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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.

In Part 2 Janice and Susan receive two weeks of public shaming and punishment in police custody. Their year of bond service is auctioned off. Susan is purchased by Wildwood Farms, a local hunt club that runs a pack of girls as both quarry and prizes for regular hunts. Janice’s year is purchased by John, their attorney who arranges for Wildwood to take care of her during the day. Wildwood girls are all bond servants, mostly sentenced as such for crimes and a few adventuresome volunteers. Most bond servant owners collar their girls to facilitate return of strays. Wildwood Farms trains their girls in puppy play for their guests pleasure.


Part 3 : Quarry




Chapter   7   : Morning in the Pack

Jan slept dreamlessly and soundly until John’s alarm sounded. He rolled over and kissed me, all too briefly.

I started to wheedle him not to take me to Wildwood and had said, “Master,” before I remembered how my bottom got so tender. I did not want another “correction” for the same thing. I didn’t want to go to Wildwood, but, as he so forcefully reminded me, it was his decision and I needed evidence to change his mind. I wouldn’t get any unless I went there, ergo, I was going.

I guess I’m happy that my owner is a strong man with integrity. I’ll have to do it until I can find a good reason to convince him to stop.

He got me up, unlocked my hands, took my tether off. I watched him get dressed, remembering when I got to use clothes. I guess he could let me wear clothes but he hasn’t let me yet. Maybe when he’s convinced I’m not an escape risk.  I got used to public nudity in the police yard and it won’t be so bad when I’m with the packgirls. They’re always nude. I broke the law and this is my punishment. I still had almost a full year of bond servant life ahead of me.

John had purchased my contract and me at auction yesterday. He was an attorney and it seemed I had been lucky he bought me. He was the sort of man I had dated, he spoke and dressed well, was well-off, my age, and had been nice to me, so far. He was tall, broad-shouldered, had a full head of black hair, light blue eyes and obviously spent time at the gym.

He told me to put on my white heels and he put on a dark suit, light blue shirt, designer tie, and expensive shoes. I followed him to the car. On the way out the door he said, “I’ll get a bite in town. They will feed you at Wildwood.”

I was pleasantly surprised he left my hands and feet free and hadn’t put a leash on me, then, halfway down the steps, I remembered that I was wearing his electronic leash in my collar. I hadn’t felt it and I didn’t want to, so I hurried to stay very close to him, not as easy as it sounds wearing heels. I made a note to remind him to turn it off before he left me.

We arrived all too soon at Wildwood Farms. He escorted me in the front entrance and I felt as out of place as last time. The receptionist was a young woman, pretty, wearing a blue blazer with the Wildwood logo, her blonde hair loose down to her shoulders, bright red lipstick and matching fingernails. The Trainer, Robin Hensley, I had met yesterday was waiting by the door. I was dressed as  a Wildwood Pack Girl, that is, naked but for heels, steel collar, wrist, and ankle cuffs, oh, and I had big gold rings in my nose, tits, and cunt lips, freshly installed yesterday. I was the picture of a modern sex slave and chagrined at my fallen state. Robin clipped the leash waiting in her hands to my nose ring, said, “Good Morning, Sir. She’ll be here for pickup at five.”

John said, “Thank you.”

I spoke up, “Master, remember the leash, please.”

He just nodded agreement as Robin lead me away. I wasn’t shocked, so he must have turned it off. She took me into the kennel room. I was happy John took me home at night. This place was too much like a jail.

She opened the master lock and called out, “Up and at ‘em girls. Put your things away and go pee. Exercise in five minutes.”

Twenty  naked, collared girls, fit and healthy, pushed their kennel doors open and drug their bed clothes down to the racks. Fingers rubbed sleepy eyes and combed matted hair as they filed into the bath. I followed them in and got in my short line for the toilet numbered 19-20-21. When it was my turn, I squatted and shoved my bum through the hinged door and perched on the half toilet seat. The securing bar circled my waist and I dutifully peed. When I finished unseen fingers flicked my pee hole and then dried me with careful strokes, front to back.

I wondered what the boy who serviced me looked like. How old? How did he get this job?

The bar slid back, freeing me to rise and those fingers gently pinched my ass, hurrying me on my way. I followed the stream of girls waling to the outside door, crawling through the short swinging doors we were ordered to use, then standing again, lining up into four ranks of five girls, spaced a girl’s height apart. Miss Hensley came out last, using the large “Human” door.

She led us through stretching then calisthenics, naming the exercise, then counting the cadence. She wandered through our ranks. “Encouraging” girls who needed it with sharp words and occasional flicks of her crop. She worked us pretty well, at least my muscles were tired when she stopped. But she wasn’t done.

“Good workout girls. Start running. Twenty-five laps around the pound.  No passing, run as a pack. Everyone yell out the lap as they pass the door. Go.”

Sue and I ran track in high school, several years ago, and we run for exercise, so we’re better than average, but these girls were fast. They must run every day. I kept up, but I was impressed. They must give the hunters a run for their money. We stopped after the twenty fifth lap and I got in line with the rest of the girls.

Robin had timed us. She said, “Good time, girls. Go shower and be back out for inspection, clean and dry in thirty minutes.”

We all trooped in and showered, all the girls talking to one another. Twenty-one pack girls, but now, we were just naked girls looking like we were just showering after a soccer game or the like. We were all young, fit and pretty, if one ignored the collars, rings, and cuffs permanently affixed to us, and many would, for the most prominent thing about us was the vivacious buoyancy of a gaggle of giggling girls chattering about their last sex or men or women. I was accepted as one of the girls and helped the girls beside me under the hot shower heads first soap each other, and finally dry off.

The girls showed a complete lack of inhibition, at least for fondling each other and kissing. I guess all of us knew we were here to be sex toys for anyone who wanted us or won us in the hunt and there was no point in resisting our natural, animal brain’s search for pleasure, and sex was the ultimate pleasure.

We hurried back out into the pound and lined up in numerical order, in modified display pose, with hands behind our necks, facing the door. We waited in an expectant silence. Eventually, Angela and Mr. Phillips, our actual owner came out. Phillips walked down the front side, slowly, inspecting us. He’d reach out and caress a breast on one girl, feel inside her cunt on another, while Angela pointed  out features and improvements on the current girl and Robin took notes as Mr. Phillips talked.  I was feeling nervous and excited at the thought of being an obedient slave to this man who was approaching. I think it was the idea of my unthinking submission to this man, these women, this place, but whatever, I was feeling moisture on my labia lips. He stopped in front of me and asked, “This is your first day here, isn’t it?”

I was nervous since this man held great sway over my treatment here, Yes, master.”

“Don’t be nervous. We take good care of our girls here and you can see they are all in excellent shape and happy.”

He was right. I hadn’t heard a single complaint so far and the girls were beautiful. “Yes, master. I have noticed that. I will try and be as good.”

He cupped both my breasts and lifted them, feeling their heft and resiliency, “You have excellent breasts.”

I just smiled, happily.

He dropped one hand down to my loins, stuck a finger deep into my slit and

tickled me.

I started in surprise and delight. It felt very good.

He held his wet finger up in front of my nose for me to smell. My scent filled my nose. I was quite aroused.

“It seems you are happy, too.” He wiped some of my juice on my nose ring, as a reminder, I guess, but of what I’m not sure.

He nodded and they walked on.

The group went around the line and inspected our backsides.  I couldn’t see what was happening, but soon I felt a finger tickling my anus and his voice came to me, “Relax and invite me in.”

I tried to relax my sphincter. I guess I was successful because his finger slipped into me and he said, “Perfect. My guests will appreciate your skill.” His finger slipped out and the group moved on.

I was aroused and alone with my thoughts. The girls here worked during the day and were free for use at night by Mr. Phillips, Angela, and the guests. Would anyone other than John use me? I didn’t believe how swiftly it happened. Two weeks ago I was a normal, free, and independent woman who could do almost anything she wanted. One mistake and I was trapped in a society that believed women could be owned and used for any sexual pleasure their owners decided. I had internalized that attitude and was actively seeking to please my owner. I was aroused now and wanted to be used, but I wouldn’t see John until this evening. Damn.

Angela walked in front of our line and announced, “Work assignments, numbers three, four, seven, eleven, twelve through fifteen, and twenty, rest in the pound. Numbers one, two, five, and six, gardening, gloves and flat boots. The rest, heavy harness, paws, and flat boots to help the foresters. Breakfast is ready in the kennel room, then bathroom break. Be dressed for work in forty-five minutes. The work list will be posted on the bulletin board. Go.”

Susan was number eleven. That meant she was used by someone last night. I’ll talk to her after breakfast and see how it went. We all got on our hands and feet and trooped into the kennel room. Our numbered bowls were lined up in two lines. We all found our bowls and knelt in front of them. We waited until Robin ordered, “Start eating. Clean your bowls. We all left our hands on our thighs, bent over and started picking the compressed balls of egg, potato and meat up with our teeth. We all finished about the same time and I saw a few dedicated pack girls make the extra effort and lick their bowls clean. When we had all finished and raised back up, Robin ordered, “ Bathroom. Everyone eliminate.”

I went into the bathroom with the rest of the girls. There was the normal chit-chat of girls. I got in line for my assigned toilet and listened to their gossip. Those of us who had been used last night talked about their experiences, “He left me tied to the bed and fell asleep. He snored all night” or “Both of them used me three times. He was a stud and she used a really big dildo. I think I’ll be bowlegged for a week.” And “He used all my holes, made me come three times, and I got the best orgasm from anal sex. He was nice but then he made me sleep on the floor.”

When it was my turn, I backed in and sat on the half-seat, the restraining bar circled my waist, and hidden fingers removed my tail and encouraged me to poop. I wasn’t fast enough for my minder and he reached around and pressed on my belly while pinching my ass. It worked. I eliminated, felt the rinse tube slide into my ass, warm water filled me and ran out around the hose for a minute, it was pulled out, I was dried and a finger lubed my anus, ensuring I would be ready if a master wanted to use my bottom. My tail slipped back in, the bar was retracted, and a slap on my ass sent me on my way.

I was to report to the pound. This meant my puppy boots and paws. I got my paws and boots,  sat on a bench and put on my boots, and asked another girl near me to help with my paws. She buckled them tight. I thanked her and went through the half door into the pound. I spotted Sue under a shade tree and trotted over to her.

She saw me approaching and said, “Hi. Tell me about John.”

I answered, “OK, but you have to tell me about your night. Who were you with?”

“Master Phillips. He’s the boss here. But don’t read too much into that. The girls tell me he always tries out the new girls first. What about John?”

“Well, except for liking his girls naked, chained, and obedient, he seems nice.”

“Do you think all men would like us like this all the time?”

“Don’t know, but it seems like a lot of men do.”

“How did John use you? Any preference?”

“Nope, equal time in every orifice. He likes sex every way as long as I’m the sub. How about your night?

Sue said, “About the same. A little talk and a lot of patient sex. He made me come three times last night. Let’s go and have you meet some of the girls. Most of them are doing chores now, but you can meet them later.”

“OK, but first tell me why we’re resting here while the others are working.”

They let the girls who were used the night before to rest from our “ordeals” for the morning. I guess they assumed that John used you last night. They told me that I can expect to be used maybe two times a week except for hunts or when we first arrive. Master Phillips always uses a girl, be he is careful to rotate through all the girls. Mistress Angela usually has a girl but she plays favorites and uses the same girl for a week or more. Nobody likes her. She’s cruel.”

Sue took me around and we spent time with each girl. We talked about their past lives, their plans, boyfriends, and I learned that Wildwood had parties every Saturday. Girls could attend, invite their boyfriends, and they even had private rooms where couples or more could be alone. Girls were allowed one alcoholic beverage, but other than that there was no supervision. The girls had to remain naked and collared, but they could dance, neck, fuck and just play with each other and their boyfriends and girlfriends. As always, girls had no choice in what happened to them and had to obey free people, but still, I liked parties. It would probably be like a bdsm party. I’d been to a couple years ago when I was still dating.

I’d ask John if he’d bring me to one. I could trust him to protect me and it could be fun, especially in my current condition. I’d always been dressed before.  Now I had no secrets and flaunted my submission with the rings and collar. After I’d met the girls in the pound, Sue and I lay close together under her tree. We lay on our stomachs, like real bitches, facing the other girls because it was comfortable. Sitting or kneeling or laying on our backs caused our tails to push into us, which was both arousing and a little too intense and laying on our sides made our necks bend sideways.

I asked, “How are you doing?”

Sue replied, “All right. Better than I guessed yesterday.”

“Yeah. Me too. Who would have guessed?”

“Before our trip, I was angry and hurt. The world looked pretty bad. On our drive I got better, until at the end I was bored. When we got arrested that was worse, but better than depressed. It was like I was standing outside my body, just watching me being punished. It never hurt much, better than what my lover did to me. I’ve always been a bit of an exhibitionist so the nudity and bondage were kind of fun.”

I knew what she meant. I remembered my time in jail with Chief Storey as being quite nice. “You mean, your fun and games with Officer Hargrove?”

She turned her head and smiled at me, “Yes, I mean the times I fucked and sucked Jim. You were just as frisky with Chief Storey. How does John compare?”

I smiled back, “About the same, but I need more time with John for a proper comparison. They both know how to give a girl a good time.”

We were quiet for a time, each remembering our weeks in the punishment yard and the evenings with the two cops.

Sue said, “You asked how I was doing.”

“Yeah.”

“I like this place. I feel freer than I ever did before.”

I knew what she meant but hadn’t thought about it. I was just enjoying it. “Explain.”

“We’ve lost our freedom to choose what happens to us. We are naked, unable to use our hands, forced to stay on hands and feet, in effect, to always look up at our masters. Reduced to sex toys, quarry and reward for hunters, anyone can choose us for sex and we have no say. Yet, all the old rules that constrained us are gone. No more having to work at some job we hate so we can eat. We don’t have to make the myriad of decisions that filled my day before: what to wear, eat, say, who to date, marry, and fuck, when to get up, go to school or work, when to take vacations, where to eat, vacation, and sleep. Right now I’m tempted to just volunteer to stay here when my sentence is up.”

“Yeah,” I replied, “Good points, but it’s a little soon for a life choice like that. We should wait until our sentences are up before deciding. There is a whole year for unknown problems to pop up, and for me it’s a little different since I have John to learn about.”

We were quiet for a while, as I pondered my life. It was much simpler than before. All the complex relations with women were gone. They used to be competitors for position and men, sometimes friends, as long as they didn’t go after what I wanted, sometimes allies, but usually enemies. I used to study fashion and products and trends, evaluating what would put me in a better position to achieve my goals. Now, for the next year, at least, I had one goal: to please my owner. The complex relations with women were gone. To me there were only slave girls and masters, of both sexes. They would make all decisions for me. They would give me tasks and rules. I would receive great pleasure if I obeyed and pain if I failed. Escape seemed unlikely and came with the probability of capture and an extended sentence. I preferred pleasure so I would be a submissive, obedient girl, for a year.

There were several oversized dog toys laying around the pound, balls of various sizes, plastic dog bones, stuffed animals. I lazed on the grass and watched several girls start up a game with one of the volleyballs. A sort of doggie polo was what it resembled with two girls on either side trying to score by smacking the ball into opposite walls of the pound. I was fascinated by these young women romping back and forth with their supple breasts swaying under them as they moved, highlighted by their gold rings flashing in the sun. They were beautiful and much more alive than the models I had watched strutting on runways. Why did men let pretty women ever wear clothes except for weather protection?

They were still playing when ten girls poured into the pound from the kennel room. They were all wearing angled boots and paws. This must be the forest work party that had finished. Sue and I got up and went over to a couple of the new arrivals. Sue introduced me and we all had a session of butt-smelling by way of introduction. They seemed fascinated that two sisters wound up here at the same time. We told our story again.

One girl, Margo No. 8, focused on my daycare situation at Wildwood “I’ve never heard of that before. Your owner must have a lot of pull with Master Phillips.”

I responded truthfully, “I guess. I’m new here and don’t know anyone’s history. Have any of you heard of John Allison? He’s my owner and an attorney.”

Another girl, Francine No. 16, by her nametag replied, “Hey, I know him. He defended my father from a DUI, got him off, too. He’s a guest here sometimes. He used me once and was nice to me.”

“He’s been nice to me too,” I said, “But that doesn’t tell us much about him.”

Sue opined, “You’re with him at night, maybe you could get him to talk about himself. Lots of men like to tell girls why they should have their egos stroked. Besides you need to know about his likes and dislikes to serve him well.”

“I’ll try, but the setup here may throw that female tactic out the window. Men don’t have to convince girls they own to sleep with them.”

The rest of the girls trotted into the yard followed in a few minutes by Miss Hensley who ordered us back inside for lunch. We lined up in front of our bowls. It looked like a cup of yogurt and a few pieces of fruit in my bowl. I wasn’t very hungry anyway. She ordered us to eat and we all, obediently put our faces in our bowls. The yogurt was good and I licked my bowl clean.

We were sent back to the bath for any that needed to pee, then back to our racks. They didn’t let us out of our paws, but several trainers replaced our angle-soled boots with flat ones. The order came, “Line up.” We sorted ourselves out by number. We were leashed together in a line. A trainer put a nose leash on number one and hooked the handle to a clip on a wall ring. A second leash was threaded through its handle to her back collar ring and its clip put on number two’s nose ring. Repeat until all of us were threaded into a long line. A trainer took number one’s leash off the wall and we were marched out of the main kennel entrance, outside, through a couple of gates, and down to the track. Four other trainers went with us.

The track was oval with a six-foot chain link fence on both sides. I saw several gates, all locked. We were led to an open gate and lined up along the fence. Sue and I were taken off the string and Robin took us onto the track and stood us on the staggered starting line. It was a cinder block covered track, every bit as good as the high school track that Sue and I had run on.

She told us, “Run around the track once for a warm-up run. Don’t push yourselves yet. Then get back on the starting line . When you hear the order Run, then run for score. Clear?”

Both of us nodded yes.

“Then do your warm-up lap. Go.”

Sue and I jogged around the track. I had never run naked before, nor with steel cuffs on my neck, wrists and ankles, but it was not enough different to bother me. We lined up on the starting line and waited for the order.

Angela, I think, yelled, “Run.”

I started hard and so did Sue. We had always been fast runners and well matched. That hadn’t changed. We were next to each other all the way around. Anytime I gained a step on her, she fought back and passed me. I was exhilarated by the feeling of freedom during the run. I had never run naked before and pitting myself against the elements and my sister in a pure test of speed and endurance was glorious. I felt more alive than ever. We stayed very close all the way around. All the girls were cheering us on as we neared the finish. What a wonderful sound. We both gave our best in the final kick. At the finish I was a step ahead. We slowed down and walked back through the gate, breathing hard.

Angela fairly beamed at us and pulled both of us into a bearhug, saying, excitedly, “You were magnificent. You both beat our best time by more than a second! You’re both going to be in the hunt tomorrow.”

Angela put leashes on Sue and my nose rings and told us, “You two need a tour of the hunt grounds to get you familiar with the playing field while Robin exercises the others.” She looked at Robin.

Robin said, “Will do.”

She led us to the stables, asked a stableboy to get Molly ready for a ride. He returned with a saddled horse in a few minutes. She clipped our leashes to saddle rings, me on her left, Sue on her right, and clipped our hands together behind us. She started the horse walking and we, of course, followed.

It looked like the property was enclosed in a high chain link fence with barbed wire on the top. The buildings were surrounded by lawn and joined by well-maintained gravel roads, the complex separated from the forest by a wide pasture. A broad gravel road ran from the complex into the forest. Angela stayed on the gravel road. It split many times. The forest was full of dense clumps of tall trees, both evergreen and deciduous, many with dense bushes under them.

She explained the hunt as we walked. “The hunters will be mounted on horses and will carry long crops with thick rubber paddles on the ends. They hunt by sight. If they see you, they will chase you, and if they get close enough, they will use their crops to hit you, hoping to force you to ground so they can capture you. If you stay hidden by the bushes or trees, they can’t see you.

But they will also be using dogs to hunt you by scent and they will follow your scent wherever you go. You can fool the dogs by finding a place where you can double-back, like a stream, low-hanging branch or log you can climb onto. The idea is to spot someplace you can break your trail. Run past it then double-back to it and get away from your old scent trail. That way the dogs will just follow your old trail until it stops. Then they will hunt around until they find your new trail, or the trail of another girl.”

The forest had several open pastures and a couple of streams. We were led through the forest for an hour before she took us back. She put us in the pound, removed the leashes from our nose rings, and went inside. She hadn’t been out of sight more than a minute before Robin came out and called to us, “Janice, Susan, come inside. We were wearing flat boots and paws with our hands clipped together behind us, so we trotted to the people door she was holding for us. She put the heavy harness on us, clipped our hands again to the back of the harness, put the leashes on our nose rings, and led us to the garden. We joined several other girls pulling garden carts full of soil and plants around the extensive vegetable garden and orchard for the gardeners, Robin came and collected all the girls for lunch and took us back to the kennels where we left the harnesses and leashes and changed back to angled boots.

Two young men came in pushing serving carts with our lunches.  They lay out the numbered bowls on the floor in order in two rows. They looked us over lasciviously. And we all responded by sticking our breasts out to them and swaying invitingly back at them. When they left, Robin ordered us to go to our bowls and get ready. We found our bowls, knelt before them in display pose, and, when the order came, bent over and started eating using only our mouths and lips. This time it was yogurt with oats and fruit.

After lunch we were given a free hour in the pound . We were allowed to use the restroom or just rest. When the hour was up we again donned our harnesses. Jan was hooked to a heavy beam with two other girls and the foresters took her to the forest to move brush while Susan was taken back to the garden for more cart duty.



Megan Short crept through the shrubbery surrounding the Wildwood Farms main gate. Over the past week she had studied the activity at Wildwood and had a good idea of when staff entered and left the grounds. As usual, the best security was betrayed by loose lips. She had learned of the large amounts of cash at Wildwood during hunts, from a casual conversation overheard at a bar. Two months of study had found corroborating information from other employees, the building plans from the county, and betting procedures from an inebriated high roller that hunted there regularly.

She normally only hit homes in wealthy neighborhoods, assuming that big operations like Wildwood had better security, but the possible take made her look. Surprisingly, she found no evidence of advanced security. Wildwood had a larger than normal security staff because they had to ensure their charges stayed put, but there was no record of an alarm system with the Sheriff nor in the building plans. Of course they may have had one put in later, but her visits to their parties had revealed no signs of one. The staff she talked to told her that most of the security staff would be out in the fields overseeing the hunt.

Megan was fairly sure where the cash was stored during a hunt and needed only one more item, the door combination from the staff door next to their parking lot. Her backpack contained a tiny, high resolution, battery powered wireless camera disguised as an old hornet’s nest, a collapsed telescoping ladder, and tools. She knew the staff door keypad did not have a sight guard from previous visits and planned to place the camera under the eave of the door rain cover where it had an excellent view of the keypad and was out of sight.

It was after midnight when she reached the staff door. She erected her ladder. quickly installed the camera and powered it up. She called up its app on her phone and checked the view. She adjusted its aim and saw it was perfect, packed up her ladder and tools and exited, being just as careful as before.


Chapter   8   :  Hunted

Back in the pound after our tour we learned that there would be no evening use for the girls. They were to conserve their strength for the hunt tomorrow. That wouldn’t apply to me unless Master John agreed, of course. Should I tell him? Did he already know?  If he knew and I didn’t tell him, would he consider that a betrayal of my duty? I don’t think a little playing around would make me a worse quarry tomorrow. I wouldn’t say anything at first. Maybe his actions would tell me whether he knew.

Sue and I spent the time until dinner trying to find hints, clues, techniques, and strategies that had been successful in the hunt. I didn’t find out anything more useful than what Angela had told us on the tour.

Dinner was tasty, served as usual then, unusually, Robin took me to use the toilet. I realized Wildwood was returning me to John clean and oiled and ready for use. Sweet. Then she relieved me of my boots and paws, let me apply lipstick, watched me don the heels I had worn in this morning, locked my hands behind me, and took me to meet John. I dropped to my knees and kissed his feet. Some of the girls, when they learned of my arrangement advised me that giving obeisance to my master was a good way to improve my relations with him. It sounded reasonable to me and it didn’t harm my already insignificant ego.

They smelled of leather and polish. I noticed the toe of his left shoe was scuffed. I would have to polish them tonight. It was only after she handed my leash to him that I realized I hadn’t even noticed when she put a leash on my nose ring. That had been the ultimate shameful experience the first time it was done to me. Now, only a couple of times later, I didn’t even notice it. I had accepted my place as dumb livestock already.

He pulled me up and kissed me, harshly, demanding entrance to my mouth, forcing me. It was not a lover’s kiss. It was a master’s kiss, intended to reinforce his mastery of me. It was erotic, exciting, and I submitted to him, wordlessly, by flowing into his body,  pushing my breasts and sex into him, seeking total body contact. His kiss aroused me like foreplay.

I was a little surprised when he left the leash on me and led me to his car. Last time he had left the leash with Robin. I asked him, “Master, why am I on a leash?”

He replied, “It feels better and you look more natural this way.”

I tried to tease him, “Truthfully, master, you think all women should be kept on leashes, don’t you?” But he wasn’t biting. I think his answer was true.

“Not all. Only the young and pretty. Be proud that I find you attractive enough I want to show you off.”

“Well, I’m happy you want me, but I think women should be equal to men.”

“Most women are. You and most of the other girls at Wildwood are convicted criminals.”

”But only Mississippi has this female servitude law.”

“So far. I understand Arizona and Utah are considering it. We’re saving a lot of money by eliminating keeping females in prison, and everyone agrees it’s better for the women.”

“Except the women.”

“You’ve seen the girls at Wildwood. Are they unhappy? Would they be happier locked up inside all the time?”

“But they are just sex toys now.”

“They give a lot of pleasure and answer my question. Are they unhappy?”

“Well, no. But there are more women than those in bond service.”

He said with some finality, “Skip the generalities. Are you unhappy? Would you rather be in prison?”

I had to think about that, “I would not rather be in prison, but I’m just livestock to you. I’m collared, my hands are cuffed, I’ve been ringed and you have a leash on my nose. I can’t do anything I want!”

“He asked, “What do you want to do?”

That was a good one. I’ve heard that there is one question to end and argument: what is your role in that? And that was what he just threw at me. Despite my statements, I was happy. Happy I had him as my master. Happy I was, at this time, a sex toy. This was just a one-year interlude in my life. What was I going to do when it was over? I didn’t know, so I temporized, “I want to love you.” It was true, I was moist inside. Being so helpless and so close to him after nothing but women all day was exciting.

“You are definitely going to get your wish.”

Concern shot through me. He didn’t say when. Did he know that Wildwood wanted us to just sleep tonight? I wanted to shift the odds toward a good fuck  so I replied, “I’m ready, master. I’ll give you a good time.”

He didn’t say anything, just kept driving. I noticed that we were not on the way to his house. I asked, “Where are we going, master?”

He replied with one of those aphorisms from John Norman’s books, “Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl.” I had read the Gor books and knew this phrase well. Was that how he viewed me? I felt the same erotic thrill I had felt in those books. I had never thought it could happen to me. He wasn’t going to let me learn anything, especially what he was about to do to me. He drove for a half hour until we were on the outskirts of a large town and drove into a parking garage for what looked like an upscale mall. Surely, he wasn’t going to take me into a shopping mall like this!

He parked the car and looked at me, “This will be uncomfortable at first, but you don’t have a choice. Relax and smile.  If you act up, I’ll tan your bottom in public. Hold your head high, arch your back, and smile. You have a magnificent body with wonderful boobs, a perfect ass, and a beautiful face. Most of them will have seen a bond servant before, so you’re just showing them how good a woman can be. You’re giving them a show many would pay money just to look at you. Make me proud.” He got me out and ordered, with a smile, “Strut your stuff, show them you’re proud that I bought you.”

He was right. I had no modesty or shyness left. I was here to be punished, but, by God, I’d show them they couldn’t put me down! I arched my back and held my head high. I’d show them how good a woman could be. “Yes, master. I’ll show them.”

He led me through automatic doors into a bright, antiseptic place filled with people and stores. I kept my eyes straight ahead, staring at the back of master’s head, refusing any eye contact and maintaining a proud mien. I strutted across the tiled floor, doing my best to look like a happy exhibitionist, proud to be a beautiful submissive under the tight control of a superior man. But I watched out of the corners of my eyes and saw people stopping to stare at me as I passed. I must have been videoed on hundreds of cell phones. I hope my friends and parents don’t see me.

He led me into an adult shop displaying rack upon rack of fetish, bondage, bdsm, and erotic clothing and gear. He was shopping for me. A Goth-attired salesgirl with multi-color Mohawk hair approached us, stopped very close to me and put a finger through the ring on my left breast and lifted it. I stood very still and kept the smile on my face. She spoke to me directly, “Hello, Janice. Did you ask for these?”

I replied, simply, “No, mistress.”

“How long have you been a bond servant?”

“Three days, mistress.”

She turned to John, “She is beautiful and submissive already. What are you looking for?”

“Let’s start with toys.”

He tried lots of toys on me, and in me. He bought several large dildos, some that mounted on a surface, some hand-held, one strap on for a girl to wear, and one double ended for one girl to fuck another. It was clear he intended for me to work with another girl. Who?

He bought a leather whip, a wooden paddle, a leather flogger, a blue arm-binder, a black arm sack, a red ball gag, a blindfold, bondage tape, leather straps, a full hood, some harem pajamas (clothes, at last), a set of gold bells for my rings (he put a pair on my nipple rings to wear home), two vibrators, one electric and hand held, the other a blue remote control, strange looking, soft item where one prong went in my anus, one on my vagina and they gripped the flesh between them and a third prong that stroked my clit. Once she inserted it, it grabbed me with a snug grip. He played with the control and brought me top near orgasm twice in the store.

He also bought me a long, soft, thick, brown tail mounted on a thick butt plug and matching cat ears. She told him it locked in me and needed a key to remove it. I only have one anus and he chose to have me wear the vibrator. The final thing he got I also wore home. It was a three-foot long spreader for my hands, a steel bar with rings at each end and in the middle. He locked it to my collar and locked a wrist at either end. My hands were held outside and in line with my shoulders. I was more helpless than with my hands behind me and it forced me to arch my back. He put me in front of a mirror and I was impressed. I looked damn good. The high, outside position of my hands lifted my breasts and made them even more prominent. My back was arched more, making my womanly ass stick out. It gave me incredible posture and actually, I wanted to go out and show it off.

He strolled back to the car, obviously to show me off and let me get used to the people watching and recording me. He took a circuitous path and paused several times to let strangers take pictures with me and touch me. I guess I’m getting used to being a sex object because I didn’t feel any strong emotion as I posed naked for strangers and paraded around the mall in bondage  in my birthday suit.  He posed me in front of a statue in the main hallway for  a couple of minutes.

The reactions of the people were not what I expected, almost anticlimactic. I thought some people would be outraged, but I saw nothing but acceptance. Young men took pictures and looked at me like a wolf at a rabbit. I watched their cocks bulge their pants out and felt powerful. Young women watched me, some with lust in their eyes. Old women glanced at me then went about their business. Older men just watched me. I didn’t see any women taking pictures or videos of me. Master kept me aroused, turning the vibrator on just until I was aroused then turning it off. He confided in me that I looked delightfully soft and needy when I was aroused.

While I was posed in front of the statue, an elegantly dressed woman, about my age, with perfect hair and makeup, walked up to master and asked about me, “How long has she been your slave?”

John said, “Hello Mel. I’m fine. Thanks for asking. How is Jules? A couple of days.”

She grimaced and replied, “Good, Jules is good. She is gorgeous. May I taste her?”

“Go ahead.”

She stepped close to me, put her hands behind my head and kissed me. I was surprised but in no position to turn down a kiss. She was gentle and her taste was sweet. She held the kiss for a long moment before pulling her head back. She left her hands behind my head and looked me in the eye while she spoke to master.

“Will you let me play with her?”

“Of course. Usual terms. Only on weekends.”

“Just one day?”

“Both days. Eight am Saturday to midnight Sunday.”

“Bastard. This weekend?”

“If you want.”

“I want.”

“Don’t be late.”

She winked, kissed my cheek, let go, turned on her heel, and walked away.

I asked, “Master, I understand she’s coming over this weekend, but how am I supposed to act? Will she be my mistress?”

He replied, “What would you like? Mistress or slave?”

“I…I don’t know.”

“Then it doesn’t matter, does it?”

“No, master, I guess not.”

A few more minutes of display then he took me back to the car.

He took the bar off and locked my hands to the back of my collar. He lay an open diaper on my seat before he put me in the car. When he put me in and strapped me down, I realized I had enjoyed the trip back to the car. I don’t think I will ever be nervous in public again. I don’t care what strangers think of me! I’m comfortable with serving just my master. But I was curious why he had wanted to show me off to strangers?

As he drove out of the parking lot, I asked, “Master, why did you show me to all those strangers?”

“Bond maids are improved when more people see them.”

“Have I been improved?”

“Did you enjoy being looked at by strangers?”

He was right. In the end I was proud of my body and I enjoyed the feeling of power being the source of many erections. “I guess so. Thank you, master.”

He teased me unmercifully all the way home with the vibrator. He drove me to the edge several times but stopped short and let me recover before starting again. By the time we were home I was seriously needy and couldn’t stop whimpering.” When he took me out of the car I leaned into him, making good contact with both breasts, “Master, I need you. Please take me now.”

He kissed me, inflaming my need even more, but he just smiled and said, “I want to try out the things I got. Maybe after dinner, if you’re good.”

He sounded resolute. I had no choice. I replied, “I’ll be very good.”

He took me inside, released my hands, and let me use the bathroom. He secured me in the living room with a long chain, put on some classical music and we tried out everything he had bought.  He had me get into punishment position and tried out the  whip and the other punishment tools on my bottom, inspecting me closely after each blow, obviously calibrating them for effect. My previous conclusion as to pain was corroborated: a little pain, while I’m in bondage, by the right person, was very effective foreplay.

I got to put on the harem garments and I was disappointed. They were diaphanous as a thin mist. They concealed nothing and were inherently sexy, but I didn’t like the feel of clothing. I had gotten used to being free in the air and I liked the feeling. Would I ever want to cover my body again? Would it be an onerous gesture to other’s sensibilities, like high heeled shoes? I happily shucked them when John had seen everything.

The dildos were fun. I tried them in all my holes and surprised myself. I took to them like ice cream. They were fun and pleasurable. I had long ago overcome my gag reflex and could take a great length down my throat. I discovered the wonderful stretchiness of my vagina and anus. With care, determination, and lots of lube, I was able to take the biggest of them in both holes. John practiced bringing me to the brink of climax with dildos and vibrator. He was frustratingly good at it. I was on the edge of  climax for an hour as he played with me. He took me doggy style and climaxed but too quick for me to enjoy one. I whined in disappointment, but he ignored me.

After we recovered, he put away most of the toys and turned me into his kitten. He used bondage tape to bind my calves to my thighs, put the cat ears on my head, the tail in my ass, the red ball gag in my mouth, and bondage mittens on my hands. He played cat games with me for long minutes. I chased a red laser dot around the room followed by batting a ball on a rope. He fastened a dildo the end of a table and had me masturbate myself on it. OK, it was not something I wanted anyone else to see me do, but, with him, for him, it got me hot. He stopped me when I was breathing heavy and took me in to watch the news. I got to lay on his lap, still in cat gear, and still unsatisfied.

Dinner was anticlimactic. He heated an Indian dish in the microwave and made a quick salad. We ate in the living room with me still chained to the wall. He took the gag out of my mouth and fed me by hand.

I slept with my hands locked behind me and tethered to a wall ring as usual. My sleep was restless and I woke before the alarm sounded. I squirmed around under the covers and wrapped my mouth around his sleeping cock. It tasted wonderful. I sucked and licked gently, savoring the sensation. He woke a few minutes later, threw back the covers and said, “You are insatiable, woman,” rolled me on my back and mounted me. He was erect, I had made sure of that, and I was wet, too, as a result of my initiative. He impaled me in a quick thrust and pounded me to a quick orgasm. His. I begged him to let me come. But he had already lost the stiff state. A few minutes later he told me, “I’d like to wake up that way all the time. Consider it a standing order. Now get up and use the bathroom. You need to be on time today for the big hunt.”

He knew that Wildwood didn’t want us to orgasm before the hunt. Damn. I rolled out of bed and went in the bath, my tether trailing me. My hands were locked behind me so I chose the bidet and tinkled. The foot pedal on the bidet was easier to operate when I was like this.

Master joined me in the bathroom and dried my loins when I stood up.

I knelt on the tile and waited for him to shave. “Master, tell me about a hunt, please.”

“It’s simple, you run and hide in the woods. Hunters and dogs look for you. The harder you are to find, the more you both enjoy the thrill of the chase. Hunters spot you  and you try to escape. They catch you and you both enjoy the reward. There are money prizes for the fastest hunters and the last girls caught, and there is a lot of wagering by the hunters. Serious money changes hands.”

“The girls can get prizes? I mean beyond the physical.”

“Yep. You get it when your contract is up. A good quarry can get five figures. This is your first hunt and there’s a bit of strategy involved. Talk to the girls and get some tips before you start.”

I followed him back to the bedroom, knelt in the corner while he dressed. He was an impressive man, fit, tall, lean, good muscle definition, and broad-shouldered. He must go to the gym regularly since he wasn’t physically active as an attorney. Maybe he had some strenuous hobby. I realized I didn’t know much about him, besides he owned me. Why not ask? “Master, what do you do for recreation?”

“I play with you.”

“And very well, I mean besides that.”

“I’m on a local soccer team and I like to hike. I’ll take you on hikes.”

“I’d like that. Can I watch you play soccer sometime?”

“Of course. I’ll show you off whenever I’m with friends. That’s part of the reason I paid so much for you. I want to impress my friends with my taste.”

I felt the blood rise in my cheeks.

He finished dressing and picked up the leash.

My disappointment must have showed because he lightly explained, “It’s theirs. I’m just returning it.”

I offered, “I’ll be glad to carry it.”

“I believe I mentioned that I like having you on a leash. No backtalk.”

“Yes, master.” I wanted him to smack my ass so I put a little surliness in my answer but he ignored it. He put the leash on my nose ring and unlocked the tethering chain from my collar. The drive was uneventful and he kissed me before handing my leash to Robin.

The girls were already all up and in the bathroom for their morning pee. I joined them though I had already been. We all went outside for morning exercises and warm-ups. Breakfast was as usual with compressed pellets of egg, potato and cheese in our individual bowls. We were told to put on our boots and paws, no tail. We needed help to put our paws on. They were leather gloves bonded to a thick pad on the palms that robbed us of any dexterity. We couldn’t close our hands around anything or move our fingers at all. They buckled in place and had a snap ring used to fasten them to our cuff ring. We could do the first paw, but someone with dexterous fingers needed to fasten the second paw, or to remove one at the end of the day. I waved my unbuckled paw in the air and one of the trainers came over and fastened it on me. When we were all outfitted, they took us into the pound. The girls were excited and nervous, like athletes before a big game.  A long chain had been hung across the pound fence a foot above our heads. The trainers lined us up outside under the chain and ordered us to reach up over our heads, as high as the chain.  Double ended spring links were used to fasten out paws to the chain. Their system was well designed. We could be secured without locks or keys and anyone not wearing paws could free us, but none of us could do it.  

I wondered what they were going to do to us. No one had said anything. I was looking around, trying to get some clue when the brunette beside me said, “They’re going to decorate us for the hunt Don’t worry, It’s just body paint.”

I replied, “Thanks, it’s my first time.”

She said, “You looked like a deer in the headlights. Just relax. You’re going to have a fun time.”

We were in perfect position, paws over our heads, boots on our feet and naked flesh in between, ready to be decorated.

Angela and four assistant trainers carrying paint buckets and brushes walked down the line. Angela supervised. The first girl had a large pot of reddish-brown and painted a large oval on my back from my shoulder blades to the top of my buttocks and the outside of my thighs. She moved on to the brunette and the second girl painted my belly from the top of my pubis to just under my breasts, a bright white. She added additional dabs on the inside of my thighs and over my breasts. The third girl, with a smaller pot of white and a smaller brush painted the lower half of my face from my chin to just under my eyes. The last girl with a small pot of black, painted the tip of my nose.

When the painting was complete, all the trainers went inside, leaving us to dry. There was no mirror, but I could see the other girls and the illusion of vixens was surprisingly convincing. There was a sudden frenzy of barking from somewhere close.  It was undoubtedly the hounds that would be hunting us. The noise made all of us squirm, clenching our thighs in a vain attempt to quench our lovelips nervous anticipation. My breathing was rapid, excited, and I was getting wet inside.

I whispered to the girl tethered next to me, Lily No. 20, her nametag read, “Are hunts always so exciting?”

Lily had red-brown hair, cut short, and a lean, strong body with high, pointed breasts, and wide, muscular hips. Lily gave a wry smile, “Yep,” she whispered. “I never get used to it. Some girls will wet themselves. Just remember to run as fast and smart as you can and don’t worry about the dogs. They’re trained to not hurt us. You may get a few scratches from their paws, but that’s all, and you can fool them.”

“How can we fool them?”

“You know they follow your scent, right? So you look for places you can fool them. It’s called breaking your trail. If you pass a log you can jump on or a stream you can wade in, run on a way, pee on a tree then run back  and get on the log or in the stream. They’ll follow your trail to the tree and think you’ve climbed it. ‘Course there are a lot of dogs out after us, so probably others will soon be on your trail. So keep moving and breaking your trail.”

“Thanks, that’s clever. I’ll try,” I said gratefully.

Angela and the other trainers came out carrying two trestles and a crate overflowing with lengths of brown fur. Robin went down the line of painted girls and released them. They lined up at the two trestles. I was the last girl to be released so I watched the action before I was released than I got in line at the trestle with the shortest line.

Each girl bent over a trestle and spread her legs wide then the trainer picked up a length of fur that turned out to be an artificial fox tail nearly two feet long and was inserted in the pack girl’s bottom hole. When I was close, I saw the plug was more complex than those on our normal dog tails. The trainer lubed and inserted the plug, then inserted a key and turned it several times. She pulled hard on the tail, ensuring it was secure before releasing the girl. When it was my turn, I lay on the trestle, spread my legs and looked back over my shoulder as the tail was readied.

Its tip was a smoothly rounded tapering cone that showed thin seams of several adjoining sections. The plug tip was larger than the usual girl tail.  I tried to relax my sphincter as the tip impaled me. After a brief resistance my anus relaxed and the plug slid inside. I felt the key slide into the hollow shaft and the plug expanded as the key turned. I had watched the other girls tail insertion and the tugs to ensure they were firm. It was  more intrusive than my usual tail and somehow more erotic that I couldn’t remove it. The rest of the springy metal mount ran up the cleft of her buttocks to the small of her back where the fur bloomed into its own and danced in an outward curve. The pull on the tail was much harder than it looked from outside, lifting me off the trestle momentarily. That plug was not going to come out until it was unlocked. For the first time, I was truly closed up. My bottom’s only function was as a mount for my tail until someone removed it.

The trainer slapped my rump and I got up off the trestle and joined the other newly tailed girls. The soft mass of bushy tail tickled my thighs as I crouched down on all fours. We were arrayed in three ranks as Angela inspected us. She smiled in satisfaction. Our transformation was complete. Our black boots and paws resembled the black “socks” of vixens with our nimble human fingers made impotent. The nipples on our dangling, ringed breasts swollen and hard by anticipation. Every movement reminded us of the foreign objects lodged in our bodies, binding our limbs, tugging at our nips and lips, and sealing our bottoms. The air was musky with the scent of helpless female arousal from the swollen nether lips, glistening and partly concealed by bushy tails. The Wildwood Farms pack bitches were now vixens ready for the hunt.

Angela went inside and returned with Mr. Phillips, wearing the Hunt master’s pink, long-tailed coat and black top hat. He stood ramrod straight  before us and said, “You belong to the Wildwood Hunt, the finest in the state. You will run fast and hard. Today you are wild creatures. You don’t stop while you can run. You don’t give up when you are cornered. The ladies and gentlemen after you expect good sport, not easy trophies. Never give up until captured. Any girl captured within ten minutes of the rider’s start will be severely punished!”

I heard the tinkling of water splattering on the ground as excitement or fear loosened some girl’s bladder control. The large gate was opened and we were herded out onto the cobbled path where the hunters awaited us. Fifty or sixty mounted men and women wearing sashes with team colors, many of them masked, waited on the grass beyond the path. They cheered us as we emerged. Stirrup cups were being distributed by staff. Mr. Phillips ordered, “Line up on the path. Kneel and display.”

The riders paraded past us, commenting on our thighs, wagering on who would have the best time, taking photos and videos. Memorializing our faces for all time. There was no way to avoid my image as a naked vixen being sent to the whole world! I wondered if my friends would be able to identify me under the body paint.

The sudden barking of dogs shattered the calm. Mr. Phillips ordered, “Vixens, bottoms high, heads on the ground, lift your tails.” I saw my neighbors bend over, lift their asses high, and use their hands to lift their long tails over their backs. Then the handlers brought the hounds through the gate and their baying and barking crescendoed as they caught sight of the line of prostate girls with our loins opened toward them.

They rushed forward, dragging their handlers along. The hounds found us and I felt their paws on my legs and their cold noses crowding into my loins, eager to learn my scent. Gasps and moans and more than a few joyous giggles rose from the vixens. I felt cold noses at my slit and found a new low of humiliation. But at the same time the animal excitement she had only recently discovered stirred her belly. It was shameful and exciting at the same time. In a very short time these animals would be hunting us. I was smarter, I knew how to trick them, but they were fast, relentless, and eager. When the handlers were satisfied that we were all in their dog’s memory, they pulled them back.

Mr. Phillips, in a loud voice asked if any hunters still needed to register. When there was no reply, he announced, “The vixens will get a ten-minute head start. When a team catches a vixen, take a picture of her collar tag, with GPS turned on, and send it to the steward’s number. A team will arrive shortly to take custody of her. Is everyone ready ?” When he received no answer  he continued, “Right. Vixens GO!” and we all dashed off toward the forest. The hunters cheered us on our way.

We all sprinted across the path, into the pasture, buttocks rolling, tails streaming out behind, breasts dancing under us. We fanned out toward the woods, each seeking the magic path that would let us elude our pursuers the longest. Sue and I fell behind the more experienced vixens, but not by much.

Then I was alone in the open field. Prey, a naked, hunted vixen with only my wits and senses standing between me and capture and the fate that entailed. For the first time, I felt elation rather than concern. I chortled in glee as I ran. I lengthened my stride, feeling confident, enjoying the interplay of my muscles as I learned better to control them in this new way of running, enjoying the rush of air and the unrestrained bouncing of my breasts. I was a bondmaid, a chattel, yet I was free to run and feel the thrill of the chase, and I was happy.

I reached the woods and followed the road into the shaded depths, looking for the stream I had been shown only yesterday. I must have missed it. Should I turn back to find it? No, I couldn’t have missed it. I learned that seeing something while walking slowly upright leaves a memory that doesn’t match with scenery seen while I’m running on all fours.  I kept on and finally found it, twice as far into the woods as I remembered. I went past it fifty steps and peed a few drops on a tree, doubled back and waded into the stream.

I waded upstream for a few minutes until I came upon a thicket of brush maybe twenty feet across and six high. I got out of the stream, circled the thicket, ran to a tall  tree a hundred yards away with a couple of low, climbable branches, and tinkled on it. I ran back to the thicket, careful to retrace my steps in the bent grass, and found a way to burrow into it on the side away from the stream. I could hear the baying of the hounds and knew they would be passing me shortly. I couldn’t be seen and hoped the thick brush would contain my aroma until the dogs had passed me.

It worked, several packs of dogs and many riders thundered by me. Soon the woods were echoing with the sounds of the hunt. Horses thundered near and far, horns trumpeted, dogs yapped as they followed scent trails. The squeals of cornered vixens began to sound. Dogs and horses got closer and I began to think about moving. I wormed my way to the edge of the thicket closest to the stream, moved branches aside so I could see out. A hundred feet away, across the stream I watched a pack girl scamper between trees with four hounds snapping at her heels. One eager hound leapt into the air and snapped its jaws onto her fluttering tail then jammed all four legs into the duff. The anal plug held fast and made the girl stumble. Before her knees touched down a second hound clamped the tail between its jaws and fought for possession with its teammate. The third dog gripped one of her boots and the fourth pounced on one of her paws.

She fought like a trapped animal twisting, wrenching a paw or foot free only to have another paw or boot grabbed by another dog. The dogs were well trained and only went after the black leather or her bushy tail. The two animals competing for possession of her tail, leaped and pulled, twisting the tail and its anal plug to and fro, but it did not come loose. Several times she managed to get both paws free and tried to crawl away , but she could only get a few feet before the animals threw her down, leaving their muddy paw prints all over her. As her struggles weakened, several dogs stuck their snouts between her legs, sniffing at the scent they had followed to find her.

Three riders, a woman and two men came out of the trees, galloping hard toward the struggling girl and her captors. One man stopped ten feet short and the others halted on both sides of the ongoing struggle and dismounted. The man who stopped short blew three sharp blasts on a small horn and threw a handful of treats on the ground. The dogs abandoned the girl and ran back to get their reward.

The girl instantly got to her hands and feet and tried to escape but the woman had already grabbed her tail and braced herself. As soon as the girl got up, the woman slung her to her side and the girl landed on her belly. The man dropped on her and pulled her hands behind her back, twisted them up and secured them together. He pulled a hood over her head and buckled it in place. Cuffed and blinded, the girl went limp. He rolled her over on her back and the woman took a photo of her collar and name tag, she sent the photo to the hunt headquarters and waited for acknowledgment.

She had run well this day, but she was not finished providing her masters with good sport. She spread her legs and all three took her, the woman using a big, double-ended dildo. The moans and squeals of her orgasms spread through the woods. I was wet too and the idea of surrendering to the next rider was very appealing, but I was still excited by the thrill of the chase, and pride in having eluded the hunters, so far.

A UTV pickup growled through the trees and stopped beside the group. Angela and a man get out. They talk, too quietly for me to hear. The new man rolls the packgirl on her side and the three hunters stand behind her and pose for the traditional hunter photo, each placing a foot on their quarry, head, waist, and foot. The man lifts the girl into the back of the UTV and secures her. The UTV and the hunters vanish through the trees toward the house.

The sounds of the hunt continue and I wonder when I should make a break for it. Suddenly, the choice is taken from me. A pack of dogs scampers by my hiding place and begins baying. They have my trail. I wait until the sound fades and creep out of my concealing thicket toward the stream, planning on repeating my evasion tactic, with a renewed thrill of the chase exciting me. I would be caught, that was certain, but it didn’t bother me. It was just the natural conclusion of the hunt and part of me yearned for that closure.

A horn blasts as soon as I clear the brush. I’ve been seen! A quick glance over my shoulder reveals two riders, a man and a woman, both masked, the man holding a short, curved, horn. The dogs are baying again, coming back. I run through the stream, arrowing toward a thick stand of trees. If I can get in there, the horses will have to slow down and the dogs aren’t close yet. I’m loping as fast as I can, wishing I didn’t have these steeply angled boots when the horses flank me. I’m barely aware of them when sudden pain assaults my shoulders as they both strike me with their long sticks tipped  with the black rubber flaps.

I instinctively raise my arms to protect my shoulders and head and back-handed strokes smash my breasts flat. I tumble to the ground and roll into a ball to protect my most vulnerable parts. In a flash they are on me and I’m stretched out on my belly, the man sitting on my back. I lay on my arms, trying to keep them from taking a photo of my collar.

He's much stronger than me, though and pulls my arms behind me and clips my wrists together.  I stop struggling, I’m fairly captured. He rolls me over and she takes my picture. I spread my legs, ready for them to take their reward, He tests my readiness with a finger then slams inside me. He pounds me filling me with arousal. I’m at the edge of orgasm when his hot spend fills me with a grunt and sends me into rapturous orgasm. I squeal and moan for minutes, unaware of anything but the pulses of pleasure filling me. I feel him pull out and the gaping void he leaves me. I feel the woman take his place and her dildo slides easily into my lubricated love canal. She pumps the dildo into both of us and rekindles my arousal.  In seconds, both of us are moaning in pleasure and we come at very nearly the same time.

In a few minutes the UTV arrives, they take their photo with me on my side on the ground and one of their boots on my shoulder and one on my hip. I’m smiling and I assume they are too. The hunt was a glorious success for all three of us. They thank the attendant and he leaves without me. I’m stood up and prepared for my return to the finish.

They led me back to the gate in style. My hands were still locked behind me. She had twisted her team sash in a figure-of-eight around my breasts, squeezing them out proudly. A long lead ran from his saddle to my loins, where it was clipped through both of my labia rings. I held her riding crop clenched in my teeth, forcing my lips into a grin. The handle of his crop was buried deep in my dripping vagina so that the end, wrapped in his colorful sash stuck out in front of me, waving back and forth as I walked. I held it tightly in place, knowing I must not let it fall out, even as I blushed from the degrading spectacle I made.

Being a naked, hunted prey had filled me with an unexpected and thrilling delight. I had been in a constant state of sexual arousal, stimulated by the hard plug of the tail locked within me and the threat of being found. I had been, indeed, anxious to be caught.

Before I had set out on the trip to Florida, I would not have believed my condition. I was a helpless sex toy, unable to use my hands, or cover my nakedness. I was collared chattel with no rights of self-determination. I should have been appalled, but I was happy that all the decisions were someone else’s responsibility. Tonight, the two that caught me would use me as they wanted and I was ready to serve and obey. It was only fair. They had caught me.


Chapter    9  :  Thief

Megan waited just outside Wildwood Farm’s fence and watched the preparations for the hunt. She had arrived when it was dark and found a handy bush to hide in. She waited until the hunters and dogs thundered off in pursuit, then she watched the staff to see where they went. Luckily, they all headed to a garage and got several UTVs out and sat in them, waiting.

Megan quietly headed for the staff door. She knew it’s combination now and had a route mapped out in her head to avoid the remaining staff. Most of them were on the main floor, preparing lunch and setting out awards in the main dining room. The room she wanted was the Hunt Office, located on the back wall of the second floor looking out over the girl’s pound.

She saw no one when she entered the door and went up the stairs to her left. The hall was empty and the office door was thoughtfully labeled. She turned the doorknob carefully, aware that the office might be occupied. It was locked. She got out her lockpick set and had it unlocked in less than a minute. It was surprising how much trust some people put in a fifteen-dollar lockset. She pushed it open a crack and looked in. It was empty. Her unwitting accomplice said the wager money was stacked in a locked closet.

The closet was obvious. The only other door in the room locked with a cheap combination lock. Megan got out a pair of end wrenches and easily forced the lock open. More trust placed in a five-dollar hardware store lock. Amazing.

There were literally ten stacks of bills on a shelf in the closet. A quick look found twenties and hundreds. Even if it was just twenties there were many thousands of dollars there. Megan scooped it all into her backpack, donned it, walked out into the hallway, and turned toward the stairway.

There was a uniformed guard and a woman walking toward her. The woman exclaimed, “She doesn’t work here!”

The guard reached for his gun while yelling, “Freeze, or I’ll shoot!”

Megan backed up into the office, locked the door, jammed a desk chair under the doorknob, and walked to the window, all the time thinking, “Stay Calm and think.”

She slid the window open and looked down.  The pound was empty and the visible staff were all still at the garage. She estimated a ten-foot drop, only five if she hung from the window frame and dropped. She tossed her backpack out the window, making sure it was far enough away she wouldn’t land on it, and climbed out after it. The guard was pounding on the door.

The drop was short and she rolled to make doubly sure she wouldn’t sprain an ankle. She scooped up the backpack, donned it and walked, purposefully, but not hurrying, to the side gate. It was locked and the lock was on the outside. It was ten feet high and a solid sheet of steel, topped with barbed wire. There was a garbage can a few feet away. She drug it to the gate and climbed on it. She could just reach the top of the gate. She hooked her hands over the top and pulled herself up and looked over.

There was a jeep with two guards rolling toward her. “God,” she thought, “security is a lot better here than I thought.”

She dropped back onto the can and then to the ground. She headed toward the stable, thinking, “If I can get a horse and reach the woods, I can lose the guards and climb the fence. She just made it into the stables when she heard shouting behind her. She peeked out and saw the jeep was inside the gate and two more guards had shown up. She heard a siren in the distance. She thought, “Good response time. I need to leave.”

She scanned the dark stable and saw nothing useful, just then a horse whinnied from outside. She hurried to the far side door and peeked out. There was a saddled horse with its reins looped over a hitching rail, and a man standing twenty feet away facing the other direction, reading some sort of paper.  Without thinking, she walked to the horse, unwrapped the reins, mounted the horse, turned to the field and started it walking. The man heard her and yelled, “Hey, that’s my ride.”

The horse responded well and they galloped away toward the thickest part of the woods. Only after she started riding did she see there was a rifle in a scabbard on the horse. She kept looking back to see when the pursuit would start. Luckily, the bulk of the stables screened her flight from the guards by the gate. She had slowed to enter the woods before the guard’s jeep came into view, bouncing across the field after her.

She steered the horse between the trees and entered the dark, shady realm of the woods. She stayed among the dense-packed tees as long as she could. As she went deeper, she started hearing the baying of the hounds and the horns of the hunters. All the dogs and all but a handful of hunters were still in the woods hunting the elusive vixens. She had not brought a compass, but her cell phone had a theodolite app that had a compass function. She used it to steer an easterly course, toward where she had hidden her car.

John noticed the guards streaming out of the building when he got back. He hurried up to the office and found Marty Phillips, the office manager, Helen, and the security chief, Will Farnsworth, staring out the window. He asked, “Marty, what’s going on?”

They all turned to look at him and Marty replied, “A blonde girl with a backpack stole the wager funds and escaped into the woods on a horse.  There was a varmint rifle on the horse, small caliber.”

John wanted to remind him of how many times he had suggested better security, but realized this wouldn’t be well received now, so  he just asked, “Does anyone have eyes on her now?”

Will replied, “No. I have everyone looking.”

John mused, “She’s planning to get to a fence and climb out. She came here in a car and it’s waiting for her. Marty, send all the inside staff out. Tell them to use their own cars and drive onto every road around the fence. Look for parked cars. Record the license numbers and location. Don’t try to stop anyone, just gather info and drive slowly, don’t scare anyone.”

Marty said, “OK. Good idea,” and he hurried out.

John turned to Helen, “Don’t you have all the cell phone numbers of the hunting parties?”

“Of course. I need them to coordinate the hunt and pickups.”

“Let’s use them. Send a message to all of them. Tell them there was a robbery. Thief is a blonde girl with a backpack on a horse in the woods, probably trying to avoid being seen. Ask them to report to the security office if they see her with location and direction of travel. OK?”

She said, “Right,” and sat at the desk picking up her phone.

Walt turned to John and said, “Good. I’ll go to the security office and coordinate from there. You should probably come too. I have a wall size map of the woods.”

A few minutes after Megan entered the woods, all the hunters received a text message advising them of the presence of a mounted blonde thief with a backpack. The hunt paused for a minute while the teams conferred and speculated on the message. The same questions echoed endlessly around the woods. “What could she have stolen?” one asked.  If the message came to us, she must be in the hunt woods,” another said. A woman speculated, “She must have stolen our prize money!”

Within moment of receiving the message, every hunter’s focus expanded and messages started arriving at the security office: hunters who had seen her minutes ago, and finally one that was watching her. 1.5 mi north of the main building , moving east, cautiously.

John pointed at the map and told Walt, “Have your men wait for her at the fence, center them here and spread out to cover as much distance as they can. No shooting. Try to capture her without hurting her.”

Walt deployed several scouts into the woods to watch for her and tell his men just where she was going to meet the fence They were instructed to use text messages so she wouldn’t hear them..

When she reached the fence, the guards were waiting for her. She guided her horse between two trees and never saw the taser that zapped her right leg. The guard caught her as she toppled off the horse. She woke with a fierce headache sitting in the back seat of a bouncing UTV, her hands cuffed behind her, sandwiched between two rather large guards.

The UTV stopped in back of the main Wildwood Farms building and the guards escorted her into a small meeting room. Her cuffs were removed, she was told to sit in a chair facing a table. She sat down and asked the guards what was happening. One of the guards replied, “Someone is going to talk to you.”

Megan saw the camera in the corner of the room, high on the wall. There was no blinking red light but she was sure people were watching her with it. Were they waiting for the police? If she was arrested, she was sure to get a long sentence. She had three prior misdemeanors and they had talked to her about some other thefts but couldn’t prove anything. They sure could here. Caught red-handed, she assessed.

A man entered, sat down across from her, lay a folder on the table, and announced, “Hello Megan Short, I’m John Alison. I’ve seen your criminal record. It looks like you are trying to move up in the criminal world.

Mostly out of reflex, Megan said, “ This is a mistake. I didn’t do anything and your men assaulted me with a taser.”

“Really. Look at these,” he opened the folder and took out photos and spread them on the table, facing Megan.

My heart nearly stopped. He had pictures of me in the building. I had not seen a single camera, yet his pictures showed me coming in the door, climbing the stairs, walking along the corridor, picking the door’s lock, breaking the lock on the closet, putting the stacks of money in my backpack, being surprised in the hall, climbing out the window and riding out of the woods wearing the backpack.

They clearly had the goods on me. Where were the police.? I looked up at the man and said, “OK. Now what?”

“We also have witnesses for theft, burglary, horse theft, theft of a firearm and resisting arrest. With your record, Judge Lambert will sentence you to at least ten years of servitude, and you know it.”

He was right. I did know it. Lambert had sentenced a friend to five years just for burglary. Why was he telling me this?  They must want something or I’d be on the way to jail. I said, “OK. What do you want?”

John said, “No one was hurt, we got everything you stole back. Your choices now are to go to jail and be sentenced to punishment and at least ten years of servitude, or to voluntarily enter our service for, say, five years, if you qualify.”

Megan shrank in her chair, “Five years! Are you crazy, that’s a quarter of my life? I’d spend five years as your slave. I don’t want to be a slave. And what do you mean, if I qualify? What does one have to do to be a slave?”

“You must know Wildwood is a hunt club or you wouldn’t have bothered to rob it. They need to inspect you and see if you would be a useful addition to their pack. It’s entirely your choice, Megan. Remember, if you’re convicted, they can buy your indenture anyway. Voluntarily it’s shorter, and there are much worse jobs than packgirl.

Megan suddenly realized she hadn’t bothered to learn what Wildwood actually did. “Wait, I thought they had a hotel and hunting preserve and would-be sportsmen came here to hunt vixens. That’s a kind of fox, isn’t it? What do they need bondmaids for except hotel staff? Maids and servers and sex.”

John got out his phone, started a video of the start of the hunt that morning, said, this was taken this morning at the start of the hunt, and showed it to Megan.

She watched the vixens leave their line and run for the woods and said, softly, “Those are girls, not foxes.”

“Wildwood is interested in pretty, fit, young women that are intelligent, sexually responsive, adventuresome, and enjoy sex. I’ll give you a few minutes to decide if you want to try,” and he left the room.

Megan realized she had never seen a packgirl or knew anything about them. She had talked with her friends about what bondmaids lives would be like. But only a couple had ever seen a bondmaid. Wildwood was famous for their hunts and parties, but she knew a lot of that was just guesses. She turned around to look at the guards and asks, “Tell me about a packgirl’s life. Are they happy?”

The black-haired guard laughs, and says, “Hell yes. They laugh and play and they don’t gripe to us about escape. I’ve slept with a half dozen of them. Not what you think. They asked me at  parties.”

Megan was surprised and asked, “They have parties?”

“Yeah. Wildwood throws parties a couple of times a month. The girls, staff, guards, and guests. Guests get first choice of the girls, but guards and staff can ask them.”

“Wait, did your boss tell you to say that?”

“Nope. My boss told me to tell you the truth.”

“How many packgirls does Wildwood have?”

“Twenty-two, I think. They have a couple of new ones.”

“OK. Thanks.” Megan turned back around and thought, in circles. “I don’t want to be a bond maid. They have the goods on me. Maybe a packgirl won’t be so bad. It’s got to be better than shoveling manure on a farm. What if there’s not enough evidence to convict me. Don’t be stupid. I’ll let them inspect me. I can always say no then.” Megan didn’t want to admit to herself that the idea had a certain erotic allure. “I don’t want to be a bond maid…I don’t”

John Alison returned and sat at the table, “Well?”

Megan said, slowly, “Five years is an awfully long time…”

John replied, “You’ve made up your mind to try for Wildwood, but you think you should negotiate. OK, six years.”

Megan started, “Wait, I was just whining. I’ll take the five years.”

“You haven’t been accepted yet. Remove your clothes.”

Megan felt a moment of panic, “Here? Now?”

He was calm, “You undress for us now, or the courts will take them from you. This way is more pleasant and shorter, but it’s entirely your choice.”

Megan realized he was right, but it was so embarrassing and so final.

Megan undressed under the eyes of the guards, tossing her things on the table.

John told her, “This is your job interview. Smile, arch your back, pirouette for the camera. Show them you want to be their packgirl.”

“Already,” she thought, “I need more time.” She froze.

John said, “Everyone knows its sudden. Put your hands behind your head, look up at the camera, stand tall and be proud. You have a good body, show it to them. Keep your legs apart and turnaround twice, slowly. Then flirt with the guards,”

Megan was very glad he had given her instructions, but flirt with the guards when she was naked? Why not? She put her hands behind her head, interlaced her fingers, stood tall and started turning, very small, mincing steps. She stopped and looked at the guards, both had a bulge in their pants and both were focused on her nipple. The black-haired one was more attractive so she did a little dance step to get his attention and made eye contact.

She kept moving, turning and twisting to an imaginary band with tiny steps moving closer to him. She made a twisted, come-hither, half smile, tossed her hair, and moved a little closer, lifting one arm toward him. He responded by leaning toward her and smiling back. She reached out a little further and touched his arm. He took hold of her arm and pulled her forward. Megan stepped into close contact and melted into him, getting as much of her body as possible touching him and then she rubbed against him, caressing his erection with her mons. She pulled him close, and, standing on tiptoes, kissed him. She was getting more aroused than she expected when John said “OK. Do you live with anyone?”

Megan stopped her flirting and turned to face John, No.”

“Do you have a lover?”

“”One-night stands.”

“Men or women?”

“Men.”

When was the last one?”

“A week ago,”

A grey six inch in diameter panel high on the wall behind the guards turned green.

John told her, “All right,” he opened his folder and took out a thick sheaf of papers. “They want you, if you are interested. This is a standard bond servant contract. In legalese, it says you voluntarily give up your right to self-determination and swear to obey the holders of this contract, you should think of them as your new owners. They have the right to punish you when you disobey them to the extent of legal punishment in the Female Bond Servitude Act.” He pointed to the page and said, “The term is five years and your new owner is Wildwood Farms. Do you want to accept the offer?”

“Yes. Let’s do it.”

He turned to the last page and said, “Sign here and date it.”

When she was finished, he asked the guards, “Gentlemen, would you sign as witnesses, please?”

Both did and then John said, “Megan, you are now a packgirl. Gentlemen they are waiting for her at the locksmith.”

They cuffed her hands behind her, put irons on her ankles, and put her back on the chair.

Megan realized she wouldn’t have any chance of escape for now.

John  picked up the contract and his folder, “I’ll make copies for you and the locksmith. Don’t leave without it,” and left.

Megan turned to look at the guards, “Come see me when you can.”

Both smiled and said they would.

Megan hoped they would come soon. She needed some comfort.

John returned and handed a folder to the taller guard, “Gentlemen, the van is waiting for you at the front door.  The locksmith is expecting you. When he’s done, take her to the packgirl office. Angela will be waiting for you.”

Megan stood slowly. The enormity of what was happening to her made her knees weak. Her eyes were wide in disbelief. She had been a thief ever since her parents had kicked her out. She thought of herself as a successful thief. Smarter than everyone else. How could I have been so foolish to be caught? Why didn’t I check Wildwood out more thoroughly? I didn’t know how to be a bondmaid. Someone else would decide where she went, what she did, who she would see. Her life as a wily thief outsmarting the world had led her to the fate she always wondered about. Now she was scared of what was going to happen to her.

The guards took her to the reception area where several people stared at her in curiosity. They had to be used to naked packgirls, were they just wondering how their newest packgirl would do? Maybe they were looking at a thief for the first time. Let them look. Lots of people were going to see her naked for five years. What would it do to me?

A tall man, young and wide stopped us in the middle of the room. The guards didn’t mind and let him. He stepped close, cupped my breasts in his hands and said, “I understand your name is Megan. You caused quit a ruckus and I didn’t catch the vixen I was after. I’ll ask for you when you’re available and you can see for yourself why vixens enjoy the hunt.”

I was speechless at his brazen invasion of my body. I opened my mouth to protest, but I realized that he was quite within his right to touch my body as he wished. I felt my mouth open but no words came out.

He released my breasts, caught my nipples between thumb and forefinger, rolled them around until they had grown achingly hard and I felt the twinges of arousal. He released me. Stepped back and said, “Until next time.”

They took me out the front door and put me in the middle of the back seat of the waiting van. They locked my ankle chain to the floorboard and climbed in on either side of me. I wasn’t surprised when both of them took hold of a breast and fondled my nips. I was available. I asked them, “Please don’t be rough. I’ll be good.”

The red-haired guard replied, “Don’t give us any problems.”

By the time the van stopped I was thoroughly aroused and dripping wet. The guards noticed and Black-hair commented, “ Hot already. You are going to enjoy being a packgirl.”

Really, “Why?”

“They get used a lot and responsive girls are popular.”

They took me into a shop, into a back room, the smith looked me over, picked up a red ball gag and showed it to me. He gripped my left nipple between thumb and forefinger and asked, “Not going to give me a problem, are you?

I said, “No sir,” and opened my mouth.

He put the ball in my mouth, buckled it, and showed me  a black bag with a drawstring. He put it over my head and pulled the string snug. I couldn’t see anything. I was picked up and laid on my back on a hard surface. Strong hands held me still as my handcuffs and leg irons were removed and straps were put around me, fastening me to the surface. When the hands left me, I couldn’t move anything but my fingers and toes.

I felt fingers lifting the hood higher on my neck them something cold and metallic put on my neck and moved as if to check that it fitted properly. It was taken away and I heard a grinding noise as if metal was being engraved or reshaped. Then the collar or whatever it was, was put around my neck again. I heard scraping sounds and fingers moved the collar, something was slid under the collar, and a piece of metal was slid between my neck and the collar.

I felt fingers again on the side of my neck. It was, in fact, the smith inserting a rivet into the matching holes on the ends of the hinged steel collar. Suddenly I felt a series of hammer blows at the side of my neck as the rivet was hammered flat. The steel plate protected me from the full force of the hammering, but it was nerve wracking in the blackness. It was repeated three times as three rivets were used to fasten the collar on me.

The smith inspected his work. The wildwood crest which he had engraved on the front of the collar was good, he judged. He inspected the rivets. They were flush rivets and made of a special metal that was difficult to remove. They were red hot when he inserted them and cooled into an especially obdurate steel. The collar would not only ensure the girl would be quickly returned should she endeavor to escape, but also played an important psychological role in making her docile, submissive and feeling she was now owned by another.

It was time, he decided to fit her wrist and ankle cuffs. He measured the slender girl’s wrists and selected appropriate bands from a cabinet. Then he selected suitable anklets for her. All of the bracelets and anklets were several inches long, hinged like her collar,  and required two of the special rivets to close them. Many bondmaid owners had him join the bands with chain to further ensure security and helplessness, but Wildwood required a full range of motion from their girls most of the time, so, no chains, at least not full time.

Megan once again felt the cold embrace of steel as the bands were fitted to her limbs and their rivets hammered flat, permanently attaching them to her.

The smith smiled as he inspected his work. Finding everything in order, he told the guards, “She’s all yours.”

The guards removed the straps holding her down, locked a hobble chain between her new anklets, lifted her off the table, and locked her wrists behind her before removing the hood and gag. The light in the room was indirect and Megan saw a full-length mirror on a wall. She moved slowly to stand in front of it. The guards just watched her.

I looked at my new self. A heavy collar was riveted on my neck and cuffs were riveted on my wrists and ankles. They were intended to be permanent and hard to escape from: no key would open them. It was simply what I expected. I was going to serve out my full contract.

My ankles were joined by enough chain I could walk, but not kick or run and my hands were again locked behind my back. I saw a naked, collared wench. She had my face, my oversized boobs. As I stared at the new me, I understood my life had changed. I was a sex toy, no matter what they called it. There was something shamefully and excitingly erotic about being naked, helpless, and handled by strong men. I understood what was expected of me, how to behave. I wasn’t afraid now, in fact I was aroused and eager to get on with it and learn how to be a packgirl. I was determined to be an excellent packgirl. I turned around and asked the guards, “Can we go back now?”

They put  a leash on  my collar and I felt all my rules evaporate, no longer a citizen, just a pet to be led around but it’s appropriate for a bondmaid. I’ve seen a few before and always felt superior to those poor, dumb bitches who were caught. Now I’m one of them. and feel almost exuberant. There are no more rules of pleasant society for me to follow. As long as I obey my master, there is nothing that’s beneath me. I straighten up, smile, stand tall, and thrust my breasts out. I roll my hips as I walk. I am proud of my body and accept that that’s all I am, now, a female body designed by nature to please men.

The black-haired guard leads me out the front door. A couple stops to watch me, a naked, collared, helpless bondmaid, being led happily to my fate. His expression is pure lust. She is shocked  and afraid. Not of me, but she knows this could be her and it’s carnal allure is terrifyingly strong. She is wondering what I am feeling, why I look so happy, and worst of all, what she would feel like? Her mind coils around the female yin and yang of submission vs independence, pride vs eroticism. All her training warns her   to avoid my fate and her body demands she try it. I walk proud and smile, inviting him to use me and her to join me in my submission to men and my true nature. I’m led past them and loaded in the van.

When the van arrived back at Wildwood Farms the guards took me in the front door and through a couple of halls and finally in an office in back. Five women were in the office. One,  a few years older than me, sitting at a desk and the others about my age, sitting in  chairs, some reading.  Everyone got up and came over to me. The guard holding my leash handed it to the older woman, apparently the one in charge. She said, “Thanks. We’ll take her from here.”

The guards left without a word.

She led me to the center of the room, stepped on my ankle chain and slapped my face, “Slap”, forehand, “Slap,” backhand, “Slap,” forehand, “Slap,” back. I yelped and tried to back away from her. I would have fallen on my back but she held tight to my leash and held me up. The other women gathered around me close enough to touch, but none did. I was shocked by the sudden, unexpected violence.

The aggressive woman said, “I am Angela. You will address me as Mistress. These are your trainers, Robin, Gillian, Julie, Margot, and Sharon. You will learn their names later. What’s your name?”

“Megan, Megan Short,”

She slapped me again, back and forth, this time on my breasts, hard. The pain was shocking, she said in a low voice, “Megan Short, what?”

“”M..Megan Short, Mistress.”

“What are you?”

I didn’t know what she wanted. Bad thief, packgirl,  or just girl. I took a chance and answered, “A thief?”

Angela looked at me for too long. Then she said, “No. You are a headstrong girl who lives as she wants, independent of everyone and society. You are an outlaw, by choice. You volunteered to be a packgirl because it was the lesser of two evils. You think you can pretend to be one of the girls and hide your true self behind that pretense. You will look for a chance to escape. You plan on returning to your old life as soon as possible. Unfortunately for you, we are not satisfied with a pretend bondmaid. We demand true submission in our packgirls. You have to learn your masters and mistresses are your Gods. They decide every aspect of your life and you must submit to them. Someone above you decides where you go, what you do, whether you receive pain or pleasure, what and when you eat.  It is our job to teach you these simple truths and see that you are docile and submissive.”

Angela addressed the trainers, “Take her to the training room.”

I protested, “I’m not like that. I only stole because I needed food.”
Angela said, “Liar. You have over ten thousand dollars in your bank account.”

I shut up. They had learned too much about me already, but they didn’t know enough. I’d show them. I was tougher than they knew.

The girls took my arms and frog marched me down a hallway and into a large, dark room empty save for some ominous looking equipment.

Angela ordered, “Lift her hands.”

They lifted my hands higher until my fingers touched my collar.

She tied my thumbs together with a thong. I smelled the leather. Two wraps around my thumbs then several loops crossways, pulling the first loops tight. She knew what she was doing. I could never slip the thong. She took one end of the thong, wrapped it around my neck, over the collar and tied it tight,  I had to tilt my head up and look at the ceiling to relieve the tension enough to breathe. I struggled to lift my arms high on my back Then she squatted in front of me and tired my big toes together the same way. 

She told the girls, “Let her go.”

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

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

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

After many long moments two of them came over and untied my toes so I could straighten my legs and relieve some of the pressure on my neck. They untied my toes and lifted me up by my shoulders. They took me to a short metal pole sticking straight up from the floor. It was two inches thick and four feet high with a cap with a staple on the end with a hole in it. They locked my collar to the end and untied my thumbs. Thank God! They removed the chains from my wrists and ankles. My collar was tightly fixed to a metal pole just tall enough that I could kneel or stand bent over. They stood back and let me struggle to find a comfortable position. I didn’t find one.

Angela tossed a foot-long, penis replica, black rubber dildo at my feet and ordered, “Pick it up.”

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

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

I had never done this before and was hesitant. I yelped as the first blow of the cane sent a fiery spike into my ass. Two seconds passed then another stripe blossomed on my bottom. I quickly jammed the dildo in my mouth.

Angela corrected me, “Use both hands.”

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

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

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

“Out.  Breathe. In.”

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

“Stop.” She took the dildo from me.

They locked a set of stocks on me holding my wrists in line eighteen inches on either side of my neck. They locked it around my neck, below my collar and on my wrists between my hands and the permanent cuffs. My collar was still locked to the pole. I could stand on my feet with my ass sticking out behind or I could kneel. They started a constant barrage, flicking my skin with thin whips, all over me. None too hard, but every one stung. I writhed around my pole, unable to cover anything or escape from the rain of tiny bites. They made sure that my most sensitive regions were stung, I yelped and jumped at every flick, but I was especially loud when a whip found a nipple or my labia.

This torture went on for ages. I begged for them to stop, to no avail. If they wanted me to learn they could give me pain whenever they wanted, they succeeded. Finally, they stopped. They put a long bar between my ankles and fastened it to the base of the pole, forcing me to stand with my legs far apart. I was afraid this was just to make it easier to hit my loins, but I was wrong.

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

Angela said, “Enjoy yourself.”

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

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

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

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

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

I did, I was able to move my head back and forth and got to work fucking my mouth with it.

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

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

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

I stayed where I was for a long time before they let me down and removed the stocks and spreader bar. My hands were locked behind me but they didn’t bother with the ankle chain. No need. I couldn’t run. They put a leash on my collar and I meekly followed its tug. I could barely walk, so two girls helped me to another room, measured me in every way possible, and put me on a steel table, slightly inclined. My hands were fastened to the top corners and my feet put in stirrups like in a doctor’s office.

Angela stood at the foot of the table and a man stood behind her. She 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 the man and said, “I’m using the standard level. She just had a number of orgasms so I don’t expect her next will be easy.”

He agreed, “OK. Let’s see how she does.”

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 needed a man in me! 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.

The man said, “Less than two minutes. And You said she already had several orgasms. Quite a good response. She will make a fine pack bitch, we’ll do field trials tomorrow morning.” Then he left.

Megan 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 what? Who was he?

She 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 . Megan had expected to be released and asked, “Mistress. Aren’t we done?”

“Be quiet and open wide,” and held a large, red ball gag to her mouth.

Megan opened her mouth to protest, but Angela slipped the gag into her mouth and buckled it in place. Robin lifted her 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.”

Megan watched helplessly as Robin’s gentle, skillful fingers begin to fondle her nipples. She 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.

She watched in helpless horror 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.

Megan fought her bonds as she tracked the glowing needle’s approach, to no avail. With a swift poke, Angela placed a cauterized hole in the base of Megan’s left nipple. Megan squealed at the 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.

Angela pierced her 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 metal, shaped to cover a nose, with a thick, 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 pulled a fifth needle from the brazier, a curved one. She inserted the tip into one of the tubes and shoved it through Megan’s septum and into the other tube.  Megan 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, inserted them in the holes in Megan’s flesh and closed them. Megan could hear the faint clicking of internal locks engaging when each ring closed. Angela put her tools away while Robin was releasing Megan. While Megan 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. Megan 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 girl, collared, chained like a slave, and ringed like an animal. She could be fastened or restrained by everything she wore. She could be 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. She wouldn’t resist anyone.

Robin led me further down the hall to a door labeled ‘harness and Tack.’ Sharon followed us and watched me. Insurance, I guess, but she wasn’t needed. I was too overwhelmed by my treatment to balk at anything else they wanted to do to me. 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. You must address me as  Miss Hensley.”

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, “MEGAN  NO.22.” 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, Megan,” 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 had 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 said, “Packgirls always wear their tails to remind them of their duty and station. You just had your bottom hole punished, so, just this once, you do not have to wear it. Tomorrow, you must.”

I was very grateful, my ass was still very sore and burning, I felt tears of gratitude trickling down my cheeks, “Thank you Miss Hensley.

She said, “Use lots of lube.”

My bottom burned and I felt overwhelmed Too much had happened to me in  short period of time.  I was a bondmaid now and of course I was already at the bottom. My right to self-determination was forfeit because I hurt someone. I had been chained, punished, measured, ringed, and now made to walk on my hands and feet on a leash. 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 number painted on the wall beside each kennel. I found the number 22. It was on the top tier. 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, one section for each girl. 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 looked in the kennels. Bare concrete walls and floor, seven feet deep, 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 rack section number 22.

She put my tail on a small shelf and explained, “This will be your area. Everything assigned to you will be placed in here. You are responsible for keeping your gear clean. 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?”

All except for what packgirls do. I felt overwhelmed so I just agreed, “Yes, Miss Hensley.”

“Good.” She led me to an outside door that had a small pair of spring-closed double doors set in it’s bottom half. She removed my leash. “This is the door into the pound. You will always use it to go inside. Some girls are in there now. They will be interested to see a new girl. Go meet them. Ask them to show you the toilet facilities.”

I used my head to push open the lightly sprung doors and walk clumsily into my new life.


Chapter  10   :  Trophies

Susan ran as fast as she could when the command came. The score of vixens running with her seemed to evaporate like smoke as soon as she ran into the woods. Suddenly she could see no one else, but the crashing of brush was all around her. She stayed on the beaten path, looking for side courses, but saw nothing even as good as the track she was on. She ran over a bridge over a small stream without a thought of any way to use it. Susan had been chained among twenty girls with knowledge of the hunt, but she was too scared and shy to even ask. Now, she was blindly running along the only good path she saw, knowing that the hunters and dogs must soon find her.

The sound of baying hounds came from behind her and she was terrified. They were after her already. Now she ran in a blind panic, trying hopelessly to outrun the pursuing dogs even as they drew closer. She heard the drumming beat of their paws, rapidly gaining on her  when, without warning first one, then another dog clamped their jaws onto her tail and dug their claws into the soft ground, jerking her bottom back, behind her flying feet and dropping her onto the ground with a jarring thump. Instantly the rest of the pack swarmed over her, grabbing her paws and boots and dragging her flat on her back, she struggled and yelled, “Get off me! Let go you stupid dogs!” But they were too well trained to let go of a vixen they had caught until a man gave them the appropriate command, which no vixen was ever told. Two men on horseback galloped up, dismounted and ran to their prize. One held her head steady while the other took their proof of capture photo and sent it off to Wildwood.

The photographer told the other, “It’s sent.” The man holding her head stood up gave a command in some language Sue didn’t know and threw a handful of treats to the side for the dogs. The dogs instantly released her and swarmed after their rewards. He rolled her over and cuffed her hands behind her then rolled her on her back.

Sue looked at the men and saw the looks on their faces. She obediently spread her legs so they could claim their immediate prize. She knew that she would serve them all night so they could take the full measure of their prize.

Instead of mounting her, the man knelt between her legs and opened a penknife, Susan instinctively tried to clench her legs together, but she was trapped. He reached down, took hold of a lock of her pubic hair, pulled it tight stretching her skin, and cut it off, , claiming his first trophy. The second man replaced him and took his own lock of her pubic hair.

Little did she know that the men did not think she had given them good sport, for she had run dumb, her capture was far too easy and quick, and she had even denied them the pleasure of dominating a resisting vixen. They used her quickly, careful to not give her release, for she had been a disappointing prize. Intellectually, they knew from the catalog that they had caught a new girl, only in the pack for days, on her inaugural vixen run. Glad they caught one, but disappointed with her spirit, they would give her a poor rating.

The UTV showed up, promptly, for Susan was the first vixen caught. She was laid on her side and the traditional hunter’s photo was taken with one hunter’s foot on her shoulder, the other’s on her hip. She was cuffed and strapped down in the bed of the vehicle and taken back to the farm, the hunters walking their steeds behind the vehicle. Back home her vixen tail was removed and she was put in the pound. She heard the loud UTV go after another vixen.

She was alone in the pound and Susan felt lonely and scared. She remembered what Mr. Phillips said before the hunt. She was going to be whipped, severely, and it wasn’t fair. No one had given her any instructions or guidance and she was a city girl, not a wild animal, skilled in avoiding predators. She knew she should have fought the hunters, tried to escape, but they were large men and the dogs had already scared her. It wasn’t fair. Girls trickled in, one at a time and they talked to each other about the run. Most talked about the hunters they saw and what they did. None of the early girls bragged about their skill and prowess, but they knew they weren’t the first one caught.  A couple of girls tried to cheer Susan up, telling her they would be lenient with her because she was new in the pack and had never run before.

Jan entered the pound in the middle of the pack and everyone told her how well she had done for her first run. Sue took her aside and asked, “Jan, how did you last so long? What did you do?”

“I used the stream to hide my trail, I backtracked, I peed on a tree to fool the dogs, and hid in a thick bush. They still caught me, though.”

How did you know to do all that? I was the first one caught. They didn’t tell me how to do anything!”

“I talked to a girl while they were painting us. She told me to do all that. Why didn’t you ask someone?”

“I didn’t think of it in all the excitement.” Sue wasn’t being honest. She knew she wasn’t as outgoing as Janice, hell, she avoided talking to anyone she wasn’t already friends with because she was so easy to influence. She had bought things she didn’t want, gone on dates with men she didn’t especially like, and been talked into spreading her legs for acquaintances. She was ashamed to admit she was so submissive, so she pretended to be a little dim.

When all of the vixens were back and cleaned up, Angela addressed them, “Girls, it was great hunt. All of you were caught so everyone will be used tonight and the last five captured will share in the vixen’s purse of $5000. Your times varied from nine minutes to forty-five. Good work. You will all rest in the pound until dinner then you’ll be taken to your hunter’s rooms for their use. I don’t want to hear anything but glowing reports tomorrow. Remember you are here to give them pleasure and good sport.”

Susan was surprised and happy that her own poor performance wasn’t mentioned and she had expected to be punished, but nothing, so far. All the girls were lounging, most on their stomachs or sides because of their springy tails and  talking in small groups, Susan and Janice went together to all of the groups and made small talk just to get to know them.  Jan did most of the talking. Sue watched the girls and tried to remember their names. She formed impressions from many of them. Jill and Nancy were sensual, and liked girls as well as boys. They cuddled together and oozed sex all the time.  Lynn was really happy to be a packgirl.  Juanita, a dark-haired Latina, was fiery and hot-tempered and thought Angela was mean.

After dinner they trooped into the bathroom for their ablutions. This time all were directed to use the toilet rather than just letting them choose. They had their rectums flushed then lubricated. A reasonable bit of preparation given that all of their holes were fair game tonight. Then they stripped off their boots and gloves and lined up in numerical order.  An excited buzz filled the room as they speculated on what they would experience. The experienced girls warned them that they would be used many times that night, every one of their holes would be used, and, if they performed well, they might be given release. All of them retold their best and worst experiences as a captured vixen.

Sue knew that many of the tales she heard were exaggerated, but she tingled with anticipation anyway. She watched the girls ahead of her leashed and their hands locked behind them before climbing into the kennels on top of their carts. The trainers consulted the lists the hunters had provided, making sure the girls went to the correct rooms and that what ever additional restraints the hunters had requested were loaded on the carts. She felt the eroticism of being wheeled in a cage to the sexual usage of the men who had captured her. She knew a lot of her excitement was due to being in a society that viewed her enslavement as normal.

Finally, it was her turn. Only Jan and the new girl, the thief, Megan, remained. Jan gave her a peck on the cheek when the trainers turned her around to do her hands. “Luck,” Jan said as she climbed into her crate.

Sue’s cart was pushed along a corridor, there were several turns then an elevator took her up some distance. She was pushed down another corridor before being rolled into an open door. The attendant talked to the hunters briefly then left, closing the door behind himself. Her cart was shoved against a table, the door opened, a male voice said, “Come out,” and  she crawled out onto the table.

Two large men in their twenties were looking at her. She recognized the hunters who had caught her. One was blonde, the other black haired. They wore polo shirts over dark slacks, showing tanned brawny arms. They hauled Susan to her feet, their hard hands feeling like iron against her soft skin. She hung limp between them, fear and excitement mingling and silencing her.  She looked up into the grinning faces looming on either side of her and knew she could expect no mercy. She was correct.

Large hands closed over her breasts as each man claimed one. They twisted and squeezed her mammaries while strong fingers rammed up into her nether orifices. Sue screamed weakly, flickering between the men like a cornered butterfly. They let her go, laughing, and she sank to her knees and tried to crawl away. One of them caught her by her long hair and held her in place while the other crouched in front of her and slapped her pendulous breasts from side to side so hard they bounced against each other.

They dragged her to the bed and threw her on her back. She looked up at them through tear-stained eyes while they dropped their pants and freed two thick, hard cocks.

Blonde said, “You can go first.”

Black said, “No, let’s do her together,” and pulled Sue up off the bed by her hair. He bent her over at the waist , and shoved his cock to her lips, “Blow me, and you’d better be good.”

Sue opened her mouth to scream and found it stuffed with his member.

Blonde, said, “OK!” grabbed her waist with hard fingers and rammed his stiff cock into Sue’s very wet pussy, thrusting deep until his balls hit her love lips.

As Sue gasped for breath, filled front and  back, her knees wanted to collapse but the men were supporting her weight, refusing to let her collapse. They rammed into her brutally, back and forth, front then back, playing her like a human instrument,  a sex toy they were playing with, simultaneously.

The humiliating, wonderful,  response claimed Sue’s mind as need replaced escape. She was being debased but the raw animal pleasure coursing through her body was all that mattered. She sucked fiercely on Black’s cock as her love canal automatically clamped hard on blonde’s penis and squeezed every ounce of sperm out of it.

Black’s hot sperm spurted into her throat and Sue swallowed it hungrily, even as Blonde’s spend warmed her vagina.

Sue realized they had both come, but she was still in desperate need of release. Were they going to leave her in need? Then she realized they were still hard. They weren’t done with her yet. There was still hope.

Blonde sat back on the floor, pulling Sue with him. Black knelt on the floor forcing Sue’s legs apart and hooking his arms under her knees. His brawny arms lifted her effortlessly and set her down slowly on blonde’s erection. She relaxed her sphincter as Jan had taught her and her well-lubricated anus opened as her own weight impaled her.

Sue gasped as his cock forced her anus to open wide, then wider. Fear blossomed in her. His cock was too big! It would split her in half! Then he was inside her and she was perfectly filled.

Black moved closer and thrust into her previously used and very willing love canal, his forceful entry driving her up the thick member in her bottom hole. Blonde’s heavy hands pushed her back down. She was a carnal sex toy, squeezed between two powerful men, impaled by two eager cocks taking turns stimulating her pleasure center. It was unlike anything she had ever known.

She opened her mouth to beg them to continue. Too late! She fell over the precipice into pure pleasure, spasmed , kicked her suspended legs, shrieked, and fainted.

Minutes later she woke on the floor to see the men had donned their shorts and were sitting in chairs at the bar across the big room. They had glasses in front of them and a carafe with orange liquid. Sue realized she was very thirsty and started to sit up. Black saw her motion and said, “Welcome back. Come here.”

They both watched her struggle up to her knees then to her feet and walk to them. Blonde pulled out a chair for her and she sat down.

Sue said, “I’ve never fainted before. That was excellent. I’m thirsty. Can I have a drink?”

Blonde poured some of the orange liquid into a glass, stuck a straw in it and put it in front of Sue, “It’s orange juice.”

Sue took a sip. It was plain orange juice. “I thought it would be stronger than this.”

Black said, “Hunt rules, no alcohol tonight.”

“I’m old enough.”

“Not our rule.”

“Can I have my hands loose. I need to use the bath and I’d like to freshen up.”

Blonde took out a keyring and said, “OK. Give me your hands. Don’t close the door.”

Sue stood up and turned around, He unlocked her hands and she went into the bath.

She peed under their watchful gaze then went to the sink and cleaned her face and loins. She was still wet inside. There was a tube of lube on the counter and she thoughtfully lubed her bottom hole, sure it would be needed. She brushed her hair and applied a fresh coat of lipstick. When she emerged, they were standing beside the cart and she went to them. They put paws on her hands and made her kneel. They put wide leather straps around her legs, binding her calves to her thighs, making it impossible for her to stand. Black put  a finger through her rear collar ring and pulled her forward onto her hands and knees. Blonde showed her a packgirl tail and said, “We’re going to play now and this will help you stay in character. Spread your legs and hold still.”

Sue was ready for  more intimate play but knew she was in no position to argue, so she shut up, spread her legs wide, and tried to relax her still-warm sphincter muscle. The big plug on the end of the tail slid into her easily. She was glad she had thought to re-lube when she had the chance. Reflexively she wiggled her ass and felt her tail wag in its expected response.

The command “Sit up and beg,” came from Black.

I sat on my legs and looked up. I used the backs of my hands to lift up my breasts, I looked up, opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, let it dangle and whined, just a little. Nylla had shown me how to beg my first day and I had watched all the girls do tricks. If I thought about it, it was demeaning but it was also cathartic to just let everything go and be a happy puppy. Blonde told me, “We want you to play a happy, energetic puppy. If you fail to act eager to play then we will encourage you with this,” he held up a three-foot long whippy cane. Actually both of them had one.

Blonde reached forward and gently put a red grape on the bridge of my nose, balanced it there and ordered, “Hold still.”

I obeyed, trying to see how long I could keep it balanced. I waited to get it until one of them said, “Go,” then I was allowed to try and roll it into my mouth or pick it up off the floor in my teeth. Black released me and I tried to get it but missed. The grape rolled off, down the left side of my face, narrowly missing my open mouth and stopped in front of my knee. I quickly snapped it up and ate it. It was the first sweet thing I had eaten in two weeks and it was wonderful.

I popped back up into begging pose, hoping for another treat. It didn’t even occur to me that I was being demeaned, it was just a great game. The grape was followed by strawberries, carrot pieces, dates, cherries, cherry tomatoes, etc. Eventually they tired of the game and had me do tricks for them: roll over, play dead, stand, sit, beg, and a new one for me – punishment: head on the ground, ass in the air, feet spread. In all of these I had to let my tongue hang out and pant or bark. No words.

After a couple of dozen commands like those they wanted me to play fetch with them. One of them would toss a tennis ball across the room, I would bark and scamper after it, eagerly, of course, pick it up in my teeth and bring it back to whoever threw it, sit up in begging position, and bark, eager to do it again when they took it from my mouth.

I was not eager to keep playing like  a dog with them, though they seemed to enjoy having me as their eager, playful bitch. I was ready for round two and misbehaved so they would warm my rump for me. That wasn’t sex, of course, but I had always been a bit of a masochist and a cane counted as foreplay.

I decided to try and give them a hint, forbidden to speak, I brought the ball back to Black, got in begging position very close to him and started rubbing my ringed labia lips on his leg and whining softly.

He understood immediately  and started rubbing my clit with a finger. It was wonderful and I heard a moan escape me. He took the ball from my mouth, tossed it aside. wrapped his arms around me and kissed me. He was an excellent kisser and made me feel small, feminine, and aroused. I rubbed against him, savoring the feel of his erection. I wanted to stop playing puppy girl and go back to sex slave, so I pulled back from his kiss and whispered, “Your slave begs you to take your slave and make her submit. She is a bad girl and needs a strong hand. Don’t be gentle with her.”



Jan watched Sue’s crate pushed away and hers brought in. Her hands were locked behind her, a blindfold buckled on her, and a leash clipped to her nose ring, then she was helped into her crate. She was suddenly surprised at herself. All her life up until two weeks ago she had thought herself independent, strong willed, intelligent, destined to succeed. She had just watched twenty women let themselves be herded into small cages and wheeled away to be sex toys for strangers. And she was willingly doing the same thing. Her world view had changed and now she thought it natural that women should be enslaved and used as sex toys. It hadn’t taken long or been hard to do. Bondage was now her life. Sex was her only goal. Submission her wish. She was mostly surprised that none of the other vixens were blindfolded. She pondered her fate as she neared it.

The cart stopped for a minute, then pushed a short distance. The door to her kennel opened and a tug on her leash told her to get out. It was difficult with her hands locked behind her, but she managed. Strong male hands lifted her down from the table and set her on her feet. She felt thick carpet under her feet. She was led forward a few feet then a female voice said, “Stop.”

Someone took hold of my nose ring and held me in place while female hands started feeling me, like a blind woman learning my features by feeling my cheekbones, except she felt everything, chest, back, ass, face, feet, legs, ass, cunt.  Her fingers entered my mouth, vagina and anus, making me gasp. She felt all my fingers, one at a time. It was like my examination when I first got to Wildwood, but way more intimate. Her gentle touch made me aroused. It was an intimate, methodical, and yet quite impersonal examination, as though I was a prize animal- which I was, of course, rather than a person. The thought gave me a perverse thrill of shame and excitement.  My nipples were aching and my labia lips were moist. A warmth had spread through my bely as her finger wandered all over.

Her fingers returned to my erogenous zones and actively stimulated me, one hand fondling my nips and the other stroking my clitoris. I moaned. If she kept this up, I was going to come. Her finger continued their assault on my sense and I felt a warm breath on my ear.

She whispered, “Nice firm buds,” testing the resilience of rosy cones that had hardened to a glossy sheen, “and well-proportioned to your breasts.”

She thrust stiff fingers into my love canal and stroked my clit before lifting her hand and sniffed the glistening love juice as though it was a fine wine. You’re aroused and you’re helpless. We’re going to have a good time.”

I replied, “I’m your prize, mistress. Command me.” I wanted her to get on with it.

I followed the pull on my leash for a few feet and stopped when she took hold of the ring on my collar.

She whispered, “Bend over slowly, Janice.”

I did and her hand stayed on my collar until she said, “Far enough.” And she clipped something solid onto my collar and removed her hand.

I was bent over at the waist at a right angle. Whatever she fastened me to was solid and didn’t budge when I tugged.

She nudged the inside of my left foot with her foot and said, “Spread your legs a little wider.”

I did as ordered.

She said, “Wider, and slapped my ass.”

I moved my feet wider.

“Wider.” Another slap.

I moved my feet further apart.

“Good. Stay there.”

She dropped something on the floor and I felt her clip something to my left anklet then my right. She stepped away and I flexed my feet. Whatever she had put on me was holding my feet apart. A bar of some type. She came back and put a hand on my back. “Just relax, Honey, We’re almost ready. Don’t move. Just let your arms go limp. Okay?”

“Yes, mistress.”

She unlocked my wrists and I really wanted to stretch my muscles, but I didn’t. I was deep into submission by now and I didn’t even think about disobeying her. She moved my right arm up beside my head, a foot outside my shoulder and fastened it down. I held my left arm still on my back as she walked around behind me. She moved my arm to a place symmetrical to my right and fastened it in place.

I was where she wanted me. I was ready for any sort of sex and hoped she would be rough. A little pain always made my orgasms stronger. What a slave I had become! I wondered if the man would be part of this. I wanted to feel him inside me.

She slipped an exploratory finger up my well-oiled rear hole. Wonderfully hot and tight,” she announced. Withdrawing he finger. “You’ll enjoy yourself up there ,” she said, obviously to her silent male companion. “How much I envy you. I wish I could share it.”

A finger entered my lubed bottom hole, felt around and was joined by another and another. They felt me and stretched my anus and more hands massaged my breasts – the man had joined us. I moaned and wriggled my bottom, enjoying the feel.  Apparently satisfied, they withdrew then they or another set slapped my ass, hard, first my left cheek then my right. Three times they repeated, warming my ass, dragging gasps and moans from me as she spanked me into wild arousal. I wanted it rougher yet and wiggled my ass invitingly and begged them, “Please, mistress,  master. Harder!”

John continued spanking Jan while Mel got a double-ended dildo and oiled it. She stood behind Jan and showed it to John who grinned while he continued spanking Jan.

Mel inserted the dildo into her own cunt, slowly at first, a bit at a time, in and out, going deeper each stroke until she was giving herself full, deep slow strokes and starting to feel her arousal. Her nipples swelled and her cunt lips grew thick and puffy.

He was paddling Jan only moderately hard, aiming for enough force to redden her ass and arouse her. Not to punish her.  Her passioned moans and squeals of delight were his main guide to force while the color of her ass would tell him when she was hot enough.

John stepped away from Jan’s bright red but otherwise unmarked ass and waved Mel to take his place.

Mel stepped close to Jan’s flaming ass and guided the end of the dido into Jan’s love canal. Jan fought her bonds and squealed in joy as the dildo split her peach open and impaled her. Mel was hunched over Jan’s body, hands grasping her breasts and squeezing hard. Mel was in total control of Jan and reveled in the joy of controlling Jan as well as the animal bliss the dildo was squeezing out of her own love canal. Every stroke brought sounds of joy from her slave and forced great pleasure from her own body.

John watched Mel fuck both herself and Jan and decided he could improve the pleasure. He forced a gag into Jan’s mouth and strapped it tight, decreasing her volume a little but increasing her submissive pleasure.  Then he put a gag in Mel’s mouth and buckled it. Mel looked at him in surprise, then nodded and maintained her rhythm with Jan. He stepped behind Mel and started spanking her, timing his blows to match her thrusts, one going in and one coming out. Mel started moaning at every stroke.

When Jan was moaning continuously, he decided Mel needed more stimulation. He stopped long enough to don a lubricated condom, stretched forward, grasped Mel’s breasts, and using them as handles, rammed his rigid cock into Mel’s bottom hole in a brutal thrust, timed to reinforce her thrust into Jan. Mel squealed then moaned, but she never stopped reaming Jan. They continued as the six-legged horse for a minute before both girls squealed their orgasmic rapture and Mel slowed her rhythm. John continued for a few more strokes before he grunted as his orgasm took him.

John and Mel stood in place for a minute, recovering, both their cocks still inside their partners. John pulled out first, followed by Mel. Both went into the bath, closed the door, and cleaned up. Mel cleaned both ends of the dildo and lay it on the counter then turned to John, he removed her gag, and they kissed. Later, Mel said, “That was an unexpected pleasure.”

John replied, “It just came to me.”

“I guess your ‘Little Man’ didn’t have anything to do with it?“

“Maybe just a little.”

“Let’s go see to Jan.”

“Anything you’d like to do now?”

“Choices, choices. Nothing specific. Maybe something quiet so we can all recover.”

“Puppy play?”

“Good idea. I know Wildwood teaches them about that.”

“Remember, she is only here during the day and she’s only been here a day. She hasn’t had time for much training.”

“Well, then, we can teach her. It’ll be fun.”

“OK. Is it time to let her know our identities?”

“Yeah. For puppy play to work, we’ll have to give her commands. Let’s get her into the harness first.”

They went back to where Jan was still securely fastened to the pillory. Mel cleaned her loins with a wet rag from the bathroom then dried her. They released her hands and her feet but left her neck secured while they put the training harness on her. Her ankles were joined by a foot long steel bar as were her hands. Two chains joined her ankle rod to her collar and to her wrist rod.  Jan was only able to shuffle along on her hands and knees and couldn’t stand up.

John released Jan’s collar from the pillory and lowered her to her hands and knees.

Jan couldn’t see what she was wearing, but it’s limits were apparent. Her wrists and ankles were held in rigid proximity to each other and her ankles were connected to her collar.  A hand took hold of her collar and guided her forward in awkward steps then pulled her up and back onto her haunches. Mel stood behind her and removed her blindfold.

The first thing Jan saw was John. He was naked. The shock in her wide eyes was comical. Jan sputtered around her gag for a minute before John said, “Jan, Mel is behind you. You saw her before when I took you shopping. She volunteered to help me surprise you. Will you be properly respectful to two free people if I remove your gag?”

I nodded my head. I was mad at him for letting me think two strangers were using me, but I knew that protesting would only result in me being gagged again and I would still belong to him. Still, I was awfully glad it was him here. Even if he hadn’t been the one actually using me so far, it was comforting to know he was watching out for me. But who was this woman, this Mel? Was she someone special to him?  Lover? Why wasn’t she more in his life? I had focused on John since my blindfold. I felt her fingers as she unbuckled my gag and pulled it out of my mouth. I worked my jaw as she walked around to stand by John.

She was naked, of course. She was as fit and pretty as any of the packgirls, and she had the big, gold rings in her nipples and labia lips of a packgirl. She was missing the nose ring, of course. I exclaimed, “You were a packgirl!”

She smiled and walked closer to me holding a leash. She squatted in front of me and said, “Hello Janice. John has told me about you.” She clipped the leash on my nose ring. “Yes. I used to have a nose ring like yours. Anyone could control me and it certainly taught me my place. I miss mine sometimes. Follow me.”

She stood up and started walking slowly around the room. I tried to keep up. It was hard. I had never been so limited in my movements. And the clatter of my chains was subtly erotic. My forced stroll was strangely arousing. I was helplessly chained, led by my nose on all fours by a naked, ringed woman, paraded in front of my owner. I was submission incarnate. I was entirely controlled by the relentless tug on my nose. She led me around the room a couple of times. John stood by the pillory and watched us.

It was a large, modern bedroom with indirect lighting,  the furniture was expensive. The plush rug left two feet of dark wood flooring around the walls. Attachment rings were spaced every six feet around the walls. A massive four poster king-size bed dominated the room, accompanied by a matching chest of drawers, wardrobe, dressing table, and a set of matching chairs. The pillory I had occupied didn’t match. It looked expensive and normal save for the pillory, the leather-wrapped canes on the dresser and the chains hanging from the carved posts.

As she led me around the room she talked.

“John tells me you have only been at Wildwood a couple of days. Have you been trained in puppy play yet?”

“No mistress, just made to wear the boots and paws.”

“Close, but not the same. You’re going to be a puppy for us. Puppies don’t talk and puppies stay off the furniture unless ordered. Puppies are curious about everything. They sniff and lick and cuddle, using all their senses to learn about the world. They like to chase things and bring them to their owners. If you can do that and obey orders, you will be a good puppy and may be rewarded. Bad puppies may be punished. Since puppies don’t talk, they bark once to say, ‘Yes’ and twice to say ‘No.’ Understand?”

I barked once. I was moving more smoothly now. Practice, practice. I understood my role in this game. I was to play a semi-intelligent puppy. I needed to play with a happy mien, chase things, beg for treats and attention, be a loving, obedient puppy, without thinking about it. It shouldn’t be hard. Modesty and pride had already been erased from me and I was used to being helpless in front strangers. Easy peasy.

Mel stopped and removed the leash from my nose. She got a rubber dog bone and tossed it across the room, “Fetch.”

I went after it as fast as I could manage, picked it up with my mouth and “Ran” back to where she stood, beside master, sat up on my haunches and waited for her to take the toy. She put her hand on it and I opened my mouth. She took it, said, ”Good girl,” And handed it to master.

I stayed on my haunches, opened my mouth, let my tongue loll out, and lifted my breasts with the backs of my paws. Two breaths and bark. Just a happy puppy, hoping someone would throw it for me to fetch. They played fetch with me for a few minutes and I found myself getting into the game. It was cathartic having nothing to think about but getting the toy back to the thrower as soon as I could. I felt special when they patted my head and told me I was good. I guess, looking back, I should have felt ashamed, but I didn’t. Then they had me play dead and she rubbed my tummy with a flick of my  clitoris for a treat, roll over, beg, and all the other doggy poses.

They played food games with me where I’d get in begging position and they would balance a piece of fruit on my nose. I had to balance it until they said “OK,” when I would try to eat it before it hit the floor. Usually I had to get it from the floor, but it all tasted wonderful. Neither the police nor Wildwood’s meals included anything sweet, so a piece of fruit was a real reward. I chased grapes, strawberries, carrots, raisins, and apple pieces.

Mel worked with me the most. John watched us with a studious expression and offered suggestions.

I played puppy for an hour until they tired of the game. They removed the chains connecting the steel rods, stood me up at the foot of the bed, facing in with my wrist cuffs locked loosely to the higher dangling chains on the posts. Then the bar was removed from my anklets and the lower chains fastened to them. I was secured but allowed some movement. Mel got on the bed with one of the leather covered canes and knelt in front of me, so close I could feel the heat of her body. John stood behind me with the other cane.

Mel was about my age and almost beautiful. Her mouth was perfect but maybe a touch too wide. Her face otherwise was elfin, with high cheekbones and a healthy glow. Her teeth were glimmering white and even, I couldn’t see it, but knew her septum was pierced, ready for a new ring. She was a natural honey blonde and her triangle of tight pubic hair was neatly trimmed. Her labia lips were ringed with the same size gold rings as mine and engorged with her arousal. She liked playing with me as her puppy girl.

Her breasts were large, erect, and firm with wide rosy aureoles and big, red nipples, maybe an inch long and half an inch wide, perfect sturdy bases for the gold rings dangling from them. Her hair was long and smoothly glimmering. I had worn mine long like hers some years ago, but it was too much trouble to keep it looking good. She wore rose lip gloss, dark purple eye shadow and had naturally long eyelashes. Gold earrings matching her other rings hung from her earlobes. Her eyes were deep blue with a dusting of gold flecks, mysterious and magical looking. Her eyebrows were sleek and thin darkened with pencil. Her skin was clear, smooth and creamy, without a trace of lines.

Mel said, “You may make a little noise, but no words.? Understand?”

I barked once and nodded my head for good measure.

She smiled, leaned forward, gripped my head in her hands, and kissed me full on my lips. The intimacy surprised me for a moment then I responded with equal passion. She smelled faintly of some fragrance I didn’t recognize.

I felt John run a hand down my back and continue down the valley between her ass cheeks, under her pudenda and tug on her nether rings, playfully. A shiver of excitement made me tug against my bonds.

John felt Jan’s motion, backed up and swung his cane across her lovely ass, not hard enough to leave a mark, just enough to make her jump.

Mel broke her kiss, turned slightly, and delivered a short uppercut to Jan’s breasts. It too, was not a hard blow but gave a sharp jolt to both breasts, causing them to bounce and make her rings tug dramatically of Jan’s swollen nipples. Jan understood  that both blows were intended for arousal rather than pain. Here masters wanted her to strain against her bonds and show off her physique.

Which naturally came to pass. Jan could no more hold still than fly.

I jerked and writhed against my bonds as their carefully placed and delivered blows galvanized my nerves and spurred my arousal. I rolled my bottom and swiveled my hips. Gasps and moans  and sighs escaped my lips, announcing my helpless delight. Drops of sweat formed on my skin which Mel and John gleefully licked off between their blows and kisses.

I was suddenly enormously proud. I was healthy and attractive, but more than that, I was vitally alive. John and Mel and me were celebrating life and passion. Their treatment of me was an avenue for me to display their skill in extracting my physical prowess, just like the hunt. In fact, it was the logical extension of the hunt to give both hunters and quarry their well-earned reward. A sexual performance replacing the kill and feast with all their skill and agility focused into pleasure.

Mel reached forward and felt up into my warm furrow. I ground my mound forcefully into her hand, anxious for relief, groaning my urgency. She inspected the glistening juice on her hand and said, “She’s ready.”

They released me, lay me on the bed, turned me over, and drug me up until they could fasten me spreadeagled between the four posts. They put a pillow under my head and another under my bottom. They stood on either side of the bed and looked down at me, smiling at their reward. I lifted my hips and opened my thighs even wider in a shameless show of need. I felt cold air on my inner lips as I gaped wide open for them.

John said, “This vixen is ready for me, but she must pleasure you too. We can take her simultaneously. You mount first.”

Mel said, demurely, “Why thank you sir,” and climbed on the bed. She turned her back to the headboard and squatted over my face. Her luxuriant bush parted to show a deep pink and rose cleft stretching well up into her thighs. Jan smelled the heady scent of Mel’s arousal as the warm lips settled around my face. My nose slid into the mouth of Mel’s love canal as I flicked my tongue through the hood and onto her clitoris. Mel ground her hips back and forth, riding my face with delight.

Meanwhile, John climbed onto the bed between my thighs and slipped easily into my well-lubricated vagina. I squawked as his thick cock stretched me, but I quickly adapted and found unparalleled joy in the slippery friction as he pounded into me. His hands grasped my breasts and kneaded them well. He leaned forward and his tongue found mine inside the hot, slippery folds of Mel’s vagina.

Under the two hot bodies I squirmed and bucked and squeezed and tongued with all my might. We all came within seconds of each other and I was flooded with the hot spend of male and female, both inside and out. We all settled into a blissful, exhausted heap. They lay sprawled across me. My limbs were immovably chained to the four posts of the bed and I wasn’t permitted to speak, so I endured as they fondled each other and me. They told me what a good girl I was. It was no mor attention than a pet would receive and I was content to receive it. It all seemed very natural and I was happy to have served them well.

John asked Mel, “Ready for another ride, Mel?”

“I thought men were supposed to slow down eventually”

“But not yet, obviously.”

“I can see that  OK. Same way?”

“No. I want to use the hole you described as hot and tight and I have just the toll for you.” John went over to the chest of drawers and took out an oblong package. Mel and I both watched as he drew out a double-ended, strap-on dildo of truly gargantuan proportions.

Mel protested, “That monster won’t fit. In either of us.”

I thought the same thing. Would I be able to take it? I had no choice so I just hoped they would be careful.

John replied, “It’s a lot smaller than a baby’s head. The sales lady told me it was suitable for any adult female.”

“A female horse, maybe.”

He walked over to Mel and said, “Lay back and spread ‘em.”

Mel protested again, “Its monstrous.”

He handed it to her and said, “Let’s try it on Jan first.”

Mel giggled and crawled between my legs. I was sure she wouldn’t hurt me so I was quiet. I was already well lubricated. I spread my thighs wide and she put the strap-on end between my labia lips and began pushing and rotating it. I felt myself being spread wider and wider. I was about to yell when it slid in and I was filled, completely and was instantly wetter and aroused, forcing a little gasp out of me. My body didn’t know it wasn’t a cock and was treating it like one.

John released my hands, lifted me upright, and locked them to the back of my collar. Mel passed the ends of the strap around me and he buckled it on me.

Mel turned around and got on her hands and knees, her rump in the air facing me.

John helped me get to my knees and shuffle forward until I was kneeling behind Mel.

She spread her knees wider, looked over her shoulder at me, and said, “Good girl.”

John took hold of the dildo and slid it into Mel’s love canal. He met some resistance, but she spread wide and took it all the way in after the first push, eliciting a small gasp of pleasure from her.

John got on the bed behind me and knelt between my legs. He put a hand on my neck and pushed me forward until I was leaning on Mel’s back.

John grasped my breasts, using them to pull himself into me. I felt the head of his cock nuzzling at my oiled anus. I felt myself being forced open wider, wider. I relaxed my sphincter, knowing how big he was. My front passage was already full to bursting. I was afraid I couldn’t take any more without harm. His cock and the dildo were vying for the same real estate. Any more and I would burst!

John said, reassuringly, “Almost there, you can take it.”

Suddenly the head of his cock was in me and the rest sliding through my anus relatively easily. The pressure inside was almost unbearable and the pleasure incredible. There were no words for the bliss I felt. The three of us were joined like before, but entirely differently. Once again, I was the link.

John held my breasts like they were my handles and it felt so good. The three of us surged back and forth ecstatically in a joined rhythm of lust. Jan augmented John’s thrusts, hips forward to impale Mel, hips back to impale myself on his cock.

Way too soon, a gut-wrenching, mind-blowing orgasm of supernatural force exploded in me.

The End of Part 3 of Strange Justice
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