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Prolog

In Part 1 : Shame:   Susan and Janice Harmon, sisters, are convicted of assault and resisting arrest in a rural Mississippi town and 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 : Discipline:   Janice and Susan receive two weeks of public shaming and punishment in police custody. Their year of bond service is sold at auction. Susan’s 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.

In Part 3 : Quarry:    Janice and Susan run in their first hunt. They learn skill and strategy are necessary as well as being good runners. Successful hunters are entitled to use their prey at the capture and have use of them for the night after the hunt. They experience the excitement and thrill of the chase and the sexual release when their captors claim their prizes. During the hunt , Megan, a female cat burglar steals the wagering funds from Wildwood. She is seen and flees into the forest where the hunt is ongoing. She is captured and chooses to become a voluntary bond maid rather than go to trial.  The trainers break her to harness and she becomes a pack girl.


Part 4 : Submission




Chapter 11 : Melanie

Melanie was the intimate stranger who showed me how my bondage life could unfold  long before I reached it, like Scrooge’s ghost writ in vivid sensation. Melanie woke me early, too early. I hadn’t slept long enough. They had played with me into the wee hours, keeping me aroused, playing me up to the very edge of orgasm then cooling me off, but never letting me get to release. Moreover, I had to sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed, my hands locked behind me and my collar fastened to a ring on the floor by a very short chain. I was unhappy that it was Mel who put me here while John, my real master had been in the bathroom. She wasn’t my owner, he was. Then she slept in the bed with him! She knew I wasn’t happy with sleeping on the floor and after I was locked up, she lay a blanket over me and said, “If you make any noise tonight,  you’ll be gagged.”

I was quiet, but it was hard, especially when the sounds of her orgasm rolled over me after the lights were out. He was my owner, not hers! I couldn’t fall asleep for too long, lying still, listening to their breathing, wondering how long she would be with John and how her advent would affect my life.

She shook me awake, put heels on me, added an ankle chain, unlocked my tether, and helped me stand. I didn’t want her managing me, she wasn’t my owner. I was sulky but knew better than to resist her. She was free and I was helpless and vulnerable. Why was master letting her control me? Was it a lesson in humility or was there some other reason? She took me in the bathroom and watched me pee, brushed my hair, applied a little  lipstick, put the leash back on my nose ring, and handed it to John who was now dressed. I was mad at him for leaving me chained on the floor while he played with Melanie in the bed. I was also relieved that he held my leash, not her. I was curious what was happening here. Was she going to be here long? Was she going to hold power over me?

I knelt and kissed his feet, relieved he was taking over from her. I had long since given him my submission and was happy with him as my owner. I said, “Good morning, master,” and looked up at his face.

He was smiling and replied, ‘Good morning, Janice. Did you sleep well?” The bastard

I decided to be honest. “No, master. My neighbors were very noisy and they kept me awake.”

“They were celebrating a special event. You wouldn’t deny them their joy, would you?”

“No master. I wanted to join them. I was jealous, I’m afraid.”

He lifted my leash and said, “Stand up and we’ll consummate their event.” I stood and followed him. Melanie trailed us.

Being led by the nose ring is humiliating, always. It is far too painful to resist, so I always follow. Better for master than my collar. I can resist that without direct pain. He never uses my other rings to lead me. Unlike my nose they hang in my strongest erogenous zones and their swaying when I walk is insanely exciting. They have never been used for fastening or leading me, But I’m sure my masters won’t overlook their potential for humiliating use. My collar is mostly for identifying me and secure attachment. Being led around by my nose ring is humiliating, degrading, and often painful. There is nothing sexual about it…except that humiliation arouses me. I’m not unique in this. More women than men, I suspect, but some people are aroused by public humiliation, like bondage models.

Nothing makes me feel more of a slave than being led by my nose ring. Nothing makes me wetter, either.

He led me out to his car and put me in the backseat. There were new rings on the floorboard and he locked my ankle chain to one of them. Melanie sat in the front passenger seat where I usually sat.

John drove back to town and stopped in front of the locksmith shop where he had me collared. He unlocked me and led me inside. I was thinking what now? Mel followed us in. John took me in the back and greeted Sam as if they were old friends, not just his customer. He hung my leash on a sturdy hook on the wall, stuffed earplugs in my ears, and put a blindfold on me. Why?

His voice was muffled, but understandable, when he ordered, “Kneel.”

I did and I faintly heard them walk away, Mel’s heels distinctive. I was left there for a half hour while faint unidentifiable sounds filtered through the earplugs. What were they doing? Why so secretive? Making something new for me? They were working long enough they could be making me a cage.

John walked to the worktable with Sam and Melanie. He took out the bondmaid contract, showed it to Sam, and said, “Mel, show Sam your driver’s license.”

Sam took it from her and compared it to the bondmaid form and said, “OK, your choice,” looked at John and asked, “How do you want her?”

“Just like Janice.”

Sam turned back to Melanie and said, “Get undressed. Everything but your shoes, please.”

Melanie said, lightly, “OK.” She stripped and handed her clothes to John, who wrapped it into a bundle and set it on a chair.

John watched as Sam fitted the collar on Melanie. It wasn’t the first time he had seen her like this, then he moved his chair around to look at Jan. He felt a connection with her. More than love or sex or any of the other feelings that romantics liked to emote over. She belonged to him and his sense was that she liked the arrangement. She would have preferred that she didn’t have to go to Wildwood daily, but his house wasn’t set up to keep her there safely unless he was home.

He wanted Jan and he didn’t leave important things to chance. He had a plan. If it worked, Jan would want to be owned by him. She would legally regain her freedom in a year. He intended for Jan to beg him to keep her. He stared at her kneeling, helpless form, fastened to the wall because he loved controlling her.  Melanie was the judas goat that would lead Jan into permanent slavery.

Finally the noises stopped and it sounded like all three of them came back to where I was tethered. I heard the clink of chains as they approached. I didn’t know where else they could put more chains on me.

John said, “Stand up, Jan.”

I obeyed.

“Open wide.”

I opened my mouth and he gagged me then removed the blindfold and earplugs. When he stepped back, the first thing I saw was Mel. I was shocked. She was naked, collared, her hands were behind her, her ankles were chained, and she was smiling. I gasped and tried to say, “Bond maid,” around my gag, but it didn’t come out very clear.  She understood me and just nodded her head in agreement.

John said, “Voluntary, short term. But it’s real.” 

He stood us side by side, backed up and looked at us. Sam stood back and watched us all. I felt like John was comparing us. I straightened up, spread my feet as far as I could and thrust out my breasts. I wanted to look good for my master. I saw Mel doing the same thing. Slut. What was he looking for?

Master turned to Sam and asked, “Would you bring me a gag for Mel, please?”

Sam went out of the room.

John stepped up to Mel, took an open ring from his pocket and showed it to her. He gave her a moment then said, “Submit.”

Melanie smiled happily and dropped to her knees. She kissed his feet, knelt on display, tilted her head back to look up at him, then said, I submit myself to you, John Allison, as my master. I will obey you in all things and accept your punishment and guidance in all matters as long as my bond shall last. I beg you to be my master.”

I watched as he took her chin in his hand. He held it there as he inserted the open ring in her nose, rotated it and, cinched it closed with his fingers. He did it slowly and I heard the internal locks engage. She wouldn’t be able to open it herself, just like mine. He released her head.

She lowered it until she was looking up into his eyes. I saw her smile and say, “Thank you, master.”

She acted as if she liked wearing a nose ring. Why didn’t she wear one all the time? Some girls did. Or was it a token of his mastery that she craved? She did volunteer.

Sam came back carrying a gag identical to mine and handed it to John.

He said, “Stand up and open your mouth, Mel.”

She did and he put it in her mouth and buckled it.

Now we were both in complete bond maid harness, helpless and mute. He put a leash on Mel’s nose ring and led us both to his car. This time both of us rode in the back seat, our ankle chains locked to the floor, leashes dangling from our noses. Mel looked unreasonably happy, but she had volunteered. Why? Did she really want to be John’s slave when I left? That thought disturbed me. He was mine, damnit!  But in a year, I could leave if I wanted. Did she want to take my place? What did ‘Short term’ mean? Did I want to leave? The trip home was disturbing on several levels.

Today was Saturday.  My first day not going to Wildwood. I expected I’d be set to housework. What about Mel? Master parked in front of the house and led us both into the living room. He locked the door, hung our leashes in the closet and unlocked our hands.

He ordered, “On your backs,” and pointed to the rug.

We lay side by side on the rug, legs toward master.

“Raise your feet.”

He removed our ankle chains then said, “Stand up.”

We got up into display position.

He ordered, “Mel, show Jan how to clean this house. Jan, help her and learn how. Come to me in my office when you’re finished.” He went upstairs.

Mel led me back to a laundry room. We collected cleaning items and I followed her to a back bedroom. I followed her lead. We talked a little while we worked.

I said, “I’m John’s bond maid for a year. He said you’re here voluntarily and short term?”

“Right. I gave him my bond for only the weekend.”

“Can I ask why?”

“I like him, I like bondage, and it’s the only way he’ll take me.”

I thought about her statement and asked, “Why don’t you look for someone else?

“I have. I date, but there aren’t many men that I like, respect, and can trust for a long-term relationship. Especially when they see my rings. It’s obvious that I was a bond maid.”

“I asked, “Did you meet John when you were a bond maid?”

“Yeah. I was a legal secretary. I was embezzling, got caught, and sentenced to two years. My old employer bought my bond. Made me work off what I stole from him. He took me to parties, usually with other attorneys and John saw me there. He was friends with my owner, who was married ,so John arranged to “Borrow” me for himself a few times. He made me do legal work for him during the day and played bondage games with me at night. Turns out I got addicted to sex and bondage. So I get John to take a short-term bond when I need a fix. So, are you going to leave when your sentence is up?”

I immediately said, “Of course. Why wouldn’t I?” The reality was not that clear. I had never had the intense sexual pleasure I’ve had as a bond maid.

“I saw the way you look at him. You’re getting addicted too!”

I thought about what she said and eventually replied, “I know, but I’m not free.”

Mel said, “I chose to become John’s property for a while because freedom isn’t doing it for me.  Were you happy before this?”

I had to think about it. In a minute I said, “ I wasn’t really unhappy. I had been married only a year when my husband died in a car accident. No children. I hadn’t restarted my life yet.  I guess I was just killing time, waiting to heal. Then I let Sue, my sister get me in trouble and here I am. I guess I wasn’t happy.”

Mel studied my face and said, “John gave me the best sex I ever had. A lot of the reason is the bondage and submission. Some girls are just wired that way. I’m one and you are too. You will never have better sex than with John. It’s why I’m here.”

I looked across the bed we were making and asked, “Why did you keep the nipple and labia rings when you were freed?”

She paused a moment before answering, then said, “They keep me aroused when I move, they look erotic, and they’re hidden unless I want. Won’t you keep yours?

“Not sure yet. They aren’t quite healed yet. I like the arousal too, but they enslave me. Anyone who sees them can hurt me, force me to do their bidding, and fasten me with them. Like you, maybe when I can cover them when I want, I’ll keep them.”

We cleaned the rest of the rooms save his office and two rooms with locked doors. At the first, Mel told me, “That’s his rec room. You’ll see that later.” She had a lilt to her voice that told me she knew a secret. Probably his bdsm dungeon. I’m sure every bond maid holder in this state had one. She didn’t comment on the second.

We finished cleaning, put the tools away, and went to John’s office. He was at his desk working on his computer. We knelt in front of his desk. He saw us but kept working for a minute.

He stood up and said, “Show me what you’ve done,” and waved us to precede him out of the room. We showed him a bathroom first. He stepped inside and looked around. He said, “Sink, toilet and tub look clean. He opened a cupboard and ran his finger along the top of the door, held his finger up for us to see the dirt, “Door was not cleaned. Which one did the sink.?”

Jan said, “I did master.”

He asked, “What’s next?”

We weren’t expecting an examination, certainly not one as thorough as John did. He examined every room we cleaned and he found something we could have done better in every room. I was expecting punishment for sloppy work. Mel looked as worried as me.

Master faced us and said, “You have done what I ordered. You could have done it better. I will expect better next time. Follow me.”

He took us into the locked room. Inside, it resembled an exercise room. The chairs were covered in shiny Naugahyde, well-built, but utilitarian. It was not a place to relax in. He went to a cupboard, took out a red ball gag and a device made of chain and metal rods, gagged me, and put the device on me. He locked a chain to the big front ring of my collar. A rod dangled at my knees and the rest of the chain lay on the floor with another rod.

“Kneel.”

I did and he picked up the rod from the floor and locked it between my wrists.

“On all fours,” he ordered.

When I was down, he locked the first rod between my ankles. It was a puppy girl harness. The chain between my ankles and collar prevented me from standing while the chain between my wrists and ankles kept them the same distance apart. The rods between my wrists and ankles held my limbs shoulder width apart. I could move on all fours and do all the puppy tricks, while prevented from any human movement. He clipped a leash onto my collar and handed it to Mel.

He got out a puppy tail like Wildwood and a riding crop. He handed both to her and instructed, “Train her in all the puppy girl responses, poses, and tricks you know. I’ll be back in two hours. I expect her to be proficient.”

Mel said, “Yes, master.”

Master left, closing the door. I whimpered, as he expected.

Mel smiled and said, “We need to hurry,” and hit my ass with the crop, “I won’t tolerate any hesitation or balkiness,” she lubed the tail and slid it into my anus, with vigor.

I wiggled my ass, seating the tail more comfortably. I knew any failure would be painful, so I was very still, alert for my first command and confident I knew what puppy actions looked like to not have any problem.

“Sit.”

I knelt and rested my weight on my hands. Her crop hit my left butt cheek very hard. I yelped and jumped at the unexpected sting.

Melanie yelled, “Get your hands off the floor. Palms on your thighs, back straight.”

I jumped into position, surprised, in pain, afraid to move, and muted by the gag.

I held my head straight and looked at Mel out of the corner of my eyes. She didn’t have to be so mean. I was helpless and trying to obey. She was looking pleased with herself.

She said, “Now you know this is for real. You will be proficient when your master returns. I’ll start with poses. When you have those mastered, we’ll change to action commands, and we’ll finish with play. You will wag your tail whenever your master is around. You will pretend I’m your master for training. You will whine when you want something and bark when you are excited., and you will be excited when I raise my hand. Let’s get started. Lay down!”

She took me through all the common dog poses like, stand, sit, beg, play dead, etc., many times correcting my faults with ruthless cuts with the crop. My ass was sore before she switched to actions like come, heel, stay, roll over, freeze, and I had to learn their hand signals. I got more stripes, most now for form. Now I had to be graceful in my fucking chains.

All the forms of play had ancillary rules, when to bark, when to whine, when I could put my paws up or snuggle into a leg. I played with a laser dot, a ball on a rope, and fetched things. She removed my gag so I could use my mouth to pick up balls, sticks, and bones and bring them back. I was better with the informal play than the formal pieces, at least I got way less stripes. Then she started over.

Finally, master returned.  As soon as I saw him my breathing got shallow. I stared at his lithe, muscular torso, his height, his muscular arms and was instantly aroused. He was my owner! A whine escaped through my gag and I instinctively wagged my tail. I needed him. He ignored my shameful display and made me go through some of the poses , the commands, played fetch with me. When he finished testing me, I was kneeling, leaning on his leg. He smiled down at me and tousled my hair.

Still looking at me, he told Mel, “Good work. Go fix  lunch. We’ll be there shortly.”

Mel replied, ”Yes, master,” with a bit of a lilt in her voice, lay her crop on a cabinet, and left.

Master sat in a chair and beckoned me to him. I crawled over and he lay my head on his knee and unbuckled my gag. He slowly puled the wet ball out of my mouth and put it on a table. I didn’t speak.

He ran his hands over my head, fluffing my hair out where the gag strap had compressed it. He said, “You learned well. Was it difficult?”

I never knew my head was an erogenous zone, but his touch was magic. I felt love, arousal, and an electric touch from his fingers. My belly kicked and I had to pause a moment before I could reply. It had been hard and painful, but I didn’t want to whine. I replied, “Thank you, master. I am happy that I please you. Melanie is a strict teacher.”

“I know.” He unlocked the chain from my collar and ordered, “Stand up.”

He took hold of my collar and took me to a post. I was slow and awkward because of the rod still holding my feet a fixed distance apart.  He turned me around and locked the back ring of my collar to a handy ring on the post then removed the training harness from my limbs. He put that away and returned with a long black leather strap.

He put one end of the strap through the ring on my left wrist cuff, pulled my hand up behind my back and lay the strap over my right shoulder. He watched my face and pulled on the strap until my hand was as high as it would comfortably go. He maintained a steady pull on the strap as he ran it between my breasts, around my waist on my left side, passed it around my waist, back up between my breasts, over my left shoulder and down behind me. He ran the strap through the ring on my right cuff, lifted my hand up equal to my left and clipped it.

My arms were held firmly to my back. I couldn’t move them at all. No usable hands or fingers, just a helpless torso.

My heart was pounding, my insides, swollen and wet. I looked down at my barbarically pierced breasts, crossed with black leather, lifted and vulnerable, bound with the same leather that restrained my arms. My body arranged as my owner wanted, Ready for his use and unable to resist. I was beyond aroused. Every part of my body wanted his touch.

Master unlocked my collar from the post and sat me on his lap. He played with my breasts for a long time, squeezing, pulling stroking, pinching.  He watched me closely, studying the effects of his touches, learning my sensitive spots, my involuntary responses. Every touch sent strands of energy through my body making my belly tremble. He especially played with the big gold rings in my nipples. Lifting my breasts by them, twisting and pulling the nipples. He mixed pleasure and pain so adroitly that I hung on the precipice, almost ready to come, but never sending me over the edge into orgasm.

He lay me on my front on the couch and began at my feet and worked up my body, rubbing and massaging my muscles. I knew he was learning me, but the massage was great.

He told me, “‘Tell me how it feels when I touch you, how I can move to increase your pleasure.”

My arms were still locked behind me and he spent extra time massaging my shoulders and arms and I told him, “Thank you, master. That feels wonderful. You know, you could make it even better by releasing my wrists. I’ll be obedient and much more useful.”

“When I need you to do something.”

He turned me over and methodically explored my front. It was a wonderful, stimulating massage up to my loins. His explorations intensified as he knelt beside me, methodically exploring my loins with his eyes and his fingers.  I loved that he was trying to learn how to give me the most pleasure. I helped him find my magic G spot, but his touch was so fleeting I couldn’t come. He listened to my involuntary moans and gasps to learn me. I kept my eyes closed most of the time and almost came when his tongue dipped between my labia, It was soooo good I shrieked in pleasure when he entered me.

I moaned and writhed, trying to give myself that little extra nudge. If I had my hands, just a single stroke of my clit would have done it. In desperation, I begged, “Please master, help me come.”

He replied, “I didn’t give you leave to speak,” he lifted me up, sat on the couch, and lay me across his legs. His hard hand hit my ass with a loud smack. The fire in my ass only stoked my arousal. One more and I might come.  He knew this from the rising croon of expectation, but the expected smack didn’t come. Instead he tickled my sides until I laughed so hard, I cried, all the time writhing and screeching, “No. Stop master, please,” over and over. He ignored my cries.



John loved watching his little slave girl. She was beautiful and helpless in his arms, so controllable, all delectable curves and soft skin, his personal sex toy. Just looking at her made him excited and making her respond to his touch was a sublime pleasure, And the sounds she made when she was aroused, the soft cooing and moans as he caressed her breasts, tugged on her rings, made him all hard. Only after a couple of days fucking her and  playing with her did he realize he enjoyed teasing her and forbidding her orgasms was more enjoyable than just screwing her, after his needs were met.

Holding Jan on his lap, forcing her to display her need, teasing her into furious need, he had a thought, “Wouldn’t it be delicious to display her like this to others? To show off his control over her. Humiliation arouses her and knowing others had witnessed her need should drive her ever deeper into need and submission.” He continued fondling her breasts and teasing her as he considered his next move.

He called out, “Mel. Come to the rec room.” He set Jan on her feet, put a leash on her nose ring, enjoying the look of helpless dismay, and led her to the rec room.

He positioned me under an overhead chain and locked it to my collar then he put a spreader bar between my ankles. He went to a switch on the wall and retracted the chain until I was standing straight up. Mel entered and smiled when she saw me standing tall in the middle of the room, tightly bound by the strap. I was still heavily aroused from his teasing but there was no way I could manage an orgasm without his help.

Master took the strap off and I let my hands fall limp to my side. They felt fine but he would put them where he wanted them anyway. He handed Mel a black bundle and said, “Put this on her and make it snug,” He handed the bundle to her, walked behind me and locked my hands  to the back of my collar.

Mel unrolled the bundle and I saw it was a corset. I had never worn one and thought it made women look strikingly pretty and the thought of my master putting one on me  was indescribably erotic. I knew women did it to themselves, but only to be attractive to men. Having a man put it on me without my consent was sexual dominance. Yummy. I was pleased that Mel wasn’t getting it. I barely noticed master leave the room as Mel wrapped the corset around me.

The two halves were joined in front by several small metal connectors that looked like flat metal tabs and lay flat. The back of the halves were joined by laces. The top of the corset encircled my breasts, surrounding them with leather circles so small she had to use her hands to squeeze from the back and pull on my ringed nipples to force them through. When they were through it was like a pair of hands pushing them up with the thumb and forefinger encircling their base so they jutted out before me firm and smooth as marble.

She wrapped it around me, engaged the connectors, and walked behind me. The corset reached from just below my waist up to grasp my breasts. She started tightening the laces from the bottom, pulling out as much slack as possible on opposite loops, working up the back. When she reached the top, she started over at the bottom. The first pass was loose, the second pass was snug, the third pass squeezed tight, compressing my torso. I thought she was done, but, no, she started again and I panted, “Please… That’s…too tight,… I can’t… breathe.”

Mel said, “It’s just right. In an hour your body will rearrange and it will just feel snug and supportive. Don’t speak.”

There wasn’t a thing I could do about it, so I endured, as always, hoping she was right.

She tied off the laces and walked around me. “You look great. Your waist is much smaller and it lifts your breasts nicely. Breathe shallowly and rapidly. As I said, you’ll adjust soon.”

My ribs struggled to expand against the hard fabric and I felt the deep sexual flush this restriction gave me. It felt like all the blood squeezed out of my torso was flowing down to make me open and swell in pulses of thick, slippery heat. Mel stroked my wide-open labia, so tightly squeezed. I pulled so hard on my hands that I lifted my feet off the floor. Moaning and gasping I begged her with my thrusting hips to touch me again, but she ignored me.

Melanie was a mystery to me. Why had she volunteered to be John’s bond maid ? Why now? It was apparently arranged when she saw me being displayed in the mall. It must have been pre-arranged by John, Why and why did she agree to be his slave when I was here? Why did John want her here with me? What was happening? I had to know, enough to risk punishment, “Mel, would you tell me why you want to be John’s bond maid while I’m here?”

She took a crop from a rack and swung it across my breasts, hard, three times, directly across my nipples. The pain was enormous, I cried out, “Ow, Ow, please!”

She put the crop away and returned to stand in front of me. She said, “You’re new at this, so minimal punishment. Curiosity is not encouraged in bond maids, nor is speaking without permission. But I will tell you I’m here because I like it.” She chose a large harness ball gag and held it in front of my mouth.

I didn’t want it, I didn’t want her controlling me, so I closed my mouth.

She didn’t say anything, just smiled, took hold of my nose ring, and lifted it, gently. I had foolishly chosen a poor time to test her will. I didn’t want any more pain. I opened my mouth and she forced the big ball between my teeth, buckled a strap behind my head. She put the top strap over my head and fastened it in back also. It had a strap on either side of my nose that partly obscured my vision and another strap under my chin that held my jaw tight on the ball. I hated it more than a simple one strap gag. It was another sort of punishment than the crop, less pain, but more humiliation.

John came back with a metallic thing in his hands, Part of it was a belt that went around my waist, tightly. It was springy and cold, making me shiver. There was another part, fastened to the back of the belt that came up between mt legs. I shuddered with pleasure as it pressed tightly to my vulva, but it didn’t touch my clit. The outer edges were thicker, pressing all around my love canal and touching none of it. I felt him moving my labia rings around followed by metallic clicks.

He freed my ankles, took me off the chain, and put me through a series of motions, after each one he examined the belt closely. Besides being tight and mew, it gave me no pain. It seemed well made, snug, but never pinching. Eventually he chained the back ring of my collar to a wall ring, freed my hands and left, taking Mel with him.

I waited for one of them to come back and secure my hands. And waited, but they didn’t come. How lucky. My hands were free and surely, I could get past this new thing and stroke myself, just one finger on my clit was all it would take. I was very aroused, right on the edge and the tight metal bands and corset were pushing it higher yet. By now, any opportunity was irresistible. I could think of nothing but coming. Punishment was immaterial.

The trapezoidal shield over my pubic bone came up over my bush and was locked to the waist belt. It lay flat on my pubic bone and depressed my skin around its edge. There wasn’t room to slide a piece of paper under it, much less a finger. I felt along the steel band between my legs. It was strange to feel the hard metal intruder there instead of just my soft skin. It was just a narrow rod and not so tight to my skin. I could slip a finger under it for a little ways, but not close to the shield. I opened my legs but it didn’t help.

I tried forcing my finger under the lower edge of the shield but stopped when I felt pain and a pull on my labia lip. My labia rings were caught. I thought I would pull them out of the way and felt around them. They were imbedded in slots in the shield and locked there. There was no way to separate me from that belt.

I couldn’t give up. I kept trying, feeling every part, attacking the problem from every angle, growing more frantic every second. There had to be a way! My need overwhelmed my logic. My sex was pulsating and swelling within its prison, rising toward the fingers it couldn’t reach. I twisted and turned, my hips thrusting up like a trapped animal.

I finally gave up and collapsed into a sobbing, frustrated heap,  defeated. When I finally looked up, through my tears I saw master and Mel looking down at me, smiling. I flung my hands behind me in a futile attempt to hide my offending fingers. He stood me up, locked my hands to my collar and had Mel hold me in a bent over position while he caned my bottom three times, for disobedience. I cried through it. Mel held me in position while master released the crotch strap from the back of the waist belt and inserted first a big dildo in my sex then an even larger one in my bottom. When he reattached the crotch strap to the waist belt it pushed the intruders deeper in to me and locked them in place. Mel lifted my head up clipped a leash onto, of course, my nose ring and led me around the room to let me get used to the feel of my new companions filling me to the brim.

Master stopped us, took off the leash, locked my hands behind me, and put a hood over my head. Black leather, soft and tight. Mel helped him pull my hair out through an opening in the back as he pulled it down. It had thick pads covering my ears and eyes. One of them pulled the laces tight and cinched it around my head. It had a form-fitting cut out leaving my nose and mouth exposed. The leash went back on my nose ring. Damn. Master led me somewhere and made me kneel on a cushion. I felt him fasten my nose ring to something and step away.

I heard more vague,  muffled noises for a few minutes then he returned, hung weights from my nipple rings, and sat in a chair with springs, a desk chair, I guess. He was working on a computer, from the faint sounds, within easy arm’s reach. He occasionally would touch me, petting my head, cupping my breasts, playing with my rings, stroking my shoulder. Every touch inflamed my loins, making my clit swell, and forcing a whimper. Every touch inflamed my arousal, every pause allowed it to cool. Was he showing affection for his pet, or teasing me for his enjoyment?

After an hour or so as his office pet he took off my hood, had Mel brush my hair, gag me, and put Mel and I in  the car, not passengers, but naked, collared cargo. Hands locked behind us, ankles hobbled and locked to the floor. I know he has the right to take us in public this way, but it is still humiliating to be treated as livestock in public.

He stopped at Wildwood Farms and took us in the front door, leading both of us by our noses.  He put a bag in my hands, told me to carry it, and led us to a part of the building I had not seen before. He led us through a door labeled “Ballroom.” The room was large, rectangular with tables scattered around, a few couches and a stage at the far end. There were large sliding glass doors, open to a patio and lawn. I could see men and women both inside and out. It looked like all of the pack girls were there and some of them had been given clothing for the event. Micro skirts and tiny, loose halters that lay on top of their breasts and hung just low enough to cover them. I knew it was absurd, but suddenly I was ashamed of my nakedness.

It wasn’t like any party I had been to before. The women were not huddled together, talking. They were naked, but not wearing their paws or the pack boots. They were upended over men’s knees being spanked and squealing joyously, sitting on men’s laps, talking while he played with her breasts, being led by their noses, on their knees performing oral sex, on tables with their knees spread being fucked vigorously, hung by their wrists being flogged. The room was awash in female sounds, of orgasm, pain, need, joy, and pleading. Some wore hand or foot restraints, but some didn’t. It looked like the men chose what the women wore. It was a bondage party and Mel and I were “Dressed” for it.


Chapter 12 : Party

I recognized a man walking toward us, Chief Tom Storey. He was the one who arrested me. The man who set me on the path to slavery. I was happy to see him, despite everything. He was just doing his job and he gave me a mostly enjoyable punishment period prior to my sale. I smiled at him and he ignored me. He shook hands with master and they spoke for a moment then he turned to look at me and said, “Janice turned out quite well, John. Is she obedient?”

Master replied, “Yes, she trains well and is very responsive. She is pleasant to have around. I’m going to keep her tonight, but I brought Mel for you.” Master handed Mel’s leash to him.

Chief Storey took her leash and said, “Thank you,” turned to Mel and continued, “Hello Melanie. I’m pleased to see you.”

Mel smiled, sunk gracefully to her knees and kissed his feet. She raised up to her knees, spread them, thrust out her breasts, tilted her face up to look at him and replied, “Wonderful to serve you again, master.”

“Up slave.”

She stood up, careful to maintain her poise, and he drew her into a kiss. She pressed up tight against him and returned his kiss eagerly. They were clearly intimately acquainted. My loins had been inflamed ever since he had put the belt on me and they churned at this show of affection. I slipped up against master and nuzzled the side of his neck, hoping for a similar kiss. He turned to me, bent his head and planted a friendly kiss on my forehead. Rats. Nice, but not nearly enough. I pressed against him and whined softly trough my nose, but he ignored my advance.

Master took something small out of his shirt pocket and handed it to Chief Storey. The Chief held it up and I saw it was a key.

Master said, “In case you want to change her restraints.”

“Thanks. I like her helpless, but variety is the spice.”

Both masters turned and led us toward the party.

I saw the trainers and security men at the exits and circulating in the crowd. The male partiers were surprisingly average, most young, most fit, all pretty good looking, just an average mix of guys greatly enjoying the women’s bodies as pure sex toys. The shrieks and screams of orgasmic frenzy filled the air. Those women not in a frenzy were playing submissive pet or being stimulated toward an orgasm.

I looked for Sue as we moved into the partiers and finally found her bound face up on a stand gasping in mounting volume in time to the thrusts of Jim Hargrove, the officer who arrested her to begin our enslavement. The stand resembled the letter “T” placed on a sturdy stand. She was laying on her back on the “T” with her arms pulled down and fastened under her to the legs of the stand. A leather strap encircled her waist and held her down. Steel cables were clipped to her ankle cuffs, ran up her leg and through rings attached to leather straps tight around her thighs, thence to pulleys on the ends of the “T’s” crossbar, then to a ratcheting reel with a handle. The line was tight and held her calves tight against her thighs, which were pulled wide apart. I could see the tendons on the insides of her thighs standing out from the strain.

I wanted to stop and talk to Sue, but she was obviously too involved in her orgasm and master didn’t tarry, but just headed toward the sliding doors. I saw a dozen pack girls and their current users cavorting on a patio and lawn. A tall chain-link fence enclosed a half-acre plot around the back wall.

Master took me to a table where a trainer was waiting to fit pack girls with a variety of useful devices. Her nametag read “J. Miller.”  He said, “Hi Julie, would you set Jan up to play fetch?”

She replied, “Of course Mr. Allison. Would you put her on her back on the table?”

He unlocked my hands, picked me up, and lay me on my back on the table. He fondled my breasts as she put paws on my hands, put kneepads on me, and used wide elastic bondage tape to bind my calves to my thighs. She left the chain between my ankles. When she finished, she said, ”Ready, sir,” and handed him a rubber dog bone.

He lifted me down onto hands and knees, then led me to the lawn. There was a raised cable strung between two posts, one at the edge of the patio and the other out in the lawn. He attached my leash to the cable and clipped it to my collar. He took the gag out of my mouth, threw the dog bone out onto the lawn and ordered, “Fetch,”

I ran out as fast as I could, past two girls tied face to crotch, hands fastened around their partner, noses buried in sex, breasts flattening breasts, rolling around on the lawn. I trotted past them many times and understood what was happening. It was a sex game, of course. Men with whips were encouraging them by whipping whichever ass was on top whenever they thought she wasn’t exerting herself enough. The girls were moaning and giggling as they rolled around, both girl’s licking and sucking changing to yelps when the whips struck. I heard one girl orgasm, her screams of joy punctuated by gasps when she was rolled on top and the men urged her to greater effort. The men continued their pressure on the girls as orgasm after orgasm was forced out of them.

Only once, while shoving my face into the grass to grab the toy in my mouth did I wonder how I could be doing something so degrading, yet simultaneously feel so desperately excited at obeying my master’s commands. My master’s commands. My master!

Master threw the toy and I scurried after it, black paws and kneepads sinking into the thick grass. I pushed my face deep to grasp the toy, sometimes getting blades of grass along with the toy. Soon grass was stuck to my face and on my tits. I panted around the thick toy as I scrambled back to master for another throw. One throw took me close to the joined girls who rolled right in front of me. I lost track of the toy as I hustled out of their way and it took me a moment to find it in the thick grass. Master lay three slices with his crop on my breasts as punishment for taking too long. The rosy color of my breasts contrasted nicely with the green blades still stuck to them.

I was taken back to the table and Julie removed my puppy gear. Master put me in a vacant pillory and used a flogger on my bottom, gently, but thoroughly. He liked an even rosy glow on my ass. He was careful to color the area around my belt. I squealed, yelped, and wriggled at each blow, more than was due the modest pain, mostly because I knew he liked to watch my reactions and I wanted to give him a good show. He raised my arousal to the boiling point but stopping just short of orgasm then flogged my breasts, gently, again taking me to the edge. I was begging him, “Please master, harder, please,” over and over, sobbing and moaning. “Please don’t tease me, master.”

When he was ready, he came around to my front, took hold of my head, and placed his semi-rigid cock to my lips. Goody!

I licked and sucked the head until he was fully rigid and he shoved it deep into my throat. He took his time and face-fucked me with long, languid strokes. He was careful to withdraw it far enough for me to take deep breaths and stave off suffocation. I felt him swell in my throat and was ready when he exploded in me with a loud grunt. I swallowed and swallowed, barely managing to keep it all in my throat. I was fortunate I liked the taste of cum, for the taste lingered for a long time. I managed to swallow almost all of his load with only a few drops getting on my chin. Some of my former girlfriends thought it demeaning to suck cock, but I never did. I still think that a real woman is a good cocksucker.

I heard a chime and master took me out of the pillory. He locked my hands behind me, put the hobble chain on my ankles, put the gag back in my mouth, the leash back on my nose ring (Damn) and led me inside with the rest of the people. He took me to a queue of girls where the trainers were freshening girls: cleaning off fluids and dirt, brushing hair, replenishing lipstick and rouge, and applying perfume.

When they were finished with me, he took me into a back room, fastened my wrists over my head to a chain dangling from the ceiling. He got his bag from a table and took out my corset, He held it up to my front and squeezed/pulled my breasts through the too-small holes then fastened it around me, tightening it way past comfortable, forcing me to take shallow breaths. My ribs struggled to fight against the tight fabric, rekindling the deep sexual excitement this restriction always kindled in me. He strapped a small serving tray around my waist, hooked support chains from the front of the tray to my nipple rings, removed the leash and took me to the kitchen.  A woman came over, pinned a white cap to my hair, and instructed me on how to serve liquids and replenish them when needed. She loaded a couple of bottles of beer and several glasses of wine on my tray.

Master took me back to the party room and told me, “Circulate. Be careful not to spill anything and remember to smile. I’ll be watching you.”

I felt tall and precarious. My hands were firmly locked behind me, my stride hobbled by a short ankle chain, and I knew that my tender bottom would become flaming hot if I spilled anything. The strap around my waist took most of the weight of the tray and liquids, but there was still an uncomfortable pull on my nipples that stretched them out and down a half inch. I minced around the guests enduring continuous pinches and tugs, smiling around my gag. I was serving masters and their sex slaves, none of whom were as restrained as me. Had there ever been a woman as enslaved as I? I was ashamed to the bottom of my soul. Yet, yet, I was supremely aroused, was the belt doing it to me or was it just my missing orgasms. The silvery trail of love juices trickling down my legs was a source of great amusement by the men and a new source of embarrassment for me. Now everyone who saw me knew that not only was I forcibly enslaved, but I also was aroused by it. Was I a bondage slut or a natural slave? I guess it doesn’t matter. This is where I wanted to be,

It occurred to me that I was not tethered to anything or confined. This was the first time in almost a month I was free to move around. Of course I was certain to be returned to master the instant anyone saw me outside, and I was not able to run, but I still eyed all the exits. Every now and then I caught sight of my master watching me and the security around the exits would surely not let me leave. After reflecting on my situation I concluded that I couldn’t escape, but even if I could, I didn’t want to. I wanted to serve my master. But how would I feel when my year was up?

I had emptied my tray several times when dinner was announced. I saw master beckon me and teetered to him. He removed my tray and gag then took me to a corner of the room and had me kneel then bend over. He fastened my collar to a floor ring with a short chain so I couldn’t raise up. He walked away.

I looked around as much as I could, I saw women being fed by hand and even several using utensils to eat. I felt ashamed that I was the only slave being treated as an animal. Master returned with my meal in a bowl which he sat under my face, and ordered, “Eat all of it.”

I lowered my face into the bowl and started eating.  It was a bland porridge with bits of vegetable.

John walked around the tables until he found Bill Phillips, the Wildwood manager, eating some prime rib, and asked, “May I join you, Bill?”

Bill looked up, “Of course. Good to see you.”

John chose a chair where he could talk quietly to Bill and still see Jan and sat down. A waitress came over and sat utensils, napkin, and a glass of water in front of John then said, “Hello Mr. Allison. We have some very fine prime rib tonight.”

“Thank you, Millie. That will be fine. Medium rare with broccoli and a glass of madeira, please.”

“Very good sir.” And she hurried away.

Bill said, “This is the first party you’ve brought a girl to. You usually just reserve one of the pack. I always assumed you wanted to keep yours private.”

“Trying a new approach. Exposing her to others, just reserving her vagina with a belt. I’ll share her mouth and bottom with a few selected friends.”

“You  keep her on the pill, don’t you?”

“Yes, but I’m going to ensure that the only orgasms she has are with me and I’m not going to let her have many. I want to see what effect prolonged arousal has on her.”

“What do you want to happen?”

John was reluctant to share his real goal with a friend because he regarded it as a long shot, and wanted to keep his failures private, so he temporized, “I’ve heard it makes them more pliant and affectionate and I can satisfy my needs with her other assets. Thought I’d give it a try.”

“Good luck. Tell me how it works when you decide.”

“Certainly.”

John’s food came and he started eating. After two bites he said, Bill, I’ve been looking over the data on that failed robbery of the wagering funds.

“I know, find anything?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact. I think the robbery exposed ongoing embezzlement.”

“Explain, please.”

“The recovered funds had more than $5,000 more than the wagering records listed as bet. I think someone in our house was recording a little less than was actually bet, skimming the unrecorded amount and adjusting the betting pool to match. None of the hunters would be able to tell. The robber just got to the money before the skimmer could.”

“What action do you recommend.”

“We don’t have any evidence of who it is, except that it is a trusted employee, so I want to have some hidden cameras installed to record every action of the betting, calculation and money access.”

“Do it.”

“You’ll have to keep everyone out of the money areas for a couple of hours without making anyone suspicious. Can you do that?”

Sure. I’ll report seeing a rat in the area and keep everyone out while the area is fumigated. Can you installer pass himself off as a pest controller with a respirator?”

“I’m sure he can. Start Tuesday?”

“OK Let me know if there’s any problem by Monday noon.”

“OK. By the way, I haven’t seen the robber. What have you done with her?”

“Oh. She was processed and she’s in the punishment rack. We’ll let her out tomorrow, properly chastised. Want to see her?”

“Yes. I especially want Jan to see the rack in operation. Let her know there’s something beyond the whip.”

“Let’s go.”

Master came back with Mr. Phillips, unlocked the chain from my collar, lifted me to my feet, wiped my face, and clipped the leash on my nose ring. I hurried to keep up with him as he followed Mr. Phillips outside and around a six-foot-high hedge. I had to take two steps for every one of his due to my short hobble. They took me to the outdoor rack. I remembered my time on the rack with trepidation as we approach. I scoured my brain, wondering if I had done something to merit the rack.

Every new girl  to Wildwood receives an introduction. She is shown how to eat without getting her face and nose ring too dirty, how to polish her collar, cuffs, and chains, and how to show respect to the staff and guests. She also spends at least eight hours on the outdoor rack. She receives two fierce beatings there, first on the soles of her feet  and second on of her bottom. Most girls are able to walk when their eight hours are up. Her bottom glows bright red with bruises for days. The beatings instill discipline and obedience for none wish to repeat it.

A rectangle of lawn had been removed from the thick lawn. The exposed bare earth was loose like it had never been packed down or housed roots. A rectangular steel frame, three feet wide by six feet long, was centered in the loose dirt, almost touching the dirt, supported by more steel tubes set in concrete. The tubes on one three-foot section were four feet tall and joined at the top to form a three foot by four-foot vertical frame. Tubes at the other end were just above ground level. Two more tubes joined the tops of the tall tubes to the low end, providing structural support to the tall section. A horizontal bar was attached to the two tall tubes so it could slide up and down them and be locked in place if desired. This bar had three sturdy staples on its bottom, one in the center and the others each  two inches from the end. A chain was fixed to the center of the top bar of the tall frame.

A packgirl girl lay on the dirt inside the frame. Her collar and wrist cuffs were fastened to the sliding crossbar’s staples. Her long hair was in a ponytail, wrapped tightly with cord then doubled over and tied in a loop. A metal clip fastened the loop of hair to the chain, so it could be used to elevate her neck and wrists up or down. The soles of her feet were red from a recent, intense beating, the first part of her introduction to Wildwood discipline. I had been spared that because of my “On loan” status, so far. Her bottom was unmarked so she was still waiting for that part. She was fully down in the dirt now.

Master took the leash off and said, “Inspect her. This is the girl who tried to rob Wildwood during the hunt.”

She was naked and had steel anklets like mine but they weren’t chained together or fastened to anything. I focused on her head and saw that, unlike the other packgirls, she had earrings that were duplicates of the other rings we all had.  I walked around the frame as ordered. The girl had a ring gag in her mouth and her ringed nipples were deep in the loose dirt. I squatted low in front of her and studied her face. She looked angry. There was a metal ring in her mouth, wedged behind her teeth, holding her mouth wide open, secured in place with a leather strap around her neck. Through the ring I saw her tongue had been pierced and a gold ring, a duplicate of the one in her nose, extended past the tip.

Her feet were locked to the side of the frame and she was shifting her body ineffectually. With her limbs and neck fastened in place, there was no more comfortable position available. She had obviously been there for hours judging by her mosquito bites and it was clear she had not been alone by the thin scarlet whip marks on her back and ass, and the dried cum around her mouth and on her loins. She was whimpering all the time. I felt sorry for her. I couldn’t imagine what it was like for her to be fastened in the dirt unable to do anything while people used and punished her.

She continued to shift her body around in the dirt, looking for some relief. I stopped behind her and out of curiosity looked to see if she had rings in her labia as was usual for bond maids here. She did and as she writhed, I could see them clearly reflecting light from the party and something else. She wore a clit ring also. The first I had seen here.

When  I finished my circuit, I said, “I haven’t seen anyone with a tongue ring and a clit ring here. Is this usual for thieves?”

Mister Phillips said, “Not for thieves. Megan is unique in that she committed a crime against us directly so we added the tongue ring. It’s something we have thought about before, so we thought we’d see how it works on our longest sentence holder. Long sentence, long tongue. She should be even more pleasing to her users.”

Master freed my hands and ordered,  “Give her some water,” and handed me a plastic water bottle.

I asked, “May I clean her up a little with the water?”

Mr. Phillips said, “No. It’s part of her punishment.”

I opened the bottle and put the top through her ring gag. She swallowed half the bottle before she put her tongue over the top to stop the flow. I removed the bottle and gave it back to master.

He handed me a thin, whippy cane and said, “Her bottom has been neglected all through dinner. Her bottom should be a bright red all over before you stop. Hit hard and close together.”

I hesitated with the cane in my hand. I had been whipped many times but had never whipped another girl before. I didn’t want to hurt her but remembered how some pain was often pleasant, especially before sex.

Master urged me on, “Go on. You know she’ll enjoy it in the end. You can use your fingers afterwards to get her off.”

It was an order from my master. I had no choice. I stepped in range and swung the cane against her red bottom. She jumped and cried out, “OW.”  I stepped back, in doubt. Was it too hard? I looked at master.

He smiled and said, “Harder. Ignore her noises. A harsh lesson now will prevent future misbehavior. Continue on her bottom until it is a uniform bright red.”

I stepped closer and hit her ass again. The cane left the cutest little thin lines of scarlet, almost like I was drawing with a narrow pen. Her exclamation was weaker this time. Was she just startled the first time, or was she starting to enjoy it already? I alternated, left, right, etc. and tried to maintain the same force. By the tenth stroke she was moaning happily, I thought. And I was getting off on it too. I never knew that the whipper got sexual pleasure from the whip, too. Maybe I could get an orgasm from the whip.

Her voice was distorted by the gag, but I think she was begging me to hit her harder at the end. But there was only so much force the thin whippy cane could deliver, no matter how hard I swung. When she was a bright red, I looked at master. He nodded so I dropped the cane and used my fingers to stroke her sex and squeeze her clit. She exploded in a great orgasm. Her body spasmed and she screamed in orgiastic pleasure. I was very aroused and grabbed my sex to help me to an orgasm, too, but my fingers slammed into my chastity belt and I wailed in frustration. I turned to master, fell to my knees, kissed his feet and begged him, ‘Please master. I’m on fire. I need release Please. Please.”

He grinned at me, “Soon. Get up.”

I stood, resigned but hopeful, he said, “Soon.” He turned me around, locked my hands behind me, turned me around again, and clipped the leash on my nose ring. Damn. Master took me back inside.

Music was playing, a slow rhythm with flutes and drums. It sounded African. Three girls were on the stage. All were naked, hands locked behind them ankles hobbled. They were dancing, not moving from their spot, just moving their legs and bodies to the music. Even with their limb chained they were moving all their other body parts. Lifting their feet, bending their knees, shifting their weight, putting the most sensuous movements into their hips and belly. The three were moving sensuously to the music, completely different interpretations of the primal sexual dance. Master stopped just inside the door and watched the dancers. I whispered to him, “Master, what is happening?”

“It’s a dance contest. Study their moves. You’ll be dancing there too.”

I didn’t say anything. I liked to dance. This was different than I had ever done, but I could do it. I had never imagined I would be doing a naked sex dance before an audience, but I didn’t have a choice. I watched the dancers, looking for moves I liked.

Mr. Phillips left and master sat in a chair and I knelt beside him and watched. He put his arm over my shoulder and fondled my nipple, keeping my arousal boiling in my belly. I trembled at his unbearably sexy touch. I’m sure he did it on purpose to keep me hot until he was ready to send me to dance my passion.

The dancers only stayed on the stage for a couple of minutes before they were replaced. All twenty odd of the pack girls took their turn in numerical order so I was in the last group. When it was my turn master removed my leash and sent me on to the stage. The music was on a repeating loop and never stopped. When I took my place, I just let the throbbing music guide my inherent sexual submission guide me. I stared at master and thought about how I wanted to serve him. I imagined his hands all over me and his manhood probing all my orifices, driving me insane with love. I kept my arms squeezed tight behind me to emphasize my bondage, so necessary for true passion. I swayed hard from side to side to make my breasts sway and flaunt the heavy rings he had imposed on me.  

I saw master smiling at me as I danced. He liked it. Maybe, just maybe, he would reward me for trying hard. He knew what I wanted. When the music stopped, I returned to him and knelt facing him, between his legs and asked, “Master, may I service you now?” I had seen several girls servicing their men as I walked back to him and I really liked the taste of his semen and the feel of his cock in my mouth.

He freed his cock, put a finger through my nose ring and gently pulled me closer. I opened my mouth and licked and sucked the head of his penis, loving the feeling of control I had, seeing and feeling his cock swell and lengthen under my ministrations. I slowly swallowed him deep and he removed his finger, letting me control how deep I took him. I bobbed my head back and forth taking him deeper each time, a quarter, half, three fourths, fully inside me. He grew even larger and filled my oral cavity completely.

A few more passes and he came with a grunt, deep inside my throat. I swallowed and swallowed and got all of it save a few drops that escaped onto my face. I stayed around him until he had shrunk back to normal size and then pulled off of him. He was grinning, his needs satisfied while my body ached in its need. I bravely smiled back, hoping he would give me relief, too. Soon.

He chained my collar to a ring on the chair and went to get his bag. When he returned, he put a full hood on me including the gag. I was effectively deaf, dumb, and blind. He took hold of my collar and walked me a short distance, bent me over some sort of stand and strapped my torso down. My shoulders and hips were supported but my breasts hung freely below me. Or maybe there were holes for my breasts. I couldn’t tell. He took the chain off my ankles, spread my legs wide and fastened them there. My head hung off the table onto an angled board and my ass hung off the other end of the stand by a foot. He unlocked my belt and my hope grew.

My ass was a perfect target and was used as one. Unseen hands were all over me, touching, feeling, squeezing, and striking my tits, ass, and thighs. The biting strands of a whip striped my ass while gentle hands cupped my breasts. Clamps closed on my nipples and weights were hung on my nipple rings. Pain was everywhere and I could only cry into my gag. Someone began smacking my breasts and swinging their weights. I could hear nothing but my own shrieks and sobs.

My gag was removed and a cock took its place and came in me, a flavor I had not tasted before, then another and another, then a cunt and another. All the time my mouth was busy, someone kept up a steady rain of a flogger on my ass. Providing the spice to my sexual menu, keeping me interested and aroused, but not even close to climax. I recognized the educated hand of my master on the flogger. I was glad he was watching over me.

The gag was stuffed back in my mouth and I felt master enter my ass and I moaned around the gag. He owned me and he was finally taking me. Joy filled me and I was so glad he had bought me. Hands removed the weights and clamps from my nipples and I screamed into the gag. The pain of renewed blood flow into my compressed nipples was intense, I squeezed and relaxed, milking his cock, giving him the best ride I could. He smacked my tender ass as he thrust deeper, filling me sublimely. Except for my cunt, hot, dripping, empty, unused. He filled me to the brim with a grunt of orgiastic pleasure, for him, but I was still shy of climax. He pulled out and I wept into my hood for my lost climax.

Unseen hands freed me from the stand and fastened my arms over my head before removing the hood. I was surrounded by masters and leashed pack girls. The air held excitement and curiosity. I knew they were all wondering what my master would do now. Some girls looked sympathetic to me while others just looked excited. The men were pleased and curious. Master pushed through the crowd with my chastity belt. He made me kiss it then he carefully inserted a fat plug in my ass, a smaller one in my cunt, and locked the belt on me, ensuring I remained stuffed and needy.

The girls now looked concerned, likely imagining how easy it would be for them to be belted, too. The men cheered and applauded this shining example of how men should control their women, I suppose. I only wish its purpose was not to restrict my orgasms. I wasn’t surprised he shared the rest of my body out to others, in fact, I was surprised he had waited for the party. Still, I knew he was my owner and relieved that he had reserved my cunt to himself.

He let my arms down, locked them behind me, added my hobble chain, and clipped the leash on my nose ring. Damn. I was ready to travel. Master called out, “Chief Storey, I’m going home now.”

He came up to meet master and handed him Mel’s leash and key. “Thank you for the loan. I had fun and I think she did too.”

Melanie was chained and gagged like me. She nodded her head in agreement.

Master put the key in his pocket and took Mel’s leash, “I’m glad.” He raised his voice, “Great party.  I’ll see you all later.” He turned and Mel and I followed him out to his car. He secured us in back and drove home. He took both of us into a bedroom with attached bath and secured Mel in the room with a long chain locked to her collar. He freed her hands and feet removed her gag and asked her, “Good party?”

“Yes, master. Thank you for letting Tom have me. I had fun. Does Wildwood have these parties often?”

"Once or twice a month. I’ll see you in  the morning. I plan on sleeping late, so don’t make any unnecessary noise.”

“Yes, master. Thank you.”

He led me to his bedroom, removed my corset, chastity belt, gag, leash and hobble chain then took me into the shower.  He locked my hands to the chain dangling from the ceiling and started the water running. He adjusted the spray to cover me then stepped into contact with me, wrapped his arms around me and we kissed. It was wonderful being able to cuddle close to his big, strong body, and have him hold me. I wish my arms were free so I could hold him too, but this is almost as good.

As he relocated her hands, small and helpless, she moaned softly, almost a purr, and he felt a stirring in his heart. He felt a need to protect her, beyond what his mind should have permitted for a bond maid. Afraid of what he might say, he covered with, “Good party, Jan?”

“Excellent. I’m a little sore all over, but I only remember good things happening to me.”

“You know you’re a pain slut, don’t you?”

“I am not,” I retorted, “I’m a BDSM enthusiast who wants you to fuck me, hard and often. The other stuff is just the garnish. Will you fuck me, master?

“Jan, you are a smart, beautiful, put together woman and your assets have enabled you to be sexually satisfied whenever you wanted.  Now you’re a bond maid and your owner decides everything for you. The owner of such a woman has to be extra-careful not to let you influence him with your many charms or you will be the one calling the shots. While you’re my bond maid, I will let you be sexually satisfied only when you earn it.”

I bit my lip, disturbed he wasn’t going to fuck me when I needed it. I know he desired me or he wouldn’t have bought me. And I’ve seen him looking at me. He wants me. How my desires had changed. Six months ago I was free and mercenary. I wanted stuff to advance me socially, clothes, car, house and I’d earn them by fucking my husband once a week, knowing I wouldn’t come. Now I was a happy slave and only wanted to be roughly fucked, knowing he could make me orgasm over and over, if he wanted. “How can I earn it, master?”

“There’s no set way. You just have to convince me you deserve it. For example, you were excellent at the party tonight. That earns you release. “I’ve decided that watching you be desperate for a fuck is just as much fun as actually fucking you. I want it too, but I can satisfy my needs a couple of other ways, so I’m OK with waiting until you’ve earned it.”

He let go of me, stepped back, and started washing all the evidence of the party off me. He couldn’t wash away the many stripes and redness, but the warm water and soft rubbing helped. I thought about his plan. I sort of liked that I couldn’t use my feminine wiles to convince him to fuck me. He had a lot of intestinal fortitude not to be seduced by a pretty, naked woman, especially one he owned and couldn’t refuse him anything. I didn’t think finding ways to earn my orgasms would be so hard. I just had to cheerfully do more than he asked, before he asked. I had to watch him even more carefully and learn to predict when he was going to want something. I would be the best slave ever, at least as long as I was a legal bond maid.

John watched Jan closely as he told her his plan. He was surprised how calmly she took it. It must have been a shock to this beautiful, sensitive woman that her usual tools of male persuasion were being pulled, at least in this important area.

He reveled in how her soft, pliant skin felt as he gently scrubbed the body fluids of others off her. Her helplessness and the way she moaned deep in her chest and trembled when he cleaned her breasts and loins was beyond beauty. The stripes from the whips and canes used to stimulate her were pure decoration, no more than temporary brands proclaiming her to be a sex toy. Her skin was unbroken so no care other than cleaning was necessary and what a joy cleaning her was.

The party had been a test of both Jan and him. He wanted to see how well Jan would obey and control herself when other people used her and she had been the perfect submissive, following his orders and submitting to everyone he had permitted to use her. Her perfect submission was why he was going to permit her an orgasm tonight, probably many orgasms.

It was also a test to see how he would react when other people used his property. In the past he had been very possessive and only let others look. He thought he had grown in confidence over the several bond maids he had owned, but there was only one way to see. He still felt tense when others used her body for sex, but it was mild. He was surprised at his reactions when others punished her. As long as it was just sexual stimulation, he was happy. He thought he would not permit others to really punish her. It would be too easy to hurt her.

When she was clean, he washed the fluids off himself. She watched him closely, mostly following his hands but occasionally straying to his cock, semi-erect and rosy from his slippery friction. He dried himself then her, making sure her girl-parts were dry, ignoring the almost silent whimper and her heaving breasts that showed the height of her arousal. When they were both dry, he released her hands from the overhead chain and locked them together in front.

He lay her on his bed and admired her for a moment before he used a short chain to fasten her wrists to the headboard. He lay down beside her, put his arm under him and pulled her close.

She rolled into him and melted against him, trying for maximum body contact, murmured in his ear, “Thank you for a wonderful evening, master. I’m glad you own me.”

Softly, at first, he stroked her body, knowing she craved contact. He savored her soft gasps and moans as he touched her most sensitive parts. She kissed his chest and shoulders, and cheeks with passion, learning his contours, his feel, like a baby does. He rolled her back and raised up over her, leaning on his arm and kissed her body, sucked, nipped and squeezed her tender, succulent, ringed nipples, forcing gasps and squeals and mews out. John felt his own arousal, growing at every touch, at every sound, the scent of her musk.

He rolled her over, had her get up on her knees and caressed her striped bottom. She winced and shuddered, but silently held her position, knowing he might choose to punish her and understanding it was his right. Surprise made her gasp when he kissed each cheek and rolled her over on her back.

My knees were bent when he rolled me over and raised when I wound up on my back. My hands were still reaching to the head of the bed. He gently spread my knees apart and climbed between my legs. Was he going to do me? My heart leaped and I trembled all over in rapturous anticipation. My chest was heaving and I had trouble catching my breath. I turned my head and clamped my open mouth hard against my arm to stifle the cry of joy I felt welling up in me.

Master was regarding me with a tolerant smile, He turned my head , opened my mouth with a thumb on my chin, and inserted two fingers in my mouth, pressing down, gently on my tongue. I understood him perfectly and didn’t say a word. My sex was wet, anticipating his entrance. He bent down and inspected my cunt.

I knew what she wanted, but I wanted to savor far more than the animal rush of pleasure. I pushed her knees even wider and bent down to inspect my treasure. Her labia lips were swollen, rosy with engorging blood, and spread wide open, giving me easy view and entrance to her most private part. Dew glistened on every surface and she was quietly mewing with need. Her perfume was strong with musk and need. Her clit hood was protruding and open providing easy access to her most sensitive nerve cluster. I bent closer and licked her left lip and watched her loins jump and enjoyed her cry of pleasure. Her nether rings danced most poignantly. I was glad I had put them there.  I need to make more use of them. They aren’t as convenient as her nose ring but leading her by them would likely be more humiliating for her and just as effective. They were dancing now.

When she stilled, I licked her right lip and she reacted just as strongly. When I nibbled on her clit, she howled, writhed, and shrieked in a wonderfully expressive orgasm. Her belly spasmed and pumped her liquor out in spurts, her wriggles and squeals, slowly declining into moans. When she stilled, I drew back and observed. Her back was arched, her mouth open and breathing deeply, still trembling. I had watched her closely at the party and knew she had more.

I released her arms from the headboard and entered her as a master should, driving deep inside her forcefully, demanding my right, exerting the male mastery over my woman. I covered her mouth with mine, stifling her squeals, claiming it too. She spasmed repeatedly as I impaled her, again and again. Her bound arms encircled my head, her body writhing beneath me in a renewed series of orgasms. Her hips lifted , her body spasming beneath me, and her vagina squeezed me, her female instincts trying to get my sperm to her egg. I thrust and thrust, pumping up the fire within, finally it exploded and I erupted filling her with my hot spend. She shrieked as my flood burned deep inside her and bucked like a wild animal.

I was breathing hard and squeezing her to me as my muscles relaxed and I withdrew. I held her to me as she buried her head in my chest and made muffled sounds I interpreted as contented. They stilled and she burst into tears. I tilted her head and began kissing away the tears. She buried her face in my shoulder and I held her until she relaxed, gently rocking, like a  baby.

When she was calm, half asleep I fastened her hands to the headboard and put her hobble chain on her ankles, fastening it to the footboard. She watched me, dreamily through lidded eyes, smiling gently. I pulled the covers up and took her in my arms. I liked the feeling. I would let her sleep here unless she misbehaved. I fell asleep to her happy sounds as she snuggled against me.

In the morning Mel cooked breakfast and I helped her, mainly cleaning up and learning where everything was kept. Neither of us were restrained by anything overt. Master reminded us that our collars had electronic watch dogs by telling us he had set them to allow us anywhere in the house. He left us alone in the kitchen and I voiced my doubts to Mel. She said that she had tested it once and she wouldn’t do it again. Well, I wasn’t going to test it in front of her.

The meal was simple but tasty. Both of us ate out of bowls on the floor with our hands locked behind us. We were placed where master could watch us as he ate, with his hands, with utensils, sitting at a table. I felt like an animal again. Mel didn’t seem to care. When master was finished, he had us clean up with our hands still locked behind us. Doable, we discovered, but harder.

Master unlocked our hands and sent us to clean the house, me upstairs, Mel downstairs, with instructions to come to his office when we were finished. I tidied up the bedroom, cleaned the bath, dusted the rest of the rooms, except for the locked rec room. I went down to his office. He had me put a cushion against the wall in front of his desk and kneel on it.

“Stay there unless you need water or the bathroom. Return there when you’re done and be quiet. I’m working.”

I watched him, trying to be invisible, hoping I wasn’t, trying to learn all about him. Alert to any opportunity to serve. I saw he had a glass half full of water, which he sipped occasionally and I watched it closely, determined to replace it with a full one  when it was nearly empty.

Mel entered a half hour after me, looked at me and put a cushion beside me and knelt. Neither one said anything.

Master was reading from several documents and looking at data on his computer screens. Both were facing him and Mel and I saw only the blank backs of the monitors.

Whatever he was working on, he was not happy. His face was mostly neutral with flashes of surprise, anger or disgust.  I wanted to go to him and support him, but I didn’t want to disobey him. There was tension in the air, I looked at Mel and she looked distressed too. I didn’t realize it but I was whining unconsciously and quietly. Master looked at me surprised and I realized I had disturbed him. I stopped my noise.

He said, reassuringly, “Don’t worry. It’s a problem that won’t affect you or us. I’m just disappointed, but I’ll be able to fix it soon.”

I don’t think he understood how sensitive we were to his moods, He watched us relax for a moment then went back to his work. He kept his face neutral from then on.

That was a relief. I glanced at Mel and saw her frown lines had vanished.

Master put his work away in a few minutes and took us to the front porch. He did something on his phone and told us, “We’re going on a walk. I’ve changed your settings so you have to stay within twenty feet of me or you’ll get warned, come on,” and started walking.

We followed. I was eager and walked beside him. I slipped my hand into his and he took it. I felt loved and protected. True, I was still his property, a naked and collared bond maid, but I had accepted that I would be his until my sentence was up. Mel walked on his other side but didn’t take his hand. I wondered about this. Was she acknowledging that I was entitled to his hand and she didn’t because she was just here until the morning?

He walked us around his property. It was nearly flat pastureland. He said it was just over ten acres and the previous owner had raised horses. We walked by a couple of outbuildings, purpose unknown, went through a stable, clean and unused with five stalls and an empty loft. There was a barn but we just walked by it.  Behind the buildings was a fenced oval racetrack and a large pasture fenced and divided in half. We walked on a dirt track that circled the back of the property. It was the house of a successful man, not ostentatious but upscale and spacious.

When we were back inside, master sent us to the bathroom with instructions, “ We’re eating out. Do your makeup and hair and make sure you’re clean and fragrant. Be ready in forty minutes. Come to the living room when you’re ready.”

Mel and I hurried to the bath and washed off. As I combed my hair, I asked, has master taken you out to a restaurant as a bond maid before?”

She replied, “No, but my previous master did. It was not pleasant. Of course that was a long time ago and bond maids were not a common sight. Maybe it’s different now. It will depend a lot on where we go and whether he lets us act like people.”

I was worried this was going to be a terrible, humiliating experience. I was raised that naked women did not go to restaurants with normal people. I would just shrivel and die.  Mel looked worried too. We finished and went to the living room. Master was waiting for us. To my great relief he handed each of us a dress on a hanger.

“Try these on.”

I didn’t care how it fit. It covered my body and my rings, most of them. They were light sundresses with short full skirts and halter tops, mine was white with a yellow abstract pattern. Mel’s was identical with an orange pattern. We both put them on quickly and it fit pretty well, a little loose, but it covered me. My collar, nose ring, and cuffs were not covered, but at least I wasn’t “indecent.” My nipple rings were very noticeable through the thin material, but it was better. Master was looking at me, so I pirouetted and asked, “What do you think?”

He said, “Very nice. I’m taking two pretty, Goth girls to dinner. Are you two going to behave or do you need leashes?”

I said, “I will be a perfect slave girl, master,” and Mel agreed.

“OK, but I’ll take them in case you misbehave,” he handed a box to both of us and said, “Well-behaved bond maids can wear these to restaurants.”

I took the unmarked box and opened it. It contained a pair of pearly white three-inch heels. I looked at master and felt tears forming. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

He said, “Put them on and let’s go.”

He didn’t fasten our feet to the car or put any restraints on us. We traveled as unrestrained passengers. Of course the electronic leashes built into our collars were still there, but I could move my arms and legs, for the first time in almost a month.

We got quite a few looks when we entered the restaurant, and most of those were admiring looks from men. There were a few disapproving women but, they didn’t give me any problems. I looked like I did because of men and I wasn’t responsible!  I had a good time and frankly, enjoyed the attention I got. Mel looked like she did too.  I was most pleased that master looked happy . Maybe he’d let us wear clothing more often, or, at least, when in public. The restaurant he chose was small and intimate and he was well-known there. The food was excellent, but, most of all, I got to eat like a human, with utensils and glasses, and plates, and an excellent merlot. He let us go to the restroom by changing the setting on out electronic leashes and admonishing us to be back in ten minutes. I left the restaurant hanging on master’s arm like a real date and I realized that I was very close to loving him.

John had had fun bringing his bond maids to a public restaurant. He saw the men in the restaurant staring openly at his buxom girls in their collars and nose rings. After a moment every one of them switched to look at him in envy. One of the joys of owning beautiful art was flaunting it to those without. He knew he would have to tighten up his control over them after this lest they stared to feel entitled to respect and some measure of entitlement.

When we got home, master ordered us to strip and hang the dresses and put the shoes in the bedroom closet rather than putting them back where he had stored them previously. That made me hope he intended to let me use one again. Then he put us both in strict restraints.

He put a short hobble chain on Mel, then clipped a strap to her left wrist cuff. Pulled it up behind her right shoulder, ran the strap over the shoulder, down between her breasts, around her torso, back up between her breasts, over her right shoulder pulled her left wrist up behind her, ran the strap through her cuff ring and clipped it off. Her hands were made useless and her arms pulled tight to her body. I had been in this tie before and it was tight and inescapable. Then he put me in the same tie. It was tight and still inescapable. Now what, I wondered.

Master took us to his rec room and said, “Mel, lay on your back on the floor and spread wide.” Mel obeyed quickly with a smile. She was hoping for an orgasm.

“Jan, kneel between her legs and lick. Bring her to orgasm quickly.”

I knelt, buried my nose between her labia lips and licked, fast and hard. She responded fast, moaning and writhing. Master used a crop to encourage us, switching between toying with her nipples and stroking my ass. But when her moans turned to gasps and her belly started spasming, master grabbed the rear ring on my collar and lifted me up to my knees.

Mel protested, “ Master, please, just a little longer, please.”

She received a hard slap with a crop on both breasts, “You know not to challenge my decisions.”

Mel cried out wordlessly and lay still.

“Swap places, girls.”

I got to my feet easily. Mel grimaced and had a much harder evolution, but was soon standing, I lay where she had been and spread my legs. She knelt and put her tongue in my cunt and started licking. She felt wonderful. My arousal shot up quickly. I had learned from Mel to tone down the noise and was careful to mute my exultation as I crept closer to orgasm. It almost worked. I was an instant away from climax when Mel was pulled away. I remembered not to protest and my breasts were spared a painful reminder.

“Very good, Jan. Both of you get up and go to the living room.”

This time I had a difficult time getting up from my back. Like Mel I was slowed by coping with a body on the disappointing verge of orgasm.

Master sat in his favorite chair and knelt one of us on each side, placed so he could easily pat our heads. This time he held us close throughout the hour-long program with an index finger through our nose rings. When the program was over, he left us kneeling while he turned off the house and set the alarm. Then he took us both up to his bedroom, stuffed a gag in my mouth, and used a short chain to lock my collar to a ring in the floor at the foot of his bed.

He had Mel fellate him, not to orgasm from the sounds then gagged her and chained he to another ring in the floor. He came to me and ordered, “Punishment position, Jan,” I raised my ass high and spread my knees. He used a finger to lube my ass then impaled my bottom and rode me to an orgasm, his, not mine.

He cleaned my bottom and told us, “Go sleep my beauties. Tomorrow will come soon.” He covered us with blankets, turned out the lights, and got in bed with his needs satisfied.

I sobbed silently into the carpet for lost opportunities and cried myself to sleep, resolving to do better tomorrow and regain the love of my master.

I went to sleep on my side but woke sometime in the middle of the night. My arms were aching and woke me up. I sobbed silently, afraid of waking master and being punished. There was no way I could move them. I rolled over on my front and that helped a little and I eventually fell asleep. Master got me up, released my hands and sent me to shower. He didn’t join me. When I came out, he sent Mel in to shower, locked my hands behind me, locked the belt on me, removed my gag and said, simply, “Kneel by the door.”

I did as ordered and asked, “Master, did I do something wrong last night?”

“No. I did.”

“Master, I enjoyed eating out.” He didn’t look happy.

“I know. Be quiet.”

I shut up. He must think he did something wrong. All he did was treat Mel and I like real women. Why does he think that was wrong?

When Melanie came out of the bath, he removed her gag and locked her hands behind her too, and put us both in the car, locking our ankle chains down. At Wildwood he left Mel in the car, clipped my leash to my nose ring, took me inside, and handed me over to Robin. She led me back to the kennel room and released the other girls.

John drove Mel to the locksmith and waited while her collar and cuffs were removed. He handed her the clothes and shoes she had worn when she had been collared. She dressed and said, “Most enjoyable experience John.”

“I enjoyed it too. You’re always welcome.”

“Only as a bond maid?”

“I prefer it that way. I enjoy having you obedient.”

“I couldn’t be otherwise around you, master.”

“Right. Where shall I drop you?”

“Home, if it’s not too far.”

“No problem.” He escorted her back to his car.

Only after she was seated did she ask, “Are you going to remove my nose ring?”

“Actually, I rather like it on you. I would like you to keep it as a reminder. It might encourage you to do this again.”

She tilted the visor down and looked at her face in the mirror. She was surprised at the stirring in her loins and she almost asked John to take her back inside and make her a bondmaid again, but her sudden need for submission was tackled by her common sense, and she replied, “OK for now, it does give me a sort of sultry, erotic look.”

A few miles later, Melanie asked, “Do you really think Janice will volunteer to stay as your bond maid when her sentence is over?”

John took a moment to answer, “Right now I’d say the odds are favorable. I think she is enamored of bondage sex  and I’m her key, besides, I think she is falling for me.”

“I think so too, but you treated her badly last night. I wouldn’t be surprised if she holds that against you for a long time. It may have decreased your odds of success.”

“Mel, as a strategist in the war of the sexes, you are a good cook. She wants a man she has to work to get. It would be a mistake to be simple and easy. She needs to work hard to get a man or she’ll get bored.  I’m not going to be easy on her.”

“OK.”

John dropped her outside her apartment and went to his office

.


Chapter 13 : Megan

After the guests had departed and the pack put to bed, Angela took Robin and Margot and removed Megan from the outside rack. They leashed her, locked her hands behind her and her ankles together, hosed her off, took her to the garden, and instructed her to pee on the grass. The trainers were holding crops and she knew they would punish her if she disobeyed, and she needed to pee anyway, so she obeyed.

They led her down to the basement, through several locked doors and into a cell, empty except for a steel framed cot, a bucket of water and a bucket with a lid, her toilet, and a long chain hanging from a thick ring on the back wall. They locked the chain to her collar and left, locking the cell door, unnecessary with the chain, she thought, and left the room.

They had left the light outside her cell on and Megan looked around. The cell was bigger than those in the movie prisons. The first thing she saw was the cameras. Two outside the cell on the wall near the ceiling, both looking at her. She did the only thing possible. She ignored them. The second thing was the ringbolts. Half of the back wall was studded with them, no more than six inches apart in a grid from floor to ceiling and at least eight feet wide. Megan stared at it for minutes, trying to imagine its purpose. It wasn’t threatening, just an unusual decoration, no more evil than a chair, but threatening in its location. Again, she did the only thing she could, she ignored it.

Megan was tired. The outdoor rack was a miserable experience, not just for the dirt, and mosquitos. The helpless exposure and the strangers who came to laugh at her, like an animal in a zoo. She wondered why she was in this cell and alone. Why wasn’t she with the other packgirls? Was she going to be punished more?

She chastised herself for being caught. She should have done more research, made an escape plan. Escape. She needed to escape this place. But it seemed impossible. Even if they relaxed enough, she couldn’t get this damned collar off and anyone who saw her would turn her in for the reward or just keep her.

She had never imagined what it would be like. All the rumors about Wildwood said the girls were mainly used for sex. That would have been OK. She enjoyed sex a lot. She hadn’t seen that yet. OK, she had freaked out but the punishment was too much.

She fell asleep dreaming of sex.

She woke when the cell door was opened. A woman put a bowl of oatmeal on the floor and said, “Get up and eat. Now,” waving a short whip.”

Megan forced herself up and knelt, facing the bowl stuck her face in the food and ate. Ashamed but having no choice. When she was full, she raised up, leaving a few bites in the bowl, with almost as much stuck to her face and nose ring.

The sharp bite of the whip on her bottom made her start and yelp. The woman ordered, “Eat it all.”

Megan put her face back in the bowl and crammed the rest in. She licked the bowl clean, not wanting to fee the whip again.

The woman ordered, Stand up.” She went to the water bucket, wet a cloth and wiped Megan’s face. She picked up the bowl and left, locking the cell door behind her.

Megan sat on the cot and wondered what would happen next. She didn’t have long to wait. Angela and the woman who had fed her returned and entered the cell.

Angela took hold of her nose ring, put a small, metal, spring clip on the ring, used it to lead Megan to the grid of rings, a few feet to the right of the ring where her tether was attached and held her close to the wall.  Angela said, “Belly to the wall.” When Megan complied, Angela clipped her nose ring to the wall.

Megan suddenly understood the wall of ringbolt’s purpose. It was a punishment wall, designed to hold a ringed girl, like her, in any position desired, designed to hold her immobile with pain from her stretched rings, and maximum exposure to a whip or cane. She couldn’t turn her head enough to see anything but the wall and it’s grid of ringbolts. She felt her ankle chain being removed and her feet pulled apart. She was forced to lift her head as her feet spread wide. She was about to scream in fear for her nose when they stopped pulling and locked her ankles to the wall. Her head was tilted sharply up and there was no slack left to move her head.

Then Angela took hold of her right  nipple ring, lifted it up uncomfortably high and wide and Megan stretched her body, arched her spine, to relieve the pressure and heard the click as her nipple ring was secured to a waiting ringbolt. Angela moved to Megan’s left side, lifted her nipple ring just as high and pulled it left, stretching Megan’s nipples far apart, and clipped it to another ringbolt. The rings in the wall were carefully placed for this purpose and Megan suspected that she was not the first girl so secured.

Megan felt her labia rings being similarly lifted, spread wide, and locked in place.

Someone unlocked her wrist cuffs and her arms were lifted and spread into a wide “V” before being secured to waiting ringbolts. She was stuck to the wall like a fly stuck on flypaper, unable to move, her private parts pulled open, unable to even turn her head to see anyone else in the room.

Megan gulped as it dawned on her that she had been immobilized in the perfect position to be whipped. As long as they wanted.

Angela said, “Packgirls wear tails. It’s time for you to start.” Megan felt hands spreading her buttocks apart and a finger push into her anus. Lubricant was spread around and in her hole. Then the finger was replaced with a hard object. The cone-shaped plug was pushed into her, stretching her wide, wider, too wide and Megan gasped as her anus found the wasp-waist of the object and closed around it, fixing the tail’s base firmly in her. She felt stuffed and found it was actually a pleasant feeling.

Megan was an exciting sight as she stood defenseless and Angela enjoyed the view, noting her ribs expanding then shrinking to her rapid, shallow breaths. She noted the tiny tremors in Megan’s taut buttocks and the flexing of her calves as she tried to find comfort.

Angela was here  to educate Megan. Yesterday, Megan learned that punishment didn’t always involve pain. Today, she would learn that pain and pleasure were two sides of the same coin.

Megan wanted to be let down, to have some chance at motion. She fantasized her sudden explosive motion, overpowering the girls who held her, her escape through a window, outrunning her pursuers. The pleasurable thoughts took her mind off her discomforts, but the dream was shattered as Angela’s crop slashed across her defenseless buttocks.

Hot pain exploded in her bottom and she squealed wordlessly, unable to move or even see who was causing it. Her mistress’s arm flashed in rapid strokes as she  applied a dozen searing slashes, spread evenly from the top of her rounded ass to her knees.

Clamped firmly to the wall, Megan could not even relax the tension in her fully extended limbs. She had no defense against the punishment as the crop heated her flesh and kindled a burst of submissive heat in her belly, to her surprise and shame. She was being aroused by this. She had not believed that pain could be so erotically exciting. Despite the pain, she needed to be fucked.

Angela stepped close, cupped Megan’s left breast and stroked the nipple. She said, “You will become a submissive, responsive packgirl. Pain is the spice that makes animal pleasure exquisite.”

Before Megan could respond, the handle of a crop slid between her wide-spread labia and impaled her sex, thrusting deeply and pumping her arousal higher with every stroke until Megan’s belly spasmed into helpless orgasm. Every pulse of pleasure  tugged at her firmly held rings, adding flashes of painful stimulation to her quivering submission.

She heard the footsteps as she was left alone with her fading pleasure, to endure the increasing discomfort of her strict bondage. Megan didn’t dream of escape  now. She knew she would not be given any opportunity. Wildwood knew how to hang on to their women. As her belly cooled, she dreamed of sex and wondered what would happen next.

Megan contemplated her  whipping and orgasm and wondered when it would end. Her bottom and legs stung where the whip had marked her, her arms and legs ached from their strained bondage, and her nipples and labia stabbed with sudden pain whenever she tried to find a more comfortable position. But the overwhelming emotion that tormented her was her unrelenting arousal, her body’s unexpected, perverse, and continual need for sexual release.

Megan was learning a slaver’s secret. Bondage can prolong a slave girl’s arousal for a long time.

The trainers had a timer set and every hour one of them would visit Megan, whip her bottom to a fiery red and give her a whip orgasm. Sometimes they would fondle her and nibble on her ear. It was a desirable duty. All of the trainers were enthusiastic bisexuals, and the sights and sounds of a chained girl being whipped to orgasm was arousing. Some of them would climax along with the whipped girl and the whip handle would see double duty.

Next morning, after the pack had started their day, been fed and started on the day’s work, Angela took Julia and Sharon to get Megan started on her training. Angela watched the trainers get Megan ready.

Megan expected to be naked like the other packgirls. It filled her with an unexpected arousal and intense curiosity as she wondered what this “Training” would do to her.

Megan’s hands were locked behind her and her ankles were chained. She planned to jump into action and effect an escape when she was uncuffed.  She had a vague plan to overpower the three women and escape when her restraints were removed, but that didn’t happen.

Megan was glad she was getting any clothing. She didn’t understand, at first that the suit was only the first step in her training. Angela did not intend for Megan to be “Just” a packgirl. She was going to be in the pack as Angela’s personal bond maid. Her kennel would be in Angela’s quarters. Angela intended for Megan to be the most submissive, obedient sex toy of the pack, and her personal slave.

The suit was skin-tight yet revealing. The crotch was cut away and her cunt and anus were exposed, along with, of course, her labia and clit rings. Her ringed breasts jutted through elastic rimmed holes and resembled perky balloons, demanding attention.

Megan was barefoot. After the suit was installed, Sharon strapped a pair of stilettos on her feet. They were black and too small. Megan’s toes were jammed into the tip of the shoe uncomfortably. She complained but was ignored. Her captors thought a bit of discomfort was a good thing.

Next, they put a steel-boned corset on her that rose from her pelvis to cup and support her ballooned breasts. Julia tightened the laces repeatedly until Megan’s breathing was reduced to short, rapid pulses, then tied them off. Megan had trouble catching her breath and felt light-headed. She whined ineffectually that, “It’s too tight.”

Julia told her, “Your body will adjust. In an hour you’ll be fine.”

Sharon approached her with a long leather tube with a double row of lacing eyes closely spaced along it. She stepped behind her and slid it up her already manacled arms. Megan protested, “I’m already cuffed. You don’t need that.”

Angela stepped close and slapped Megan’s offered breasts with her hand, left, right, left, right, making them dance painfully in their tight restraints.

Megan squealed shrilly and tried to back away, but Sharon held her arms.

Angela told her, “Speaking without permission will result in rapid punishment, slave. Clear?”

Megan, with tears in eyes, said, “Y,,,Y,,,Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Y…Yes, mistress.”

“Good. Next time will be worse.”

Sharon told her, “Place your palms together.”

Megan did and felt the leather pulled tight around them, preventing her from moving. Eye by eye, the leather was pulled skintight around her arms, over her cuffs, up her forearms, all the way to a point above her elbows. It was uncomfortable and efficient. Her arms were welded together into a single, completely immobilized column of relentless pressure, pulling her shoulders back.

Sharon looped straps over her shoulders and pulled them tight, ensuring the tube could not slide down the arms.

Megan saw the intense pressure on her shoulders made her breasts stand out even more. She asked, , “Mistress, may I speak?”

Angela responded, “”Yes. Be brief.”

“Mistress, how long will I wear these things? They are not comfortable and I don’t look like a packgirl.”

“Whenever I want, as long as I want,” Angela smirked.

Megan quailed inside and feebly responded, “Thank you, mistress.”

Angela smiled and didn’t say anything. What she didn’t say was, “ And you can forget escaping or rescue. You volunteered so you’re not in the justice system. No one knows you’re here and five years is just the beginning.”

Megan squirmed, trying to get more comfortable, pulling and tugging against the armbinder, and made not the smallest motion. She barely managed a wriggle in her tight bondage. After a minute of fruitless, tiring struggle she realized how utterly helpless and dependent she had become, stopped squirming and pleaded, “But Mistress what am I being trained for? Your other bond maids aren’t treated like this.”

“Honey, you’re a hard case so you’re going to get more specialized training than the others. Consider your situation and resist all you want. You won’t change the outcome. Now be quiet and resist if you want. OK girls.”

Megan sobbed silently as Julia and Sharon put a leather hood on her. It was also black and covered everything but her nose and mouth. Her hair was pulled through a hole in back into a ponytail then the straps were pulled tight. Soft pads covered her eyes and ears. A black cable, only an inch long stuck out of the hood, ending in s connector. Sharon laced up the back, sealing Megan into a quiet, stygian darkness.

Angela took a red water bottle out of a small refrigerator and waited for the girls to finish with Megan’s hood. When the laces were tied the trainers stepped back and Angela said, I’m going to give you a drink. Open your mouth and I will put the tip of the bottle in it.”

Megan was thirsty and glad of the water. Of course it was more than water, but the additives were tasteless, so she drank deeply. When she stopped, the bottle was removed and she closed her mouth. Then she heard Angela’s order, “Stick out your tongue.”

Megan was horrified She was sure she would not like their training and was doubly afraid for her newly ringed tongue. But resisting would fail and she’d get more punishment, so she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.

Angela took hold of her tongue ring and clipped a short chain to it.  She used it to lead Megan forward, teetering on her stilettos, ankle chain clinking to the center of the room and hooked a chain hanging from the ceiling to the one she was holding, tethering Megan in place, unseeing eyes raised to the ceiling.

Julia brought over a steel pole and inserted it in a steel-lined hole in the floor under Megan. The pole was tipped with a thick, ribbed, foot-long, latex dildo, and had a height adjustment handle.  She raised the pole and inserted the dildo in Megan’s cunt and raised the pole, filling her, ignoring her shrill wail.

Angela used a switch on the wall to raise the chain until Megan’s tongue was fully extended and her heels were two inches off the floor. An electronic cable hung down next to the chain. Angela plugged it into the cable of the hood then went to a table and turned on and audio player. Th faint subliminal commands began in Megan’s ears, too faint to be understood, but very clear. The suggestions, strengthened by the drugs and focused by the mixed pleasure and pain, Megan was being steered into submission, obedience, and love of Angela.

Angela, Sharon, and Julia, left the room, turning off the light, leaving Megan alone to pleasure herself, stretch her tongue, and become Angela’s personal slave.

Hours later, Angela unlocked the door of project room one, stepped inside, and turned on the light. Robin followed her in. The room was hot, and sparsely furnished. The opposite wall had numerous hooks holding chains, straps, shackles, cuffs, spreader bars, whips, paddles, crops, canes gags, blindfolds, hoods, armbinders, and ropes. A long, narrow table supported bins filled with plugs, dildos, folded PVC garments, bells, filled but unlabeled water bottles, and clamps. Under the table were women’s high heeled shoes and boots.

Angela went to the wall while saying, “Give her some water and don’t drink any.”

While Robin fetched a bottle, Angela chose a thin, whippy cane and swished it through the air a few times.

Robin stared at the woman in the center of the room. She was slim with a narrow waist, generous breasts, well-formed legs. She wore a skin-tight, black, shiny, PVC body suit , black high heeled shoes, and a mask that covered her entire head, save her nose and mouth. Her breasts stuck through small holes  and resembled full balloons. The crotch of the suit was cut away, displaying her private parts and their dangling rings. A tight corset squeezed her waist to doll-like proportions.

The woman’s black hair flowed through a hole on the back of her head in a ponytail. She was standing  straight and tall, her arms were encased in a tight armbinder, from the tips of her fingers to her elbows, welding her arms tightly together. Her head was tilted back, the chain hanging from the ceiling beam providing unyielding tension to the gold ring in her tongue.

Her ankle cuffs were joined by a hobble chain, but her feet were close together, letting the center links rest on the concrete floor, passing around the steel post embedded in the floor. The post was galvanized steel all the way up until it neared her body, when it changed to a black, plastic covered in bumps and ridges and passed through a slit in the PVC at the juncture of her legs, beneath and between her labia rings.

Robin got a mostly full water bottle and turned to the woman literally hanging by her tongue and noted the heels of her shoes were off the floor by an inch and as she watched, they were descending, accompanied by a tiny moan. The woman’s tongue was sticking out at least two inches, maybe a touch more. The heels touched and rested for a moment then rose again, allowing her tongue to shorten. She stepped close to the impaled woman and squatted to examine the end of the pole where it disappeared into her body.

It appeared to be wet. She ran a finger up the pole until she touched the black fabric covering her clit, rubbed the fabric to the woman’s gasps then examined her finger. Wet, as expected. She rubbed the exudate into the woman’s nostrils, coating the ring, then trickled a thin stream of water over the pink, stretched tongue and watched it run down the tongue into her open mouth.

Angela stepped up beside Robin and said, “That’s enough. We don’t want to satisfy her thirst at this time. Is she lubricating?”

“Yes, its’ heavy.”

“Good, step back, please.” She waited until Robin was clear, took a practice swing to verify here aim, then caned the Megan’s back, starting just below her folded arms and continuing down across her bottom, down to her knees, spacing the blows less than an inch lower than the previous. Megan gasped and started at the first blow but then stilled and just moaned in pain. Her moans continued after the caning was complete. Angela checked her watch then they left, turning off the light, closing and locking the stout door behind them.

Robin asked, “How long will she hang?”

“Until her tongue measures four inches from upper lip to the tip. She’ll probably reach it by noon tomorrow.”

“She’ll stay up all night?”

“No. We’ll let her rest tonight.”

After a few steps, Robin asked, “Is this punishment for her behavior?”

“No. She’s being conditioned to behave. This part is to teach her we have all the power by making her more useful despite her resistance. A long tongue with a ring Improves her ability for exciting cunnilingus, which is, after all, a major use in her new life. Then we will make her obedient. Her water is drugged, so don’t sample it.”

Robin didn’t say anything, but she had seen Megan’s tempestuous rage last night and thought making her obedient was a good thing for everyone.

Megan’s mind was fuzzy from the drugs and the vacuum of her senses. She knew she was Megan and that she was being punished. She didn’t know when or if it would end. She didn’t know why her nose and feet hurt. She had awoken here and remembered no details. Occasionally she felt pain elsewhere but it always ended.

She continued her slow-motion masturbation, balancing the  pain in her nose against the pain in her feet to enjoy the slippery friction in her vagina, her slowly increasing arousal and the rapture of the eventual climax. The memory of which was sufficient to start the cycle all over again. The hope of another climax was the only hope possible.

A patient observer would hear the faint sounds of agony sliding past her cruelly stretched tongue while she teetered on tiptoes, stretching as high as possible to relieve the terrible pain in her wrenched tongue. He would note they became louder and more agonized during the agonizingly slow downward movement of her heels as the fatigue poisons sapped her muscles and they sank toward the floor, taking more than a minute to reach it, all the while pulling her already taut tongue a painful inch longer.

The observer would see her body slowly slide down on the pole as far as her tongue could stretch, then, just as slowly, rise up. This slow-motion dance would go on for some time until her sounds would deepen into a feral growl, full of animal passion, accompanied by a rapid spasm of her belly and a spurt of liquid oozing out of the black PVC and trickling down the pole. Her motion would subside for a long moment before she started again. If the observer timed the action, he would discover it repeated every hour. Her animal needs stretched her tongue every time she satisfied herself.

Much later two trainers took Megan off the tongue-stretching apparatus and she collapsed on the floor. They chained her collar to a floor ring and gave her water. She  rested while they removed her hood, armbinder, and suit. They locked her hands behind her, put a hobble chain on her ankles, a packgirl tail in her anus, and a leash on her nose ring, then took her to Angela’s quarters.  She was knelt in the kitchen close to a wall. A short chain hanging from a wall ring was locked to her collar. She had the choice of kneeling, sitting, or laying on the floor. They put two bowls and a waste bucket with lid close to her. One bowl held water, the other held a stick stew with beef, vegetables, and a sauce.

Megan looked up at them and waited for orders. She was feeling particularly vulnerable and submissive right now and needed permission to eat, despite her ravenous hunger. Fortunately, they were feeling sorry for her and told her to hurry and eat before Angela got home, then they left.

Megan bent over the bowl, hands cuffed firmly behind her, and attacked her food, eating rapidly, ignoring the food on her face, anxious to finish her only meal of the day before Angela appeared. Megan feared she would be punished for failing her mistress or, almost as bad, have the uneaten part taken away. She hurried and gulped and managed to get food on her nose and cheeks, as well as her low-hanging nose ring. She licked the bowl clean and licked as much as she could from her ring. Her tongue was sore from her exercises and the new ring got in her way. When it was as clean as she could get it, she used the rim of the bowl to scrape most of the food off her face, knowing there was no way to get it all off or to even sees what was left, she finally stopped and rinsed her face in the water bowl. Then she knelt up and waited for her mistress.

Slave girls had to learn patience, especially those whose main purpose was to sexually satisfy others. Megan was chained to the wall with no audible or visual stimulation. She needed to be ready to instantly respond to anyone who appeared. There was nothing to read, even if her hands were available. Her chain was so short she was effective fixed in place in a kitchen, far away from any tools or materials.

Megan was not bored. Many feelings rampaged through her still form. Others would determine her fate, she was just property and it was right. She had been a thief because she had fucked up her life and had no skills, she was worthless. Someone else should be in charge. She was afraid of more pain, wanted more sex, ashamed of the failure that landed her here, ashamed of her nudity and bondage and helplessness, dismayed by how quickly she had come to believe all this was right, that she was a natural slave, below almost everyone else, and eager to show she was obedient.

The sounds of a door shocked her back to reality. How should she greet Mistress Angela? Should she say anything without orders? Megan straightened up and sat back on her heels. Footsteps approached and she turned to face the doorway. Then she saw Angela standing in the doorway looking at her, studying her.

I bowed low, my forehead touching the floor in obeisance to my mistress. I didn’t speak. I didn’t have permission.  I waited, frozen, for her to tell me what to do.

Finally, she said, “Kneel up.”

I lifted my head and raised up as high as I could on my knees and watched her wet a cloth at the sink and approach me. She cleaned the food residue off my face and nose ring. I expected a reprimand but didn’t receive one. I knew it was impossible for me to eat like a dog with out getting dirty. I guess she knew it, too.

“Megan, I know you’re a local girl, graduated high school, got in trouble with the law at fifteen, now you’re a thief. What drugs do you use?”

“Nothing. I’m not a druggie, mistress.”

“You’re not a virgin. Have you had sex with a woman?”

“I’m not a lesbian, I’m a well-adjusted bisexual, mistress.”

“Good. You will have to serve whoever wants you. However they want you. Do you want to escape?”

“Yes, mistress, but I know I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Those boots and gloves you keep your girls in means they can’t run fast, climb fences, open doors, or use their hands. I’m chained worse than them. It’s impossible to escape. Even if I managed, the first person who saw me would take me then turn me in.”

“If you escaped, what would you do? We would give the evidence of your theft to the police. You couldn’t go back to your old life, your friends or you’d be caught and returned. Then you’d serve a criminal sentence and the rest of yours here. Did you notice the clause in your contract that doubles the time if you run off? If you managed to escape, your sentence would be at least twenty years.”

Megan hadn’t thought it through and was shocked. Twenty years! She just shook her head. One more daydream shattered. “”You’re right, mistress. I don’t want to escape. I’ll try to be follow the rules.”

“Excellent.” She unlocked the chain from my collar. “Stand up.” She took me across the room and locked my collar to another ringbolt. “New girls are kept under the tightest security. You won’t have your hands loose unless you are secured.”

I asked, “How long will I be a “New” girl. Mistress?”

“Depends on your behavior.” Angela did not mention there would be some tests.

She unlocked my hands, stepped away, and allowed me a moment to stretch. She returned with a long leather strap. She fastened one end to my left wrist cuff, put the strap over my right shoulder, pulled my wrist high on my back. She kept constant tension on the strap while she pulled it down between my breasts, around my waist, up between my breasts and over my left shoulder. She lifted my right hand high on my back and secured the strap to my wrist cuff pulling it tight. I had never seen this kind of tie before. I was helpless. I might as well not have arms for all I could do with them.

She released me from the wall ring, put a leash on my nose ring and led me out of her quarters, through the building and outside into the fenced packgirl area. She let me walk beside her and she gave me a tour around the facilities, the big garden, stable, barn, running track, the fenced, pound where the packgirls rested and played. She asked me all sorts of questions about my history. I told her everything about what I had experienced. She didn’t ask about anything personal: fears, dreams, ambitions, etc.

She told me about packgirls, and Wildwood, what would be expected of me, my rules, and the daily routine. I was surprised. It was like I volunteered for a bondage and sex school. We were highly regulated, much tighter control than if we were in prison. It had a schedule and work and a bedtime. Packgirls were fed together and ate from a bowl on the ground without hands. I could be used for sex anytime the staff wanted and all night if a guest asked for me. I had to obey every command or be punished. I would always be in some sort of bondage and locked in a kennel at night if not being used by a someone. Packgirls wore springy tails on butt plugs during the day. We had a special bathroom where unseen hands helped us to crap and recorded our waste output. We are valuable assets and our health was carefully watched.

Angela led me around outside for an hour before taking me back to her quarters, where she told me, “You are packgirl number twenty three, but tonight you’re mine.”

She took me into a small bedroom whose only furnishings were a narrow chest of drawers and steel-framed single bed with tubular steel head and foot boards. It had a thin rubber covered mat laying on a wide mesh of wires. She put a pillow in the middle of the bed, lay me on my back in the center of the bed with the pillow under my ass, fastened my collar to the center of the headboard, took the hobble chain off my ankles, and chained my ankles loosely to the ends of the footboard. She put a large penis gag in my mouth and strapped it tight. My arms were somewhat uncomfortable because they were crossed and I was laying on them. My bonds were loose enough I could move a little on the bed, but I had no hope of escape.

Angela sat on the bed beside me and said, “You said you have played with women before. Did you use something like this,” and held up a long flexible two-ended, translucent, flamingo-colored, monster, dildo?

It was scary big. It would split me in two. I shook my head emphatically and sort of gurgled “Nooo.”

Angela just smiled and said, “Really. I use it all the time and they all like it. I’ll show you” pulled off her pants and indies and got on the bed between my legs. I watched her finger her slit then insert the dildo into it. She wriggled and smiled, watching it slide into her. She gasped, “Oh, yeah,” then she slid closer to me, holding the end of the dildo close to its head, put first one then two, then three fingers inside my cunt and felt my moisture. Her grin widened and she whispered, “You’re ready.” She slid the end of the dildo in me, spreading my lips wide, then wider before it slid inside. I gasped, it felt so good. I wanted it in me all the way. I bucked my hips, trying to slide further down it.

Angela started to pump it in and out, driving my arousal up with every pump. I moaned wordlessly at every thrust, getting louder as her pumping continued. She was moaning too when she screamed in ecstasy as she came and she collapsed on me. Too soon, I wasn’t ready yet. I whimpered, but the gag stifled my pleas.

Angela backed away, pulling the dildo out of me. I was so empty and unfulfilled. I whimpered in frustration. She pulled the dildo out of her cunt and said, “That was very nice Megan. You didn’t come yourself, did you. Well, your job is to give your users pleasure, not vice versa. If you do a good job in the future, maybe I’ll let you come too. I’ll leave you Henry as a reminder to do even better in the future.” She slid the dildo back into my sex until it bottomed out, pulled the pillow out from under my ass, and left the room, closing the door behind her.

Bitch. I was close to umming when she had had abandoned me. I was fully aroused and needed release. I sobbed in frustration into my gag. Why was she so mean? I had agreed to be a bondmaid and she was treating me like an enemy. My vagina throbbed, squeezing the inert mass in me, but got no pleasure from it. I was full, front and back. It was not unpleasant, but far from the pleasure I had seen and felt in Angela and I was envious. It would be a long night.

Angela got a drink and went to her office. She turned on the monitor and watched Megan cry and squirm on the cot. She thought, “She’s doing well. In a month she’ll be fully conditioned, a blank canvas I can shape to anything I want.” Visions of Megan tending to her every whim, on full display to her envious guests, filled Angela for long minutes before she shut off the monitor and went to bed, satisfied.

After midnight, three men wearing white coveralls and carrying toolboxes were admitted to the Wildwood main building by Bill Phillips and a guard. They cordoned off a portion of the second floor with translucent plastic placarded with “No Trespassing – Lethal Fumigants” signs. They were gone by five a.m. leaving no traces of their visit. Two curious employees who inquired after these visitors were told Mr. Phillips had seen a large rat and called in some pest control people who had dispatched a colony of rats found inside a wall.

Now, high resolution cameras surreptitiously recorded all activity in the Hunt office.

Angela got Megan up and led her down to the kennel room and released her to join  the other packgirls who were being released and readied for their morning exercises.  Angela watched them, enjoying the sight of her naked, collared beauties being herded through their morning activities, totally controlled and obedient, just like all the other livestock on the planet. When the last of her girls had gone out into the pound she left to see to her own tasks.

Megan was dazed. She had been  a bondmaid for only a couple of days and had been told nothing of what was expected of her, only collared, punished, and pierced. Like every one of the first time packgirls she was silent. She spoke to none of the other girls chattering among themselves like coeds in the locker room. She watched their actions and tried to copy them, to fit in. trying not to stand out.

Of course with only twenty-three other girls, everyone that saw her knew she was new and ignorant. Megan’s hope to be ignored was dashed as soon as she entered the communal bathroom. There was a row of ten commodes half protruding from the wall with a hinged double door hiding the back half. Girls were queued up in front of all but the last three. A slim girl stepped in front of her and said, “First day?”

She was collared and ringed like all of us, but it was clear she did not have a ring in her tongue. Was I the only one? I was afraid to speak so I just nodded.

She spoke again, “Follow me and do what I do.”

The tags hanging from her collar revealed that she was number 22 and her name was Janice. She turned and went to the fourth from last commode and Megan followed, trying to decipher the strange environment.

Janice sat on the commode, pushing back through the lightly sprung doors, causing a bell to ring. A brass rod, curved, snapped around her waist. She ignored it. She said, “We can only pee this time. We can crap after breakfast.” The rod retracted and she stood up.  Standing clear she said, “Just sit down and push back.”

I sat and slid back through the doors. The rod snapped shut around me. I was locked in place. I pushed forward but the rod didn’t move.

Janice said, “Don’t fight it, just pee.”

I needed to pee, but nothing came. After a moment I felt fingers massaging my pee hole and a small pinch on my bottom. I yelped, but my pee started running.

Janice said, “The pot boys know more about female anatomy than us. Just relax.”

Pot boys? I’d ask later. I was loathe to speak and reveal my tongue ring. I finished and the brass rod retracted. I stood up and followed Janice out. We had to crawl out through another set of spring-loaded double doors into a fenced grassy area. Janice said, “This is the pound. We rest here between jobs and uses when the weather is nice.” I followed her to the end of the line of girls. There were two women trainers with crops hung on their belts watching us. When the last of the girls lined up, one started us on calisthenics while the other circulated, occasionally encouraging a girl to improve with a word and a light tap of the crop. I was doing well until the push-ups when I felt the crop tap my ass and heard, “Your tits have to touch the ground, not just your rings.”

I had heard her correcting other girls and knew how to respond, “Yes, mistress, thank you.”

She stood beside me for a few reps before moving on. The mindless repetition of calisthenics was a blessed relief from my nearly constant recriminations. I had been stupid and careless. I had not thought I would ever be caught and so I didn’t take even the minimal precaution of planning her escape. I had to get over my mistakes and focus on the present. This exercise was a joy. I had always enjoyed athletics and movement. I had thought about becoming a dancer but my folks couldn’t afford classes.

I was a failure at life. No skills, No talent. Now I was a sex toy. Maybe I could be a good sex toy. This would end in five years. Maybe I could get a job in porn films then? Or maybe find a sugar daddy with the skills I was going to be taught? I had all the equipment and I was in good shape. Plus I really enjoyed sex. I’d have to learn to enjoy women, but lots of girls did. How hard could it be? I was brought back to reality when the calisthenics ended. The trainers lined us up in six rows of four girls each and set us running around the pound. Both trainers ran with us and set our pace. They used their crops to encourage any slowpokes to speed up. It was effective. They ran us until a couple of girls fell out then put us into a single line, in numerical order, our hands crossed behind us, displaying our breasts, for inspection. The boss, Mr. Phillips, Angela, and the trainer Julia walked slowly down our row. Julia taking the notes as Mr. Phillips inspected us.

We had to look straight ahead. It seemed to take a long time. I could only see what was happening when the inspection party got very close. The boss was talking to each girl, sometimes feeling her, asking questions and getting reports from Angela and sometimes giving orders to Julia to record.

I was concerned when he got to me. I didn’t know what to expect and was afraid saying the wrong thing might get me punished. He stopped in front of me, looked me over and said, “You’re our thief. Since we have you for longer than usual, we’re going to treat you a little different than most of the others. Curious or do you like surprises?”

“Curious, master.”

“OK. You are going to be a milker and specialize in oral sex. You already have a tongue ring and your stretching has started, right?”

“Yes, master. I don’t think I’m going to like that.”

“I’m told that girls find being milked very pleasurable. You are going to give your users the best oral pleasure available and they will usually reward you in turn. Expect many happy times over your stay with us. Open your mouth wide, stick your tongue straight out, and hold it there.”

I obeyed and Angela looked in my mouth, stuck a tape measure in my mouth, adjusted it and reported, “Eight and three quarters centimeters.”

Mr. Phillips said, “You’ll ten centimeters long when we stop. Unofficially the longest female tongue. Plus the ring, of course. ”

“I asked, wryly, “All so I can give good head?”

“No,” he laughed, “The ring probably id all you need for that. The length lets you give the most intense female oral sex. We can double your rent.”

I was the last girl. They sent us to shower. I followed Janice to learn all I could.

We were in the last row and walked behind the others.

She said, “You kept up. You’re in good shape. Were you a runner?”

I understood that the past tense was correct. I was now something different. I answered, “I did a lot of running, though not every day.”

She looked at me quizzically and asked, “Is the tongue ring comfortable?”

“It’s still tender. Long term, I’m sure I’ll get used to it.”

“Very new, huh? That’s appalling if you didn’t ask for it. Did Wildwood put it in?”

“Yeah, and they used it last night to stretch my tongue. It wants to stick out of my mouth now. Angela put the ring in my tongue and stretched it just so I was better at oral sex. She looks at me like a wolf does a rabbit. I think she wants me to be her personal sex slave. I’ll probably have to lick her off ten times a day. She kept me in her place last night. Do any other girls have one?”

“I don’t think so, but I’m new here too. I’ve heard Angela can be ruthless. Did you do anything to anger her?”

We went into the bathroom and waited for a shower to open up. We continued talking while we showered and dried off.

“I stole money from Wildwood, but they got it all back.”

“Must be something else. Whatever, try to get on her good side. Be obedient, submissive, and respectful. They all want that. Remember you’re a slave.”

“She keeps me so restrained I can’t be anything other than what she wants.”

“None of us have any rights, so be obedient and enthusiastic. She isn’t in total control. Play up to John, my master, and Mr. Phillips, the big boss here.”

“You have a master? Not Wildwood? Why are you here?”

‘He bought my contract at auction. He was my lawyer. He has Wildwood take me during the day while he works. It’s more interesting than sitting in a cage while he’s at work, and I get some exercise and conversation.”

“He’s not too possessive of his toys, then?”

“Hardly, Wildwood agreed not  to let others use me without his permission. You probably met him since he’s Wildwood’s lawyer, too.”

“Yeah, he was probably the one who talked me into volunteering instead of going to court. He was a lawyer.”

“I can tell him what’s happening to you. Maybe he can help. You do want help?”

“Yeah, it’s not normal what she’s doing to me. This tongue ring and she hung me from it to stretch my tongue. That hurts a lot.”

“OK, I’ll tell John.”

We went into the long kennel room and found our numbered food laid out in bowls in two parallel rows down the middle of the floor. Most of the other girls were kneeling in front of their bowls. We found ours and knelt there. Janice whispered, “Wait until we’re told to start. Eat it all. Don’t use your hands to eat or clean up.”

We all waited. When the last girl took her place a trainer said, “Start eating.”

I watched Janice bend forward, hands crossed behind her, and pick up a morsel in her teeth. I copied her and ate my food, getting the last morsel with my tongue. I knelt up and looked around. The other girls knelt up when they finished but no one stood up. Finally, when the last girl raised up, a trainer said, “Everyone up. Fifteen minutes in the pound then go the toilets.

Wildwood treated us as dumb animals in every way they could. Getting rid of any trace of modesty, and self-respect, I guess. Strangely, it wasn’t as demeaning with all of us treated equally. It seemed sort of natural. We had good food, healthy exercise, a dry place to sleep, people who cared about us, and very pleasant sex. We could take pride in giving good sport to our users and in our trim, fit bodies. But I missed clothes.

I followed Janice into the pound and met her sister, Susan, numbers twenty-one and twenty-two, respectively, they arrived just before me, but their sentences were for only one year. Susan was impressed/appalled by my tongue ring and the stretching but didn’t have any helpful ideas. Several girls joined us. I learned that packgirls had two work sessions either outdoors in the garden or  woods or indoors, doing housekeeping. Wildwood had fifty guest rooms which members and their guests could use when available and residents could use any of the packgirls overnight. Girls were delivered to the rooms by eight in the evening and picked up by seven in the morning. Mr. Phillips and Angela usually took a girl for the night. None of the other staff had girl rights, though a kiss or serious feel was expected from all of them.

It turns out that my schedule was a little different. In the mornings when the others went off to their assigned work, The trainers took me down to the basement for my special training which alternated between tongue stretching and milking practice. In milking practice they put me in a rack that held me bent over a padded bar at the waist strapped down so my breasts hung free and various devices were attached to my breasts by suction.

At first it was small, hard-sucking nipple enlarging cups. Later I was moved up to breast-enlarging cups, and finally to true milking machines that alternated high suctions and relaxation on my breasts. I didn’t start producing milk until a month after the treatments began. I think they had put hormones in my food ever since they told me. It didn’t taste any different, but I started producing. My breasts developed those thin blue-veins indicative of milk production after about three weeks.

After six weeks I needed to be milked more often than once a day. I started to ask the other girls and staff to suckle me two or three times between milkings. I would wake up aching and damp with leakage.  I never had trouble finding a willing helper, everyone loved my milk. After a while it wasn’t even embarrassing. It felt really good to have someone suck my breasts. After two months I was on the milking stand four times a day and asking for others to help me between sessions. They told me I was producing two liters a day. Incidentally, my breasts increased by one cup size, from a “C” to a “D”.

I was the milk maid during formal dinners. While the other girls would serve, I would be put on a fancy milk stand so the guests could squirt my milk into their coffee of glasses. Some people used my milk like cream on their desserts. Embarrassing, but it felt so good to be milked.

Milking sessions didn’t take long, so between them I was sent to help the girls on their routine chores, cleaning, gardening, pulling carts, etc.

About the time I went to four milkings a day, they decided my tongue was long enough, ten centimeters and I didn’t have to stretch it anymore. Angela measured my tongue monthly to see if I started to shrink. I no longer had tongue stretching sessions, and I missed my time on the pole, but I was used two or three times a week by guests and the other girls traded favors with me whenever I wanted, so I was usually well-satisfied sexually.

I continued to exercise and run with the other pack girls and I was in good enough shape I got to run in the next hunt. I had learned a lesson to be well prepared from my capture, so I spent time with all the other girls, trying to learn everything they knew about their strategy and preparation. It was somewhere around my third month at Wildwood when I realized I was happy for the first time since I was an infant.

My parents were alcoholics and died when I was in high school. I didn’t have any relatives close, so I spent time in foster care. I had three different foster homes in three years and never got close to them. I graduated with mediocre grades and broke so I bounced from one minimum wage job to another, finally doing better as a cat burglar. Until Wildwood.

Now I was friends with the girls, I hadn’t gotten punished since I started milking, no freedom, but no worries, either. All the sex I wanted, everyone liked what I could give them and my body was perking along on all cylinders, doing what nature had designed it to do. I was fulfilled and loved. I knew it could end in five years, but they’d probably let me stay.


Chapter 14 : Angela

When the video finished Bill said, “Looks like we’ll need a new head trainer. When do you want to finish this?”

“Before the betting starts on the next hunt. That gives us a couple of weeks. We blew it and need to protect Wildwood’s name. The outcome will be obvious to the trainers and the girls.  We need a plausible cover story to keep the real problem quiet.”

“If we handle it like Megan, the details won’t be public.”

“Right, No one else will know what she stole and we’ll just leave it at embezzling. We’ll need help from Chief Storey, but even he won’t need to know the source of her funds. He’ll probably find out anyway, but he’s always been one of the family.”

“Would you mind if we don’t make her a packgirl. I’ve always had a thing for her and we don’t need any more packgirls now.”

“No, not at all. What are you thinking?”

“We’ve set a standard for our girls to give our clients good sport. This means they have to have a core of rebellion, a controlled fighting spirit so the clients can have a conquest. Well, now Wildwood has a great reputation and a growing client list. We’re getting wealthy from the success we’ve had. I’d like to take Angela in a more traditional direction.”

“You want an old-fashioned pleasure slave.”

“Right, so our training regime won’t do that. I’ve found a specialist who will do it for me. I’ll pay his fee if you don’t object to losing a packgirl. He says he can train her in a little more than a month.”

“I don’t mind. Our income is fine with the pack we have now. I’m more concerned about finding a replacement head trainer than not expanding the pack. Do you think one of the trainers is ready to move up?”

“Yeah, Robin has been assistant head trainer for a year now. I’d like to try her.”

Angela had Started working with horses at Wildwood Farms when she was still in high school. She loved the work and had been head trainer when Wildwood Farms  switched to a hunt club with bondmaids, five years ago. She was only twenty-three, younger than some of her bondmaids. She found training girls was easier than horses. They were inherently more obedient and understood rules and words more easily. In addition there was a much wider array of punishments to encourage discipline and reward the trainers. Angela had early on discovered how much pleasure whipping a girl gave her, and sometimes the girl, too.

The remuneration was also much better, at least for her, both officially and under the table. Wildwood management was new to gambling programs and their financial controls were primitive. So long as they made a profit on it, they didn’t look any closer. Angela controlled the wagering income, records, and payouts, so it was easy to reserve a tiny amount of each hunt’s wagers as a bonus for herself. Angela considered the extra income as her pension payment, and it was growing nicely.

Two hunts after Megan’s failed robbery attempt, Mr. Phillips called and asked her to come to his office. When she entered his office, she found Phillips and John Allison seated around Mr. Phillips’ conference table. Phillips waved her to a chair and said, “Thanks for coming Angela.”

Angela was worried she might have been found out, but all of them were smiling and it relaxed her a little. She kept a smile on her face and replied, “Of course. Good morning, gentlemen. What’s up?”

John, Wildwood’s attorney spoke first, “Allison, I’ve been reviewing Wildwood’s records after that robbery two months ago and found something interesting. I thought you might be able to clarify things for me.”

“I’ll try.”

“Good. What caught my eye was that when we examined the robber’s haul, we found $5,000 more money than we had taken in on wagers.”

“You know, I’d heard that and wondered about it. She must have already had $5,000 from earlier robberies and just tossed it all together in the same bag. After all, she probably couldn’t go to the bank after every job and make a deposit.”

“We thought of that and looked for other robberies before ours and came up empty. There were only two robberies in the state for the previous month where the robber was unidentified and neither got cash, only minor art and jewelry, total value less than a thousand.”

Angela, thinking fast, replied, “Yeah, the only other thing was that I might have messed up in my totals. You know, sometimes it’s fast and furious when it gets close to starting time. I might have pushed the wrong key or wrote a number down wrong.”

John answered, “Right, that was an obvious source of error and human mistakes happen. With only one person doing the math it would be easy to make a mistake. So we installed a couple of high-resolution cameras to help us identify the error sources. Watch this,” he made a couple of strokes on his phone and a widescreen display on the wall behind him lit up. It showed her at a desk counting money then writing numbers in two ledgers placed side by side on the desk. At the top of one page was the heading, “Wildwood Hunt Wagers,” and a date.  Each entry showed the bettor, bet conditions and amount. The other ledger had no title, just a date. She wrote the bettor and a smaller number.

The recording ran for several minutes while the screen showed her making three entries, all in the same manner. Angela las mortified. She knew she was caught. She couldn’t think of any reasonable explanation. The evidence was damning.

John stopped the recording and said, conversationally, “We have complete recordings of all wagering records for the last two hunts. Based on them we got a search warrant and found your private ledger. You apparently thought this scheme up about three years after we switched Wildwood over to a hunt club because your ledger shows entries for twenty hunts and a take for you of six hundred thousand dollars. You may know that in Mississippi, a robbery over seven hundred and fifty dollars is a felony punishable by ten years detention. You have committed twenty felonies. With good behavior you might get out in fifty years. We’ll recover everything you have left plus your condo and car. You know your other option. We will accept you as a voluntary bondmaid. It is your decision.”

Angela knew exactly what he meant. The only question in her mind was how good a deal could she get. Her freedom was forfeit in any case. “Five years, like Megan?”

“Not even close. You defrauded Wildwood for years and took many times more money than Megan. Some of that is irrecoverable. You betrayed our trust. In every way possible you were several times worse than Megan. Try again.”

“Seven years then. That’s fair.”

“Ten years. Not a second less.”

“Eight years. Please, that’s a third of my life.”

“Twelve years. I’ll add two years every time you haggle.”

“OK. I’ll take the ten years, that’s not haggling. You offered it.”

“It’s haggling. Now my best offer is fourteen years.” John was enjoying this. He held all aces and the longer she resisted, the more he’d add on.

“OK, OK. I’ll take the fourteen.” Angela was beaten and her body showed it. She slumped in her chair as if he had beaten her. The men were smiling. She thought it was because they had her for a long time. She didn’t know that Mr. Phillips had bet John a hundred dollars that he couldn’t get her to agree to more than ten years.

John told her, “All right,” he opened his folder and took out a thick sheaf of papers.  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, and it gives me your power of attorney.” He wrote on the page, pointed to the writing, and said, “The term is fourteen years and your new owner is Wildwood Farms. Do you want to accept the offer?”

“Yes.”

“We need witnesses. He went to the door, opened it and said, “Gentlemen would you please come in and witness a signature?”

Chief Storey and a big, swarthy stranger entered. She thought he had a roughness about him that felt cruel, somehow. She wanted to know more about him but that would have to wait.

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

When she was finished, he passed the papers to Chief Storey, “Gentlemen, would you sign as witnesses, please?”

They did and John said, “Angela, you now are Wildwood’s bondmaid. Mr. Haddad is your trainer.”

Mr. Haddad stood up and Angela was impressed anew with his imposing stature. He looked at her and said, “Get up and undress. ”

She stood up slowly and froze. This couldn’t be happening. She had known these men as near equals for years.

Mr. Haddad came to her and gently pulled her away from the table, took her neck in a massive hand and slapped her face forehand, backhand, leaving pink handprints on her cheeks. She struggled but couldn’t free herself. When she quieted, he told her, “Remove your clothes now or I will do it for you.

Angela stared at him for a moment. She had never felt so powerless before a man before. Finally, she nodded her head in acquiescence and he released her. She removed her clothes as if in a dream.

When she was naked, he opened the office door and two other men, strangers to her, entered, one carrying a gym bag and looked at Angela then Haddad. John rose and told the room, “Gentlemen, I’ll make a copy of her bondmaid documents and then you can take her.” He collected the papers and left the room.

The new arrivals strode to her and efficiently cuffed her hands behind her and put irons on her ankles.

Haddad said, “I am your master. Come here.”

Angela stepped toward him with a clatter of chain. He put his hand behind her head, pulled her to him and kissed her as a master would, hard and commanding. After a long moment he released her and ordered, “Beg to kiss my feet.”

Angela’s heart sank. Her heart fluttered with shaming erotic submission. She was committed. It had happened so quickly. realized she wouldn’t have any chance of escape for now.

One of the new men lightly tapped Angela on her breast with a crop and the threat was implicit, “Now or you’ll be punished.”

Angela felt disconnected from the room, insulated from reality, but she knew she had to obey or be beaten. She slowly went to Haddad and said, slowly, “Your bondmaid begs to kiss your feet, master.”

“Proceed.”

She knelt and quickly kissed each shoe then looked up at him.

He scowled. “Not good enough. Do it again, with feeling. Kiss the toe,  then lick the sides, slowly. Show me the respect you owe your master. Both shoes.”

He was going to take every ounce of pride from her. She wanted to deny him the victory, retain a little self-respect, but knew she would lose it in the end, either through acquiescence or painful subjugation. A little bit of her died as she obediently put her lips on the toe of his shoe and sucked, with shameful feeling, then licked his shoe on both sides, tasting lanolin and leather seasoned with defeat. She repeated with the other shoe. Angela had never felt so insignificant.

“Better. Stand up.”

He pulled her close and kissed her firmly, the kiss of a master, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth, his strong hand crushing her lips to his.

Angela felt an unexpected tremor of erotic arousal in her belly and thought, “So this is what it’s like.”

He released her and said, “Now beg all the others to kiss their feet.”

Angela stared in disbelief at him. She had expected once to be enough. He wanted her thoroughly shamed.

He waved to the guard. Angela heard a swish of displaced air then felt the sharp sting in her ass as the crop struck home. She yelped and turned to look at the guard. He was smiling.

The guard followed her as she went to the rest of the men and begged them to kiss their feet. They let her and when she finished, the guard had her stand in the middle of the room and smile at everyone. Now she understood the radical change in her status.

John returned and handed a folder to Haddad, “Gentlemen, she’s all yours. Call me when she’s ready.”

Haddad gripped Angela’s left nipple between thumb and forefinger and told her, “Him, too.”

John looked at Haddad, “What?”

“Master please allow me to kiss your feet.”

John glanced at Phillips who smiled, turned back to Angela, “You may kiss my feet bondmaid.”

Angela dropped to her knees and smoothly kissed and licked his shoes. By now she had practiced and knew that John and Phillips were the two men who would exercise the most authority over her when Haddad was finished training her. She performed her obeisance with a trace of erotic excitement. When she stood, he kissed her, just as forcefully as Haddad and left her more aroused than she would have thought possible.

Angela stood frozen. The enormity of what was happening to her made her knees weak. Her eyes were wide in disbelief. She had made hundreds of free women into packgirls and quailed at the thought of being changed herself. She knew what to expect and was shamed by her loss of status, but this was different. What was Haddad going to do? She was lost.

Her thoughts whirled, wildly. Wildwood would not soon forget what she had done, either. She had fallen from her superior position and the girls would ensure she fell to the very bottom. She thought of herself as the mistress. Smarter than everyone else. How could I have been so foolish to be caught? Could I have been more careful? I don’t know how to be a bondmaid.

Someone else would decide where she went, what she did, who she would see. Her life as the one in charge had inverted and she was now lowest. She had watched her girls and wondered what they thought. Now she could answer that question. Now she was scared of what was going to happen to her.

They take me to the examination room. Robin is waiting for me and exchanges a few words with Haddad then I’m strapped to the exam table, my feet spread wide in the stirrups. I didn’t think they would be measuring me before Haddad took over. I thought Haddad would take me to his place.

The men step back and Robin steps close, “You’re just here to be ringed, Angela. I never expected that I’d be working on you. It’s disappointing but somehow right that you are now a bondmaid. I’ll try and do a good job and make you look good.”

I said, “Thank you. I screwed up. I’m ready.”

“Good, open wide,” and held a large, red ball gag to my mouth.

I opened my mouth to protest, but Robin slipped the gag into my mouth and buckled it in place. I knew the drill and didn’t resist. She lifted my head by my hair and slid the padded form under me then lowered my head, pushing down until my head hit the bottom. A strap over my forehead immobilized my head.

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

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

I watched with irony as she painted a cool liquid on my nipples, labia lips and inside my nostrils. I had trained Robin to pierce bound females.

I stiffened as I followed the glowing needle’s approach. With a swift poke, Angela placed a cauterized hole in the base of my left nipple. I squealed at the poke, but the physical pain was brief and insignificant compared to the mental anguish. I didn’t struggle. Robin withdrew the needle and put it in a metal bowl.

She pierced my  right nipple and both labia lips in quick succession and put the used needles in the bowl. She took the nose-tool out of the tray and put it on my nose. I tried to move, to shake it off in instinctive denial, but I was strapped down, my head unmovable. I knew better. I had used this tool on many girls and it never failed. I felt tears in my eyes. I had felt so  powerful when I put a leash on a packgirl’s nose ring. The helpless girl was in my complete control. Now I would learn how they had felt. 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. Gravity held the form over my nose. The tubes reached a half inch up into her nose, almost touching the cartilage of her septum.

Robin took the fifth needle from the brazier, the curved one. She inserted the tip into one of the tubes and shoved it through my septum with a flick of her wrist. There was a fierce burst of pain as the hot needle pierced my septum and into the matching tube. It hurt a lot more than the others.  I bucked and squealed with sudden understanding she was going to wear a nose ring. Robin withdrew the needle and dropped it in the bowl with the others. She removed the nose form and put it into the bowl. I was sobbing quietly into my gag, feeling an intense shame for what I had done to so many girls.

Robin took gold rings, thick, heavy, and open out of the tray and, one by one, inserted them in the holes in my flesh and closed them. I could hear the faint clicking of internal locks engaging when each ring closed. She put her tools away while Haddad’s men released me. They held my arms while she drew blood for my lab tests. I knew I’d be tested periodically like the prized livestock I had become. My hands were locked behind me and the chain locked between my ankles. I looked down at the rings in my flesh. I had always thought they looked good on my charges. Now, I knew what they felt. Vulnerable, out of control, and gaudy. Haddad strode to me and clipped the leash on my nose ring.

He led me to the full-length mirror and I saw myself as a slave girl for the first time. The rings were thick gold, and large. The nose ring hung down to my upper lip and all the others were identical. They swayed erotically as I moved, sending jolts of arousal coursing through me. I realized this was how I would appear to others: a naked girl, collared, chained like a slave, and ringed like an animal. I could be fastened or restrained by everything I wore. I could be controlled by any child who simply got a finger through a ring. I knew the real purpose of everything they had put on me was to shame me and make her docile. Well, it worked. I wouldn’t resist anyone.

Haddad and his men took her out through the reception area where several people stared at her in curiosity. Did they recognize her? They had to be used to naked packgirls, were they just wondering how the 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 fourteen years. What would it do to me?

A tall man, young and wide stopped me in the middle of the room. The men let him. He stepped close, cupped my breasts in his hands and said, “You’re a pretty one. What’s your name?”

I didn’t answer.

He pinched my nipples until I squealed, then said, Angela.”

“Angela what,” he asked calmly?

“Angela, master.”

“I’ve seen you around lording it over the girls. You seem to have hit a bump in the road.  I’ll ask for you when you’re available and you can see for yourself why vixens enjoy the hunt.”

I was taken aback 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 a waiting SUV. Haddad got in on the passenger side and I was pushed up against him. One of his men locked my ankle chain to a ring on the floor and got in beside me. The other man drove. Haddad put an arm around my shoulders and held both my breasts and fingered my nips. He was gentle and my body responded despite my shame. I knew that a woman’s body can be aroused against her will. Heck, I had done it a thousand times, but I had never felt it.  I was available and had better get used to it.  I begged him, “Please don’t be rough. I’ll be good.”

He said, “I know.”

By the time the SUV stopped I was thoroughly aroused and dripping wet. Haddad said, “Very responsive. You are a natural.”

I knew what he meant and didn’t say anything.

They took me into a commercial locksmith shop, the one I usually employed, took me into a back room. Wildwood must have called ahead, for the smith was not surprised I had morphed from customer to slave. He looked me over with a sardonic smile and said, “How the mighty have fallen.” He picked up a red ball gag and showed it to me. He gripped my left nipple between thumb and forefinger and continued, “Quite a change, Angela. Not going to give me a problem, are you?

I said, “No sir,” and opened my mouth. I had watched him collar and cuff dozens of new bondmaids and knew what was going to happen. I had never thought I would experience it. I had wondered what the women were thinking as he worked on them. Now I would know.

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 and he put the cold steel collar on my neck and moved it, checking the fit. It was taken away and I heard the grinding as he engraved and sized the collar. Then he put the collar back on my neck and riveted it on me. I had watched him collar many other girls but never thought I would be collared. Stupid. I was a girl and it could easily be my turn. And here I was, being made into the newest sex slave.

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 I  would be quickly returned I manage to escape, but it would also ensure I was docile, submissive, and know I was now chattel.

He put cuffs on my wrists and ankles. I knew he had a number already made up.  He measured my wrists and ankles, and I heard metallic clinks as he selected appropriate bands. I knew all of the bracelets and anklets were wide and hinged like my 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, I received no chains, at least not full time.

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

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

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

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. I quailed at the thought, “Fourteen years in chains.”

My ankles were joined by enough chain I could walk, but not kick or run. I saw a naked, collared wench. She had my face, my good-sized 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, but I hoped for something better than the packgirls I had once run. I wasn’t free anymore, but I wasn’t going to let them break me. I had to comply, but I thought I could retain some degree of mental integrity. Escape was just not possible, but I didn’t want to be a mindless slave. There had to be some middle ground and I would look for it. I fought to relax, and obey, for now.

Haddad put  a leash on  my collar and I became a pet to be led around but it’s appropriate for a bondmaid. Leashes are very useful to control many kinds of livestock, including the two-legged kind. I’ve used them many times and loved the feeling of power it gave me. Now I was the one being led and I felt as low and shamed as I had imagined my charges had felt. Strangely, however, I also feel relieved. 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 follow my master, taking short, quick steps with the shaming clatter of my ankle chain.

He led me out the front door. People stop to watch me, a naked, collared, ringed, chained bondmaid, being led to my fate. Men watch me with lust. Women show fear, pity, or anger, some more than one. Every female knows they could be in my place. The ones who show fear, not of capture, but because they feel the carnal allure of helpless submission. They wonder what I am feeling, why I’m not fighting, 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 proudly, inviting men to use me and her to join me in my submission and showing my true nature. I’m led past them to the SUV.

Packgirls would now be put in their tack and shown their kennels. They would be put in the pound to acclimatize. Instead, I was put back in the SUV, a bag dropped over my head, and Haddad took me somewhere else. It was a long ride. When it stopped, I was taken out, still hooded and marched through several doors.

I didn’t know exactly what they would to me, but I had a general idea. I had designed the Wildwood training process and knew I was in for  training (conditioning) to make me submissive and in continual sexual need. I knew the methods had worked on all the packgirls I had trained, but Phillips wanted me to be something else. I feared they intended to make me into a true slave girl. All I could do was try to stay strong.

But could I resist when I was subjected to physical and sexual dominance by people who were experts at training bondmaids, when there was no limit to the methods they might use? I would resist and protest, at first, but for how long? I knew that many females were masochists at heart. All of the packgirls I had trained came to enjoy their lives and I sometimes envied them. I feared I might like it too much.

I was still hooded when they lifted me and sat me on a padded surface. My hands were released and pulled straight out while my head was pulled back and down to rest on the surface. Ropes were clipped to my cuffs and pulled my arms straight out. A strap was tightened around my waist. Straps were put around my thighs and tightened. I knew that the straps had large teel rings sewn into them. I learned later that ropes with clips on the end were passed through rings on the straps and clipped to my ankle cuffs.  My hobble chain was removed and my legs were bent double and wrenched apart. My ankles were remorselessly pulled up under my thighs while my thighs were pulled in opposite directions with force. I felt my labia lips pulled open. My legs were pulled apart until I thought they were going to split me lie a wishbone. I gasped and cried, “Please stop you’re pulling me apart.”

My pubic mound stood out from thighs that were pulled flat on either side of it. The stretched skin pulled my outer labia apart. When the strain was almost unbearable, they stopped.

The surface under me was lower at the ends, arching my back, pushing my breasts up in the air, my nipples perversely hard and pointed. The hood was pulled off my head, I rolled my head and saw the men looking at my loins, like it was new to them.

I knew that my labia were spread wide and the mouth of my love canal must be wide open. Below it my anus was cool. I suspect the tight skin of my buttocks had pulled my puckered anus open, showing the dark space inside me.

A man stepped close and held up a small jar of lubricant, and slowly, drew a glob of the grey stuff out with two fingers and showed it to me. He said, “You will thank me, later,” then he slowly and thoroughly lubed my anus.

I was glad already and shamed that I was the new sex toy. How far I had fallen and everyone knew!

Haddad came to my head and held up a ring gag. He let me look, knowing I was anticipating what was coming. He said, “Open wide,” and put the gag against my lips. I didn’t want the damned thing in my mouth, so I shook my head and firmly closed my mouth. He waved his hand to the others and the Swish-Crack of the cane leaving a red line from one thigh to the other, kissing my parted lips between them brought a scream of agony to my lips. Quick as a flash he slipped the gag into my open mouth and was already strapping it tight when the second stripe crossed my loins.

My eyes bulged as my shriek of pain echoed through the room, unmuffled by the gag. It weas intended to admit cocks into my throat, not quiet me. My soft inner thighs, the tender mound of my sex, my clitoris under its hood of tender flesh, had never felt a cane before and the agony was unbearable. When they finally stopped, the flesh of my inner thighs and pubis was scarlet and I was lost in a haze of pain, my head lolling to one side, eyes closed and my cheeks tear streaked. Too late, I remembered my rule on disobedience: instant harsh pain.

Haddad grasped my hair, turned my face toward him and slapped me until my eyes opened. He said, “I will teach you to obey, slave.” I didn’t try to speak through the gag. He put a blindfold on me and made my head support suddenly drop. My face stopped pointing straight up and my head was perfectly positioned for a man to use my mouth. Damn.

I heard deep voices. Men’s voices and mocking laughter. They were here to introduce me to my new life as a sex toy.  Instinctively I struggled to free herself, but my bonds were too strong. I struggled anyway but managed only a pitiful wriggle, just enough to make my breasts sway and stiffen my nipples.

Heavy footsteps approached her and Angela squealed in anguish as a man pushed against her and drove his erection deep into her defenseless sex, ramming it to the very core of her femineity.

Her outraged squeals were cut short as another man seized her by the hair and forced his stiff penis through the ring in her mouth and down her throat, silencing her and nearly choking her.

Helpless, the naked, weeping woman shuddered and sobbed as the men brutally ravaged her, two men pounding into her sex and mouth with complete disregard for anything but their own pleasure, using her to satisfy their animal lust. If Angela was aware of anything but her own anguish, she might have remembered her procedure had the staff counseling the men now ravishing her to be brutal, to ignore any discomfort of their victim so that she might learn her place more quickly and reduce her future punishment. The man using her mouth grabbed both her breasts in strong hands and squeezed hard, roughly rolling her hard nipples between thumb and finger. Angela despaired as her traitorous body responded to her ravishers. Her nipples grew rock hard and her vagina squirted copious lubrication around the pounding penis. Her belly started spasming, trying to draw his penis deeper.

The man using her sex lunged a final time, his hips impacting her ass as he grunted and shot his seed into her spasming body. Angela wept in helpless, shameful loss as he pulled out of her spread sex and his spend and her juice trickled out of her love canal and down her ass cheeks.

The second man lunged a final time, his cock pulsing and Angela’s cheeks bulging as they were filled with his hot seed as it spurted into her throat. She had to swallow or choke. Her throat worked to swallow him, her shame immeasurable. Her captor was indifferent to her misery and chuckled as some of his spend escaped to stain her lips and face. He withdrew and casually wiped his cock on her hair, leaving the tightly bound, sobbing wench to suffer.

I heard the men laughing and talking. I had but moments of rest before a man impaled my waiting mouth and began fucking my face, using my breasts as handles to pull himself into me.

Deep in misery I had no idea that my torture had not plateaued and it was only when another man jabbed his hard rod into my bottom, forcing apart the tight, resisting ring of my anus, driving deep into my rear orifice. In pain from my first anal sex, gagged by a thick cock, suffering and unable to even scream for mercy as they used me unmercifully, then a third man’s finger slipped into my  sex and drove me to an enormous, shaming orgasm.

Pillaged ruthlessly, Angela moaned and sobbed as the men came, their orgasms filling her mouth and anus as they enforced their brutal power over her and she sagged onto her back, exhausted, as they withdrew from her.

She was left alone until her wracking sobs ended and she was still. They returned to their captive and she squealed and struggled against her bonds as hard hands thrust between her wide-spread thighs, probed every recess and secret of her body. Every twitch, every frantic contortion, every maddened response as she vainly tried to avoid the studied invasion of her body was recorded to use against her in the rigorous slave training program she was to undergo. A program designed and proven to turn independent, wealthy, and powerful women into  sexually responsive, completely submissive slaves.

Suddenly, the hands left her body. She was aroused, near climax, but unsatisfied. Angela sobbed in relief. Then the hands returned as she relaxed, startling her. Clever fingers took hold of her nipple, near her new rings. Angela squealed in protest and begged them to stop but was powerless to stop them as they skillfully manipulated her sensitive buds and brought them to aching erection showing the urgent and intense need forced upon her. Her entire body trembled with frenzied sexual arousal she could not satisfy. At the peak of her need, two lines of fire burned across the taut globes of her suspended buttocks

She screamed in full-throated anguish but could not stop her whipping. Her buttocks and thighs turned a fiery crimson as the whips taught her her slavery, burning their lesson into her mind.

Another whip, its thick handle shoved between her spread thighs and deep into her gaping sex, sent her hurtling into an unwanted and scary climax, her belly exploding into a huge spasming orgasm, the heavy handle in her vice-grip of her spasming vaginal muscles, her hot love juices coating the deeply buried intruder.

Driven beyond any control, Angela screamed for mercy as the whips continued to scourge her body and her belly continued to spasm in wild sexual orgy.

The exhausted woman was released from the table, her hands locked behind her and the chain re-locked between her ankle cuffs. Someone removed the blindfold and her ring gag, and she was led to a windowless room whose center was occupied by a black structure of curved iron  members and cranks and wheels.

She was taken to the structure and thrust into it. One of the men closed it ,clamping her legs, holding them immovable. He told her, “This is our branding fame. You will be the forty first slave to be branded here. It will hurt. Scream if you like.”

Angela searched the men’s faces, looking for pity, sadness, anyone she might appeal to, but all of them seemed manly, focused on their job, and faintly smiling. She supposed it was just a job to them, one they had done before. Maybe they did not care that she would be subjected to pain, marked for life, or they approved. She did not beg them to stop. It would be pointless. She steeled herself for the pain but couldn’t stop herself from fighting the steel holding her.

One of them pulled the hot iron from the electric furnace and told her, casually, “Left thigh,” then lined up the iron and shoved it against her straining leg. The  pain was immense and the scent of cooking meat assailed her senses. He held it there for five long seconds. Angela mercifully fainted after one dreadful second.

He pulled the iron from her flesh and inspected his work. He pronounced, “A nice clean brand. She’ll appreciate it later.” He put the iron back into the furnace and turned it off. They removed Angela from the frame and lifted her onto a steel cart. She was wheeled to her cell and laid on the cot. A long steel chain fastened her collar to a heavy wall ring. An antiseptic cream coated her brand and they left her alone.

Angela awoke to a dim light. She saw it shining through the bars of her cell. Her hands were cuffed behind her. She was laying on her side and her thigh was in darkness. It hurt. She gingerly rolled over so her thigh would be lit. She discovered the chain on her collar and had to rotate her body to get enough slack to finish her roll. The brand shone red in the light.

She gaped at the bold brand and moaned in anguish. It was a cursive “S” two inches high, boldly and deeply etched in her flesh, permanently proclaiming her a slave. She must be dreaming, it was too barbaric to be real

Tears ran down her cheeks. It was appalling but true. The brand was plain for all to see. Phillips had had her marked.  She wasn’t going to serve as a packgirl. He wanted her to be his personal slave.

Panic gripped her and she fought the steel on her limbs and neck, frantic to escape the destiny he planned for her. She couldn’t let that happen, she would not be his slave, but her cuffs and chains were too strong and, after long minutes, threw herself down on the bed, sobbing in fear.

She couldn’t look away from her brand. He couldn’t do the things she feared. She had worked for him for years. He wasn’t like that, was he? She thought back to her experiences with him and realized she knew very little about him. He was strong-willed and sometimes fierce with girls who broke a rule. And she was branded at his order. She was in his power and there would be no consequences if she was enslaved.

Angela cried herself to sleep, filled with foreboding.

The End of Part 4 of Strange Justice
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