouldn’t mind and she only liked men. I was considering my next move when we were interrupted by a guard.

Hargrove came and took away our bowls and took Millie out. He cuffed her hands behind her, clipped a leash on her collar, and led her out. Our windows looked out on a fenced yard. Sue and I looked out to see it that was where he would take Millie.

The yard was about fifty feet square and mostly empty space. There was a wide gate, now closed, in one side and just inside the gate a waist-high railing ran the width of the yard. Several wooden and steel structures were lined up next to the fence across from the gate. One of these structures, resembling a piece of wall on a round platform was in in the middle of the yard, in front of the gate. There was no sign of Millie.

The two officers who arrested us, Storey and Hargrove came into the cellblock. Storey came to my cell, Hargrove to Sue’s. They cuffed our hands behind us, took hold of our upper arms, and led us out the door Millie had been taken through. They took us through a room with many closed cabinets then out into the yard. The structure I had seen from my window was directly in front of us but all I saw were female buttocks sticking out of the structure supported by widespread female legs. Storey led me over to the device.

The vertical board was made in two parts, the upper half sliding in groves in the supporting thick posts. Millie’s waist lay in an oblate hole in the wall cut from the upper and lower boards where they met. Her toes were thrust through cut-outs in the base of the wall and straps held her feet against the wall. Perforce she was bent forward, legs spread wide, and her ass thrust out behind.  Her sex  pouch and anus exposed. Storey pulled me close and slapped one of Millie’s butt cheeks hard enough to leave a red hand- print. Millie let out a muffled squeal from the far side of the board. She must be gagged from the sound.

He moved around to the far side of the wall and for the first time I saw the upper half of Millie’s pilloried body. Her wrists were pulled up behind her and fastened to the top of the wall. A bit was clamped between her teeth and its securing strap was linked to the top of the wall by a chain, supporting her head. Her breasts swung freely below her chest and a ball with stubby cones dotting its surface hung from her collar on a short chain.

Storey said, “Girls are displayed out here so people can see and shame them, but also to punish them.” He swatted the spiked ball and it swung into Millie’s breasts. Spikes touched both breasts, halfway up their dangling length, perfectly placed to inflict maximum pain if the ball was hit. He led me over to the gate where several boxes were stacked. He opened one and pulled out a wax paper covered ball, about a large as a racquet ball. He showed it to me and explained, “Standard Girl shot. Colored water and clay, ten cents or twelve for a dollar, burst easily, gives the girl a good smack and colors them up nicely. People like to help punish bad girls and watch them squirm. Course, not everyone throws as well as some and a fair number miss entirely, but practice helps them improve. You’ll feel them after you’re sentenced. We have other devices for girls so they don’t get bored. The gates are open nine to eleven and two to four. Your hearing is set for ten. If you receive a caning for assaulting me, it’ll be at noon. People come from all over to watch. I’ll have the pleasure of that chore.”

I stayed silent. I didn’t think it would matter what I said. He led me back to Millie then they took us back into the jail. They put us back into our cells, still cuffed.

Officer Hargrove told us, “Your lawyer will be in to see you in a few minutes.”

We looked at each other.

Sue said, “This looks bad.”

I agreed, ,”Yeah, medieval.”

Sue whined, “How can they get away with this. Isn’t it unconstitutional? Cruel and unusual or something?”

I thought so, too, but they certainly were doing it to Millie and I didn’t see any way to stop them doing it to us. “We get to see a lawyer soon. Maybe he knows what’s going on here.”

They took us into a small windowless room equipped with a metal table bolted to the floor and four metal chairs. They changed our cuffs so my left wrist and Sue’s right wrist were joined to an eyebolt in the table’s surface, then they left.

Sue commented, “They must think we’re dangerous.”

“Yeah.”

In a moment the door opened and a man in a suit, about our age, came in. He was carrying a briefcase. He sat down and said, “Good morning. I’m John Allison, a public defender. Which one of you is Sue Harmon?”

Sue  said, “I am.”

“Hello Sue. You are charged with assault in the second degree, a felony, and resisting arrest, a gross misdemeanor. Annie Jared is in the hospital with a concussion.” He turned to me, “Janice Harmon, good morning. You are charged with assaulting a police officer, a felony, and interfering with a police officer,  a misdemeanor. Do you understand?”

Both of us nodded. I told him, “There are extenuating circumstances.”

He nodded in agreement and said, I know. I’ve read the police reports and talked to some of the people in the bar. First thing, you are entitled to separate attorneys of your own choice. If you want me to represent both of you, you need to sign a waiver.”

I asked him, “Why should we just stay with you?”

He answered, “There are not many criminal defense attorneys in town. Right now there’s only me. If you want another attorney, you’ll have to find him or wait while the court finds one.”

“How long?”

“”I don’t know. I’ve not seen a case with two defendants accused of the same intertwined crimes. It may be a while since the court doesn’t pay much.”

I asked, “Are you any good?”

He smiled, “Yes.”

I said, “First, I understand that we can be sentenced to public shaming, punishment , and sold into slavery. How can that be done in the United States?”

“I was wondering when you’d ask that. Short version. Slavery is legal under the thirteenth amendment if its imposed as a criminal sentence. That’s how that Sheriff in Arizona can run his famous female chain gang. The good people of Mississippi decided last year that paying for prisons was not wise. So females are punished and shamed as a deterrent and auctioned off to private parties who promise to keep them for the length of their sentences. The law prohibits any permanent harm. There are still prisons for men but the non-violent men work on public infrastructure.”

I pondered this a moment. Sue asked, “What about simple decency? The girl being punished is kept naked in public and people are allowed to throw things at her.”

He said, “Yes, simple shaming is accomplished by public nudity and bondage. Inexpensive and usually effective. The punishment only causes minor discomfort and lets the public get a sense of doing their civic duty.”

I asked, “Do you think it’s right?”

“I think locking people us is a crime against their integrity and mine. This is a rational law that discourages crime and makes the criminal actually pay society back.”

I liked his answer. It was probably better than spending my time locked up in a jail. I said, “OK, I’m happy with you as my lawyer.”

Sue said, “Me too. Where do we sign.”

We both signed the proffered papers. Then he told us, “I’ve talked to the prosecutor. He understands what happened and is offering a deal for both of you. He’ll recommend reducing the felonies to misdemeanors, two weeks of shaming and punishment and thousand-dollar fines for both of you.”

Sue protested, “It’s still not fair. She hit me first.”

John replied, “None of the witnesses saw that, all they saw was you hitting her and her landing hard on the floor. This is the best you’ll get without some evidence.”

I asked, “Doesn’t the bar have video?”

John said, “Yes, two cameras, one focused on the door and one on the till. They didn’t record the altercation. Your charges are solid. If you don’t take the deal, you’ll be in servitude for several years.”

I looked at Sue, “I think we should take the deal. It looks like our only way to avoid slavery.”

Sue nodded her head, “Millie looks like she has held up well. I agree.”

I turned back to John, “OK, we’ll both accept the deal.”

John said, “Wise choice.” He took a couple of printed forms out of his briefcase, laid one in front of both of us and kept one himself. “With these forms you are pleading guilty to the lesser charges and agreeing to join your cases. I need you to follow along as I explain them to you.” He went through them line by line, explaining all the rights we were giving up in order to plead guilty. It all seemed so routine and so final. He left, leaving copies of the forms with us.

Hargrove took us back to our cells and removed our cuffs. Millie was brought back, dripping wet before noon. She stood by the bars separating our cells and explained that they hosed the mud off her before she was returned and she would drip dry before sitting on her cot. The bruises on her breasts were small and clear. I asked, “Do they hurt?”

“About the usual. They hurt a little and they’ll be gone by tomorrow. There was one guy, nice looking, well dressed, young, a real sharpshooter. He nailed the ball three times then went for my breasts directly. I’ve seen him before and he’s gotten better. I’d like to meet him when I get out. He can afford me.”

I commented, “Sounds like you think of the punishment as a dating game.”

“Well, why not. I’d like to see as much of him as he’s seen of me. Maybe there are some other games we can play.”

Millie, does the shaming and punishment turn you on?”

She cheerfully said, “All the time, when they do it right.”

“How’s that?”

“When they talk to me, tell me what they want to do when I get out, show me their thing, caress me lightly with the shot instead of as hard as they can.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Nope, I play the field and the yard is good advertising. Usually there’s one or two waiting for me when I get out.”

She was cheerily open and unashamed of her prostitution. I liked her. Our lunch came and we sat in Millie’s cell. While we at, she told us of the variety of ways we could be displayed and punished in the yard.

I commented, “The opportunity to have naked women to punish seems to have piqued their creativity. Are all the cities and towns so happy to punish us?”

Millie answered, “All of them and I’ve heard of some women volunteering for servitude.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“Why? I’ve thought about it, myself. It’s exciting and erotic, having to obey your master, be a sex toy whenever he wants. And they can’t really harm you. You get good medical and dental care. I’ve seen some women taken out on the streets, to sporting events, in stores, naked or nearly so, often chained, on a leash and I nearly cream my panties. I have fantasies for days, imagining me in their place. I’ve never done it. Not brave enough, I guess, but it is so tempting.”

I saw her point. I had played bondage games with a couple of lovers, always in the bedroom and never very long, but I knew the feelings she described. I was amazed to hear my younger sister say, “Yeah, that does sound exciting. I’d do it for a week with the right guy, just to try it out. But I’d have to try it before I’d commit to a year or more.”

Millie said, “You won’t get a chance like that here. The law is definite. I avoid anything that will get me servitude. You don’t get to choose who buys you, but I might volunteer for the right guy.”

A female guard came in, took our dishes, and told us, “You’re in court in fifteen minutes. Here’s some makeup,” she shoved a tray of small bottles and a hairbrush under my cell door. “Go use it and pretty yourselves up. Might help.”

We brushed our hair and carefully applied lipstick and sparse makeup. Millie watched us and refused the makeup, saying, “I’m going to be covered in colored mud before I see you again. I’m not going to bother. Maybe later. Thanks.” She took a couple of small pink pills out of a bottle and handed them to us, “Birth control pills. You’ll need them. They’re always here.”

We took them on the principle that there wasn’t a downside, but I asked, “We’ll need them?”

Millie just said, “Yep.”

Storey and Hargrove came in and put chains on Sue and me: waist chain, hands cuffed in front, fastened to the waist chain, and ankle shackles. They led us out of the cell block and through several doors, then outside. The courthouse was next door and the guards just walked us there, past a number of pedestrians who looked us over. They took us inside and had us sit in wooden chairs in a courtroom. We sat through two cases before us, a DUI and a domestic violence case. The cases were read and the defendants pled not guilty and bail was set.

Then the judge called us, Janice Harmon, long case number,  and Susan Harmon another long case number. We clattered up to the bar along with our attorney, who said, “Good afternoon your honor. If it please the court we will waive reading of the charges. There was a minor altercation and no one was injured. Both defendants had been drinking when one of the victims confronted Susan Harmon. Reports differ after that. We have reached an agreement with the prosecutor, your honor and both Ms. Harmons wish to plead guilty to the amended charges.”

The judge said, Mr. Haines, what do you say to that?”

The other attorney, said, “Mr. Allison is correct. Ms. Annie Carney was examined at the hospital and released last night. After reviewing the evidence, the state believes the correct charges are misdemeanor assaults for both Ms. Harmons.”

There was more attorney speak between the judge and the attorneys. Eventually the judge spoke directly to me, “Janice Harmon, do you wish to plead guilty to the amended charge of assault?”

I responded quickly, “Yes, your honor, I do.”

“Have you read the guilty plea and do you understand it?”

“Yes. Mr. Allison explained it to me.”

“Do you understand you are giving up several important right, such as the right to examine witnesses against you, the right to appeal, and the right to a jury trial?”

“Yes, you honor. I do.

“All right, I accept that your confession was intelligently and competently made.” He turned to Susan and had the same conversation with her. When he was finished, he said, “Susan Harmon, I find you guilty of assault and in accordance with the Female Crimes act of 2018, I sentence you to one week shaming and punishment, one year of civil servitude, and two hundred and fifty dollars in court costs.“

Servitude? That wasn’t supposed to happen!

Sue protested loudly, “That’s not fair. She hit me first. I was just defending myself.”

The judge said in a loud voice, “And another week for questioning the judgment of this court. Do you wish to object further Ms. Harmon?”

In a small voice Sue said, “No your honor.”

The judge looked at me and intoned, “Janice Harmon, this court finds you guilty of Assault of a police officer and sentences you to ten strokes of public caning, two weeks of public shaming and punishment, and one year of civil servitude, two hundred fifty dollars of court costs and a two hundred fifty dollar fine.”

Servitude for me too? I opened my mouth to protest then remembered what had happened to Sue. I closed my mouth.

John Allison said, simply, “Thank you, your honor.”

Storey pulled me away from the bar, ripped the flimsy shifts off, and held me up by my hair. Hargrove did Sue. A clerk came up and closed red, steel collars on us with loud snaps as the locks engaged. The collar was heavy and tall. It forced me to hold my head upright. It made me feel weak and helpless and trapped. There was no way I could get it off. I no longer could determine what happened to me. I was a slave. Then she said, “Janice and Susan Harmon you have been sentenced to two weeks of punishment and shaming, and one year of civil servitude. All rights of self-determination are forfeited for one year and two weeks.”

The guards put leashes on our collars and led us outside. It was the same route, many of the same people watching, but I was different. I had gone in an accused, but innocent person. I was returning as a convicted criminal, naked and collared. We were led naked and chained through a crowd of people, gawking and applauding. I smiled but blushed all over and felt so ashamed I thought I would die. I couldn’t wave back so I tried to look nonchalant, like this was usual. I don’t think I pulled it off. I was shamed. They took us back to the cell block, removed the waist chains, re-cuffed our hands behind us and put us back in our cells, still wearing ankle chains, otherwise naked. There was no sign of Millie.

In a few minutes our attorney was let into the cell block. My handcuffs stymied my attempts to cover anything so I turned away and looked over my shoulder. “Turn around please and tell me why the judge sentenced us to servitude. That wasn’t part of the deal.”

John shook his head, “I’m not looking away, Get used to it. You’re going to be displayed naked in bondage for a year. Bondservants aren’t allowed modesty. If you show any, you’ll be punished. And the prosecutor kept his bargain. He recommended punishment and a fine. The judge didn’t listen to him. Unusual.”

Unusual my big, bare, ass. Can we appeal?”

“Afraid not. Remember, you gave up the right to appeal.”

He was right, there wasn’t any point in trying to hide anything. I turned around and told Sue, “Give it up, sis. Get used to people seeing you naked and doing what they want to you.”

She looked at me in horror and slowly turned around. John said, “You both are lovely. You should stand up straight, be proud of your bodies. You’ll fetch a good price.”

He was looking back and forth between Sue and me and ginning like the Cheshire Cat. I knew we both had good bodies and I was proud of mine, but I had never been displayed in bondage before. I had dabbled in bondage sex before, but only in a bedroom with lover. This was different. These were real chains and none of us had the keys. I was ashamed and exhilarated at the same time.

He looked at his watch and said, “I’ve got to go now. I look forward to seeing your caning, Jan.”

I was shocked. “Why. Do you like seeing girls whipped?”

He grinned, “Sadism is the enjoyment people get when pain is inflicted on another. It’s the God-given pleasure men get when punishing or watching punishment inflicted on females. It’s especially good when the girl deserves it. Cosmic Karma. And you did assault a law enforcement officer. I will enjoy it a lot and it won’t cause you anything but temporary pain. As you told Susan, get used to it.”

He was so forthright with his pleasure at the prospect of seeing me caned, I was shocked. At the same time he was smiling like a kid at Christmas. I wanted to hate him, but I couldn’t. In fact, I felt a small joy at making him happy. It wasn’t his fault and he had tried to prevent it, so I was glad he would enjoy the spectacle.

Sue asked, “We’ll be in the yard when you see us, won’t we?”

He shook his head and replied, “Think positive, you’re going to have a couple of unpleasant weeks, then a year with people who will give you the most unique experience of your life. You’ll receive pleasure and pain and learn much about yourself. I’m told it can be an eye-opening experience. Some women enjoy it and volunteer for it again. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he knocked on the door and someone opened it and let him out.

Sue and I looked at each other. All I could look at was her collar. It was tall and bright red. A large silver ring hung from it’s front. I knew mine was identical. It was heavy and pressed on my collarbone. We both were now identifiable as slaves to anyone who saw us. We had to wear them for fifty-four weeks. I went to the mirror on the wall over my sink and looked at myself. It was appalling, yet a little exciting. Collars had been associated with pornography and sex for as long as I knew. I had played bondage games before, but never wore any sort of collar, now I wore a real steel collar and I had no way to remove it. I was truly a slave now. Subject to someone else’s wishes.

Officers Hargrove and Storey came in after John left. Storey was carrying a fistful of steel and chain. Hargrove took Sue away, presumably to put her in the yard. It was still thirty minutes before noon. Storey said, “It’s time to get you ready,” and opened her cell door.

He said, “In a few minutes I’m going to cane you in front of an audience. It’ll hurt but won’t harm you. It will hurt less if you’re aroused and full of endorphins. Would you like me to fuck you now? It’s your choice. If not, I’ll do it tonight.”

I thought about it a moment. I hadn’t had a good roll in the hay for weeks. I liked his looks and he had not been unkind to us since we were in his power. I asked, “Won’t you get in trouble for sex with inmates?”

He laughed, “Not since you’ve been sentenced. You’ve lost all rights and I own you for two weeks. You are here to be punished and unwanted sex is a punishment. Jim and I  can use you two whenever we want, our perks as Millie calls them.  I guarantee you’ll enjoy it. So, do you want it now or later?”

I decide quickly, now and it might hurt less or later with full hurt. I said, “Now, please.”

Storey held the cell bars for increased leverage and rammed his hard, engorged prick deep into Jan’s hot, gripping cunt and watched her face twist as the force of his thrust drove the breath out. Her wrist and ankle chains clattered as she was lifted onto her toes, her buttocks bulging through the bars as she was forced against them. He withdrew a few inches and she settled back on her feet, lifting her face, gasping for breath and fully aroused. He watched her eyes with interest. They locked on, wide with wild animal desire and a touch of anger. She was half fighting it and half loving it. He thought she would be hard to tame, but well worth the effort. Then he came, his cock spasming inside her, squeezing her ass against the bars at each contraction.

He rested then, leaning against her pinioned body, enjoying the warmth of her captive body, savoring the scent and sound of her rapid, ragged breathing. When it slowed, he pulled out of her and closed his fly. Her head dropped onto her heaving breasts and she sagged down, her wrist cuffs sliding down until hitting a cross bar, hanging her from her up-stretched arms. Her trembling knees were splayed wantonly apart, ankles restrained by the steel cuffs. He enjoyed the wet, engorged lips of her sex, surmounted by a bush of damp hair. He watched until their mixed fluids began to drip from the bottom of her peach, wetting the stone floor.

She raised her face to look at me, her eyes still angry but also pleading. I had finished before she had come and needed me to nudge her the tiniest way along. Well, she’d be here another two weeks, plenty of chances, if I let her. I took hold of a handful of hair and pulled so she had to struggle upright.

“This is your first lesson,” I told her. “Bondmaids are to be used, whenever and however their owners want, not for your pleasure. The shaming and punishment are going to cleanse you, remove pride, modesty, and independence. Make you good value for your owner. Today you are going to give pleasure to the local folk. Even the meanest of them can look down on you and give you some of their frustrations. It’s the only entertainment many of them can afford and I’m going to make sure you give them a good show.”

Your second lesson is that by leaving you aroused but unfulfilled, there is a good chance your caning will drive you into orgasm. Does for some girls.”

I brought in a pitcher of water and a mug. I filled the mug and held it to her lips. She was thirsty and drank it eagerly. I refilled the mug and held it to her lips again. She drank it down, but more slowly. The next mug she turned her head away and said, “That’s enough. I’m full – ahhh!

I had pinched her left nipple between thumb and forefinger and twisted it sharply.

“You’re a bondmaid now. No one cares what you want. You’ll obey orders instantly or be punished. Understand?”

She nodded her head and forced the water down, almost gagging on the last mouthful.

“Good,” I told her. I released her cuffs and replaced them with the ones we used for canings.  They were wide cuffs, lined with felt and welded to the ends of a six-inch-long steel bar with a heavy ring in the middle. I closed them on her wrists in front and fastened them with the wing nuts. When they were secure, I lifted them over her head and locked the bar to the back of her collar. I replaced her ankle chain with similar cuffs with rings dangling from the outside. I shoved a red ball gag in her mouth and buckled it behind he head, under her hair, explaining, “To protect your tongue and teeth.”

I saw her nipples were standing up, fully engorged and hard. I flicked one and she squirmed, making her breasts sway. I said, “I see you’re still excited. Thinking of all those people waiting to watch you get caned? It looks like you’re one of those girls who like to be the center of attention. You’re going to have a fun year. I’ll give you a tickle after you’re in place and I’ll start soft. If you can come it’ll make the end easier.”

I led her into the punishment yard. The sounds of the gathered crowd came over the public gate. Millie was still strapped into her pillory, covered in multi-colored blotches o from the girl shot. Her pillory had been pushed aside when the whipping platform was moved front and center. The pillory had been turned so that Millie could watch Janice’s caning. Susan was fastened to the side of Millie’s pillory, her collar chained to a ringbolt.

The whipping post was on a raised wooden platform, with a hook and chain dangling from its outstretched arm over a wooden box. I stepped up on the box and pulled her up beside me. I unlocked Jan’s hands from her collar, lifted her arms over her head, and put the hook through the ring on her bar. I stepped down and pulled the box out from under her. Her feet were dangling six inches above the platform and she was twisting and kicking. I put the stool away and pulled her legs apart and snapped the chains bolted to the platform to her ankle cuffs so she formed an inverted “Y,” her back to the gate.

Her weight on her taut arms lifted her breasts, accentuating her hard, dusky nipples. The skin over her ribs stretched tight, accentuating the muscular pad of her navel as it rose and fell with her ragged breathing. The muscles and tendons of her legs swelled as she tested her ankle chains. Her feet twisted and her toes curled as she sought some release. All to no avail. She was completely helpless and perfectly displayed for the crowd to watch every facet of her punishment.

I felt her nipples. They were hard and full. I slipped two fingers between her cunt lips and she moaned through her nose. Wet and hot. She was aroused. I told her, “Try to come on the first stroke. It’ll make the rest easier.” I gripped her clit between thumb and finger and stroked it. She gasped and moaned as I stimulated her. When she was very close to coming, I removed my fingers. She was ready.

I stepped off the platform and checked my watch. It was noon so I waved to Charlie, standing by the gate, “Open up.”

A sizeable crowd had gathered. A public caning was high sport and everyone had passed the word. They paid their money and streamed in, surrounding the platform on three sides, jostling for their favorite viewpoint. Some wanted to see her ass as the strokes fell, others preferred to watch her face react to the blows, and yet others opted for a side view so they could see some of both.

I knew I couldn’t escape. I felt fear, but I knew I would survive the pain. I felt shame, being displayed naked in bondage to strangers. Mostly I wanted to get it done. My bonds were obviously perfected on many earlier girls, but I had to try. I struggled, writhing, twisting, pulling, to no avail. I heard the crowd spilling in the gate, wanting to see me whipped. Why do people want to see pain and death inflicted on others? It was like a circus. I was facing away from the gate and now I could see people spilling around the sides of my platform. The end directly in front of me was fenced off, but some people were piling up against the fence, wanting to see my face in pain, I guess. I looked at them, wondering what they wanted. Then I saw someone waving at me. I focused and saw it was John, our lawyer. I felt shame, but I didn’t look away.

He saw I had recognized him and he gave me a thumbs-up sign and smiled. It was a sorry smile. He wasn’t there to see me punished, but to give me support. I smiled back, a happy smile, and made a thumbs up sign with both my prisoned hands. His smile broadened, he had seen my tiny gesture. He lifted his hand and pointed behind him.

I looked that direction and saw Sue was there, twenty feet back of the fence. She was chained to the pillory Millie occupied. How low we had sunk, chained criminals, sentenced to a year of slavery after our punishment was over. Both sue and Millie were watching me with unreadable expressions. I thought I saw sympathy, but there was something else.

I waited until everyone had entered the gate then took a three-foot length of whippy cane from the holder and mounted the platform. The crowd quieted as I stepped to Janice. I stood to her side and behind her so as to not obstruct the crowd’s view. They had paid money to see this. I lay the cane on her back and my other hand on her cunt. Janice stopped writhing, frozen at my touch, and clenched her eyes shut. The crowd fell silent in anticipation.

I squeezed her clit, released it, drew back my arm and swung, The swish of disturbed air was followed by the sharp crack of squashed skin as the cane struck her waist. A red stripe blossomed on her smooth skin. She stifled her scream into a whoosh of breath, silent to all but me. I saw her belly muscles contract and a dribble of love juice on her sex lips. She had come under the pain of the cane. It hurt, but not as bad as she feared. The crowd intoned “One!”

The second searing blow struck just above the first, across her lower rib. It too was milder than she feared and she began to hope she would manage to endure her punishment with dignity. The crowd screamed, even louder, “Two!”

The third, fourth and fifth were much the same, marching steadily up her back, the last just below her shoulder blades, resembling tiger stripes. The crowd kept up the count. Halfway through. Janice began to relax, as much as her bonds allowed. She’d get through all ten without making a peep. She’d show them.

Storey paused and shoved a finger between Jan’s cunt lips and rubbed it around. Jan could feel the slippery love juices and knew that Storey knew she was aroused. She wanted him to fuck her in front of the crowd, but, instead, he withdrew his wet finger, held it under her nose for a moment, then held his hand high and told the crowd, “She likes it. She’s wet!” The crowd roared. Then he said, “She’s here to be what?”

The crowd shouted with one voice, “Punished!”

Storey replied, “A little harder then.”

Sue was standing less than ten feet from Jan, her hands cuffed behind her, ankles chained, her collar joined by a short chain to the vertical support holding Millie. She watched Jan’s caning with alarm and wonder. It was both exciting and terrifying to see her sister helplessly chained and caned. It was erotic and arousing and she couldn’t look away. Sue could see that Jan’s nipples were hard and red, and swollen, her sex lips were glistening in the sun, she was being aroused by her punishment, too.

Then the sixth blow fell, across the middle of her buttocks, now driven by the full force of Storey’s brawny  arm. It was a fiery brand across her skin. Janice’s scream was loud across the yard, despite her gag. She jerked in agony, arching her back in vain to escape the pain, thrusting her hips forward, and, as he had planned, she lost control of her bladder, squirting a clear jet of urine between her cunt lips, clearing the platform and wetting the ground beyond.

The crowd counted “Six!” and broke into cheers and laughter. This was what they came to see: the rigorous shaming of a pretty woman.

Successive blows drove more water out until she was empty on the tenth. By that time, Janice was beyond caring about pride or dignity. Her mind was occupied by her burning ass. Vaguely she realized how Storey had used her, avenging himself for her successful attack on him, and forcing her to understand her helplessness.

Finally, he stopped. The crowd cheered and applauded Storey. He had given them a first-rate show. Jan had lost count but could tell he was finished punishing her. Her eyes were filled with tears and she hung limp from her wrists. Her mind was filled with a crystal certainty: she would never, never, strike a cop. Never.

Her buttocks were bright red, like a baboon, crossed with deeper red stripes. Jan was young. Her bottom would recover by the time she was put on the block, but she wouldn’t sit down without pain for at least a week.

Susan had watched the spectacle with interest. She was sure Jan would not be injured and she knew from her own experiences that pain could be a powerful aphrodisiac. Would a public caning be stronger? When Jan began to scream, it was even stronger, more erotic, more arousing. Sue thought she might  come from watching Jan. If her hands were free, she was sure she could come.

Storey stepped down and drug the platform around on its casters. He told the crowd, “I’ll leave her here for a while. You’ll never get an easier shot at her. The crowd retreated behind the barrier and bought girl shot from Charlie.

Janice managed to blink her eyes clear of tears when the first shot arrived. It smacked into her left breast, making it jiggle painfully and leaving a cold, yellow smear. She wished some of the cool mud could reach her burning bottom.

Storey let the crowd punish her for a while, took her down before one, hosed her off, dried her, cuffed her hands behind her, and took her back inside. Jan had relished the cool water washing her ass and was surprised by the tender care Storey gave her when she was back inside. He removed the gag and the heavy cuffs from her wrists and ankles and put her back in her cell. She lay face down on her cot and he rubbed soothing ointment on her back and ass.

She felt the heavy collar on her neck more than ever. It was a symbol of her helplessness and slavery. She asked, “Can whoever buys me hurt me like this?”

His answer was short, “Yes.”

While coating her backside, he told her, “Millie and your sister are in the yard this afternoon. You’ll join them tomorrow. I’ll arrange you so your backside won’t be a target for a couple of days. I hope you realize that if you assault anyone else before your sentence is up, you’ll get an even worse thrashing.”

Jan replied, with feeling, “Yes sir. I won’t.”

He ordered her, “Spread your legs.”

Was he going to fuck her now? Her backside was too tender. But she had learned to obey, so she spread her legs, He inserted a finger into her cunt. She had forgotten that she had come.

He hadn’t. He said, “You’re still aroused. Good. The next two weeks will be fun for both of us.”

Storey left, leaving the cell door open. Janice didn’t move, enduring the burn in her ass but remembering the ecstatic arousal of her caning, at least the first part. She wondered that the caning aroused her. She knew something new about herself. She was a masochist. She also knew that everyone who watched her caning also  knew. Whoever bought her would know that about her and she wondered if that was a good thing.

Sue watched a couple of guards roll the whipping platform back to the back wall and return with another pillory setup identical to the one Millie occupied. She knew it was for her and she couldn’t avoid it. After seeing what a real punishment looked like, she was very cooperative.  The crowd had been shooed out of the yard and the gate closed, but she could hear them talking outside, waiting for their chance to punish her and Millie.

Sue had spent only an hour in naked bondage and was adrift in swirling emotions. She knew she’d survive and, according to Millie, it wouldn’t be too bad. She had watched Jan’s caning with fear for her, but it had soon turned into the most exciting, erotic show she had ever seen. She supposed the eroticism had been enhanced by her own shaming display. They were close to her and she had seen some of them watching her before the show started. Tremors of helpless excitement shook her as the men looked at her with hunger and lust. Even some of the women had that sexual glimmer in their eyes. This was Sue’s first time as a helpless sex object and the pleasure she felt was unexpected. And addictive. What would servitude be like?

The guards opened the gate and twenty or so people came in, lining up to buy girl shot. A guard unlocked me from the pillory and put a leash on my collar. I was surprised and chagrined as he led me over to the crowd. He led me into them and announced, “This is Susan Harmon. She has been convicted of assault. She’ll be in the yard for two weeks then auctioned for a year of servitude. She’s here to be punished and shamed. Feel free to touch her. She’ll have to get used to being handled. After you’re done, I’ll put her on a stand for your enjoyment.”

He led me slowly through the crowd and I was well handled. My breasts and cunt, my belly and ass were mauled, touched, squeezed, and slapped. I was the butt of jokes, promises, and comments. I was gagged and cuffed, so all I could do was bear it. I was in tears within seconds of his announcement. And it worked, I was shamed and punished. I knew though, that my punishment had just started. It was a relief to be taken away from the crowd and fastened in the pillory.

Quickly I was fastened onto the pillory. My waist held tight, hands pulled up behind me and chained to the top of the wall, gagged, with the back of the gag strap also chained to the top of the wall, a spiked ball hanging from my collar, the lower half of my body on the other side of the wall with my legs spread wide and feet strapped to the base of the wall, ass sticking out displaying my cunt peach. The pillory was turned so my head faced the gate and the crowd. Millie’s platform was rotated so her backside faced the crowd.

The first shot hit me as soon as the guard stepped away. They were very good shots. They were mostly young men with a few young women and older men. It was obvious they had practiced extensively. The first shot thrown smacked into the spiked ball and drove it dead center against both my tender breasts giving me two sharp pains. It was a lot like they had poked me with sticks. Shot hit my shoulders, head, breasts, and the spiked ball with amazing regularity. I’m sure a few must have missed, but I never saw those. In moments the blotches of colored mud covered my bruises, drying fast in the warm sun. Shot hit me more or less continually until I had small bruises everywhere.

After an hour the guards rotated us so that my ass and Millie’s breasts faced the crowd. They removed the spiked ball from my collar and hung it on a chain down the crack in my buttocks so it dangled between my upper thighs. A well-thrown shot hitting the ornament there hurt just as much as it did between my breasts, but Millie was right. It wasn’t that bad. The shot stung, and it was shaming, but, at the same time, it was erotic and exciting being displayed naked so anybody could punish us. Part of the excitement was never knowing what the next moment might bring. I wish they wouldn’t gag me. I’d like the opportunity to tease the spectators, egg them on, challenge them.

When the afternoon session was over the gates were closed, Hargrove took us off the pillories, and hosed us off. We were given a towel to dry off then cuffed and taken inside, back to the cell block. Jan was in her cell, laying face-down on her cot. Her ass was bright red and her backside was crossed with cane marks. She raised her head and watched as we were brought in. The guards left us loose in the cell block. I guess there wasn’t much chance for escape when we were naked, cuffed and collared.

Millie went into her cell and I went into Jan’s cell, sat down beside her and said, “I’m sorry sis. Can I do anything?”

Jan just shook her head.

I told her, “I saw our lawyer came to watch. Did he say anything?”

Jan raised up on her elbows an looked at me, “No. I think he was there to show support.”

“That was nice of him. I’ll bet he liked the show, too. You were great, showed a lot of toughness. I was proud of you. He’s got the hots for you.”

Jan shook her head, “No way. He’s just our lawyer, giving me support, doing his job.”

“Baloney. I saw him in here. He wants you.”

“Well, he’s going to have to wait.”

“He could buy you.”

“That’s only for a year. That’s not serious, it’s only an affair.”

“And he’s only your lawyer.”

Jan asked, “Was Millie right about the pillory?”

Sue thought a moment then said, “Mostly. Those mud balls sting and I’ve got a few bruises, but it’s bearable. Not nearly as bad as your caning. She was also right that we’ll get used to it. No choice anyway. I wish they wouldn’t gag us. I’d like to talk to some of them.”

Jan asked, “Some hunks in the crowd?”

“A couple of farm boys,  Red-neck studs, good in bed but I doubt they’re intellectuals. Probably just like Roy, though. No keepers except your lawyer, so far, but potential fun.”

“You have a one-track mind, girl. Remember Roy and remember your dance card is full until next year.”

“Maybe one of them will buy me.”

“Yeah, Sue, and you’ll spend all year slopping the hogs and pulling weeds.”

“Maybe, sis. We don’t know where we’ll wind up. So I’ll daydream now.”


Chapter  2   :   Punishment

It was dark outside when the door opened and Storey brought in a couple of drunk men. They were upright but staggering. One of them with a red ball cap protested, But we were just having a disagreement. We didn’t do anything wrong.”

Storey answered, “Your disagreement busted three chairs, two tables, about ten glasses and a window. It’s a mystery how you two got sloshed this early.” He opened Millie’s cell and ordered her, “Out girl. You’re going to have to double up. No Jim. Leave her be.” He shoved Jim into the cell and locked the door. He opened My cell and told me, “Out girl.”

I scrambled out, pausing only long enough to grab the tray of cosmetics.

Storey walked the other drunk into the cell and locked the door. He put Millie and me into the cell with Sue and left. Both drunks were asleep on the cots before Storey was out the door.

We all sat on the cot. Millie said, “About time for work.”

“What do you mean?” asked Sue.

She said, “Sentenced girls have to work as well as get punished. I’ll be going off to clean the station in a minute. After that Storey gets his perks.

I asked, “Perks?”

But just then Storey came in and went to Millie’s cell and unlocked it.

Millie said, “Tell you later,” and Storey took her out of the cell block.

They were gone at least an hour before he brought her back and put her in our cell. He went back out but immediately returned with a canvas bag. He dropped it on the floor, took handcuffs out of the bag, and opened our cell. He made Sue stand with her back to the wall of bars beside the door, raised her hands high over her head and cuffed them outside of the wall. The tension lifted her breasts and he noticed her nipples were erect. He flicked them lightly with a finger and smiled. He put me beside Sue, chained the same way, with the same effect. I was as aroused as Sue. He flicked my nipples, too.

He commented, “I see this arouses both of you. You’re going to be very happy.”

He made Millie kneel on the end of the cot with her butt sticking out, lay her forward with her head on the mattress, pulled her arms under her, and cuffed her wrists to the foot of the bed.  He spread her legs wide and fastened them to the legs of the cot.

Jan’s eyes widened at the sight of Millie so beautifully and helplessly posed. Storey ran his hand over the taut skin of her proudly raised ass then down the gaping valley between her buttocks. Millie trembled as he tickled her anus, then slipped into the peach of flesh hiding her love canal and worked his fingers until she was gasping and squirming against her bonds. Millie wiggled her bottom at him and cooed, “ Please sir, don’t stop.”

Sue and I watched this evolution with rapt attention. Sue came close to me and whispered, hopefully, “Think he’ll do us too?”

I wanted to be in Storey’s place now. I considered myself a well-adjusted bisexual and I had never seen a girl positioned so well for anything I wanted to do. But Sue was correct, too. I wouldn’t have minded taking Millie’s place after my ass mended. I answered, “I hope he has some friends.”

He withdrew his glistening fingers from Millie and sniffed them. He looked at us and  said, “This one’s always ready for it.” He held his hand under my nose and I couldn’t help inhaling, deeply. It was a heavenly aroma. He waved his fingers under Sue’s nose but she didn’t react. He took a long, narrow paddle from his bag, positioned himself behind and beside Millie ,and lay the paddle against the meatiest part of her out-thrust ass.

He said, “You’ve been bad, Millie?”

She responded, “Yes, sir. I need to be punished.”

Story agreed, “Yes, that’s why you’re here. Beg for it.”

Millie replied in a little girl voice, “I’ve been bad, sir, please punish me.”

Storey agreed, “Since you asked so nicely, six strokes.”

He drew the paddle back, then hit her bottom with a crisp smack. Millie jumped, shook the bed, and scrunched up her face in pain. I well-remembered the awful pain of my caning and felt a surge of sympathy for Millie, mixed, to my chagrin with arousal at the sight of a master disciplining his slave.

A wide, scarlet stripe colored her pale cheeks and the peach between them. Her bent-over position lifted her peach to the level of her cheeks so it would receive its share of each stroke. Janice was unable to look away. She didn’t want Millie hurt, but the sight of her being punished while naked and bound was deeply exciting.  Now she understood John’s determination to watch her caning.

Mille cried out, “Oww, it’s too hard… please!” and she wriggled as much as her bonds allowed.

The second blow landed, as hard as the first. “Noo! It hurts too much, it hurts,” and she wriggled her ass even more.

But Jan saw the corner of her mouth curl up in an apparent smile. Was Millie acting? If so, she was very good.

The third stroke had Millie crying, “Please. Please stop. I can’t stand it.”

Jan had a horrible thought, “Of course you can stand it. It’s only pain and when it’s over you won’t be injured. You can’t stop it or get away. You have no choice but to stand it. None of us have any choice now.”

The fourth stroke: “Oww. I can’t stand it. Fuck me instead.”

Jan saw the growing bulge in Storey’s trousers and knew that was going to happen anyway.

The fifth stroke: “Oww…use my bum if you want but stop, please. Stick it up me.”

The sixth stroke: “I’m a bad girl. Please fuck me. Please...”

Storey dropped the paddle and released his straining cock. Jan was impressed by the size of the purple veined penis. He grasped her squirming hips and rammed his cock deep into her dripping cunt, making the bed creak as his powerful thrust lifted Millie’s ass. Her tear-filled eyes widened as his thrust forced the breath from her lips in a gasp. Jan saw a smile fill her face with joy. Millie cried out, ”Thank you, thank you. You’re so big and hard. You’re filling me full. You’re stretching me. Go as deep as you want…You’re making me come. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop…”

Jan watched the impaled girl closely and saw her belly spasming in a long, drawn-out orgasm. Millie’s lips were drawn back in a smile as Storey made his final thrust and filled her with his seed. A perfectly executed simultaneous orgasm.

Jan tugged hopelessly against her chains, wishing with all her heart she could join in. She could only imagine his bliss as he spent himself in the perfectly bound girl whose wonderfully erotic gasps and moans gave evidence of her own bliss. Jan would have gladly traded places with either of them. It may have been Storey’s duty to punish them, but it was clear Millie did not regard this as punishment.

Storey got up and cleaned his prick at the sink. He released Millie from the cot and cuffed her hands behind her telling Sue and me, “I’ll leave this one cuffed for you to enjoy. She’s here to be punished and her time’s about up so feel free to make her squeal. You’ll all be back in separate cells tomorrow.”

Millie protested, “Hey, Storey, let me clean up first.”

He replied, “I’m leaving you in their hands. If they want you clean, they’ll take care of it, then he turned back to Sue and me and released us from the bars.

I asked him, “Could we have a mat or something? Three of us can’t share one bed.”

Storey replied, “All right.” He got another cot pad and tossed it on the floor, “Anything else?” he asked snarkily.

I was still aroused from watching Millie and him together. I didn’t have anything definite in mind, but on a whim, I asked, “Could you leave Sue cuffed for me?”

Sue gasped and he chuckled, “I was wondering.” He cuffed Sue’s hands behind her and handed me the paddle then left, locking the cell door behind him.

His parting words were, “Play with them all you want. Make them squeal if you like. You’re all here to be punished,” and he left. He turned out the lights, leaving only a dim night light.

Sue asked, “Why did you do that?”

I answered, easily, “I wanted you more … pliable. Don’t worry, you’ll like it.”

Millie asked with a smile, “Do you really want me to squeal?”

I smiled, “Only with pleasure, unless you want more stimulation.”

She said, “Had enough of that, I’d like to play together, though.”

I asked Sue, “You know I’m bi. I want to see whether you will like girls, too.”

Sue looked me in the eye and said, “I have wondered.”

I took Millie to the sink, washed her bottom and groin, and dried her. I went behind her and reached around, massaging one of her generous breasts with one hand and slipped two fingers of my other hand into her slit and rubbed vigorously. Her pinioned hands found my slit and aroused me too. In seconds she was lubricating and gasping. I wanted more, but I had all night, so I withdrew and said, “Now let’s educate Sue.”

I led Millie back to where Sue was sitting on the cot, “Sue, stand up.” She did and I told Millie, “Kiss her,” and she readily obeyed. Sue was shy and looked away so I pinched a nipple and told her, “Play nice or you’ll be punished.

Sue protested, “I’m not a lesbian. I’ve never kissed a girl before.”

I kept hold of her nipple and squeezed a little harder, “High time you tried it. Millie’s a nice girl. It’s time to taste her. And see if you like it.  You’re going to be a slave shortly and your master will probably make you do it no matter what you want. I’m your master now I want to see you do it. Just relax and enjoy it or I’ll make you sorry.”

Sue protested, “You wouldn’t. I’ll tell Mom.”

Millie chimed in, “Come on, try me. There’s always a first time.”

I watched Sue’s eyes and saw her give in. She had always been easily persuaded, often to her loss. This time I was going to widen her world, give her new choices. I let go of her nipple and gently pushed her forward. Millie snuggled up to her, and rubbed her body against Sue. I watched their breasts mash together and their bushes intertwine. Sue wasn’t pulling back and the look on her face before Millie engaged their lips changed from caution and worry to one of surprise and wonder.

Their kiss lasted longer than I would have guessed and Sue was giving as good as she got. When they finally separated, Sue stared into Mollie’s eyes and said, “That was pretty all right!”

Millie was grinning and replied, Ditto.”

I saw two sets of hard nipples and ordered, “Millie, on your back on the cot and spread your legs. You and Millie are going to get each other off. Right Millie?”

Millie replied with a smile, “Don’t have much choice, do I.”

“No, I said, “Not a bit.”

I took Sue to the head of the cot and made her kneel on it, her knees above and on either side of Millie’s head. I stood beside the cot and helped her lay down softly on Millie. I adjusted her position until her sex was over Millie’s mouth. Sue used her knees to hover an inch above Millie and held her head up, looking at me, waiting for orders.

I had played bondage games before with lovers after I trusted them, but not like this. One of them always had the keys and they could safe word out, but not here. We were all collared girls, but my hands were free. I had two cuffed girls under my control, we were all locked in a cell, and had no keys. It was exciting and any consequences of my actions seemed far away. I savored my control and ordered Sue, “Look at Millie’s sex, smell her scent. She wants you.”

Sue hesitated, her nose just an inch away from Millie’s peach and said, “I’ve never made love with a girl before.”

I swatted her bottom with the paddle, lightly and told her, “Remember how she made you feel?

Sue, afraid of the unknown, of becoming perverted, was jolted by the sting of the paddle. It reminded her of her own exposure in the yard to all those strangers, and of how Millie made her feel. There was an almost audible snap in her mind as her fear changed to desire. There was an alluring thrill in the perverse and the desire for animal pleasure took over, warming her sex. She leaned forward and kissed Millie’s bush, breathing in her scent. The erotic musk of Millie’s arousal was overwhelming.

The paddle slapped her gently, encouraging rather than punishing. Jan whispered in her ear, “Millie is a beautiful girl. Enjoy her treasures. Tongues in cunts now, and don’t stop until she climaxes.” I smacked Sue’s ass with the paddle for emphasis, “Get on with it.”

Sue thought, “Yes, she is,’ and admitting the inevitability, buried her face in the hot, sweet slit of flesh before her, licking and nuzzling as Millie was doing to her, her tongue licking hard over the hard nub of Millie’s clit as her nose buried itself deep into her love canal, pride and exultation washing over her as Millie bucked and writhed in delight.

I was sure Millie would have no problem. I watched her nuzzle into Sue and her tongue found Sue’s hot, wet slit, busily flicking in and out, licking Sue’s sex lips and slipping deeper. I envied Sue. “Patience, “ I thought. I watched in lust as Millie worked deeper, sliding up to Sue’s clit and working it into harder arousal.

I went to the other end and looked close to see verify Sue was performing her task, and to my delight, she was working her tongue vigorously in Millie.

Millie climaxed with a squeal of joy and her love juice covered Sue’s face. It was the ambrosia of the gods. The rush of love juice drove her over the edge and Sues climax followed Millie’s by mere seconds. Sue thought Millie’s juice was better than the best ice cream. Even through her own incredible orgasm, Sue continued to lap it up, unable to stop, it seemed to enhance her own ecstasy. Sue licked up all she could and savored the heavenly taste.

I watched until both of them climaxed. Sue came in glorious, messy spurts, moaning in joy and coating Millie’s happy face  with love juice. I went to the other end and saw Sue’s face was sloppy wet too. Millie must have sprayed her juices with tremendous force.

When their breathing returned to normal, I cleaned them both up. When they were both dry, I said, “It’s my turn now. Who want’s to have the honor?”

Sue said, “You’re my sister. That doesn’t seem right.”

I laughed, “We’re just having fun. We’re not going to make a baby. Sister pleasure each other a lot. Aren’t you curious what I taste like?”

Millie chimed in, “I’d love to make love with you.”

Sue looked relieved that Millie volunteered and I felt sorry for her so I agreed, “OK, it’s Millie, but first we’re going to kiss.”

I stepped up to Sue, pulled her close and kissed her as I wanted to be kissed. I forced my tongue in her and kissed hard, for at least a minute before I released her. She smiled and said, “Thank you Sis. That was a great kiss and I like your taste.”

“I like yours too.”

I took Millie to the cot, kissed her thoroughly, and laid her on her back, spreading her legs wide. I mounted her on all fours and lowered myself onto her. I kissed Millie’s thick bush and inspected her pink inner lips pushing through the rounded slit of her labia. Millie’s tongue had already begun is nautch dance in my sex, expertly arousing me at least as fast as a big cock would have. Animal pleasure was warming my loins. I could feel the warmth of Millie’s body through my breasts, flattened on her belly. I lowered my head, kissed her bush again and sent my tongue spearing between her inner labia lips, into her love canal. The heady musk of her scent was thick and delightful, the most intimate perfume possible.

As I licked and sucked, I avoided her clit, saving it for the coup de grace, and I thought of Millie, looking up into my own swollen and damp sex. Was I dripping onto her face or was she sucking my love juice in, swallowing it, tasting my essence? I jerked my hips up and down, grinding my sex into Millie’s face even as I pushed my nose into her love canal. I felt her writhing and spasming under me, mimicking my own body. When I couldn’t contain my moans of pleasure, I took that as a sign and began sucking and nibbling on Millie’s clit. She must have started on mine too because we climaxed within seconds of each other with a chorus of moans and muffled screams of pleasure. I rolled over so Millie could breathe easier.

Eventually I rose and took her with me to the sink and cleaned us up. I put Sue on the extra pad on the floor for the night. I flipped the damp pad on the cot and cuddled on it with Millie.

In the morning they took the two men out and put us back in our usual cells. Much lonelier, but I realize that two girls could still have fun through the bars, at least it looked like that. Maybe tonight.

We were fed then taken out to begin our morning session in the yard. Our hands were cuffed behind us, we were gagged, and joined into a coffle with lengths of chain between our collars. Millie in front and me last.  Millie was mounted first, then Sue. I thought I would be mounted as the third target, but that didn’t happen. No one had told me I was going to be introduced first. The guard led me over to the closed gate.

They opened the gate and a crowd came in, surrounding the guard and me.  You know that terrible fear where you are suddenly on the street naked? It was real and I was helplessly bound and gagged to boot. I wanted to run, to hide, but I couldn’t. I knew real shame for the first time, ever. Storey announced, “This is Janice Harmon. She has been convicted of assault on a police officer. She’ll be in the yard for two weeks then auctioned for a year of servitude. She’s here to be punished and shamed. Examine her, feel her, get to know her. In a few minutes, I’ll put her on a stand for your pleasure.”

He held me still and the people came up to me and touched me, all over. My breasts were cupped, lifted, fondled, and slapped. The young women were the ones that slapped my breasts. Their hands were all over me, most just inquisitive, feeling me all over. Only a few were painful. Several unseen folk took pleasure in smacking my still beet red ass and making me jump. Storey held my leash close to my collar preventing me from turning and seeing my assailants.

One woman seemed to instinctively dislike me. She carefully reached to my loins, gripped some of my pubic hair between her thumb and fingers, and ripped them out. I flinched away futilely. She held the plucked hairs in front of my eyes, opened her fingers and let them fall, and said, “Suffer, bitch,” and turned away. Why did she dislike me? It wasn’t my choice to be here, like this!

I was mute and helpless and all I could do was endure. I was shamed and punished. The unexpected thing though, was that I was also getting aroused. My nipples were getting hard and my sex lips were moist. I felt betrayed by my own body. I was really a closet masochist.

I dropped my head, ashamed and trying to control my arousal when a familiar voice said, “You won’t have to do this again.”

I lifted my head. It was John, my attorney. I wish I wasn’t gagged. I wanted to plead with him, even though I knew it wouldn’t do any good. He patted my cheek. It was a simple gesture, but the first friendly one I had had since being thrust into the crowd. It was still wonderful. He looked down at my breasts then felt my nipples. He smiled and asked, “Really? And put a finger in my slit, felt the moisture, lifted the finger so I could see the love juices on it, and licked it clean. He said, “Wonderful. Maybe I will buy you.” Then he was gone.

They put me on the rig that Millie had been on the last two days. The pillory fitted around my waist and put my torso and bottom half on opposite sides of the wall. They placed me so my upper half faced the crowd in the morning. My torso is laying on a narrow plank, my collar clipped to the end of the plank, my breasts hanging free on either side of the board. My wrists are pulled up behind me and chained to the top of the wall, I was gagged and a chain ran from the gag strap to the top of the wall, supporting my head. The spiked ball was hung below me, in front of my breasts on a short chain, free to swing.

I fought my bonds, struggled for all I was worth, but futilely. I could only twist my torso a couple of inches. I faced the closed gate, knowing it would soon open and people would enter and buy girl shot. My displayed body would be only a few feet from them. They would see my gagged face, my immobilized torso, breasts, head, and the spiked ball, erotically displayed as their living target. I could only wait for them to assemble, eye my form, and start hitting me with girl shot. I expected it would hurt, but Millie had gotten only a few small bruises from it.

On the far side of the wall my ankles were strapped wide apart to the wall, forcing me to keep my legs straight and my ass sticking up and out. When  that side was turned to the crowd the ball would be hung on a chain running down the crack between my ass cheeks.

Charlie, the attendant, opened the gate and a crowd flowed in, eager for a shot at the new criminal. I watched the first people with shot lining up along the railing. Their faces were happy, eager to punish me, anticipating a flood of endorphins, an erotic thrill, from punishing a female and marking her, relishing their absolute dominance over me. I watched the first thrower, a young man eighteen or so eye me speculatively as he chose a target, wound up and let fly. I cringed but could do nothing else. The reddish ball seemed to be flying straight at me face. I squeezed my eyelids shut and braced for the impact. It struck the spiked ball and drove it between my dangling breasts with a painful impact. It hurt more than I expected and I gasped, the air driven out of me by the harsh impact. I would bear bruises from that shot.

More balls hit then, a flurry all at once. I didn’t dare open my eyes. The balls hit my shoulders, head, breasts in a steady tattoo of mud. Most hurt a little, but not enough to make me gasp, but they served their purpose very well. I felt dirty. It hurt most when the spiked ball hit me or a shot hit squarely on my face or breasts. Most missed the tender spots and just covered me and the wall with a rainbow of hues. When they turned me around so my bottom faced the crowd, they changed the spiked ball so it hung just below my raised ass. The shot hitting my bright red, tender ass really hurt. Worse than when the spikes hit my inner thighs.

As they swung my stand around, I caught sight of Millie and Sue. They were both on a different type of construction than mine. Sue was bent over, her chest lying on a plank, her breasts hanging through holes and bound with a figure eight of cord. Her chin rested in a trough and her collar was clipped to the plank, holding her head high. Her ankles were pulled forward and spread wide, keeping her ass high. A rod, fastened to the platform with a thick spring rose between her legs supporting a fan shaped target painted in concentric rings with a serrated extension resting against her cunt lips. She was liberally coated with colored mud as was the target. A ball hitting the target caused the springy rod to force the serration back and forth in her crack and stimulating her cunt lips.

The platform was mounted on a turntable which Millie was turning. She was on all fours fastened to an arm by her collar and a broad strap around her waist. A pair of electric wires was clipped on her, one to a breast and one to a cunt lip. Presumably if she dawdled the machine would shock her. She had a target, too, mounted on the arm above her on a hinge, sporting two nooses tight around her breasts, to tug painfully whenever the crowd managed to hit the target. Millie was crawling steadily in a circle, she and her target also coated with colored mud.

Millie finished her sentence and the yard held just Sue and me for the rest of our sentence.

Over the next two weeks Sue and I were easy targets for the town folk. We were always bound with our hands and feet fixed in place and our most sensitive parts as easy targets. We were bound bent over with our breasts hanging down, or vertical with our breasts facing the crowd, and even hung sideways suspended by one leg and one arm, and always with our legs spread wide. Various springy targets were supplied to beat us or pull on us or impale us when struck.

The pummeling wasn’t continuous and people weren’t always there. We spent many boring hours waiting to be punished, but the time alone, collared, bound and naked,  was just as shaming. We weren’t even interesting enough to be looked at. It was like being an animal in a zoo, caged, but not worth coming to see.

I wonder if the town found someone local to design these devices to display us yet leave all our most tender spots available as targets. They were akin to some of the historical inventions I had seen in books but both more complex and without the likelihood of death. They bound us immobile and exposed to shameful inspection and direct impact. They had targets on springs and pivots that, when struck with a girl shot, tugged or poked or scraped our most sensitive regions painfully, but not harmfully. Every one of them were cleverly designed to both punish and shame us while keeping us away from our tormentors, impersonal, institutional.

Even being a target gets boring after a couple of hours. Once I had been hit everywhere, more layers of mud lost significance. I daydreamed quite a lot, imagining what my servitude would be like. Housework, farm labor, gardening, pure sex for strangers? Would I continue to be aroused by bondage, submission, or would I become inured to it? Would some form of punishment continue or would it somehow carry over? When we were done being punished, anyone who had come to see us in the yard would surely recognize us. Especially John, our lawyer, who came often to look at us, but I had not seen him throw a shot, of course my face was often turned away from the people so I couldn’t be sure.

Our days were usually identical from daybreak until dinner. They woke us at seven, exercised us for a half hour, shower, breakfast, yard display, lunch break, yard display, and dinner. After dinner we cleaned the station. I didn’t mind. It was better than sitting in my cell. They locked the station doors at six and we were let into the whole place, including the fenced yard of our torment. We washed dishes, swept and washed the floors, dusted, everything we would have cone at home. Of course we were naked and collared, but they let us roam free while cleaning.

I asked why they weren’t worried we might escape. Chief Storey said, “A coup[le of reasons,” then asked rhetorically, “Where would you go? Your sentence would be extended, there’s a reward for turning you in, and there’s a locator unit in your collars so we always know where you are. If you want, I’ll leave the front door key on my desk and you can escape. You’ll be back in here in a half hour, you’ll be with us another two weeks and you’ll wear leg irons all the time.”

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to answer, “No thanks,” and went back to sweeping his office.

When we were back in our cells, usually Storey or Hargrove, or both, would visit us for their perks, training us to be fit slaves for our later owners, they said, but it was certain they enjoyed this duty. They always put us in some sort of bondage. At first I thought it was for security, but then I realized they weren’t worried about us escaping for the same reasons they let us have the run of the place for cleaning. They just liked having more control over us. And I found I liked it . I liked them controlling me during sex. Their complete control aroused me. I fell into arousal faster the more completely I was restrained and the more they made me serve them. 

The evening when Millie’s sentence ended, Hargrove took away our dinner things and in a few moments he and Storey came back both carrying a bag. I remembered how he did Millie our first night and was excited. They opened our cells and Storey entered mine with the bag. He went to the toilet/sink, took something out of his bag, and called me over.

He watched me approach and asked, “Have you ever given yourself an enema?”

I nodded my head.

“Good,” and pointed to the pile he had removed from his bag and explained, “This is a commercial enema kit. After your work session is over, or after eliminating, give yourself one. Repeat until your waste is clear, clean the equipment and put it away, then lubricate your anus and insert this plug. You’ll wear the plug whenever you’re not eliminating. Understand?

I didn’t mind enemas. They made me feel clean and I did it regularly, but I didn’t like being ordered to do it. So I objected, “Sir, I have done this before, but I don’t need it that often.”

I was a little surprised when he explained in a reasonable voice, “This isn’t for your hygiene. It is so that your bottom is always clean and ready for use. Anyone can use a bond servant however they want. You’ll appreciate having a well lubricated bottom when it’s used. Do it now.”

He was going to watch. I glanced at Sue and she seemed to be getting the same instructions from Hargrove. What the hell? I was already naked and he’s already fucked me. I said, with a sigh, OK.” I got the bag and filled it with warm water.

He told me, “Lay on he floor. It’s easier to clean if necessary.”

I agreed and it was always warm here. I lay down, inserted the narrow nozzle and opened the valve. I felt the warm water flow into me. I picked up the bag and squeezed it, filling me until it was empty. I felt the contractions begin and waited until they started to subside. I got up, went to the toilet, removed the nozzle and let the fluid flow. When I was done I started to flush, but he stopped my hand.

“Not until you’ve examined your waste and it’s clear,” he explained, “It won’t be the first time.”

I stood up and saw the toilet water was brown.

He saw it too and said, “Again.”

I repeated the process and this time it was clear.

He pulled something black from his bag, not cuffs. He continued, “We’re going to play a game. Hold out your hands.”

I didn’t want to play any game. I was hoping for a good fuck. I replied, “Why?”

He slapped my breast, lightly, more of a rough caress than a swat and answered, “Because I said so.”

It gave me an electric thrill. Damn. I was easy. I said, “OK, be nice to me, please,” and held up my hands.

He replied, “I will,” and slipped a red leather-covered ring gag in my mouth and buckled it under my hair.  He put soft, fingerless mittens on my hands saying, “Kittens do not speak. Make a fist.”

I did and he buckled the mittens. My hands were held in a fist. I couldn’t open them.

He  said, “Sit on the bed and lift  your feet.”

I did and he slipped knee pads on my legs and positioned them.

He ordered me to kneel on the floor, thighs resting on calves. He wrapped a broad leather belt around my legs, holding my thighs tight against my calves. He ordered me to put my head on the floor. I did. I was surprised to feel his finger slip into my anus and coat my sphincter with lube. He withdrew from me and pushed something hard and rounded against my anus. He said, “Just relax, this is a butt plug with a tail. You’re going to be my kitten for tonight.

I wanted to protest that I didn’t know anything about being a kitten but he obviously didn’t care about my wishes. He pushed it against my anus with increasing pressure and I felt it slowly ooze inside me, spreading my anus wider and wider until its neck passed and I gripped it tightly. I felt full, almost like being fucked, but not quite. I felt moisture coating my labia lips and my nipples engorging.

He ordered, “Straighten up.”

I did. He took clip on kitten ears out of his bag and slid them on my head. They gripped my head firmly. I wasn’t going to slip out of them by just moving my head. He took my head in his hands, turned it back and forth, and said, “Lovely Kitten.”

He reached into his bag and pulled out two big bells hanging from spring-loaded, broad clips. He told me, “The final touch for my kitten,” squeezed the clip handles between thumb and forefinger and let them close on my nipples. I flinched a little, but they didn’t hurt as much as I expected. I was sure the discomfort would grow the longer they stayed on.

He stepped back and told me, “Don’t play at being a kitten. Be a kitten. No worries, I will take care of you. Play and have fun. Feel yourself drop into a kitten space. Remember how carefree they are. Play and explore your world. Learn to move like a kitten. Take advantage of a new perspective. I have a new toy for you.” He tossed a tennis ball to me.

I played along. Why not. I crawled forward and tried to catch the ball with my hand only to discover I had no dexterity. I had forgotten the mittens. I managed to bat it toward me and could only watch if bounce off my knee and roll away. I focused on the ball and chased it across the room and under the cot. I was short enough on hands and knees that I could easily bat it out from under the cot. I let myself slip into the game and tried to think like a kitten, explore batting the ball and learning how it responded. I batted it around for  few minutes until Storey picked it up and substituted a ball on a rope, He tossed the ball close to me and yanked it away if I got too close. I became determined to capture the ball and surprised both of us when I lunged with my whole body and managed to trap the rope. He came over to me and said, “Kneel up.”

I got on my knees facing him, body erect, hands on my knees. I caught sight of Sue and Hargrove. They were at the far end of the cell block and she was an erotic kitten, too. He was using a laser pointer and she was earnestly trying to catch a red dot. She looked like she was enjoying the play. Before we were criminals I would have thought it demeaning, but now I was happy for her.

He said, “Use the back of your paws to lift your breasts.” A thrill ran thru me as I obeyed him. I had never thought of displaying myself this way . Sex was always something done in the dark, but this felt incredibly erotic. I was joyfully obedient. This felt so right, so natural.

He stroked my head and squeezed my breasts and said, “You are a perfect kitten. I’m proud of you. Are you enjoying it?”

I was. As a kitten, there was nothing beyond these walls, no stress, no worries, just play. For a while I had forgotten where I was or what was waiting for me. I was really carefree. I nodded my head.

He clipped a leash onto my collar and ordered, “Heel,” then walked toward the cell door. “Try and anticipate me. Watch my legs, see when I’m about to turn or stop. Plan ahead to keep your head beside my leg no matter how I turn.,” he explained what he expected of me. He walked slow so I could keep up. I watched his legs and tried to anticipate. He was right. I could see his leg start to change directions before his body caught up. I think I was doing well. He took me out into the fenced yard and led me around the perimeter, walking in straight lines and making right angle turns at the corners. When we came back to the door, he stopped. I knelt beside him and looked up at his face,  lifting my breasts for him.

He was smiling and said, “Well done Jan,” he patted my head, removed the leash from my collar, and said, “Let’s try it without the leash,” and started walking. We passed Hargrove and Sue. She was still leashed.

I trotted beside him, watching him carefully, feeling happy and proud. He was pleased with my performance! He walked in a more circuitous path, changing direction frequently. Once he walked in a tight circle. I had to watch his legs extra carefully and I think I did well. After a few minutes he stopped and I again knelt beside him, lifted my breasts, and looked at his face.

He patted my head and said, “Very good. Let’s go back inside.” I eagerly heeled him, grateful for pleasing him and looking forward to a more intimate contact. We encountered Hargrove and Sue on the way in. The men paused and said a few words about something. I knelt and lifted my breasts, watching master, ready to heel as soon as he moved. Sue knelt beside Hargrove, equally alert and focused.  Soon he pated from Hargrove and went back inside, me heeling as well as I could. I noticed he was walking faster than at first and I was keeping up. Practice does help.

He le me back into my cell and told me, “Kneel. Stay,” and went into the office. I knelt and waited for him. He returned quickly with a small bowl of milk. He set it in front of me, removed my gag, and ordered, “Drink.”

I leaned forward and lapped it up. It took longer than I hoped, what an inefficient way to drink. When finished I straightened up and lifted my breasts.

He replaced my gag, reached between my legs and slipped a finger in my slit. I knew I had been lubricating ever since he put me on the leash. He withdrew his finger, looked at the slick wetness on it and said, “You like pet play, don’t you?”

I nodded and he said, “Let’s see how aroused you are.”

He took a rather long, thick, floppy dildo from his bag and clamped it to one of the cell bars, about two feet above the floor.  He picked up his paddle, stood beside the dildo, and ordered, “Back up to the dildo and put your cunt around it. Arouse yourself on it and orgasm.”

Jan thought it over, “What choice do I have, besides I would probably like it if I could ignore the shame already bubbling in me and give myself over to animal pleasure. I’m wet enough.” I backed up to the fake penis.

Storey watched Jan struggle with his order for a moment and was gratified she followed it. She was a bright, independent woman who was facing a lot of adjustments She would have a much easier time if she swallowed her pride and obeyed orders. She backed up to the dildo and tried several times to get her body around the floppy thing. He had chosen it so he could show her she was going to have to learn to accept help. He watched her try for a couple of minutes until she finally turned her head to look at him and uttered a plaintiff “Meow.”

Storey said, “OK,” knelt beside her, wrapped his hand around the base of the dildo, and guided it into her dripping cunt as she backed up. He held it steady until her nether lips touched his hand then released it. She rammed it completely into her and began pumping her body on the dildo, slowly at first, never pulling very far off it, going faster and faster. Storey put both hands on her breasts and massaged them, tugging on her hard nipples. She started moaning as she got closer to orgasm. She orgasmed with a squeal and collapsed forward flat on the floor, her belly still spasming, pumping her love juice out under her.

Storey sat on the cot and watched her. When her breathing was normal he ordered, “Get on your knees and come here.”

She obeyed and came close to him.

“Climb up into my lap.”

She obeyed and he arranged her so she was siting sideways on his lap. She put her mittened hands in her lap and looked at his face.

He stroked her hair, pulling her head gently to his chest and told her, “You are a good kitten.”

Jan did her best to purr and he smiled down at her.

She felt a growing erection under her and rubbed one hand/paw on his chest and purred louder.

Storey put a hand on her breast, fondled her hard nipple and told her, “You are such a good kitten I’m going to give you another reward.” He was glad to see the look of anticipation in her eyes and the loud meow that was a clear plea for him to hurry. He pulled her hands behind her and cuffed them then he lay her on her back on the cot, stood up, and opened his fly, freeing his grand erection. He saw her eyes widen at his size, a twin of the dildo. He told her, put your hands under the small of your back.”

She obeyed and spread her bound legs wide in invitation.

He told her, “The dildo was simply to warm you up,” then he knelt between her legs and impaled her ready sex, thrusting slowly, starting shallow and going a little deeper with each thrust, letting her adjust to his size. He kept a steady rhythm, increasing his arousal to match hers. Her breathing increased and became shallower  as her arousal increased. He listened to her sounds, alert for moans and gasps signaling her readiness to come helping him decide when to increase his tempo, trying to delay his own orgasm until she was nearly there. The hands under her back changed the angle of his penetration, causing him to rub a spot she never knew she had, driving her mad with pleasure. Soon she was ready and he went into overdrive, achieving his own orgasm and triggering hers. She squealed through her ring gag and went rigid in a whole-body spasm, squeezing his cock, pumping every bit of his seed inside her.

He rolled over and they lay together until they recovered. He hot up, cleaned his cock at the sink and put it away. He returned to her. She was smiling and looked pleased. He removed all her kitten accessories and the cuffs and left her naked and collared on the cot. He told her, “I had fun. We’ll do it again,” then left, locking her cell door and turning off the lights as he left.

Jan looked at Sue’s cell. The night light was just enough to see her shape on her cot. She whispered, “Are you awake?”

Sue said, “I had fun, too. Jim was good in bed. I like him.”

Jan replied, “Yeah. Steve was pretty OK, too. Maybe they’ll buy us. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

After dinner, Ruth said, “Come with us and we’ll show you some of the good parts.” I led, Emma trailed me and Emily followed. I took them to the rec room which was empty this time of day.  I decided on the short bench. I put her face down so that her head was in the padded valley and clipped her collar to the attachment ring. Her shoulders were laying on a padded surface and her breasts dangled below her, a feeling I’m sure she had not experienced before. We pulled her feet forward and strapped them high on either side of the wide base. We strapped her waist down so that Her ass was higher than her body. Her labia were spread wide open and her ass was in the air exposing her love canal and anus. Her nipples were hanging almost a foot below her chest.

I went around in front of her, lifted her head up and kissed her, gently. She responded well and I pulled back and whispered, “I’m going to give you such a good time.” Then I plopped a ball gag in her mouth and tightened the strap. She moaned and gurgled a little. I made sure she was breathing normally before I moved away.

Emma and I positioned ourselves on either side of her and carefully, gently at first, stroked and teased her nipples into rock hard arousal. When Emily moaned, I knew she was excited and ready. Emma motioned for me to go to the next step while she kept Emily’s nipples excited.

I backed up a step and admired Emily’s taut, creamy white, perfect body for as moment. She was perfect. I knelt behind her and observed her labia were spread far apart, allowing, no, demanding her to be penetrated. I stroked her nether lips and flicked the hard nub of her clit. She fought her bonds, trying to close with my fingers, but they were much stronger than her muscles and she only managed to writhe sideways, never coming any closer.

I loved the tiny mewing sounds and mixed gasps and moans as I mercilessly drove her close to climax then backed off, driving her arousal up and down under my perfect control. I had such power over her that I wanted to continue for days.  I knew I had to let her climax before I tired her out and dulled her responses, but she was a powerful girl and I thought she could take another ten minutes of needy frustration. Besides. Pleasure delayed is pleasure amplified and I knew she would have a stronger orgasm the longer I denied he release. I played with her for the full ten more minutes before I pushed her over the edge into a powerful climax.

I paused for a moment to savor her mighty spasms as her body flooded her vagina with love juices. When she started to wind down, I renewed my stimulation using a small vibrator on her clit while Emma pumped her love canal with a long dildo. Emily flipped back into a new, stronger orgasm after a minute of this treatment.  She screamed through her gag as it hit her with hurricane force.

We forced her Emily into one more huge climax and watched her body writhe against the straps even harder. Then Emma switched to a flogger and started warming Emily’s bottom. She used a slow, steady rhythm and gradually made her bottom glow  pink. Emily orgasmed again at the light pink stage and again when her ass cheeks were a rosy red.  Every time her moans crescendos into squeals screams, and unintelligible pleas past her gag. For our piece-de-resistance, we introduced her to the anal climax. Emma got a clean dildo, even larger and lubed it while Emily was still spasming from her last climax. I kept her clit and nipples stimulated while Emma got ready. When the dildo was lubed, Emma used her finger to lube Emily’s bottom hole, causing a whole new tone of squeal from her.

I crooned in Emily’s ear, “Squeeze when he leaves, relax when he enters.” She couldn’t see who was frigging her so I wanted her to think it was Master. Emily caught on quick and when her cycle was right, Emma added a second finger. A minute later a third finger. Then, when Emily was ready, Emma switched to the dildo. Emily screamed again as the big dildo stretched her to her limit. Three cycles later, Emily was moaning and keeping perfect time with Emma’s trusts. Her next climax was the biggest of all. Emily was squealing and bouncing with every spasm of her body and her love juices were squirting meters behind her. Her breathing was shallow and rapid with a moan on every exhale. I decided that was enough for a good introduction to the joy of submission. Emma and I backed off and watched Emily wind down.

When Emily was breathing normally, we released her, got her back on her feet, removed her gag, and put the leg irons on her again. She was exhausted so we let her kneel beside the bench. We knelt with her and waited. She kept her eyes closed for several minutes. I waited until she was breathing normally then said, “Penny for your thoughts.”

Emily opened her eyes, looked at us and replied, “Thank you. I never thought it could be like that.”

Emma said, “Yes, and it gets better if you decide to submit. The more you experience a real orgasm, the more intense they become.”

Chapter  2  : Punishment

	John regular 
	Good shot 
	Takes pictures 
	Talks to her 
	Pays other people to use the others 
	Avoids most painful targets 
	Tells her he plans to buy her 
	Talks about what he will do with her 
	Visits her after display hours - atty 
	  


Chapter  3  : Auction

	John buys Jan 
	Wildwood Inn buys Sue 
	Sue joins wildwood girl pack 


Chapter  4  : Girl Pack

	John plans to keep her at home in evenings and weekends, boards her at Wildwood during the day 
	Leaves her at WW for a few days while he finishes getting his house ready for her 
	Sue and Jan set up and given instruction 



Chapter  5  : Angela

	Angela is a masochist and sees the submissive in Sue 

	Angela is a senior trainer and running a training class for trainers. She chooses Sue for her demonstrator and breaks Sue into full submission 

	Jan sees what Angela is doing and convinces several girls to watch Angela 

	Jan tells John of her suspicion. 

	John convinces Wildwood owner to let him install hidden surveillance cameras in high-risk locations. 

	


Chapter  6  : Hunt.

	Prep, body paint, 
	Jan included 


Chapter  7  : Megan Volunteers

Chapter  8  : Plans

Chapter  9  : Freedom

	When Sue and Jan are leaving, Angela slips something in Sue’s bag. 

	One of the girls sees   her and tells Jan. Jan tells John 

	The theft is discovered and Angela accuses Sue. 

	John produces video showing Angela taking it. 

	Angela is arrested. 

	Angela is sentenced to 2 years servitude. 

	Jan buys her. 



Part 2: Entrepreneur

	Jan is released and starts her own girl pack with Sue to help and John as a silent partner, and Angela as one of their first girls 

	She recruits several released girls from Wildwood as volunteers. 



Chapter 10  : First Purchase

Chapter 11  : Construction

Chapter 12  : Filling the Pack

Chapter 13  :
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