
        
            
                
            
        

    
Strange Justice

Part 2: Discipline

By: Alan Horn


Strange  Justice

Part 2 : Discipline

Copyright © 2022 by Alan Horn

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without  permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Book and Cover design by Aerophyte

IISBN :

First Edition: January 2022


Contents

Chapter  3  :  Boot Camp

Chapter  4  :  Auction

Chapter  5  :  Susan

Chapter 6  :   Janice

Prolog

In Part 1 Susan and Janice, sisters are convicted of assault and resisting arrest in a rural Mississippi town and are sentenced to two weeks of punishment and shaming followed by one year of bond service. They served a few days of their punishment and shaming sentences.


Strange Justice

Part 2: DISCIPLINE




Chapter 3 : Boot Camp

The morning after Millie was released, Hargrove woke us with, “Rise and shine, girls.” He let us use the toilet then put us in the corridor in front of our cells. He was holding a short crop. ”First,” he announced, “The doctor will examine you then we’ll start exercises.

Storey came into the cell block followed by a man in a tie and sport coat, carrying a doctor’s bag. He examined Sue for twenty minutes giving her terse commands. He drew a blood sample then it was my turn. He was done with me quickly and left with our blood. On the way out he told Storey, “Both are fit for punishment. I’ll have their labs back tomorrow and send you a report.”

Storey left and Hargrove took us both out into the corridor in front of our cells. “Hands above your head and stretch,” he ordered. “Harder, Sue… now to the sides…down…touch your toes…”

After five minutes of vigorous stretching and bending, “OK, face down and give me twenty press-ups, and they don’t count unless your nipples touch the floor, Hargrove said. “Together now: up…one…down…up…two.” Four breasts began flattening on the cold floor.

After we were warm, he cuffed our hands behind us, exchanged his crop for a long carriage whip, and took us into the yard. He stood us next to the fence. “Run around the yard. Stay close to the fence. Run as I command: Jog, run, sprint, and stop. Stay together. Jog,” he said.

We began jogging around the yard.

Hargrove watched them and after two laps, ordered, “Run.” He was timing them with a stopwatch.

On the fourth lap Chief Storey came out to watch. He asked Hargrove, “How’s their time?”

“Not bad for no encouragement. They’re warm now.”

“Ok, then, let’s encourage them.”

The men stepped in front of the girls and ordered, “Halt. The Chief noted they both were breathing normally. They looked at him questioningly. He told them, “One of our jobs for girls sentenced to servitude is to ensure they are ready. This means you need to be fit, obedient, and know basic skills. Part of obedience is that you are expected to work as hard as you can at whatever task you are given. Any less means you will be punished and your buyer won’t get the full value they deserve. Understand?”

Both girls nodded agreement.

Each man took hold of a girl’s collar ring, pulled her close, and showed her the two small spring clips in his other hand. They put one on each nipple. Jan whimpered as the clip closed on her first nipple. Sue let out a piercing yelp. They both moaned as their second nipple was clamped. They bounced and moaned, struggling unsuccessfully to reach their tormented nipples with their cuffed hands.

Chief Storey waited until they quieted and, still holding Jan, told them, “I want you both to sprint as hard as you can around the yard. Stay close to the wall. If you run hard enough, we’ll remove the clamps. If not, they’ll stay on for a while. Understand?”

The girls jerked their heads up and down frantically.

“Don’t start until I tell you, or you’ll have to start over.”

He let go of Jan’s collar and stepped back out of their track. Hargrove did the same. Both men took out stopwatches and Chief Storey said, :Go.”

Both girls leaped forward, running neck and neck with everything they had. Jan’s pain was immense. She ran as hard as she could, knowing she had to convince Storey she was really trying hard. She focused on Storey’s face as she passed them. She could hear Sue’s footsteps, close behind her. She was probably looking at Hargrove’s face.

The clips bobbed up and down at every step, stimulating her nipples beyond pain. On the second lap she felt moisture lubricating the inside of her labia lips. This was exciting her. On the third lap she felt moisture trickling down the inside of her thighs.

The men smiled at their stopwatches while the girls struggled past them once, twice, three times. Hargrove said, ”Nearly twice as fast.”

Storey responded, good enough. Let’s stop them after the next lap.

The men again stepped in front of the sweating girls and ordered, “Halt.”

The girls each went to the man who had placed the clips and stood eagerly before them.

Storey said, “Much better,” then with one hand took hold of the big ring in front of my collar and slipped two fingers of his other hand in my slit. He held his wet fingers in front of my face. The scent of my arousal was heady.

I smiled and told him, “Yes, I’m aroused. I love strong men. I know I’m your pet for a couple of weeks. Would you kiss your pet, master? Show her you like her, please.” I really needed him.

He pulled me to him and kissed me. He was strong, I rubbed up against him as we kissed. I could feel his erection pressing against me while he kissed me fiercely. I showed him how a knowledgeable tongue can enhance a kiss. When he let me pull back, I plead, “Master, I want you to spank me and fuck me. Will you punish your pet with the whip of your flesh, Master?”

Storey grimaced and said, “Later.”

Hargrove must have removed Sue’s clips for just then I heard her squeal and stamp her feet. I knew the renewed flow of blood would hurt. Then Storey removed the clips from my nipples.

I joined Sue in her dance of pain.

They stood us together and Chief Storey told us, “Your nipples will wear these, every time we see you’re not doing your best. Clear?”

Wes both nodded and I said, “Yes sir. We understand.”

Hargrove said, Good, Jog.”

I was disappointed to see Chief Storey go back inside. I had hoped for a good orgasm with my current arousal.

He ran us through all speeds several times, with the occasional flick of the whip and instructions to improve our form. He stopped us when we had worked up a sheen of sweat.

He took us back inside and watched us shower. He put us back in our cells. In  addition, he fastened our collars to a bar, ensuring we couldn’t exit our cells even if the door was open.

I asked, “What’s this for?”

He walked out of the cell block without a word, leaving both cell doors open.

Sue looked at Jan, questioningly.

I shrugged and said, “Who knows. Maybe they’re bringing in more people to visit us. Sort of a petting zoo.”

Hargrove and Storey came  back in a few minutes. Storey entered my cell and Hargrove Sue’s.

Storey asked me, “Have you ever given a blowjob to a man?”

I had been expecting this topic to come up soon. After all, it was implicit in our situation as much as anal and vaginal intercourse.  I was glad he was asking instead of just ordering it. I replied, quite honestly, “I’m an expert.” I had been interested in sex for a long time and had read endless articles and books when I was a teenager. Men are easily pleased and oral sex was very common.

Storey said, “Good. Show me,” unzipped his fly, and took out his penis. I was still aroused and hoped this might put me over the edge, too.

I knelt on the floor and told him, “If you want a really good job, I’ll need to touch your balls.”

He pulled them out and stepped close. In our previous sexual encounters, I had not laid eyes on his penis. It was semi erect, longer than most I had seen, and reasonably thick. A good bj requires lots of spit. I worked my mouth. It would have been easier if I had some gum, oh, well.

I started by grabbing his penis and slowly licking it from the base to the tip then back down. I paid a lot of attention to the tip since this is the most sensitive part. I went up and down all sides, always licking in straight lines making sure he was coated in my juice. After a few lines I started inserting kisses, making sure I wet my lips with my spit. It makes the kisses more pleasurable.

He moaned faintly and his cock stiffened. I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting his pre-cum, savoring the salty, faintly bitter, exudation, exalting in my control over his need, wanting him in me.

I  backed off a little and blew on him. My breath on his very sensitive wet skin had a cooling effect and I heard his sharp intake of breath. Then I took him into my mouth, wrapped my lips around him so no air could get out. Then I started the infamous bobbing motion with my head, sliding my lips in and out, maybe a couple of inches, focusing to the most sensitive part, the tip.

I wrapped one hand around the base of his penis and started sliding over the slippery shaft, in and out, mimicking my mouth. My thumb sliding, feather-light along the underside of his shaft. He was growing thicker, now my fingers couldn’t touch my thumb. How did he ever fit in me?

I took his balls in my other hand, gently massaging them,  knowing how sensitive they were. They were soft as I rolled them in my hand and ran my mouth down his shaft.

I pulled my mouth off and continued stroking him with my hand. I lowered my head and sucked one of his balls into the hot, wet cavern of my mouth. I bathed the soft sac with my tongue, caressing it before letting it out. I moved back and took him full into my mouth and felt him quiver and grow. I felt the moisture on my sex lips. I was ready for him to fill me there, too.

He exploded, filling my throat and mouth with his hot spend. I swallowed frantically, hurrying until I could breathe, loving the taste almost as much as the thrill of submitting to my captor. I wanted him in me and made no move to withdraw. He shrank back to normal before he pulled out of my mouth. I was sorry to see him go. I said, “Thank you,” I said with feeling.

“That was excellent, Jan. I wish I had known sooner and we’ll do it again.”

“Soon, please.” It had been enjoyable, but not intense enough to let me enjoy an orgasm. I felt ashamed how much I wanted him to fuck me. He had just made me give him oral sex. He was my jailor. I should hate him. He kept me in bondage, used me, let strangers pummel my naked body, causing pain and shaming me. Was I really just a masochist? Did every woman secretly want to be helpless  under men or was it just me?

He went into the hallway and conferred with Hargrove. He came back to the cell door and said, Susan is not as skilled as you. I want you to train her. What will you need?”

I smiled, stood up and did a sultry walk to the cell door. I leaned on the bars beside the door, and replied, “Its’ so hard to think when I’m aroused and frustrated. Maybe you could help me out and I can think better.”

He smiled back, took my right nipple in his fingers, sending a spark of renewed lust through my belly, and said, “You’re here to be punished, not pleasured. I can warm your bottom if it will help you to think.”

I was disappointed but his touch made me horny as hell. I moaned and opened my mouth to protest, but the steely look in his eyes stopped that, besides, my bottom was too tender for that. I gave in and replied, “A couple of large cucumbers and an hour.”

“Tonight.”

“Yes, sir.

He took away the chain fastening me to the bars and left. I watched him leave with helpless lust.

Hargrove brought our breakfast. And we ate.

While we were alone and eating Sue asked, “We’re going to be sex toys when we’re bought, aren’t we?”

“Looks like it. We’ll be better treated if our owners think we worship them and want sex in every possible way.”

Sue already knew the answer but had to ask, “Even our bottoms?”

Jan answered, “I’ve done it a couple of times. It feels funny, but not painful if he knows what he’s doing. The girl has to help too. I haven’t had an orgasm that way, but I’ve read that women have orgasms more often that way. I don’t always have an orgasm when the guy does it the normal way. Girls take longer. We should like it once we get used to it.”

Hargrove came in then with a chain and a leash in his hand. Time for our punishment period. He cuffed our hands behind us, plopped large, red, ball gags in our mouths, locked a chain to the front of Sue’s collar and the back of mine, put a leash on my front ring, and led us outside.

Only one display/ punishment stand was close to the crowd barrier this morning. It was a plain six by six-foot plank mounted vertically on a round, foot high base. Hargrove tethered me to a ring on the side of the plank and I watched while he strapped Sue on the device. Strapped with her back to the plank, arms and legs spread wide, foot long brackets projected from the plank on either side of her body, level with her breasts. On the end of each bracket was a short, wood arm, hinged in the middle. On the outer end of each arm was a round, striped target disk. From the inner end taut chains circled her breasts like tight nooses, making them resemble balloons. Two clamps joined by another taut chain gripped her nipples.

Finished, Hargrove patted Sue’s cheek and said, Enjoy.” He stepped down and mounted me on the other side of the plank, identical to Sue. I felt wetness on my labia lips. My traitorous body was aroused by this treatment! Was it just the bondage? Maybe because a man was putting me in bondage? No matter, I was excited to be displayed, helpless, ready for punishment by strangers. Why was this so exciting?

My nipples hardened as soon as he put the clamps on them. He must have noticed. He slid two fingers inside my slit and stroked my slick lips. He held his fingers in front of my nose. I smelled my arousal. He rubbed some of my juice inside my nostril and commented, “You are aroused by this. Your sister isn’t, yet. You’ll have a better time of your servitude than your sister, at first at least.” He stepped down and started the platform slowly rotating, checked his watch, and called to the attendant, “OK. Open the gate.”

Men and women of all ages filed in and lined up to purchase the wax paper covered balls of mud and colored water. Some would aim at me to color me. Some would aim at the targets to inflict pain on my breasts and nipples. Some would just watch my shame and punishment. All would do their civic duty to shame and punish me. Several used their phones to record my punishment, starting while I was clean and recognizable, no doubt to replay my humiliation at some unpredictable time in the future. Would my parents and friends be able to type my name into a computer to watch my degradation and shame?

A lot of the people who came into the punishment yard were repeats. There were a few memorable ones. There were a couple of young studs I would have dated under different circumstances. The most memorable was one woman, redhead, pretty, fit, a little older than me who came to see us every day in our second week. She never threw a shot, just watched us with veiled lust in her green eyes. Sometimes I caught a half smile when one of us reacted to a well-thrown shot, but the smile never reached her eyes. I thought she might be Russian.

Finally, our punishment was done for the day, we were hosed off, and fed. Hargrove took our dinner things away, put Sue in my cell and brought us a couple of cucumbers.

I took them, sat on the cot and told Sue, “Cocksucking 101 is now in session. Kneel between my legs and pay attention. There will be a test.”

Hargrove brought in a chair and sat in the hall, watching us, and smiling. He knew what the test was going to be.

After a half-hour she was ready. While she was still sucking on eight inches of vegetable, I took it from her and called to Hargrove, ”I think she is ready, would you give her a go?”

His expected reply, “Of course,” he strode in and took my place on the cot, pulling his semi-erect member out of his fly.

I told Sue, “Move closer. Your lips should be almost touching his cock.”

She slid closer and gently wrapped her left hand around the base of his member and started kissing and licking the head. In no time she was pumping in and out on the end two inches and he had his hand on her head, groaning. I whispered, fondle his balls now. She acted immediately and took his soft sack in her right hand. And gently massaged it. She pulled off him and I saw he was slick with her saliva. Good. She blew on him and his eyes popped open. He was close to coming and she took his full length down her throat. He came with a grunt and a mighty spasm. His spend filled her oral cavity and I watched her throat struggle to swallow all he had given. In a moment it was clear she had swallowed it all. His hands held her on him while he recovered. Finally he released her head and she backed off him, with  huge grin on her face. She licked her lips and asked, “Better, master?”

He answered, “Excellent. The best I’ve ever had.” He turned to me, “You are an excellent teacher.”

I answered with my own smile, “Thank you.” I was proud to have been of service. But why. He was my jailor! Did I owe him a duty? I was afraid I had just shown myself to enjoy servitude. I was a strong, independent, wealthy woman until a few days ago. Could my shaming and bondage have erased all my sense of worth already? I had to admit that I now felt lower than men. And I hated my weakness.

Our punishment period days were filled with repetitive pain on six different structures. We were fastened down tightly, unable to move, standing, bent over, upside down. Sometimes we had to crawl around a small circle. In every case, there were targets near us, six-inch disks with red, concentric circles that pulled, pinched, or poked us painfully when they were hit.

Our evenings were mixed boredom and sex. We were the sex toys of Storey and Hargrove and they used us at least once a day. I had cozied up to Storey and enjoyed our romps more. He always kissed me before starting anything and I enjoyed kissing him too. I had learned that my body responded well to a little pain before sex so I started asking him to spank me first. I was persuasive and it was obvious Storey liked seeing me squeal and jerk around, so I usually got warmed up enough to orgasm when he did. A most satisfactory arrangement.

Sue had watched my nautch dance with Storey and copied it with Hargrove, just as effectively, it seems. Often our little warm-up exercises sounded like a soprano duet and ended with ecstatic squeals of orgasm. I was actually enjoying my time in jail and would be sorry to have to leave Storey.

One morning started like the previous ones. It was time to go out in the yard for our daily punishment. Hargrove came in carrying a steel rod and Sue and I stood with our backs to our cell doors, hands behind our backs, ready for cuffing. Hargrove told us, “This is your last day with us. Different drill today. You’re going to get ready for your auction.” He walked to my cell, “You’re first.”

I started to turn around but he stopped me, “No, face the wall.”

I obeyed. He unlocked my door. I felt his hands at the back of my collar, suddenly there was an additional weight on my collar. I turned my head and saw he had fastened the rod to my collar and I could see an end a foot beyond my shoulder. Then he put a cuff on my right wrist, pulled it out to my right and up and locked it to the end of the rod.

He repeated the action on my left side and both my hands were locked a foot beyond my shoulders. I was just as helpless as always, but in a new way. I asked him, “Why, sir?”

His answer was unexpected, “You’re going to the beauty parlor,” he shackled my ankles, locked a chain to the front of my collar, and led me out to the front of the station. He led me out the front door and to a large white step-van parked in front of the station. Blue text on the side of the van proclaimed, ‘Angela’s Mobile Beauty Salon.’ A side door was open and folding steps gave access. He led me top the door and called out, “Ready for her?”

A lean, muscular woman about forty years old came to the door and replied, “Howdy James. Yes, I’m ready.”

He handed my leash to her and said, “The usual, please.” He watched me and waited.

The woman tugged gently on my leash, “Climb on up Honey. Or James will encourage you.”

Hargrove held out his hand, palm up. I saw the vicious nipple clamps rested on it. I shuddered and climbed into the van. Hargrove followed me in,  leaned against a wall, and watched us. He was jingling the hated clamps in his palm.

She sat me in a complex leather and chrome beauty parlor chair with some obvious addition for bond servants. She fastened the back of my collar to the top of the chair, buckled a broad leather strap around my waist, then turned to Hargrove, “Take her leg irons off please. She’s secure now.”

Hargrove removed my irons then she spread my legs, put my bare feet in stirrups, and strapped them in. She left my feet down, but it was clear the stirrups could elevate them when she wanted.

She leaned the chair back down and started washing my hair. She said, “Just relax. I’m Jean and I’m just going to wash and trim your hair.”

I was feeling a little shaggy and in need of personal grooming so I was glad she was here. I asked her, “You run a beauty shop for slaves?”

She said, “Owner’s like to show off their property and will pay for them to look good. I help women who can’t come into town. But it’s mostly groups of slaves. Some places have several and it’s more convenient for the owners for me to come to them.”

“Do many places have a lot?”

“Nope. Most places only have two or three but a few have more than twenty. It takes me two days sometimes when I go to one of those.”

“Are the girls happy?”

“Yeah, I think so. I can’t remember any sad ones. Oh, sometimes I see one with some stripes, but they seem perky enough.”

She tilted the chair up, put a dryer on my head and started manicuring my fingernails. The dryer prevented any discussion. She finished my fingernails with a light pink polish. She took the dryer off, trimmed my hair and eyebrows, lowered the chair until I was almost horizontal, and raised and spread the stirrups until my labia lips were pulled apart. I protested, “That’s too wide, you’re hurting me.”

She pinched and twisted my left nipple and said, “It’s just far enough. Now be quiet.”

I shut up. It wasn’t really hurting. I had just been surprised. My feet were at a convenient height now and she washed my feet. I was ashamed they were dirty all the time. When Jean finished, my trimmed toenails were the same shade as my fingernails.

I realized why she had spread me so far. She shaved my bush then sat on a low stool and carefully removed every hair from my loins and ass, usually shaving but sometimes with a tweezer. I yelped at the sudden sharp pain whenever she plucked a hair. After a long time she got up and shaved my armpits and trimmed my nose hairs, things I had been unable to attend to in jail.

She lowered my feet, tilted the chair upright, released my feet and, unexpectedly, slipped soft hospital-type slippers on my feet. She held up a hand-mirror so I could see my face.

I needed make-up, but I looked better. I said, “Thank you. I feel much more comfortable now, and I appreciate the slippers.”

She replied, “Thanks,” picked up a phone, dialed a number, and said, simply, “She’s ready.”

Hargrove showed up in a minute, she released me from the chair, he put shackles on my ankles, a leash on my collar and took me back to my cell.

Sue stared at me and said, “You look good, Sis.”

“Thanks. I feel good, too. Your turn.”

Hargrove unlocked me, put the bar and leg irons on Sue and took her out to be barbered.

I sat on the cot and pondered my future. I knew I looked good. In a few hours I was going to be sold to someone. Auctioned to highest bidder to do anything they desired with me for a year. I had no idea who might bid. Maybe John Allison, our attorney. He had come to watch my punishment several times. He never threw a shot and he was company My spirits raised when I saw him. I thought my year of slavery would be better if a wealthy man bought me. I envisioned life as a maid and bed warmer to an older, wealthy man, with sex on alternate days. On the other hand, I might become a chained farm hand, filthy from slopping the hogs.

I didn’t know any way out of this and I was sure my life would be better if I was desirable. Maybe attractive would be enough, but I was pretty sure that humble, submissive, and compliant would be better. That shouldn’t be difficult after the past two weeks.

Suddenly I realized I was actually planning to be submissive. I was angry with myself. I was a mature, independent woman who somehow go trapped in the no-win situation. I needed to come out of this with my pride and independence intact. I knew I couldn’t stand up to more canings so rebellion was not possible. I had to be obedient and sexy and sexy but I didn’t have to mean it. I decided this was just a role I would play for the year. I would keep my values intact internally but play the role of a submissive slave girl. The sex would be a problem if I enjoyed it too much, too often. I would have to be careful not to get too addicted to it.

Sue looked good when she came back. Hargrove put her back in her cell without the extra restraints. We were quiet until he left, then I said, “Looking good Sue.”

She responded “Thanks. Feels good. Do you know what’s next?”

“No. I think they want us to look good. No one has said anything about what we should say or do. Maybe they want us to seduce the audience. Have you decided whether you like girls or not?”

Sue looked shocked, “You don’t think…”

“No idea but you should know what you’re going to say if asked.”

Hargrove came in with a hand cart carrying a folding table and a couple of chairs. He was followed by Jean pulling a big, black, roll-around bag.

He unlocked Sue’s cell, cuffed her hand behind her, set up the table and chairs in her cell. It was a long, narrow table. The chairs were on opposite sides near one end. Jean wheeled her bag in and he set it on the other end of the table.

Jean told Sue, “Sit in that chair. I’m going to do your makeup.”

Sue sat and scooted close to the table. She was just the right height that her  naked breasts rested on its top.

Jan watched Jean closely, hoping to learn from a professional. Luckily, Jean described what she was doing, like a teacher. She used a lot of different products and moved quickly, but it still took many minutes. When Jean was done, Sue stood and looked at me, “Well?”

I was impressed. Jean had made Sue beautiful. The first thing I noticed was her bright red collar. It was bright, crude and set the tone. Jean had chosen muted browns to blend with that flare of color under Sue’s face, and it worked. Her skin had a faint glow, perfectly smooth, shading from slightly darker on her cheeks to a smooth cream under her eyes and around her chin. Her lips were a pale pink. Her eyes were outlined in a dark brown that emphasized her pale golden irises. Her lashes were long and curling. Her eyebrows were thin and crisp, arching over her eyes. Her brown hair smoothly surrounded and framed her oval face. She looked better than I ever remember. I said, “You look stunning.”

I looked at Jean and said, “Very impressive. You should be working on models.”

Jean smiled and replied, “Thanks. I used to.”

I had thought she was done with Sue, but I was surprised. Jean pulled a handful of thin black leather straps out of her bag and turned to Sue. In a few minutes Sue was wearing a leather harness with straps surrounding her torse, circling her breasts, surrounding her neck, and splitting her loins. Jean pulled them tight.

Next was a pair of diaphanous harem pants, white, with Velcro on the ankles, slit up the inside, with a cut-away crotch. Last was a tiny, white bolero that didn’t quite cover her nipples. It had Velcro closed arm holes so it could be put on a cuffed person.

Hargrove had been sitting in a chair, watching. He got up and opened my cell. He had Sue and I switch places. He locked her in, leaving her hands cuffed behind her. He cuffed my hands, put me in with Jean, and resumed his chair. I didn’t say anything. Jean was obviously a professional and would do better than I could. She worked on me with creams, brushes, powders lip balm and lipstick. I held still and moved as she directed.

When she finished, she held up a mirror for me to see. Jean had emphasized my cheekbones more than Sue’s but she had kept the same color palette, driven of course by my collar. I looked better than I ever had, too. I said, “Jean, you’re an artist. Thank you.”

She smiled and said, “Nice to be appreciated.” She put her things back in the roll-around and dressed me just like Sue then packed her bag.

Hargrove loaded the table and chairs on the cart and locked me in before opening the door for Jean and following her out with the cart.

Sue and I were alone. I said, “Well, I guess we’re ready for the auction. You look great. Don’t be nervous. Our punishment is over. There’s nothing we can do now but smile and be nice. It’s out of our hands.” I wasn’t just blowing smoke, I really felt that way too, relaxed, confident, ready to move on. John had told me that some girls liked it.

Sue smiled wanly, “Yeah. I know. It’s got to be better than here, but I kind of like Jim. I would like to see him again.”

I said, “Then tell him. Maybe he can see you and there’s nothing to lose.”

Hargrove came in and got us out of our cells and put leashes on us. He led us out to the yard. I saw the changes immediately. They had strung two parallel cables across the middle of the yard, twenty feet apart. A chain dangled from each cable, not quite reaching the ground. For us, obviously. Hargrove took us to the first chain and locked it to my collar, removing the leash. He took Sue to the other chain and fastened it to her collar. A zoo without walls. Strangers were here to see if they wanted to purchase a year of our lives. We were, literally, intelligent, sexy, livestock.

Hargrove said to us, “We’ll let the buyers in in a few minutes.”

He turned to Sue and told her, “I like you and I’ll be sorry to see you go. Come back and see me when your year is up,” and he kissed her. She responded and melted against him. It was a good thing Jean had used waterproof makeup. She whispered something in his ear. He smiled and removed both our cuffs.

Storey came out then and walked to me. He took me in his arms and it felt so good to be able to put my arms around him. We kissed then I told him, “I never imagined something like this would ever happen to me. Despite the punishment and the humiliation, I’m glad we met. Maybe we can get together after my year is up.”

He replied, “That would be good, but you’ll likely find some rich guy before that. Jim or I will come around every month or so to check on you. I’ll be glad to see you again, Jan. Now it’s time for your new owner to see you.” He let go and I did too. He walked back to the office and returned shortly with Hargrove leading a small crowd of men and women toward us. Many of them had folders in their hands. Pictures and information about us, I guessed.


Chapter  4  : Auction

I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I almost wished I was still cuffed. I dropped them to my sides and smiled at the approaching strangers. Storey and some of the strangers came to me, Hargrove, and the rest to Sue. Storey ordered, “Janice, walk to the fence behind you then return. Pretend you’re on a catwalk.”

I smiled and did a slinky walk to the fence and returned.

A tall man, maybe forty, with a good tan asked me, “You’re in good shape. What kind of exercises do you prefer?”

I answered, “Mostly running, some yoga and weights.”

He nodded and jotted a note in is folder.

A second men stepped close reached out a hand toward me and said, “If I may…”

I expected this and nodded assent. He completed the motion and cupped my breast, massaging it and feeling it’s firmness. Still holding me, he reached around me and felt my butt the same way. He let go, backed off a half step and said, “Very nice Ms. Harmon. What would you like to do this coming year?”

I had not expected anyone would ask my preferences. I thought I would be a slave. I thought furiously and finally said, “I am experienced with office work and could help if needed. I would like to go to parties and have fun. I enjoy sex quite a bit. I want to be active and loved and needed.”

He nodded and several people made notes.

That woman, who I thought might be Russian, stepped up, took hold of my collar ring, and ordered me, “On your knees, slut.’

I instinctively obeyed her tone of command and dropped to my knees, looking up at her.

She said, “When I give you an order, you say, ‘Yes, Mistress.’ Are we clear?”

I replied, quite afraid now, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Stand up and take off that silly jacket.”

I popped up, said, “Yes, Mistress,” ripped off the bolero, and dropped it on the ground.

She ordered, “Now those ugly pants.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I pulled the Velcro closures open and dropped them on the bolero.

“Stand up straight, arch your back, stick out your breasts, cross your hands behind you!” she ordered in load, commanding voice.

I replied, “Yes, Mistress, and hurried to obey.

She said, “You learn quickly Are you a college girl?”

I replied, ‘”Yes, Mistress.”

“That won’t help you. We want you for your body. I’ve watched you. You are the determined one. I will enjoy training you.” She turned and went to Sue.

Everyone was scribbling notes.

One of the men said, “Good show. That was Angela. She works at Wildwood Farms. You’re perfect for them.”

God, I hoped not.

Another man’s voice asked, “What kind of sex are you experienced with?”

I recognized him, it was John, my lawyer. I turned around to find his smiling visage and replied with a lilt in my voice, “All kinds, sir. Every one of my holes is experienced and, I’m told, excellent. I can also service women, I’m very flexible, and I am an excellent kisser.”

He stepped close and said, “Show me.”

I lifted my head, tilted it, and melted into him. I put my arms around his neck and he pulled me close. It was a wonderful kiss. His moth was sweet and firm. It was a loving kiss, not a harsh one. Despite the environment, it felt intimate and personal.

Finally, someone else said, “Hey John, we get to meet her too.”

John broke the kiss and I reluctantly let him go.

I saw that the woman, Angela, Had Sue stripped and on her knees too. She was still talking to her.

I kissed all the men and two of the women. People were drifting back and forth between Sue and me. No one, except the woman, Angela, gave me goosebumps. John was my favorite among the buyers, but I knew I wouldn’t have a say in who bought me. I didn’t have any chance to speak to Sue, but I hope she was OK with the bidders, too.

I got questions about my education, work experience and lots about my sexual preferences. I freely admitted to being a well-adjusted bi-sexual and that perked up a couple of the women. I told them I’d like to be clothed, but I was used to nudity now and it wasn’t terrible in this warm climate. I told them I liked rough sex and bondage seemed to turn me on. I wasn’t giving anything up. Those interested in that sort of thing would soon enough find out how I reacted to whips and chains.

Storey called for the auction to begin. They had brought the whipping stand out to use for an auction block. He called for Sue first and Hargrove brought her up on the stand and held her leash.

Chief Storey said, “This is Susan Harmon. She has been sentenced to one year of bond servitude per  Mississippi Code Title 51, Your bids will be for one year of servitude from tomorrow. You may have her do any lawful work for you, including sexual service. You may not cause her any injury or through inaction allow harm to befall her. You are all expected to follow the letter of Title 51 with respect to Ms. Harmon. I will open the bidding at $10,000.”

The bids climbed rapidly to $35,000 then slowed to a bidding war between two bidders. Sue went for $37,500 to Wildwood Farms. Shit. That was the Angela woman.

Hargrove took Sue off the stage and chained her to a concrete pillar on her knees, then he took me onto the stage. Storey repeated his litany and opened the bidding at $10,000. It climbed rapidly at first, like Sue’s and slowed down at $40,000. Angela seemed to be driving the bidding, determined to get me, too. It looked like she might succeed too, but when her competitor signaled he wouldn’t go higher than Angela’s $50,000 bid, I lost hope. But without warning, another bid rang out, $55,000. I recognized the voice. It was John. He did want me. I looked at Angela. She was angry, but shook her head, no. John got me and Hargrove chained me with Sue.

Storey escorted all the other bidders out. When only Angela and John were left, Hargrove released us from the post and led us back inside. John and Angela followed, talking in a low voice. What were they doing? Were they discussing me? A sense of dread enveloped me.

We all went to the front office. They chained Sue and I to a heavy bench and the others completed the paperwork. Sue’s was finished first and Angela came over, waved a sheet of paper in front of Sue, and said, “This is your title, now I’ll take you to your new life.” Hargrove put leg irons on her and released her from the bench. Angela clipped a leash on Sue, pulled her to her feet, took a short whip from her bag, and said, “Heel,”

Sue had already been taught her response and dutifully said, “Yes, Mistress, and followed her out, surreptitiously sticking her tongue out at Angela’s back.

I knew Sue was in for a hard time.

John finished his purchase and he and Hargrove came over to me. Hargrove chained my ankles and released me from the bench. John put the leash on me and said, “Let’s go.”

I followed him out to his car, a newer version of mine. I asked, “What shall I call you?”

I liked his answer, “John when we’re alone or with friends, Sir when we’re with others.”

I told him, “I haven’t seen my car since I was arrested and our things were in the hotel.”

“Not to worry. I have your car and your things. Susan and your bills are paid.”

“Did you pay for them?”

“No those things are paid by the county. They use your auction fees and keep the rest.”

I said, “Sounds like a good deal for the county.”

He replied, “Usually, but sometimes the women leave hefty bills behind.”

It seemed like I had part of my life back I was out of jail and my “owner” was taking me somewhere. Curiosity rose and I asked, “Are we going to your place?”

I wasn’t ready for his answer, “Yes, but first we’re going to stop at the locksmith and change your chains. The ones you are wearing are rented from the county and I need to return them.”

“You don’t need to keep me chained. I won’t run away.”

His reply wasn’t unexpected, “It’s the law. I have to keep you secured at all times so you can’t run away. The courts have held that if you are kept in restraints and reasonably secured so you can’t leave, then I have not been negligent.”

My heart sank a little. I had hoped for more freedom, “So you’re going to keep me in chains?”

“Yep, ‘fraid so, but at least you won’t be cooped up in jail with people throwing girl shot at you.”

He was right. It was better. My next thought was, “Is there any chance I can see my sister sometimes?”

His reply was again unexpected, “Of course, I’ve made an arrangement with Angela at Wildwood Farms.”

Oh no. I asked, “What sort of arrangement. I’m afraid of Angela.”

“Don’t be afraid. She comes off strong, but her girls are all healthy and the ones I’ve seen are happy. I had two clients serving their sentences at Wildwood that volunteered to be bond servants at Wildwood Farms after their sentences were up.”

I protested, “She came to me at the auction and she was scary. She’s a dominant and acted like I was her slave.”

He laughed, “You almost were, but you’re mine. I made an agreement that you can stay at her place when I can’t watch you.”

“I was aghast, “You mean she’s my babysitter when you’re busy.”

He laughed again, “I couldn’t have put it better. Look, I don’t normally keep a bond servant. My house isn’t set up for it, nor can I just leave you alone, chained to the floor. There has to be provision to release you if there’s a fire or something. That means a person. She’s already managing twenty or so girls so there’s always someone there. Besides, we don’t need your approval. Remember why you’re wearing that collar.”

I was abashed. He was right. I had no say in this, but maybe I could wheedle something better out of him in time. I knew he liked me. I agreed, mulishly, “Okay, John. You’re right. I don’t have a say, but would you try to think of some other way. Take me with you when you leave. Maybe a cage in a van or leave me with a friend or relative.”

He laughed again, “You’d be better off with Angela than my relatives. Besides none of them are close.”

Clearly, he thought Wildwood was the best choice. I had to stop arguing. He stopped the car in front of a building. Suddenly it struck me. He was going to take me out in public, naked,  collared, and chained. But this was my new reality. He got out and opened my door. He released my seatbelt and waited for me to get out. I reluctantly turned and put my chained ankles out the door. He used the leash to pull me up and out of the car. Then he closed the door and I was standing naked on the sidewalk with people, strangers approaching from both directions. I couldn’t hide from their stares and catcalls. John just held me there and said, “Better get used to it, Jan.”

When the sidewalk was clear, he led me to the door marked “Locksmith’ and took me in. A man was standing behind a counter. He looked me over and said, “So this is your new slave, huh. Well, she’s a looker.”

John answered, “Right Sam. I think so, too. Now I’d like to get these police irons off her and into some of mine. Ready?”

Sam answered, “Yep. Bring her into the shop.”

John followed Sam through a door and I followed the leash. We went to a workbench and Sam handed John a black cloth. John unfolded it into a black leather bag with a chain around the opening.

Sam said, “Put it on her. Makes my work easier.”

John dropped it over my head and tightened the chain so it wouldn’t slip off. It was thick and cut off every photon. With a jingle of keys John unlocked my police collar and removed it. I savored my tiny freedom, rotating my head, at last free of the heavy weight. I heard Sam ask John, “Which one?” Collars, I guess.

John said, “That one.”

Sam replied, “Good choice. Top of the line and gives better control. The app has a lot of functions.” There was the sound of pages turning.

John said, “Just what I want.” Then I heard a grinding noise, it went on for a few minutes with variations in pitch. Then I felt him put a new collar on my neck and move it around. Testing for fit, probably.

Sam said, “Good. Take her over to the vise.”

John held my arm and guided me a few feet. One of them slid a stool under my bottom and  John said, “Sit and lean forward. I’ll guide you,” and he did then Sam, probably, turned my head to the left, closed the vise on my collar, and one of them draped a heavy leather sheet over my shoulders and I heard a rapid series of tiny sizzling-pops. Followed by another grinding noise. They released the vise, turned my head to the right and the noises repeated. When they released me, I wore John’s collar, but it wasn’t locked. It was permanent, something I couldn’t remove with a key.

I felt the police cuffs removed and, starting with my left hand, a wide band of metal was fitted around my wrist, squeezed closed by the vise and sealed with that same rapid-fire noise. It was startling but I felt nothing. When they did my right wrist, I heard the clatter of a chain and wondered if my wrists would be joined. How much chain would I have? It sounded like more than a few links. I was surprised when he just locked my wrist cuffs together in front of me.

One of them picked me up and lay me on my back on a hard surface covered with a thick blanket. I was grateful for the blanket. I was still wearing the white high heels given me for the auction. He held cuffs around my ankles to see if they fit, changed them a few times then that rapid-fire sizzling as the snug bands were fastened around my ankles. After they finished with the band on my left ankle, I again heard the clatter of a chain. I felt them fasten the chain between my ankles. So I was to be hobbled. Permanently? After my ankles were joined by the chain, I was lifted down and stood and stood on my white heels.

Sam asked John, “If I can have your cell phone, I’ll set up the app for you.”

My hand were unlocked, relocked behind me, my hood was removed, and I blinked in the bright light. John had removed the hood and was standing in front of me Sam was seated at the bench working with John’s phone. John clipped the leash on my collar. And led me to a wall-mounted mirror. My hair was mussed and my lipstick smeared. I stared at myself, the picture of an enslaved woman. My new collar was silver, but just as demeaning as the red police one.

I looked down at my shackled feet and inspected my fetters. They were light and appeared strong and smoothly professional. The shiny, silver bands were two inches high and an eight of an inch thick. There was a small, thick staple on the inside holding the chain. With my heels shoulder width apart, the chain barely touched the floor. Too short for a normal stride, but long enough I could walk normally. Kicking was out of the question and running severely curtailed. Sex was unhampered. The two men watched me as I inspected my restraints. I said, “You don’t need these, Sir. I’m not going to try and escape, but this is high quality work. It’s almost like jewelry.” I was going to try and work with my owner and stay in his good graces. “Why did you choose this setup for me? You must have had many options.”

John replied, “Sam is the best in the state. His work is top notch. Why? Because this is the standard set up for Wildwood Farms and you need to fit in there.”

Damn. So Sue is probably fixed this way, too. “Sir, is there some reason my ankle chain is so short? I’m going to be very slow, or is that why?”

Sam answered, “All the Wildwood girls have the same setup. I take it you’re not familiar with Wildwood?”

John answered for me, “No. I haven’t told her yet. I’ll take her out later so she can see what it’s like. Jan will stay there when I’m busy or away, sort of a daycare setup. She’s nervous because Angela came to the auction and scared her. I outbid Angela and she agreed to let Jan be a daytime pack bitch.”

Pack bitch? I hadn’t heard that term before, “Sir, what’s a pack bitch?”

John answered, Wildwood Farms is a hunt club. Their girls are trained in puppy play. Every now and then they hold a hunt. The girls are the prey, Hunters on horseback hunt them with the help of dogs. It’s very popular with the horsey crowd. The girls are called pack bitches  because they are in a girl pack and are female. Let’s go.”

Sam came over and handed the phone to John. They both looked at the screen and Sam said, “The app is called ‘Control’ and its interface is intuitive. I’ve set the free distance to ten feet to start. Here’s the manual and this is a separate controller in case you want someone else to manager her,” he handed a small black object like a TV remote to John who dropped it in a pocket.

“With this, the leash is mainly psychological,” Sam finished.

I forced myself to smile at John, like I enjoyed being on his leash.

John gave me a crooked smile in return and led me to the front of the store. He gave the woman a credit card and let me read the bill, less than five hundred dollars, parts, and labor to put me in chains and a collar. I was shocked how little it cost to remove my freedom. She put a cloth shopping bag on the counter with a thud. John carried it out to the car, leading me on the leash.

Two teenage girls stopped and watched me cross the sidewalk. They both giggled and one said to the other, “She belongs to him. He can spank her whenever he wants.”

I thought they looked envious. They stood there and watched me until John drove off. I said, “I’ll bet you can get those two for free whenever you ask.”

He didn’t say anything, but a half smile turned the corner of his mouth up, I stole glances at him as he drove, His profile was outstanding, all jawline and strong chin.

He drove us out of town a few miles and turned onto a paved driveway. The driveway wound through a small forest that open into a lush green lawn surrounding an old design house that looked to be in great shape. There was a detached four-car garage and a small barn. I could see a few acres of pasture behind the house. It was isolated and far from anyone. Just right for keeping a slave girl, whether legal or not.

He stopped in front of the house, got me out and took me and the bag inside. He closed the door, plunging us into velvet night, heavy with oak and magnolia. He turned on a light took, out a crop from a closet, and ordered, “Kneel. Kiss my feet and tell me what you are.”

His voice was harsh and commanding. I dropped to my knees and wondered if I had done something to annoy him. I looked at his shoes. They were a rich Italian leather. I bent over and kissed his left shoe, a peck in the center in front of the tongue. Repeat on the right. I remembered the rest of his command and said, “I am your bond servant, sir.”

“What else,” he asked.

“I am your property for one year, sir.”

The unexpected stroke of the crop on my ass was startling and I gasped.

“Is there more?”

“I am your sex slave and your servant, sir.”

“Good. What will you do?”

“I will explicitly obey you and be respectful at all times.”

“Also good, what is your duty?”

“I must serve you and give you pleasure, sir.”

“Now lick my shoes. Long slow licks with your tongue from the toe to the heel, both sides, both feet. Repeat until I tell you to stop.”

I looked up at him in shock. His gaze was firm and unforgiving. He was tapping the end of his crop against his palm.

The message was clear: obey or suffer. I obeyed and realized he had given me his first lesson in submission. He made me lick both shoes twice. They tasted of leather and lanolin and dirt.

“Enough. Stand up. Display.”

I stood, arched my back, spread my legs as wide as I could, thrust my breasts out and smiled.

I felt his big hand grasp the ring on the front of my collar. He pushed me slowly back into a wall, put his face close to mine and said, “I have high hopes for you. I expect perfection and great pleasure from you. I will give you pain when you fail or when you need it and more pleasure than you have ever had before when I want.  Remember you owe me pleasure but I only owe you control. Are we clear?” His tone was intense and hot. He grasped my hair and forced my head back, to look direct in his face, inches from mine.

“Yes, sir, very clear. I will not fail you.”

His kiss was hot and hard. He forced his tongue in my mouth and explored his new property thoroughly. I matched his eagerness but relinquished all control. I melted against him, savoring his strength and knew he was my master.

My prisoned hands sent shocks down to my center. His hot mouth found my neck, sucking hard. His bite sent exquisite shocks into me. I was wet, wetter than ever before. My heart was pounding. I thrust my breasts and bely into him, savoring his solid strength.

He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back. He kissed me fiercely, again, and pulled away. His voice was low and spoke into my mouth, “You are my little sex toy and you will obey every command.”

It should have been a turnoff. It was so hardcore and misogynistic, but it was incredibly erotic. Two weeks ago it would have been horrible, now it was the truth and so very hot.

He ordered, “Turn around. Face the wall. Don’t look around.” He held my collar as I pivoted. “Keep your face against the wall. Don’t move. I am getting a condom.”

I answered, “Yes, Sir,” and held my forehead against the wall as he slipped away. I turned my head to try and glimpse my surroundings. My eyes had adapted to the light, but it was dark beyond the foyer. I could make out shapes, uncluttered furniture, sleek lines, and bare tabletops.

”I told you not to look,” his voice said, harshly, in my ear. He could move like a cat. I started. I felt a hard, stinging slap on my bare ass, then another, and another, each harder than the last, the burn lingering long after the impact. “You need to learn to follow directions.” I felt him hard behind me.

He wrapped his hand around my neck, over my collar. My chin rested on him. “Stand on tiptoes and spread your knees wide,” he whispered in my ear. “I’m going to use your beautiful body every way I want.

His words made me even wetter and his warm breath made it even more erotic. It focused my entire being on my sex. I stretched as high as I could, reaching for the sky, thrusting up on my toes. I felt him enter me from behind and his hand on my collar push me down until I felt an incomparable mixture of pleasure and pain explode together in me. I cried out with pain mixed with the most satisfying sensation. He was big and I was completely filled. He was skilled and strong. His hand reached around me and stroked my clit. I came hard and fast and he was right behind me. I heard his breathing change as he came in me, just as hard.

When our breathing slowed, he turned me around and, very close, evaluated me, “Very responsive, great body, we just need to work on obedience a little.”

He was right. I had never been good at following orders. I always tested my parents, my lovers, my friends, my employers. Now I was filled with bliss from the wonderful sex, pheromones and endorphins were fogging my mind. All I wanted was to serve John, my MASTER. I wanted to be his perfect slave. “How shall we start, master?”

“You will earn your keep. I will give you tasks that are useful to me. I will enjoy tightly controlling you. Every infraction will be instantly punished, but sometimes I will punish you for our pleasure.”

He turned on a light and I saw we were in the living room. He was fully dressed again and I was still naked and in chains. He took hold of my leash and gently pulled me to him, ‘I love having you on a leash,” kissed me and led me into the kitchen. It was modern with appliances stowed away in garages and a lot of open counter space, a four-door refrigerator and two sinks. He must like to cook, too. He said, “You will cook when we’re both here, so I’ll show you where I keep things.” He led me around the kitchen, opening cupboards and drawers so I could see in, and describing the contents. Below the counter it was mostly drawers, cabinets above. There was a walk-in pantry. I saw several shiny, sturdy ringbolts at several places on the walls. Had he had a girl before me or were these in preparation for winning my auction? I put a hand on one as we passed, “John, were these newly installed for me?”

He looked at the bolt and answered, “Just for you, Kitten. I’ve never had cause to keep a woman from straying before. You have created a new set of emotions and actions for me.”

I was pleased I was his first. I wondered if I could influence him to keep me here and not leave me at Wildwood. We looked at each other and I spoke, “I’ve never been domestic, and I’ve never been a slave. These past two weeks have changed me. I’m glad you own me. I want you to tame me. I want to cook and do housework for you. I want you to control me and ravish me every day. Kiss me, please.”

We kissed, long and hard, then he broke the kiss and said, “I’ll show you the rest of the house, then we need to leave to get you to Wildwood on time for your introduction.”

I wheedled, “Are you sure you want to keep me there. I’ll be fine here. I won’t run away, I promise.”

He looked at me with a rather grim smile, took hold of my leash and led me to a sturdy, straight-backed chair, sat down and pulled me onto his lap, face down. He threw one leg over me to hold me in place, grasped my cuffed wrists, and told me, calmly, “Bond maids are not permitted choices or modesty. You can question my decisions only when you have convincing evidence that my decision is incorrect. You are not to try to persuade me to your preference.” Then he spanked me. The first blow startled me with it’s strength. It felt like I was hit with a big stick. The pain was like fire and I felt my skin compress below his hand and swell beyond it. I squealed as the wind gushed out of me. I felt my left buttock undulate with the force. My entire body spasmed with the shock, I begged, “Please don’t hit me. I didn’t know. I won’t do it again.”

John, calmly said, “Count the blows, thank me for them, ask for another. You shall receive six. If you make a mistake, I will start over. Start now.”

I was sobbing with the pain. I tried to control my voice, “O…one, th…thank you mm...master, may I pl…please have an…another?”

Smack.

I repeated my mantra at each blow and it seemed to help. The following blows were not a earth-shattering. They still hurt but really, they just spread the initial fire throughout my body. It was on five or six that I felt moisture on my cunt and realized I was aroused. I had thought earlier I was a closet masochist, but maybe it was just because my master was correcting me.

I must have done well because after the sixth blow he released me. I knelt at his feet trying hard to display well and told him, “I’m sorry, master. Girls are taught that men will try to please them if they smile and use their bodies well.”

His reply was from the attorney, not the man, “You will have to unlearn many things. This was an easy correction. I will try to give you corrections as soon as possible after infractions. Remember that punishments can be much more severe than a pink bottom. One more thing you should know. Your collar is more advanced than the police one. I can control you from a distance. When you misbehave, I can give you a shock from weak to intense. It also has an electronic leash. If you get more than a set distance away from me or from a location I select, it will shock you, getting more intense the further away you go. There are more functions but I need to read the manual first.”

“Sir, that’s terrible. You are treating me like a dog.”

“A beautiful, strong-willed, intelligent woman who needs to learn to obey. I expect you to test your limits and try to expand them. That’s one of the reasons you’re spending time at Wildwood.”


Chapter  5  :  Susan

I followed my ‘Owner’ out of the police station. She put me in the second seat of a long passenger van, put the seat belt on me and locked my ankle chain to a ringbolt in the floor. She dropped the leash in my lap and told me, “We’re going to stop and get your restraints changed then I’ll take you to the farm.”

She had already taught me how to respond, “Yes, Mistress.”

She drove for a half hour, out of town, through farmland and into a neighboring town. She stopped in front of a store whose sign read “Delta Locksmiths Bond Servants a Specialty.” Great. I guess will be better off with a specialist than a part-timer. All I can hope for I that I’m comfortable.

She got me out and led me inside. A woman at the front counter greeted her, “Hi Angela. New girl I see. The usual?”

Angela was all business, “Hi Marge, Yes, please and ask Billy to hurry. I’ll wait for her,” she handed my leash to Marge and I followed her into the back room. A man was there working on something on a workbench. He was young and well-muscled. He looked up as we approached and smiled at me. She handed him my leash and said, “New girl for Wildwood. Angela is waiting for her, so please start right away.”

He answered, Right, usual package?”

“”Yes. Please hurry,” and she went back to the front office.

Billy looked me over and asked, “How long?”

“How did you know, master?”

“”Bruises on your breasts and you’re wearing a police collar and cuffs. You’re not the first.”

“One year, master.”

“You’re not going to give me any trouble, are you?”

“No. I’m through with trouble, master.”

He said, “OK, this won’t hurt.” He picked up the end of a chain bolted to the workbench, wrapped it around my neck and locked it in a loose loop that hung below the police collar. He picked up a padded, leather blindfold and buckled it snugly over my face. It was very effective, I could see not a trace of light.

I heard him moving around and , with a jingle of keys, he unlocked and removed the police collar. He measured my neck and walked away. In a few minutes he returned and fit another collar on me. It was cold and heavy, with rounded edges, about the same height as the police one, it would make me hold my head up.

He said, “Good fit. I’m going to move you, just follow my lead.”

I said, “Yes, Master.” He moved me forward a few feet then had me bend over. Something slid between my neck and the collar.

Billy pushed a rivet through the pre-drilled holes in the collar flanges, put the flange on the anvil and held her in place with one hand while he flattened the rivet. He added a second rivet and beat it flat then pulled Sue up and back a couple of feet. He told her, “Done with the collar.” Working steadily he replaced her handcuffs with riveted cuffs and locked them behind her. He riveted cuffs on her ankles and joined them with a length of chain. He removed the chain around her neck, removed the blindfold, replaced the leash, and led her to a mirror.

She saw her new collar was engraved with “Property of Wildwood Farms,” a telephone number and address. It was thick chrome plated steel and looked strong enough to hold an elephant.

Sue said, “This chain is shorter than the police one, master. I won’t be able to walk very fast.”

Billy replied, “I know, but that’s what Angela requested. Apparently, speed is not important. You’ll notice the chain has locks built into the ends. They can be unlocked if your master wishes. They are for hunts.”

“Hunts, master?”

“You’ll see. It’s fun for everyone.”

He led me back out to Angela, I had to walk slowly for fear of tripping.

She took the leash from Billy, thanked him, and led me out and put me in the van.

It was a ten-minute drive before she pulled through a white arch announcing Wildwood Farms. It sported a silhouette of a woman running on hands and feet with a springy tail above her bottom. The long driveway was paved and wide. The imposing building reminded me of a European castle. We drove through a large opening in the side of the building into a paved central courtyard. A columned portico rose the full three-story height of the main building, surrounded by many windows. Curving two-story corridors connected it to two wings, each with its own courtyard or patio protected by high walls pierced by different sized archways. Through the corridors she could see rolling meadows, copses  and a large barn.

She came to my door and got me out and stood me facing the portico. I noticed a riding crop dangling from her belt. She said proudly, “This is what you belong to now.” Sue shivered as she perused the building before her. How many eyes were watching her through those windows? Her nakedness in jail, on display, and in the auction had begun to feel natural, but these imposing surroundings emphasized her humiliating state. She led me around the side of the building to a door. A tall fence with  large double gates lay beyond the door. The sound of yapping dogs came from beyond the gate.

A young boy came through the gates and approached us. He looked me up and down with candid interest, making me turn my face away and clench my thighs together in a vain attempt to conceal my bare pubes.

Angela’s crop flicked across the back of my thighs. “Stand straight! Legs spread! Let the boy look at you. Modesty is not permitted to Packgirls. Get used to it.”

Sue displayed herself as ordered, “Yes, mistress.”

“She’s awfully brown, Miss Angela. Is she from around here?” the boy asked

“She’s from California. Girls there lay in the sun to get a good tan,” Angela told him.

She opened the door with a key and led me inside. We were in a long corridor with several doors, and she took me in the first door on the right, labeled ‘Office.’ I saw a large wooden desk with some papers and a laptop computer. There were filing cabinets on one wall, a credenza with coffee service, a table with a printer, and two windows. A young woman was standing by the desk looking in a folder. She was wearing tight jeans with a leather belt, a white blouse, brown ankle boots, and she had a riding crop hung on her belt. A plastic name tag on her blouse read ‘R. Hensley. She looked me over with the same frank gaze as the boy. Naked, chained women were routine.

She spoke to Angela, “You got one. Good price?”

Angela replied, “Fair, Robin. Her name is Susan. Examine her and tell me what you think,” and handed Susan’s leash to Robin and tossed a blue folder on the desk.

Robin stepped close to Susan and told her, “Just relax girl,” and turned Susan’s head critically from side to side, as though inspecting a prize dog, causing Susan to see more of the room. What caught her eye was the pictures of naked girls in bridles and bits, some posed on all fours, others harnessed to carts or carriages.

Robin said, “She’s very pretty, average height.” She pinched the skin of Susan’s waist and opined, “Needs to lose a few pounds here.” She ran her hand over Susan’s loins and squatted to look at her sex and said, “Nice smooth skin, well-tanned, plump peach, well-shaped labia, recently shaved.”

Robin inserted two fingers in Susan’s slit, making her jump, and pulling them out and standing up, she exclaimed, “And look she’s already wet. She’s excited.”

Susan blushed bright red all over. She was shamed beyond measure. Her animal responses had betrayed her. Yes, she did find being helpless property deliciously erotic.

Robin cupped and squeezed Susan’s breasts, “Full, heavy breasts, resilient,” she took a nipple between thumb and forefinger and rolled it back and forth and Susan moaned in embarrassment as fer flesh reacted. “And big, well-shaped, responsive nipples.” She stepped behind Susan and examined her back, “Strong leg muscles, well defined and lovely round ass cheeks. Susan, are you a dancer or runner?”

Sue responded, “I run for exercise, mistress.”

Angela was standing in front of Susan during the examination, idly thumping her crop against her leg. Susan couldn’t help but notice Angela’s eyes were fixed on Robin rather than her with an expression of unrequited longing. Angela wanted Robin and Robin didn’t know!

Robin said, “She’ll be a fine pack girl, Angela. Do you want me to do her paperwork now?”

“Yes, please. Then measure her and get her ready for examination, but don’t start until I get back. I’ll go tell Mr. Phillips about the auction,” and she walked out.

Robin said, over here, please,” and walked to the desk. She slid a desk chair away from the side of the desk and tossed a pillow where it used to be. “Kneel here.”

Susan replied, “Yes, Mistress,” and knelt on the cushion.

Robin slipped the leash through a ring on the side of the desk and loosely knotted it then said, “Susan, Wildwood is a place where men and women stay for pleasure. Any guest may use and enjoy the finest examples of the female form. You are here to be used and enjoyed any way a guest wants. Your only job is to give the guests good sport and sexual pleasure. We only have a few rules and you must obey them. If you don’t, you’ll be punished and the punishment is up to your trainer. Our policy is to administer punishment as soon as possible. Girls learn faster that way and it prevents worse problems later. Pack girls are not allowed to use furniture without a direct order, and you should call me Miss Hensley. Only Angela is called ‘Mistress.’ Address any men you see as ‘Master.’ Obey every order you are given. That’s the basic rules. If you attempt escape, your sentence is doubled. No backtalk and address everyone with respect. Just do what you’re told and follow the other girls and you’ll do fine. Any questions?”

“No, Miss Hensley.”

Robin got a ledger book from a shelf, sat on the desk’s chair, opened, and read whatever was in the blue folder. She said, “I see you’re with us for a year,”  wrote in the ledger, closed it, and put the blue folder in a filing cabinet. She told me, “Here, you are number 11. You will respond to that number as well as your name. Understand?”

I replied, “Yes, Miss Hensley.”

She said, “When you meet Mr. Phillips, your actual owner, you need to greet him properly,” she slid a card over to me and said,’ Memorize this.” When I raised my eyes she said, “What did it say?”

I repeated the words and must have passed because she untied the leash, took me to a trestle and had me bend over one end. She said, “Don’t move a muscle. I’m going to stamp your number on your back and if you move and smear it, I’ll cane your ass so you won’t sit for a week. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Hensley.”

She fiddled with her equipment then returned and pressed the stamp onto my back, low, just above the crack of my ass. She pressed hard and held it there for a minute. When she removed it, she told me, “Good mark. I’ll let it dry for a minute now. It’s indelible so showering or sweating won’t damage it. You’ll be restamped once a month.”

After a few minutes she released me, and, taking the leash, led me to a painfully white and chrome room labeled, ‘Infirmary.’ let’s get you ready for examination,”

There were cupboards and shelves around the room with  panoply of chrome and plastic things on them. There was a wall of bars, like my jail cell, walling off the end of the room. There were two steel framed single beds in the cell. The table in the center of the room was chrome, festooned with rings, rods, and hoses. The top sloped with a narrow sunken channel in the middle ending in a drain. I looked cold and hard, and I was afraid I was going to be laying on it for my examination.

She stood me on a scale. Even with the collar and chains I only weighed one hundred and thirty pounds. There was a chain hanging from a hole in the ceiling. She cuffed my wrists together in front  and fastened my wrists to the chain, then pushed a button on the wall, making the chain retract until my hands were over my head but not pulled taut. She set her phone on a rolling table and started measuring me, calling out location and reading, like, “Left ankle, six point four,” and so on. She weighed my breasts using a scale hung from the overhead chain then sized them with a series of thin plastic cards with different size holes, finding the smallest one she could pull my breast through. Not comfortable, though she was gentle with me.

When she finished measuring, she released me from the chain and put me on my back on the table. It was very cold, but I was in no position to complain, besides what could I do about it. She put a broad strap over my torso, below my breasts and pulled it tight. She fastened my wrists to the top of the table, put another strap across my abdomen and pulled it tight, erected the stirrups, strapped my left foot in place, unlocked one end of the ankle chain and strapped my right foot in the other stirrup. She spread the stirrups wide until I felt my labia lips separating and locked them in place. I craned my neck to watch what she was doing.

Casually, like she did it all the time, she pulled up a rubber tube from the table with a thin, round, chrome tip. She turned a knob and water ran from the tip. She stuck a finger in the stream, and, apparently satisfied, turned off the water, and coated the tip with petroleum jelly. She inserted he tip in my anus and shoved a foot of hose into me. Warm water gushed in and filled me like a balloon. She filled me up and kept pumping water into me long after the water forced its way out around the hose that plugged her and gurgled away down the drain.

She said, “I’ll let it run until it comes out clean.” Eventually, she withdrew the hose, turned off the water, and cleaned the hose and tip. She called someone and said, “Susan is ready for examination,” listened briefly and hung up. She came over beside me  and said, “Don’t be nervous. This won’t hurt.” She got a jar of skin cream and rubbed it into my breasts and belly. I had to admit, it was relaxing.

Angela came in, stood close, and looked me over with lust in her eyes, She fondled my full breasts briefly and it felt good. She said, “It is going to be such fun breaking you. In two weeks you’re going to want to do anything I tell you.” She went to a cabinet, and returned with a stethoscope and a tray of other medical tools. She checked Susan’s ears, eyes, and throat, then put on the stethoscope. While she listened to Susan’s heart and lungs, Robin told her, “Angela’s a licensed nurse as well as chief trainer.

Angela finished with the stethoscope, stuck a thermometer in Susan’s rear, put on surgical gloves and inserted her fingers into Susan’s already spread vagina. She felt around , withdrew her fingers and said, “Normal there. She took out the thermometer and noted Susan’s normal temperature. A finger slid into Susan’s anus causing a tremble and a sharp inhale, “And there,” Angela said, “You are in excellent health.” Then to Robin, “Get the anal probe ready.”

Robin went to a cupboard and came back with a foot long, black rod. It had a ring on one end. It stepped up in thickness through six steps from a half-inch inch at the far end to three inches thick near the ring. Robin brought the evil-looking thing over, carefully coating it with petroleum jelly, and handed it to Angela.

Angela put the rounded, half inch end, up to Susan’s anus and applied pressure. It slid in easily. She told Susan, “Try to relax and let it enter easily. Think of it as a man you want to use you and let him in. If you tighten up it may hurt.”

I wasn’t an anal virgin, but I had only done it once and it was not satisfactory for either of us. I tried to relax and I must have been successful. Angela maintained a steady pressure. I moaned as the first step butted up against my sphincter and slowly forced its way inside me, opening me until the second section was inside. It was only moments until I felt the third step overpowering my anus and forcing me wider. It was a relief when the third section was sliding in deeper, no longer stretching me wider. My relief was short-lived as the fourth step reached my anus and started stretching me again. I tried to relax my sphincter muscle, but I had never consciously controlled it before. I didn’t know how.

Angela kept up a steady pressure and I stretched enough to accept the fourth and fifth steps, fully aware of how much I was being stretched. Finally, I reached my limit and screamed , “Enough, Mistress. I can’t take any more.”

Mercifully, she stopped pushing, and with the probe still in me, said, “Five steps without any training. She has an excellent hole, deep and wide.”

She slowly pulled the probe out, handed it to Robin, and asked me, “How are you feeling?”

“Scared, apprehensive. I’ve never been so helpless, so completely in other people’s control. I’m used to fending for myself and now I can’t even move.”

Angela smiled and said, “All true, but you’re also aroused, sexually excited by your position and helplessness. You’re wet and your nipples are engorged. You know a stranger can enter at any time and see you like his, perhaps touch you, and you would be powerless to stop them. She stripped off the gloves and ran her fingers around Susan’s loins and watched Susan’s skin tremble. She said, “Let go of your fears. You are a beautiful girl and everyone here will love you. You will be used by many people, expecting you to give them good sport and, in return you will experience more and stronger orgasms than ever before. You’ll find greater pleasure in sexual submission that you can imagine. For an entire year you will work and enjoy and learn how many ways you can be loved.” She put her tools away and used her phone to call out. All she said was, “We’re ready.”

In a moment, the door opened and an older man, dressed in a suit entered. Angela introduced him, “Susan, this is Mr. Phillips, the owner of Wildwood Farm, and your owner. You will address him as Master. Greet him now,” she ordered.

“Hello, Master. I’m glad to meet you. I am your obedient bond servant and hope to give good sport and be pleasing.”

He replied, “Hello Susan. I’m sure you will be an outstanding pack girl. I’m looking forward to seeing you run. Angela, go on with the exam.”

Angela stood at the foot of the table and said, “She’ll be ready in a minute,” and raised a panel from the bottom of the table. She handed a pair of wires to Robin who moved up beside my breasts, with the wires in her hand. Clamps closed on my labia and pulled them apart, presenting my private inner labia lips to the camera and my owner. Up close I could see that Robin’s two wires ended in a  loop of copper wire with a sliding ferrule to tighten the loop. She dropped one around my left nipple and snugged it down, not too tight. Then she put the other wire on my right nipple and tightened it.

I lifted my head and watched Robin, but there was no way I could see what Angela was doing. I felt her slide something narrow into my anus. It was thin and cold. Then Angela put a toothed clamp on each of my tender inner labia lips and slip another loop of wire over my exposed clitoris. Electrical stimulation? Did they want to force me to cum or was this another measurement? Were they going to shock me?

Angela looked at Mr. Phillips and said, “I’m using the standard level.”

Mr. Phillips agreed, “Good. Are we ready?”

Angela said let me start the recorder first. I hadn’t seen the unit, but it must have been there all along. She flipped a switch and a red light appeared on a unit hanging from the ceiling. She looked up to verify it was running then reached down and flipped a switch on her panel.

The electrical wires attached to me came to life. I screamed and jerked in surprise as the current flowed through me. It was not painful as I had feared, more like a TENS unit switching from one wire to another in a repeating pattern. The current ran down my body, pairs of electrodes triggered in sequence: nipples. Inner labia lips, clit, and anus, over and over, pulsing rapidly. Electric shocks stung my nipples, pectorals flexed and  breasts trembled. When my labia spasmed, my vagina muscles flexed and tried to close against the clamps holding it open. My sphincter tried to close around the probe as current flowed between it and my captured clitoris. The sensitive erogenous zones of my body were being forced into arousal.

I felt my arousal rising. My nipples swelled making the wires tighten and my belly started to tremble then grow to spasms. My breathing grew shallow and fast. They were forcing me to orgasm! Through slitted eyes I saw my audience staring at me with rapt, silent attention. I was the only thing on their mind. I had never had such close attention paid to me.

I struggled uselessly against my bonds, but the relentless rhythmic stimulation continued. My nipples strained against the now tight loops. My vagina was empty and wanted to be filled, expected a man inside me. My rectal muscles strained to hold on to the slim electrode plugging me. My gaping front hole contracted on emptiness. I cried out “Please,” but I didn’t say what. I knew I wanted for a man to  fuck me, but I was ashamed to say it. and I came with a scream, my spasming belly spraying my love juice onto Angela. I enjoyed a slow, descent into afterglow and went limp despite the current still pulsing through me.

Mr. Phillips exclaimed, “Less than a hundred seconds. She is very responsive. Susan will make a fine pack bitch, we’ll do field trials tomorrow morning.” Then he left.

Susan realized that they had recorded her forced orgasm. Anyone could watch it. She was briefly ashamed before she remembered she was a sex toy and she was not to blame for what they made her do. But still, she was strangely proud to be declared a ‘fine pack bitch,’ by her new owner. She resolved to make them sorry to lose her in a year. What would she do then? What was happening to Jan?

Susan was content to lay on the table as Robin took the electrical contacts off her, released the clamps on her labia, and put all the stimulation things away. She expected to be released, but Angela came back with a tray . She told her, “Just one more thing to do before we move on. Now don’t say a word.”

Susan replied, “Yes, Mistress. Can I know what’s going to happen now?”

“You are going to be pierced and ringed, just like all our pack girls. Now open wide,” and held a large, red ball gag to her mouth.

Susan opened her mouth to protest, but Angela slipped the gag into her mouth and buckled it in place. Robin lifted Susan’s head by her hair and slid a padded form under her then lowered her head, pushing down on her forehead until her head hit the bottom. A strap over her forehead immobilized her head.

Angela said, “I’ll start with her breasts.”

Susan watched helplessly as Robin’s gentle, skillful fingers begin to fondle her nipples. Susan willed them not to respond, but her tawny nipples engorged, growing hard and erect despite her every mental effort to prevent it as she was prepared for her first piercings.

Susan watched as Angela painted a cool liquid on her nipples, labia lips and inside her nostrils. She remembered Angela was a nurse and wondered if nurses were experienced with piercing.

Angela took a red-hot needle with a wooden handle out of an electric brazier and with a swift poke placed a cauterized hole in the base of Susan’s left nipple. Susan squealed at the unexpected pain, but the physical pain was brief and insignificant compared to her mental anguish. She struggled against her bonds futilely. Angela withdrew the needle and put it in a metal bowl.

Angels pierced Susan’s right nipple and both labia lips in quick succession and put the used needles in the bowl. She took a metal form out of the tray and handed it to Robin. The device was made of steel, shaped like a covering for a nose, with a curved tube projecting down at an angle from up inside both nostrils. The two tubes formed a part of a circle with the center removed. Robin held Susan’s head down with one hand and held the form over her nose. The tubes reached a half inch up into her nose, almost touching the cartilage of her septum.

Angela had retrieved the fifth needle from the brazier, a curved one, this time. She inserted the tip into one of the nose tubes and shoved it through Susan’s septum and into the other tube.  Susan bucked and squealed with sudden understanding she was going to wear a nose ring. Angela withdrew the needle and dropped it in the bowl with the others. Robin put the nose form into the bowl. Susan was sobbing quietly into her gag.

Angela took gold rings, thick, heavy, and open out of the tray and, one by one, closed them in Susan’s flesh. Susan could hear the faint clicking of internal locks engaging when each ring was closed. Angela put her tools away while Robin was releasing Susan. While Susan was sitting up on the edge of the table, Angela drew two blood samples from her arm and commented, “We run lab tests on all the girls regularly to ensure they haven’t picked up anything. You’ll get good medical and dental care while you’re here.”

When Robin had her standing and leashed, she led her to a full-length mirror. Susan saw herself as a slave girl for the first time. The rings were thick gold, and large. Her nose ring hung down to her upper lip and all the others were identical. They swayed erotically as she moved, sending jolts of arousal coursing through her. She realized this was how she would appear to others: a naked white girl, collared, chained like a slave, and ringed like an animal. She could be fastened or restrained by everything she wore. She could be easily controlled by any child who simply got a finger through a ring. Clearly everything they had put on her was to shame her and make her docile. Well, it worked. I wouldn’t say boo to anyone, of any age.

Robin led me further down the hall to a door labeled ‘harness and Tack.’ The room was rich with the odors of leather, polish, metal, and oil. The walls were covered with racks, hooks, and shelves, all neatly labelled, and holding straps, rod, buckles and chains, all shaped to harness, restrain and guide female bodies.

She led me in, pointed to the floor in the middle of the room and ordered, ”Kneel there, spread your knees as wide as you can, and clasp your hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed and replied, “Yes, Miss. Hensley.

She went to a workbench and used a hammer and punches for a few minutes. She showed me a round metal disk on which she had stamped, “SUSAN  NO.11.” She used a large pair of pliers  to attach it to the front ring of my collar with a thick metal ring. She pointed to a nearby table and ordered, “Sit on the end of the table.”

I said, “Yes, Miss Hensley,” and climbed up onto the end.

She took down a pair of black ankle boots with enormous wedge-soles over six inches high, with shin and knee guards. Robin slipped them on my feet and buckled them in place. I discovered they were very light and thin except for the reinforced toecaps, obviously designed for heavy use.

She ordered, “Hold your hands out straight, palms down, fingers pointed.”

I obeyed, “Yes, Miss Hensley.”

She put black gloves on my hands. They had a thick pad, very stiff on the palms. Once she buckled them in place, I was unable to bend my fingers or thumbs at all. I had lost all dexterity. I no longer had opposable thumbs. I couldn’t remove them by myself or do any dexterous tasks. She surprised me by removing the lock from my wrist cuffs and  the chain from my ankles. I was free to move!

“Get down, Susan,” she ordered

“Yes, Miss Hensley,” I slid off the table and found the extreme wedge heels on my new boots made it impossible to walk upright. I was forced to drop onto all fours. Suddenly I knew the function of the gloves, shin pads, boots and the broad collar that graced my neck. From now on this was how I would move about. She picked up the end of the leash that still dangled from my collar and led me around the room a few times. I quickly learned to coordinate my legs and hands, but I was quite clumsy with this new mode of walking and never achieved my maximum stride.

She stopped and said, “Kneel. Posture.”

I replied, “Yes, Miss Hensley,” and knelt up, spreading my knees arching my back and thrusting my breasts out.

She looked at me, “Pretty good, remember to smile.”

I repeated my mantra and smiled, though I didn’t feel like it.

She went to a cupboard and rummaged around in it before returning with a springy hound’s tail, covered in hair close to my color and ending in a conical pug over an inch in diameter. She was coating it in petroleum jelly as she walked back to me.

She said, “Put your forehead on the floor and your ass in the air so I can fit your tail.”

This was too much. I froze and said, “No, please,” and turned to face her.

She picked up my lease and drug me to a wall. She clipped my new nose ring to a wall ring and told me, “Disobedience and talking back earns you six strokes. Move or talk and the penalty increases. On all fours. Now!”

Sobbing, I obeyed and there was a swish of displaced air and I yelped as a line of fire burned its way across my bottom cheeks. We have orders to be firm with pack girls, we must instantly punish all violations, exactly the same for all of you…” Another swish and smack on skin, forcing another yelp from Susan. “The girls respect it and it’s kinder in the end…” Swish, smack. Susan’s buttocks were glowing pink between the scarlet stripes, clenching against the blows. “A few light strokes now may save them the whip in the future…” Susan’s ass bobbed and swayed but couldn’t evade the agile crop.

She cropped me six times on my ass. It hurt, oh how it hurt. I squealed at every stroke. I couldn’t even reach my burning ass to sooth it. When she was finished, she let me stand for a minute then held the tail close to my face and said, “This is your tail. Every packgirl wears one. Now kiss it and beg me to fit yours.”

“I blubbered, “Y---Yes, Miss Hensley. Please fit me with my tail. I will wear it proudly.” I kissed it all along its length. She inserted the rubber plug into my anus. It plopped in place’ stood upright like a proud hound’s tail, and wagged as I moved. A very strange feeling, but not unpleasant. The bobbing motion of my tail worked the plug in my recently stimulated anus made it impossible to ignore what I now was. My bottom burned and I felt stupid. I had been warned and objected to the tail only because I thought it would be demeaning. I was a bondmaid now and of course I was already at the bottom. My right to self determination had been forfeited because I hurt someone. I had better start thinking like a packgirl.

She led me to a door marked ‘Kennels’ and used a key to open it.

The room was long and narrow. Light streamed in through large, barred skylights. The walls were white-washed concrete and the floor was concrete covered with fiber matting. It faintly resembled a locker room. The longest wall had two tiers of kennels: each a square three by three-foot opening fitted with a barred gate, hinged at the top, all of them open now. There was a narrow metal balcony to access the upper tier with a metal stairway at each end. The wall facing the kennels had hooks, racks, shelves, and what looked like medicine cabinets with mirrored doors. Harnesses, boots, bedding, and towels filled many spaces. Set in the floor between the two walls were sturdy benches.

As Miss Hensley led me down the room, I inspected the kennels, Bare concrete walls and floor, seven feet long, three feet high, and four feet wide.  Not the Hilton, but perfectly designed to make sure we wouldn’t stray. She led me along the wall to stop in front of one with the number eleven on a brass plaque over the barred gate.

She explained, “This will be your kennel. Everything assigned to you will be hung on the numbered rack opposite it. The cabinet is for your grooming things, soap, brush, comb, makeup, and so forth. You will keep it neat and organized at all times. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Hensley,” and it was.

She led me further along and showed me a communal washroom with a wall of shower nozzles, ground level drinking fountains, and washbasins with mirrors. One wall was lined with sets of small, low, double doors, barely big enough for a person to crawl through. She said, “This is your washroom. When you need to eliminate, ask one of the girls to show you how.”

She led me further and stopped in front of an outside door with a pair of  double hinged doors set in its bottom half. She removed the leash from my nose ring and said, “You’ll wait in the pound until dinner. There are a few girls in there already and the others will arrive shortly,” she pointed at the door and tapped my sore bottom with her crop to speed me along.

I got on my feet and hands and clumsily moved forward. I cautiously pushed the doors open with my head. The packgirl doors were double hung and had light springs. They opened easily and the springs creaked softly as they opened. I crawled through the low doors with my head high, curious and a little apprehensive and the springs creaked again as the doors closed behind me. Outside the door was a grassy yard with several small shade trees surrounded on three sides by a tall chain link fence. In the distance was an open paddock, acres of pasture with a forest in the distance. I saw four girls lounging on the grass near the door. I was briefly ashamed to be seen as I was, but saw they were all fitted out exactly like me, complete with my new set of gold rings. My new pack!

I continued out the doors onto the lawn and looked around. All of the girls got up and ran to me. Ran wasn’t the right word. They moved faster than a walk, but slower than a run. Was ‘Canter’ a good word for this? I admired their speed and grace and admired their sleek forms and the natural beauty of their breasts swaying free as they came to me. How long will it take me to learn to move like them?

The girls advanced on a line abreast and were of various hues from a girl so black her skin was almost purple to a pale Scandinavian type with long pale blonde hair in a braid to her waist. Like me, their wagging tails matched their hair color. All of them were young, fit, and attractive. Their posture accentuated the weight and mobility of their bouncing, swaying breasts. I hoped I would look as good when I learned to move like them.

They circled slowly around me, looking me over, talking about me as if I couldn’t hear them. I was reminded of my first day at school when all the other children tried to figure me out.

“Tan all over,” the first one said.

“Not from around here,” the second said.

The Scandinavian hued girl peered at her nametag and said, “ Susan. She’s the new number eleven. Do you speak English, Susan?”

“Very well, thanks,” said Susan. At least she could talk to her new peers and learn about this unique place where women were legal sex toys.

“Why are you here?” a red head with pale skin and green eyes asked. Her nametag read Erin and her number was fifteen.

“What do you mean?”

“Did you volunteer or did you get in trouble?”

The black girl, Nylla, number nine, said quickly, “You don’t have to tell if you don’t want to.”

I had to quell my impulse to tell all. I was sure many of the packgirls had similar tales, besides, I needed to learn more before exposing myself. “It’s not important, we look pretty equal now.”

Nylla said, “Right, first time I was on the same level as a bunch of white girls. We’re all on the bottom rung.”

I felt hair brush against my bottom and felt a nose in the crack between my ass cheeks.

I twisted around and sat back defensively on my haunches, glared at the blonde girl who had been sniffing me so intimately, “Stop that.”

The culprit jumped back at my sudden outburst. The other girls laughed.

I turned around and barked, “That wasn’t funny.”

Erin exclaimed, “You’re new here. Jill’s only being friendly. The master likes to see us sniffing at each other’s bottoms and cunts like real bitches. You’ll get used to it. We can’t very well shake hands.”

This was obviously an oft told joke, but they all laughed and I found myself laughing too. Jill and Nylla pressed up against each other, head to tail, rubbing and whining with gusto then each lifted a leg to the other could sniff their crotches with loud snuffles and sighs of pleasure. Then they fell on the grass, rolling and laughing.

Erin told me, “You’ll learn to do it too or you’ll feel Angela’s crop. She knows the master likes it. Where are you from?”

“California.”

“I’ve heard tales about California. Trees like feather dusters. Do you smell like us?”

I saw they were all watching me expectantly. After the last few weeks I didn’t have any modesty left in me. I got back on all fours and sidled into the group and lifted my leg. Nylla and Jill pressed gently against my side, heads to my tail while Erin and the other one circled to my rear. I felt ghostly breaths flitting across my inner thighs and soft folds of my newly ringed labia. Noses and cheeks and hair made fleeting contact with my flesh.

I realized Jill and Nylla’s bottoms were on either side of my head waiting for me to smell them. I peered over smooth buttocks to the deep crack between them. The steel mounts of their hairy tails ran between the cheeks and dove into the crinkled craters of their bottoms. It was with a thrill of excitement that I inhaled the warm scent that drifted from their crevices. They were distinctly different. Nylla’s had a bit of spice while Jill’s was honeyish.

Jill said, “She smells all spicy.”

The pound door creaked and a dozen pack girls streamed out. They saw me and soon I was surrounded by more than twenty jabbering girls. They swirled around me and I held still and let them smell me. I looked at their faces and name tags and smelled most of them. In ten busy minutes I had smelled so many subtly varying aromas that they ran together in my mind. It  would take a little time before I could associate names, faces and smells.

Most of them had drifted away across the yard, only the original four were still close and we talked. I wanted to know all about this place and what we did here, what were the rules, beyond the minimal Miss Hensley had given me. It turned out that all four were intimately familiar with Hargrove and Storey and their punishment yard. We spent some time relating our experiences there. I had felt pressure building for a few minutes before I asked, “I need to visit the little girl’s room. I was told to ask one of you how.”

Jill said, “I’ll show you, follow me.” She led me back inside and into the bathroom, pointed to the row of small double doors and said, “Squat in front of the door with your number over it, that’s the one you must use. Back into it, it’ll swing open, and sit on the toilet seat.”

I looked at the doors more closely. There were nine of them, painted Yellow, narrow and short, top arched. I saw the one with 10-11-12 over it and asked, “How do we manage with these things on?”

“Just sit down and it’ll be taken care of. Don’t worry, we  all use them.”

“Why do we have to use specific doors?”

It saves time when there’s a rush and records are easier to keep.”

What records?”

“Mr. Phillips insists all pack girls are kept regular. If you don’t have a normal bowel movement onca a day, you’re purged. Just sit down and poop.”

I followed her directions and backed against the doors. They were lightly sprung opened easily, ringing a bell somewhere. The opening was just wide enough for my bottom to enter reach the toilet seat.  I sat on it and discovered it was only the front half of a toilet seat and my ass hung out over open space. As soon as I put my weight on the seat a curved metal rod slipped around my waist and clicked into place. I tried to stand up but I was locked in place.  Alarmed I looked at Jill.

“Relax and the pot boy will take care of you.”

“Who?” but she felt experienced hands spreading her buttocks and easing her tail out with a sucking noise. “I’m supposed to relieve myself with an unknown boy watching me?”

Jill said, “He’ll make a record of your number, the date and time, and your performance. He won’t let you up until you’ve pooped.”

As she was talking, Susan felt her tail eased out and a finger circling her anus. “I don’t need to go now.”

Fingers pinched the soft underside of her left buttock.

“We aren’t permitted modesty and he’s seen every one of us hundreds of times. Don’t think about, just relax and poop.”

Unseen fingers tickled Susan’s anus while a hand slid around her waist and depressed her lower stomach, causing her internal muscles to contract. She was completely at his mercy. A finger slipped into her slit and tickled her pee hole. Susan lost control and water flowed from her. Realizing she was defeated, she relaxed and cooperated with her body’s needs.

When she was empty and thoroughly wiped clean, front and back, the nozzle of a hose slipped into her anus and warm water flowed into her. She was flushed for several minutes.

Jill reassured her, “We need to be perfectly clean inside in case anybody wants to use our bottoms.”

The flow stopped, the hose withdrawn, a thin pipe was inserted and oil was squirted into her bottom. The cleaned tail was reinserted and the long bolt drawn back. Susan shakily got back onto her feet and paws and trotted clear, the doors closed by the time she looked and she was disappointed she couldn’t see who had serviced her so professionally. Whoever he was, no matter how old, he was an expert on female anatomy and physiological responses.

Jill and I went back out to the pound and rejoined our group. I quizzed them on what I could expect . Unsurprisingly they thought I would be on the evening service list because I was new and Mr. Phillips usually took new girls to bed their first night.

We were interrupted by the sounds of the big door opening and two women walked out and came toward us. They were clothed and walking upright, trainers or guests?. They were both carrying leashes and had crops hanging from their belts. They must be trainers. The other girls immediately faced the women, sat back on their haunches, with their boot soles flat on the ground, leaning on stiff arms, faces tilted up, and breasts thrust forward, just like a dog on alert.

Nylla hissed, “Copy us.”  Susan quickly copied them.

“Wriggle your bottom and make your tail wag,” Nylla continued, already doing so long with the other bitches.

Susan copied her, feeling the springy tail swing side to side and the plug pulsing in her bottom. She tried to ignore the spectacle she was making.

As the women approached, Nylla hissed, “Don’t talk if you can avoid it. Just nod or shake your head.”

As the women approached, all the bitches were silent, the picture of erotic creatures awaiting their mistresses attention, Susan did the same, feeling a knot of anticipation and excitement growing in her belly, very aware of Nylla’s hot body next to her.

One of the women, whose name tag read, “S. Storey,” Storey? Came to me, clipped her leash on my nose ring and said, “Come,” turned back to the building, and started walking. I dropped to my hands and feet and followed, intensely aware of the need to match her speed or suffer a lot of pain. I was grateful she walked slowly. I couldn’t turn my head so it was only when I was back inside, I learned the other trainer had brought Erin inside.

They took us to a largely empty, carpeted room. It had a few couches, tables, and chairs scattered about in conversation groups , leaving most of the room otherwise empty. They knelt us side by side, close to a wall, facing the empty center of the room, and Trainer Story addressed me, “Our packgirls spend most of their free time as puppies. You need to learn puppy play. Erin will demonstrate and you will copy her,” They removed our leashes.

Storey said, “Susan, I see you’ve already learned the alert position. Nylla: beg.”

Nylla sat back on her heels, back straight and knees spread wide. She tucked her elbows in, used the backs of her pawed hands to lift the bottoms of her breasts and squeeze them together, opened her mouth wide, stuck her tongue out limply, and began to pant, rapidly, the very image of a bitch waiting for her mistress to toss her a treat. Her nipples were erect.

Susan was appalled at the humiliating stance but remembered the punishment for disobedience and copied it. As if turning a switch, Susan found her own nipples were growing hard and swollen. She wanted to hide them for betraying her feelings but dared not move. Storey inspected her critically. “Spread your knees wider, head up, smile proudly… that’s better. That is the ‘Beg’ position. Remember it. Nylla: display.”

They rolled forward onto hands and knees, backs dipped, chins lifted, legs apart. Susan had seen dogs on examination tables at shows posed like this. We are girls being treated as bitches, she thought, humiliated, and exhilarated.

Storey ran her hand between Susan’s legs and stuck a finger in her slit, feeling the moisture Susan was so aware of.

“Good, you should be wet now. Legs wider. Nylla: back”

Nylla instantly rolled onto her back, arms raised, palms up in the surrender position, back arched to raise her breasts. She drew up her legs and spread her knees until the big tendons of her inner thighs were taut. Her mound of Venus was stretched open, showing glistening pink lips.

Susan quailed at the erotic display of her beautiful body then slowly copied her. The two women stood beside them and looked down with approval. Storey told them, “Remember you are here to be used and enjoyed. Smile at your users. Nylla: front.”

Susan watched Nylla roll over onto her stomach, bending and spreading her legs to lay flat, she rested her elbows on the floor, lifting her shoulders, her forearms stretched out in front, her breasts jutting out proudly before her. It was the position of a bitch before a fire, or the Sphinx. Susan copied her action and lay on her belly beside Nylla. She adjusted her position, raising her head higher, stretching her hands out further as Storey watched, finally instructing, “Knees wider and arch your back more.”

Susan said, “Yes, Miss Storey,” and complied.

“Nylla, submit.”

Susan watched as Nylla got up on wide-spread knees, put her forehead on the floor and extended her arms in front of her, offering her sex to whoever was behind her. Nylla’s arousal was strong in her nostrils.

Susan copied Nylla with a growing sense of exposure and helpless obedience that was both humiliating and terribly exciting. Her already moist sex began dripping and the smell of aroused females filled her head. She wanted to be ravished and recognized that her bondage and mindless obedience were remaking her into a helpless sex slave, and, right now, she was too excited to care. Without warning fingers slipped into her sex and stroked her. A moan emerged, unbidden, from her mouth and Susan instinctively thrust her hips backward, trying to force the intruder deeper.

The fingers were yanked out and a burning stripe of fire erupted across her ass. Storey said, “You weren’t given permission to move or make a sound.” Another burning stripe crossed her ass cheeks. Susan gasped at the pain as a third stroke crossed her bottom.

The other woman felt her nipples and reported, “Still full and hard.”

Storey  said, “Pain doesn’t deter arousal, it encourages obedience. How’s Nylla?”

Susan watched the other trainer slip some finger into Nylla’s slit and feel her nipples. She reported, “She’s in full arousal.”

Storey told Susan, “When you are ordered to a pose, don’t move. You are here to be used and enjoyed. Get used to being handled and don’t move unless ordered. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Storey. I was startled.”

Susan thought, “I was stupid. Of course girls like me will be explored.” She noted the fiery sting had gone, leaving a warm glow and she was as horny as ever. Miss Storey was right. Pain didn’t kill her arousal, it seemed to be stronger now.

Storey and the other woman walked around Nylla and Susan. At last Storey said, “Good. Much of the beauty of pack bitches is their graceful movement, their breasts swinging with  each step and their rings glinting in the light. You must move gracefully. Watch Nylla and copy her. Heel.“

Nylla scrambled to take up display position close on Storey’s left side facing her front. Susan hurried to copy her on the right, both looking up at Storey’s face, tails wagging, their naked flanks barely touching Miss Storey’s legs, awaiting the next command.

Storey started walking without a word, Nylla and Susan easily kept pace, for it wasn’t a race, but training. She walked straight across the room, turning at the wall, barely leaving Susan enough space to stay in position. Susan and Nylla kept one eye on Storey’s legs, ready to change direction at the slightest movement to either side. Storey walked them around the room, first one way with all left turns, then a U-turn and all right turns. When they returned to their starting point Storey said, “Now let’s do some turns.”

Susan was worried and even more vigilant. She wanted to show the trainers that she could play her role well. This time Storey turned frequently, right angle, acute angle, U-turns, and walked curving paths. Susan found she was enjoying the game. Nylla and she giggled when they executed a complex series of turns.

After a few minutes, Storey stopped and Susan and Nylla instantly stopped too. Storey ordered, “Walk to heel.”

Nylla rose up on all fours, ass high. Susan copied her and worried. She had not had a chance to practice this strange bitch walk yet and she felt awkward. Storey reassured her, “I know this is new, but you need to learn. I’ll start slow and give you a chance to learn how to move.”

Susan watched Nylla closely as Storey started walking. She watched Nylla and learned to take faster, shorter steps. She noticed that this pose caused Nylla’s breasts to swing in circles and her rings to glint more often in reflected light. Nylla was so erotic. She wondered if she looked like that.

It was more comfortable than Susan had expected. The wedge soles lifted her heels making walking feel more normal. It was quicker than shuffling along on her knees, but she was still clumsy.

When they passed Miss Andrews, Storey said, “Bring a double leash to the pound.”

Storey walked out of the room, down a hall and back outside to the pound, which was empty of pack bitches. They were walked around the pound in a circuitous path for a few minutes. Storey stopped close to Miss Andrews and ordered, “Beg.”

Susan got up on her haunches beside Nyla and lifted her breasts. Miss Storey accepted a chain from Miss Andrews and clipped it on the girls. Their collars were linked by two feet of chain with a long chain joined to it’s middle. Miss Storey held the leather loop on the other end. She told them, “Walk forward. Asses high.”

We dropped our hands to the ground, straightened our legs, and began a new circuit of the pound, keeping in step. She had only gone a few feet when she realized that the view heir handler had was much different. Miss Storey could see their buttocks rolling around the tails impaling them. She had an unobstructed view of their full pouches of flesh split by pouting inner lips wet with their juices. She could probably smell their excitement. The realization only made Susan’s arousal stronger.

They both felt the tip of Miss Storey’s riding crop flick across their buttocks.

“Faster, Pull a little harder. You’re eager to run.”

They increased their pace, moving their limb quicker because they couldn’t increase their stride. Susan felt the increased pressure of her collar on her throat as she strained eagerly on the leash. Nylla was snuffling at the grass, pretending to be a bitch on a scent. Susan copied her, trying to put on a good show and supremely aware of the warm flesh beside her as they brushed naked shoulders and hips. They exchanged looks of delight as they scampered about the pound, pulling their trainer behind them until finally she called a halt.

Miss Storey told Miss Andrews, “These bitches have plenty of energy left. Get the sticks and exercise them.”

Miss Andrews produced two wooden sticks painted in bright colors, stood between Susan and Nylla, threw the sticks across the pound, and ordered, “Fetch.”

Nylla started out instantly on paws and feet. Susan was now deeply immersed in her role and so aroused she had no hesitation left in her. She bounded away after Nylla and “Her” stick. Only when her face was buried in the grass to grasp the stick with her teeth did it occur to her that fetching a stick was degrading. That thought was instantly erased by the overwhelming excitement of obeying her trainer’s commands.

They trotted back to Miss Andrews, proudly holding their sticks aloft and squatted before her in begging position. She patted their beaming heads, telling them they were, “Good bitches.”  She took the sticks from them and threw them across the yard, ordering, “Fetch.” They fetched sticks several more times, and knelt before Miss Andrews, breasts heaving, sucking air around the sticks held in their teeth

Miss Storey stood beside her smiling at her bitches. She asked Miss Andrews, “Well, what do you think of our new bitch?”

“She moves well and picked up the positions quickly. She is in excellent shape for a new bitch. Nylla is doing better too. They seem to work well together.”

“I was thinking that, too. Let’s test their compatibility. Nylla, back.”

Nylla lay back on the grass, spread her knees wide, and smiled at Susan, invitingly.

Miss Storey said, “Susan, display over Nylla, head to tail.”

Susan was shocked when she realized what was wanted of her. How could she do such a thing? She answered her question instantly: because there was no choice. She was a slave. Her duty was to obey orders. Slowly, Susan took position over Nylla so her head poised over Nylla’s wide-spread thighs. Her fear mounted as she awaited the next order.

“Cover Nylla. Both of you, tongues to cunts and lick. Don’t stop until she’s spent.”

Susan stared in dismay at the dusky swollen peach just inches from her mouth. She’d wondered about eating out a girl before. Now that the event was here, she didn’t know how to start.

Miss Andrew’s crop flicked lightly across her bottom, re-inflaming her belly. “Get going, girl,” she warned, not unkindly.

The two trainers already knew she wanted Nylla and she was just delaying what everyone else wanted, out of embarrassment, fear of compounding the already perverse spectacle she was making of herself. But she felt the thrill of the perverse, the erotic pleasure of being forced to indulge the animal pleasures already thrumming through her body, warming her loins. Susan ducked her head and kissed Nylla’s nude little girls mons, where her bush once proudly stood, now shaved by the command of their masters, just like hers. Nylla’s dark pink pouting lips glistened wetly and the strong musk of her arousal filed her ringed nostrils. She remembered the unique aromas of the other girls at their meeting. Would they feel each other’s rings?

Nylla was looking up into her own engorged, excited sex, greedily wanting her to start the inevitable dance, feeling her own wetness. Was it dripping onto Nylla’s face? Was she catching it in her mouth or catching the drips on her tongue?

Another flick of a crop on her bottom.

Miss Storey said, “Nylla is a beautiful pack bitch. Enjoy her gift.”

Yes, Nylla was beautiful, Susan thought. I need to let go and obey. With that thought the delicious thrill of submissive obedience overcame her and she lowered  onto Nylla and she buried her face into the hot cleft under her, licking and nuzzling with complete abandon, her tongue deep inside Nylla and her nose ring hard on her mons. She closed her thighs around Nylla’s head and felt the eager tongue impale her moist love canal, forcing a gasp of delight muffled by Nylla’s enveloping flesh. She ground her hips up and down, forcing her cunt into Nylla’s face, feeling her tongue stroke the hard nub of her clitoris. She was riding Nylla in a race for orgasm, even as Nylla bucked and squirmed in increasing pleasure.

They climaxed together in a series of yelps and moans of pleasure befitting two young, hot-blooded bitches. They collapsed and lay still but for their ragged breath.

After a while, uncaring, Susan felt her ankles separated by a spreader bar and her paws pulled behind her and clipped together. Nylla’s’s wrists were pulled up around her and also clipped together. A strap was tightened around their waists and they were left alone in the yard.

When we were alone Nylla told me,” Thank you Susan. You gave me an excellent orgasm.”

I was relieved. I was not experienced in making love to a girl. I had thought she had a real orgasm, but I was not experienced enough to know for sure and I knew many girls could fake it well. Mine was certainly real but I was still a little reticent to discuss sex, even with a girl I was chained to. I realized how silly that was and said, “You’re quite welcome and You were excellent too. I had a great orgasm. Ready for a repeat?”

“Thought you’d never ask. Sure.”

I felt her tongue lick my nether lips and I started licking hers.

Just then, Robin said, “Sorry girls. It’s time to go in,” and released us. When we were separated Nylla and I exchanged looks that said, ”Later.”

Robin took us back into the bath and had us shower. We dried each other off and were locked in our kennels to rest. I dozed and was woken by faint noises in the room. A few minutes later I heard a bunch of girls come in and my kennel was unlocked. I lifted the door and crawled out. I saw the girls were kneeling lined up in two rows facing each other with steaming bowls on the floor between the rows, obviously ready to eat were waiting for Nylla and me to join them. Angela and Robin were watching us.

Angela said, “Find your bowl and get in place.”

I knelt in front of my bowl and when Nylla was in place, Angela said, “Remember, no hands. You may begin. Eat it all.”

Twenty odd girls put their hands on the floor beside their bowls, and began eating the compressed pellets of peas, ham, and potatoes with gravy. It was delicious, far better than the girl chow I had expected. When I finished, I sat back on my haunches and looked around. Most girls had finished and were sitting patiently as I was. When the last  girl rose, Angela said, “Free time in the pound. I’ll announce the evening assignments in an hour.” The girls rose onto their hands and feet and went outside. I was taken again by how graceful they looked, me too, I guess, young, fit women with their breasts swinging freely beneath them. I can see why men wanted to own us and keep us like this.

The girls gathered into groups of two to six and talked. I went to each group and told them my name. All of them were friendly and they quickly began the ritual  ass-smelling. I had already learned about that and it was reassuring that the first girls I met hadn’t been putting me on. I said hello to all of the girls, over twenty. There were all races and uniformly young, attractive, and fit. I guess Wildwood only spent money on prime sexual providers and they kept us fit.

January, one of the girls in the first group I approached asked, “How did you get here?”

I must have looked like I didn’t understand, for Lily, a blonde said, “She means did you volunteer or were you sentenced. You don’t have to answer. No one does. January is the biggest busybody here. Anything you say will be known by everyone in ten minutes.”

“Thanks,” then to January, “That’s private, sorry.”

Mistress came into the pound and announced, “Evening duties for numbers…” Eleven was one of the eight numbers she called. I followed the other chosen ones back into the kennel room wondering just how this would be done. There were eight steel carts. Sitting on top of the carts were large wooden crates. Several trainers waited to send us to our overnight users.

Angela ordered, “Single file in order.”

We lined up, checking each other’s collars to find our place. I was the fourth one. I watched as the girls in front of me, one by one, climbed up on the table, a cart was pushed close and the side of the crate was raised. I could see it was hinged at the top like our kennel doors and the bottom was padded. A trainer helped the girl into the kennel on her knees, locked her hands behind her, put a gag, leash, and a blindfold on her. He lowered the side, latched it and she was wheeled away. The girls told me we would spend the night and be returned in the morning. I wondered if Mr. Phillips had selected me as everyone thought?

I was wheeled through a bewildering series of corridors, to an elevator. We went up to the third floor and down the hallway to the last door. He knocked and a thrill of anticipation and fear rippled through me. Who would take me tonight? I really didn’t care. I just wanted to orgasm.

Mr. Phillips opened the door and pulled my cart inside. The delivery boy did not come in. The room was a very large living room with seating areas and a fireplace. It looked like a nice apartment, complete with on-call sex slaves.

He pushed the cart to a low table, opened the crate’s door, picked up my leash, and invited me out, “On the table, please, Susan.”

I crawled out on my knees. There was a sturdy metal pole at the far end of the table. He led me to it, unlocked my hands, and tied my leash to one of several rings on the pole. I couldn’t do anything but hold still while he did whatever he wanted. I shivered with excitement at being made available, held so erotically, and helplessly by only my nose ring.   He ran his hands over my body, feeling my muscles and boobs and sex. Two weeks ago I would have thought it unbearable rude and presumptuous, but now my attitude had changed so I just thought it felt good.

The girls had told me he was a good lover. I hoped so. He went away briefly where I couldn’t see and when he returned, he warmed my ass with a flogger. I gasped at the first stroke, more in surprise than pain. He flogged me steadily, every few seconds, each stroke raising my arousal. It was erotic, exciting to be so helpless feeling his complete control over me. My sex started lubricating at the first blow.

When my juices started running down my leg he noticed and said, “You are quite responsive, Sue. I like that in my girls.”

I felt him pull my labia rings apart, clearing the way for him to impale me. His stiff cock nudged my inner lips apart and he pushed slowly inside me. I wanted more. I wanted him to ram hard into me. I begged, “Please master, harder, faster.”

“Patience little one. I’m just warming you up. And you don’t want me to come too fast.”

He was right, but I needed him to go faster. “Please, master.”

He picked up the flogger and massaged my tits with it, in time with his agonizingly slow strokes. I felt my arousal and excitement grow with the low pain, the warmth of my boobs and the slippery friction of his cock in my love canal. It was working. He was driving me closer to an orgasm with every stroke of his cock and swish of the flogger.

In a few seconds I came with a squeal and a whole-body spasm. There was a sharp pain in my nose as I tried to curl my head down. I held my head motionless as the remainder of the orgasm shook my body. He withdrew and walked around to my head, put his wet cock to my lips and ordered, “Clean me.”

I welcomed his cock in my mouth, tasting my own juices. He was erect and engorged. He had not come when I had. He was still ready to do it again! I licked and sucked every bit of me off him and found I loved it. I was getting aroused again by sucking his cock. The combination of erotic helplessness and willing submission was powerful. I wanted him to take me again.

When he backed away, I told him, “Master, I would like it if you used my bottom. I have good control and will give you a good ride. Please, master.”

“You do know you’re here to give pleasure, not to get it?”

“I want to give you much pleasure master.”

“Good.”

He walked away briefly then he removed my tail. I had forgotten I still wore it! I felt his fingers slip inside my anus and apply lube inside and outside my anus. All I could think was, “He is going to anal fuck me!”

His hands grasped my breasts and he used them as handles to pull him inside me. I felt his stiff cock touch my hole and start forcing it’s way inside. I relaxed my sphincter muscle and his tip entered me, I felt myself stretching, stretching until I was afraid he wouldn’t fit. I opened my mouth in alarm, but then he slipped inside, completely filling me. A perfect fit. I focused on matching my muscles exertion to his thrusts, opening when he drove in and contracting as he withdrew. Welcoming him in, trying to keep him in as he left. My arousal grew with each tug on my breasts, each thrust, until his hot seed blossomed inside me. That triggered my second orgasm and I remembered to hold my head up as it flooded through me. He stayed inside me until he had shrunk to his normal size.

He untied my nose ring, had me climb off the table, and led me into his bath on paws and feet. He watched as I used the toilet. I was delighted to learn it had a bidet attachment. He activated the control and warm water washed my backside. He dried me then washed his cock and led me back to the bedroom.

He pulled a long chain out from under the bed and locked it to my collar, then he said, “Life is not just about sex. What kind of movies do you like?”

We talked wile he removed my paws and I removed my boots. He put them by the door and we sat on the couch and watched an action-comedy movie. I sat on his lap or close beside him. He directed me to a small refrigerator and I fetched us both a beer. This was the first time since my arrest that I had drunk a beer. It was heavenly. Almost as good as sex. When the movie was over, we talked for a while, me in his lap, him playing with my nipple rings.

I learned that he had owned Wildwood as a successful combination working farm and bed and breakfast when the Female Servitude Act had passed. He and some friends decided it would be a perfect hunt club and several investors had bought in and improved it.

He took me one more time before bed. He had great stamina. He locked my hands behind me, took off his clothes and sat on the edge of the bed. I sucked him off until he was erect then he lay me on my back on the bed and fucked my brains out. He was a demon this time and jackhammered me into a tremendous orgasm in record time. He came right after me and we lay together until we recovered. He put me under the covers and visited the bath.  We slept spoon fashion. I fell asleep gently holding his limp cock in my hands.

I woke before he did. I gently wormed my way around under the covers and wrapped my mouth around his cock. I sucked and licked, and he responded by growing stiff. I savored the taste of his pre-cum. When he was fully erect, he woke and put both hands on my head, finally figuring out what was happening. He threw the covers back and fucked me to a fourth fantastic orgasm.

After we recovered, he said, “You are something else Susan. I enjoyed you.’

My heart swelled with pride. I had served my master well.

He unlocked my wrists, I put on my boots, and he did my paws for me. He put the leash back on my nose ring and put me in my kennel. I lay on my side, a well-fucked sex slave. He called someone and, in a moment, I was wheeled back to the kennel room. My first time with the boss had gone well and he was pleased with me. I may be less than human now, but I felt like a star.


Chapter 6  :   Janice

John stopped the car in front of the Wildwood Farm entrance. It was a grand entrance. He opened my door, released my seatbelt, waited for me to swing my feet out the door, and helped me up. He removed the leash from my collar and dropped it in the car. He turned and said, “Nice place, eh?”

I had to admit it, “Yes. Imposing.”

He took a folder out of the car, took my arm, and gently impelled me toward the entrance. The doors swung open automatically as we neared them. Angela and a woman whose nametag read, ‘R. Hensley,’ met us. Angela said, “Hello John, she waved at the other woman, “This is Robin, one of my trainers. I see you’ve already got Janice ready for us. Nice work. May I?”

“Of course.”

Angela came to me and put a hand on my collar and ran her hands around it, then took hold of my left hand and felt my bracelet the same way. She repeated, “Very fine work. Sam?”

“He came highly recommended.”

“I’ll try him next time. We have some paperwork to do. I suggest we do ours while Robin does Janice’s then we can watch her testing and get her ready for tomorrow.”

John said, “OK,” got his phone out and turned off my electronic leash and handed the folder to Robin, “Janice, go with Robin and do what she says.”

Robin put a leash on my collar and led me into the bowels of the building. I glanced back and saw Angela and John walking toward a nearby door. I really hated this, I should be with John.

She took me into an ordinary office, had me kneel beside a desk, slipped the leash through a ring on the side of the desk, and loosely knotted it then said, “Susan, Wildwood is a place where men and women stay for pleasure. Staff and guests may use and enjoy our girls. You are here to be used and enjoyed any way a guest wants. Your only job is to give the guests good sport and sexual pleasure. We only have a few rules and you must obey them. If you don’t, you’ll be punished and the punishment is up to your trainer. Our policy is to administer punishment as soon as possible. Girls learn faster that way and it prevents worse problems later. Pack girls are not allowed to use furniture without a direct order, and you should call me Miss Hensley. Only Angela is called ‘Mistress.’ Address any men you see as ‘Master.’ Obey every order you are given. That’s the basic rules. If you attempt escape, your sentence is doubled. Part of the time our girls play the part of pack bitches. When you are doing that try to answer every question with a nod or shake of your head. Minimize speech and act like a playful puppy and you will do fine. Smile at everyone, no matter what you feel. No backtalk and address everyone with respect. Just do what you’re told and follow the other girls and you’ll do fine. Any questions?”

I said, “No Miss Hensley.”

She asked me some routine questions, filled out some papers, and started a ledger with my name on it. She put the ledger and paperwork away then took me to a room labeled, ‘Infirmary.’

There were cupboards and shelves around the room with  panoply of chrome and plastic things on them. There was a wall of bars, like my jail cell, walling off the end of the room. There were two steel framed single beds in the cell. The table in the center of the room was chrome, with rings, rods, and hoses all over. The top sloped with a narrow sunken channel in the middle ending in a drain. I looked cold and hard, and I was afraid I was going to be laying on it for my examination.

She stood me on a scale. Even with the collar and chains I only weighed one hundred and thirty-two pounds. There was a chain hanging from a hole in the ceiling. She locked my wrist cuffs together in front and clipped the chain to them, then pushed a button on the wall, making the chain retract until my hands were over my head. She used her phone to record my measurements.

When she finished measuring, she removed the chain and put me on my back on the table. It was very cold and unpleasant. She put a broad strap over my torso, below my breasts and pulled it tight. She fastened my wrists to the top of the table, put another strap across my abdomen and pulled it tight, strapped my feet in the stirrups, unlocked my ankle chain and spread the stirrups uncomfortably wide. My labia lips were pulled apart.

She pulled up a rubber tube from the table with a thin, round, chrome tip, coated the tip with petroleum jelly, and without a word, slid the tip in my anus and shoved a foot of hose into me. Warm water gushed in and filled me like a balloon. She filled me up and kept pumping water into me long after the water forced its way out around the hose that plugged her and gurgled away down the drain.

Eventually, she withdrew the hose, turned off the water, and cleaned the hose and tip. She called someone and said, “Janice is ready,” listened briefly and hung up. She came over beside me  and said, “Don’t be nervous. This won’t hurt.”

Angela and John came in. Angela went to a cabinet and returned with a stethoscope and a tray of other medical tools. She checked my ears, eyes, and throat, then put on the stethoscope and listened to my heart and lungs. Stuck a thermometer in my rear, put on surgical gloves and inserted her fingers into already spread cunt. She felt around , withdrew her fingers and said, “Normal. She took out the thermometer and noted Susan’s normal temperature. She slid a finger into my anus, felt around, and said, “Nothing wrong, you’re in excellent health.” Then to Robin, “Get the anal probe ready.”

Robin went to a cupboard and came back with a foot long, black rod. It had a ring on one end. It stepped up in thickness through six steps from a half-inch inch at the far end to three inches thick near the ring. Robin brought the evil-looking thing over, carefully coating it with petroleum jelly, and handed it to Angela.

Angela asked me, “Do you do anal sex?”

I answered, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, just relax.”

She put the rounded, half inch end, up to my anus and applied pressure. It slid in easily. I was more experienced with anal sex than many girls my age and knew how to relax my sphincter muscle and it slid in easily. I took the fourth section without undue difficulty. My relief was short-lived as the fourth step reached my anus and started stretching me again. I tried to keep my sphincter muscle relaxed, but I was already feeling stretched.

Angela kept up a steady pressure and I stretched enough to accept the fifth step, fully aware of how much I was being stretched. Finally, I reached my limit and screamed , “Enough, Mistress. I can’t take any more.”

She ignored my protest and the sixth step forced its way in, thankfully without the pain of a tear. Angela exclaimed triumphantly, “Six steps. She took the whole thing!               Your girl has an excellent hole, John, deep and wide.”

John said, ”I’m not surprised. Janice is excellent in many ways.”

She slowly pulled the probe out, handed it to Robin, and asked me, “How are you feeling?”

I thought about it. I was inordinately pleased that John called me excellent. Why did I care? He chose me, I didn’t choose him, but I did like him. I was worried that this place would further demean me, if only for my year. I seemed to have accepted my loss of control. I said, “OK, Mistress. Are you done with me?”

Angela said, “Not yet.” She put her tools away and came back, “ How do you feel within yourself?”

How did I feel? Anxious, I guess. I made eye contact with John and said, “I’ve accepted that other people will make the decisions. I know you will make me do things I would never choose. I’m told your girls are happy. I guess I want to get on with it, and see if I will be happy too, and I want to make my owner happy, too.

”She slipped two fingers into my slit. I was amazed to find myself wet. I was aroused.

Angela smiled and said, “You’re aroused, sexually excited by your position and helplessness. You’re wet and your nipples are engorged. You know John or even a stranger can enter at any time and see you like his, perhaps touch you, and you would be powerless to stop them. She stripped off the gloves and ran her fingers around Susan’s loins and watched Susan’s skin tremble. She said, “You will be used by many men and women, expecting you to give them good sport and you will experience many strong orgasms. You’ll find pleasure in submission.” She turned to John and said, “I’m going to test her responsiveness now.”

“Go on. I want to know everything about her.” He smiled at me. Angela put small alligator clips on mt labia lips and stretched them open then she and Robin put electrodes on my nipples, inner labia lips, and clitoris. Then Angela slid a slim electrode into my rectum.

Angela looked at John and said, “I’m using the standard level.”

John asked, “The same on all the girls?”

Angela nodded. I noticed there was a red light blinking on a ceiling-mounted camera. Angela flipped a switch and the electrical wires attached to me came to life, but not as strong as I had feared. I and jerked in surprise as the current flowed through me. Like a TENS unit switching from one wire to another in a repeating pattern. The current ran down my body, pairs of electrodes triggered in sequence: nipples. Inner labia lips, clit, and anus, over and over, pulsing rapidly. Electric shocks stung my nipples, pectorals flexed and  breasts trembled. When my labia spasmed, my vagina muscles flexed and tried to close against the clamps holding it open. The sensitive erogenous zones of my body were being forced into arousal.

It was working. My nipples swelled making the wires tighten and my belly started to tremble then grow to spasms. My breathing grew shallow and fast. They were forcing me to orgasm! Through slitted eyes I saw my audience staring at me with silent attention.

My nipples strained against the now tight loops. My vagina and rectal muscles contracted at the command of the current. My vagina contracted on emptiness. I cried out “Please,” but I didn’t say what. I knew I wanted for a man inside me. I came with a scream, my spasming belly spraying my love juice onto the table. I enjoyed a slow, descent into afterglow and went limp despite the current still pulsing through me.

Angela said, “Excellent response. Less than ninety seconds.”

They took the connections and clamps off her while she was recovering.

I heard John ask, “ Almost done?”

Angela replied, “Just one more thing to do here before we get her tack,” then she said, “Robin, gag her, please.”

I opened my mouth to protest but Robin was waiting for me. The ball filled my mouth before I could utter a word. Then Robin slid something under my head, it fit snug around the bottom of my head, up to my ears, then she tightened a broad strap over my forehead and immobilized my head.

Angela said, “Breasts first.

I knew what was happening. I struggled against my bonds to no avail. She was going to pierce me, I had thought of getting it done before, but never had the courage and now I didn’t have a choice. I watched helplessly as Robin’s gentle, skillful fingers begin to fondle my nipples. I willed them not to respond, but they ignored my urgings and swiftly engorged, growing hard and erect despite my every mental effort to prevent it as I was prepared for her first piercings.

John was watching the action intently. I hoped in vain for him to stop them, but he watched with what looked like approval. He wasn’t surprised. Of course, he had to have been familiar with Wildwood’s policies before striking a deal with them. He either wanted me ringed or didn’t mind and he was just here to watch and ensure it was done well.

Angela painted a cool liquid on my nipples, labia lips and inside my nostrils then took a red-hot needle with a wooden handle out of an electric brazier and with a swift poke placed a cauterized hole in the base of my left nipple. It hurt and I squealed, but the physical pain was brief and insignificant compared to my mental anguish. I struggled against my bonds in helpless anguish. They were piercing me without my consent or desire. The words spoken in court returned, “You have lost the right to self-determination.” I felt so violated I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t and they ignored my futile struggles.

Angela did my right nipple and both labia lips in quick succession. She took a metal half mask and handed it to Robin. The device was made of steel, shaped like a covering for a nose, with a curved tube projecting down at an angle from up inside both nostrils. The two tubes formed a part of a circle with the center removed. Robin held my head down with one hand and placed the form over and in my nose. The tubes reached a half inch up into my nose, embracing the cartilage of my septum.

Angela put the hot curved needle into the guiding tube and shoved it through my septum and into the other tube. The pain was worse than the others. I bucked and squealed and sobbed into my gag.

Angela put identical thick, heavy gold rings, through my new holes and closed them with the faint clicking of internal locks. Angela put her tools away and waited while Robin got me off the table. When I was sitting, unbound, on the table, Angela drew a blood sample from my arm and commented to John, “We test the girls every month for infections.”

Robin put a leash on my collar and led me to a full-length mirror. I saw myself as a Wildwood Farms slave girl for the first time. I realized this was how I would appear to others: a naked white girl, collared, chained like a slave, and ringed like an animal. I could be fastened or restrained by everything I wore. I could be easily controlled by any child who simply got a finger through a ring. Clearly everything they had put on me was to shame me and make me docile. Well, it worked. I wouldn’t say boo to anyone, of any age.

Robin led me further down the hall to a door labeled ‘harness and Tack.’ The room was rich with the odors of leather, polish, metal, and oil. The walls were covered with racks, hooks, and shelves, all neatly labelled, and holding straps, rods, buckles, and chains, all shaped to harness, restrain and guide female bodies. John and Angela followed me in.

Robin, pointed to the floor in the middle of the room and ordered, ”Kneel there, spread your knees as wide as you can, and clasp your hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed and replied, “Yes, Miss. Hensley.

She went to a workbench and used a hammer and punches. She showed me a round metal disk on which she had stamped, JANICE  NO.20.” She attached it to the front ring of my collar with a thick metal ring. She pointed to a nearby table and ordered, “Sit on the end of the table.”

I said, “Yes, Miss Hensley,” and climbed up onto the end. Wildwood was doing what John wanted, I was becoming obedient.

She fitted me with a pair of black ankle boots with wedge-soles over six inches high, with shin and knee guards. They were light and thin with reinforced toecaps. She surprised me by removing my hobble.

She ordered, “Hold your hands out straight, palms down, fingers pointed.”

I obeyed, my wrists still locked together, “Yes, Miss Hensley.”

She put black gloves on my hands. They had a thick, stiff pad,  on the palms. Once she buckled them in place, I was unable to bend my fingers or thumbs at all. I had lost all dexterity and needed help to remove. She unlocked my wrists. I was no longer chained. I was free to move!

“Get down,” she ordered.

“Yes, Miss Hensley,” I slid off the table and was forced to drop onto all fours by the extreme boots. This was how these people wanted me to move around. I was going to be a pretend dog. I had heard of pet play, but this seemed more serious than just sex play before intercourse. This looked like a long-term state. She picked up the end of the leash that still dangled from my collar and led me around the room several times. I quickly learned to coordinate my legs and hands, but I was quite clumsy with this new mode of walking and never achieved my maximum stride.

She stopped and said, “Kneel. Posture.”

I replied, “Yes, Miss Hensley,” and knelt up, spreading my knees arching my back and thrusting my breasts out.

She looked at me, “Pretty good, remember to smile.”

I repeated my mantra and smiled, though I didn’t feel like it.

She went to a cupboard and rummaged around in it before returning with a springy hound’s tail, covered in hair close to my color and ending in a conical pug over an inch in diameter. She was coating it in petroleum jelly as she walked back to me.

She said, “Put your forehead on the floor and your ass in the air so I can fit your tail.”

A logical device for puppy play. Did all the girls at Wildwood wear these all day? It didn’t look uncomfortable, just really demeaning. What did Wildwood Farms management or boss get out of this? I’d have to ask John why they spend all this money on keeping their bondmaids in pet play getups. They had to be making money from all these preparations. This building must have cost millions to build and hundreds of thousand for yearly operations. Later, now I had to cooperate or get punished. “Yes, Miss Hensley,” and I followed orders. The plug slipped in and I felt the tail wagging over my back. She picked up my leash and led me to a door labeled ‘Kennels.’ She opened it with a key and took down the length of the room and stopped in front of a rack labeled with the number 20.

“This is where all your tack is hung at night or when you’re not here. You will keep it orderly. Personal grooming things go in the cabinet. The various harnesses and boots will be kept in the same positions you see them in now. Lift your hands.” She removed my gloves and showed me the narrow cubbyhole they were kept in. “Remove your boots and put them here,” pointing to an empty rack. When everything was put away she locked my hands behind me.

Able to walk upright again she took me back to the lobby. I saw John in a chair. She took me to him, removed my leash and said, “The packgirls’ day begins at six.”

He stood up, put his leash on my nose ring and commented, “Handy.”

I shook my head, instinctively getting the feel of the leash in a new place. It was heavy and swung back and forth, but there was not any pain. I must have looked like a pony getting used to its bit. He led me outside. He said, “The rings look good on you.”

“What every well-dressed slave girl wears?”

“Only the best ones.”

“Must I wear them all the time?”

“All the Wildwood girls have them. Part of the ambience. They enhance your look, emphasize your trim body, and make you more beautiful. I’m glad you got them. When your sentence is over, they can be removed and the holes will heal. But you should consider keeping them or at least having some costume versions for when you dress up.”

I had considered having my nipples pierced but never had the courage. Now it has happened without my consent and I had outrageously huge rings not intended for ornamentation. They made me into livestock. It looked like I was stuck with them. At least anyone who saw them would know they weren’t my choice. Lot’s of celebrities and models had rings, maybe not as extreme as these, but still. They were more than ornaments, or even symbols of slavery. They were useful. Used to fasten me, they would be as effective as chains, and even more effective for leashes. I wouldn’t think of resisting a leash on any one of my rings. I’m glad John likes them.

After we had driven out of the Wildwood Farms entrance, I thought it was time to flesh out my living conditions.

“Sir,” I asked, “I know Wildwood keeps their girls naked, but can I wear something when I’m with you? I know I’m your property now, but women’s clothing is designed to make us look better.”

He turned his head and looked me over, then answered, “I can’t think of anything as good as your birthday suit, Kitten.”

A hard sell, for sure, but it’s a start. I said, “Lingerie is to make a woman look better while hiding nothing. Can I show you some ideas?”

“Why not, but don’t expect me to buy expensive underwear for you when I like what’s under it already.”

“Silly. It’s not for you. It’s for you to show your slave girl off to others. What better way to impress your friends than bringing a well-dressed and obedient slave girl? Will any of them have one?”

He smirked at me. I was sure he knew it was really for me, but he was letting me have my moment. After a moment he said, “After dinner I’ll let you show me things you think I’d approve on the internet. ”

It was a start.

He continued, “You’re right, of course. I will want to show you off.”

I didn’t respond and we passed the rest of the trip to his house quietly. Would he keep me chained or in a cage? Or was my current ironmongery enough? I assumed I would do his housework, but what else?  Would he take me to parties and let his friends use me? I was full of questions but thought I should wait for a more relaxed time.

He put his car away in an attached garage. He got me out and I saw my car was in the neighboring stall. Good. He took out that heavy bag and took both of us inside.  He led me into the kitchen and put the bag on a counter, “Can you cook?” he asked.

“Yes, sir. I’m pretty good at following recipes, but I don’t improvise much.”

“That will do for now.” He reached inside the bag and produced the end of a shiny chain and a padlock. He locked the chain to my collar, freed my wrists, and removed the leash. He extracted the rest of the twenty-foot chain from the bag and locked the other end to one of the wall rings in the kitchen. He produced a cookbook from a kitchen bookshelf and lay it in front of me. “Later you can read this book. Find some meals you would like to eat. Right now I’ll cook dinner and you can help.”

He kept me busy finding spices and condiments and utensils while he assembled.  I think he just wanted to help me learn where things were kept since he didn’t use everything I brought him.  The chain I drug around sure made me noisier. Every motion was accompanied by the clatter of chain. He said he would feed me and had me set the table for one. My chain was just long enough for me to reach everything I needed and to let me kneel on the cushion he dropped on the floor beside his chair.

I put the food on the table in serving bowls, ham, potatoes, gravy, brussels sprouts, and salad. One place setting of utensils, one water glass, and one wine glass. I stood beside the table waiting for him to be seated. After he sat down, he said, “Kneel!” then I knelt on the cushion as gracefully as I could manage and put my hands on my thighs, face up. It seemed more submissive and I wanted to submit. I was under the watching eyes of my owner and wanted to please him.

I had to stifle a giggle. It was so absurd. Two weeks ago I was a wealthy widow, free in America, looking for some way to keep busy. Now I was a sex slave, kneeling beside my master, waiting to be fed. I had no choice in anything. He would decide what I ate, when I ate, where I went, whether I would be permitted clothing. He had already decided I was to be kept in chains and collared. And yet, I was happy. He obviously cared for me and I liked him. I belonged to him, it was not how I had expected a relationship to go, but it felt so right. Maybe when my sentence was up, we could have a relationship without the restraints.

As he moved food from the serving dishes to his plate he asked, “What vegetables do you like?”

“I like everything except eggplant.”

“How about southern vegetables, okra, collard greens, swamp cabbage?”

“I like okra and I don’t think I’ve had the others. Are there a lot?

“Yes, there are a lot of regional dishes I’ve never seen in northern restaurants. A lot more than I’ve named.  We’ll have to try some of them.”

He ate a few bites then put some food on a fork and held it out to me. I started to take the fork and he drew it back, “Huh, Huh. No hands.”

I put my hands back on my thighs and opened my mouth.

He out the fork in my mouth, I closed my mouth, softly, and he pulled the fork out. Now that I had the routine, he alternated a bite or two for him then one for me. I was hungry and the food was delicious. When he sipped from the wine glass, he held it to my lips, too.

I got full while he was still feeding me, after chewing a bite, I told hm, “I’m full.”

“Remember that Wildwood measured you in detail?”

“Yes?”

“You should know they weigh you all weekly and adjust diets and exercise. They will tell me about you. ”

“Thank you for telling me.” Is there any part of my life I still control?

Throughout the meal we told each other about our lives. School, friends, interests, I talked about my dead husband. He already knew that I was wealthy. When he finished eating, he helped clear the table and showed me how he wanted the dishwasher loaded. I started it running and washed and dried the cooking dishes then we went in the living room. He unlocked my chain from the wall and let me carry it with me, still locked to my collar.

He told me I wasn’t allowed to use the furniture without permission then had me sit in his lap while we talked some more. We found out what we both liked to read and watch. After an hour or so he had me show him the positions I had learned at Wildwood. By the time I was finished I was feeling excited. Being in bondage and demonstrating the erotic positions had a stimulating effect.   I asked in a low voice, “May I serve my master now?”

“Yes. Kneel between my legs.”

I jumped out of his lap and prepared to service him. I knew I was very good a fellatio and was eager to show him.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

I obeyed and he used a small padlock to lock my cuffs to my collar. He took a cord from his pocket and showed it to me. Elastic, both ends had a thick, rubber, triangular plug and ended in a larger rubber-coated metal washer.

“Open wide.”

I did and he put the cord behind my head and each end in the corners of my mouth.

“Close.”

The triangular plugs fit between my upper and lower teeth, holding my jaw open. This was the best oral sex gag I had ever seen. No nasty metal ring in my mouth, I just couldn’t close it.

He opened his fly and freed his cock. It was already partly engorged and ready for my mouth. I couldn’t reach his balls, so I didn’t ask. Maybe next time.

He pulled me close. He was semi erect, long and reasonably thick.  The cord holding my mouth open helped me build up spit. 

I leaned forward and slowly licked his penis from the base to the tip then back down. I paid a lot of attention to the tip since this is the most sensitive part. I went up and down all sides, always licking in straight lines making sure he was coated in my juice. After a few lines I started inserting kisses, making sure I wet my lips with my spit. It makes the kisses more pleasurable.

He moaned and his cock stiffened. I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting his pre-cum, savoring the salty, faintly bitter, exudation, exalting in my control over his need, wanting him in me.

I  backed off a little and blew on him. My breath on his very sensitive wet skin had a cooling effect and I heard his sharp intake of breath. Then I took him into my mouth, wrapped my lips around him so no air could get out. Then I started the infamous bobbing motion with my head, sliding my lips in and out, maybe a couple of inches, focusing to the most sensitive part, the tip.

I wished I had my hands. If I did, I would have wrapped one hand around the base of his penis and started sliding over the slippery shaft, in and out, mimicking my mouth. My thumb sliding, feather-light along the underside of his shaft. Instead I had to use my mouth and my tongue. He was growing thicker, filling my mouth. How would he ever fit in me?

I had to pull off him and concentrate on the head,  caressing it before letting it out. I moved back and took him full into my mouth and felt him quiver and grow. I felt the moisture on my sex lips. I was ready for him to fill me there, too.

He exploded, filling my throat and mouth with his hot spend. I swallowed frantically, hurrying until I could breathe, loving the taste almost as much as the thrill of submitting to my captor. I wanted him in me and made no move to withdraw. He shrank back to normal before he pulled out of my mouth. I was sorry to see him go. I said, “Thank you, master,” I said with feeling. At least, I tried to. The thing holding my mouth open made my words unintelligible even to me, but he understood the thought, if not the words.

He said, “You’re welcome,” and pulled the thing out of my mouth, “ Back.”

I flung myself onto my back, spread my knees as wide as I could and watched he dragged my chain to the wall, pulled it taut, and locked it to the wall ring. I gasped as the sense of erotic bondage doubled and I knew he was going to take me. My cunt was wet and my nipples rock hard. I arched my back and begged, “Please master, take me now!”

He dropped to his knees between my legs, lowered his mouth onto my left breast and sucked so hard I felt it in my cunt. He suckled my breast and grasped my right breast with his hand and massaged it, driving me closer to orgasm with every squeeze of his hand or bite/suck of his mouth. I was aflame with lust, needing him in me. I moaned and wailed, “Please take me now!” My clit was desperate for attention.

He rocked back on his knees I spread my legs wide. His head came down between my thighs and sucked on my pussy lips, hard. I gasped and raised my hips. My clit needed attention desperately but he turned his head and nibbled on the inside of my thigh. I moaned as my vaginal muscles spasmed in vain. He turned his head and nibbled on the inside of my other thigh. I was about to die from need and pleasure.

I lifted my hips, he held them up and slowly turned toward my pussy lips like a lover discovering them for the first time. He ran his tongue around my lips before pushing between them. I gasped when he finally touched my clit. “Ah…ohhh.” The shock ran through my body like electricity.

He raised his head and asked, “Who am I?”

“My master. Please take me,” I begged, “ I need you.”

He raised up and told me, “Remember, I control your pleasure.

I was devastated. I was desperate for relief and I was so close. Just a finger would do it, but I needed his help. I couldn’t reach it and it was his right to decide.

But, thank God, he lowered himself down and continued, just enough to keep me on the brink. For long minutes he teased me until at long last he moved higher and I felt his stiff cock nuzzle my swollen nether lips and push them aside, forcing entrance into my love canal. He impaled me, shoving imperiously inside, conquering my defending forces, though, my forces had already joined the enemy and were welcoming him inside. He ravaged me in he same old way and I surrendered in the same old way. I was close to orgasm, begging him to continue when he put his hands under my ass and lifted and his cock found a spot inside I didn’t know existed. The cosmos exploded in fireworks. I squealed a series of “Oh’s” as delicious spasms rippled through me and I had the most spectacular orgasm. We lay together for a long time and I was content to feel him slowly dwindle inside me.

He unlocked my chain from the wall and led me into the bedroom where he locked the end to a wall ring and released my hands. He showed me that the chain was long enough for me to reach the bathroom. He left the room for a minute. When he came back, he told me he left the keys in another room. then he undressed, and we showered. He has a beautiful walk-in doorless shower with multiple shower heads. I dried him and he dried me. I stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror and smiled. I was beautiful and looked happy despite the chain and collar. I realized I was happy having John control my entire life, happy that a strong man was in charge, happy that I could no longer make more bad decisions. This was an ideal state for me. I was, indeed, a happy slave girl, content to serve and pleasure him however he wanted. 

I slept with my hands locked behind my back and chained, unnecessarily, to a wall ring. I wouldn’t run away, I was right where I wanted to be lying next to my master’s warm body. I wondered about my life as I drifted off to sleep. John, my owner, was a thoughtful lover, made sure I orgasmed before he finished, and would care for me. The question that rolled through my head before sleep was what Wildwood Farms would be like. I was concerned, but at least I could see Susan there. Would I like being a slave there? I’d soon find out.

End of Part 2 of Strange Justice

`

cover.jpeg





