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Prolog

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

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

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

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

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


Part 5 : Submission

True humility is not thinking less of yourself, it is thinking of yourself less.

~ C. S. Lewis




Chapter 15 : Angela

Pain. Blackness. Confusion. Where was I? Strong hands gripped my arms, holding me upright, and I felt a floor under my feet. I tried to stand and the hands supported me until I had my feet under me. There was a large round object filling my mouth. My hands wouldn’t obey me. I tried to ask where I was but only muffled, unintelligible sound resulted. Other feelings came to me. I was gagged and hooded. My wrists  were cuffed behind me. My neck was encircled by a wide collar. I was a prisoner.

It all came back to me. I was a bondmaid and had been branded. I had fainted at the blacksmith’s shop when he branded me. My thigh hurt terribly where he had burned the slave mark into my skin.

Someone pulled me forward by my collar (a leash?). Whoever held my leash pulled me forward a few steps. My hands were chained behind me and a short chain hobbled my bare feet. An overpowering sense of shame overpowered me. I felt it much more than when I had chosen to be a bondmaid rather than face the justice system. It had seemed the intelligent choice than to face what was sure to be a more severe punishment, but now I regretted it. I was now certain to be a pleasure slave, subservient to every free person, a sexual toy.

I was wearing a half hood. Enveloped in blackness, my mouth filled with a gag and my hearing muffled, I followed the tug of the leash on my collar, hoping the man leading me would be careful. I felt the air on my skin change and raw sunlight bathed me. I felt my skin blush as I realized I was naked and chained in public.

Belatedly, I was startled by the heavy rings that now adorned me and swayed at all my erogenous zones. My body didn’t care that I was a prisoner. It still responded with a swoon of arousal at the stimulation at my nipples, labia, ears, and nose. The piercings were sensitive and the heavy rings that hung from me swayed with every movement. I was  very aware of the seven heavy rings that adorned my nipples, labia, ears, and nose.

I jumped and squealed as unseen fingers touched my breasts and fingered my brand-new nipple rings. I was foolish not to expect to be touched. I had joined the ranks of the lowest class. Females who had lost all right of privacy and respect. I knew it intellectually, but the reality was jarring. Whoever held my leash stopped and waited for the curious to have their feel of me. My ass, breasts, and pussy were well explored. My traitorous vagina was dripping wet after the first touch and I was blushing all over. It wasn’t my fault! I had no idea who was touching me. No, that wasn’t exactly true, I could tell it was men’s hands fondling me and I was glad.

After a few steps I was lifted into a vehicle, probably the van that brought me here. My hands locked behind me, my ankles joined by a bit more than a foot of chain, naked and collared, I relived my work at Wildwood when I was free and in charge of the pack, in a faint attempt to guess what would happen to me next.

It was part of my job at Wildwood to attend court hearings when young, attractive females were likely to be sentenced to slavery. When it happened, I visited their public shaming sessions when the public got to punish them. I didn’t go to all of them, just enough to see if they looked like good stock for the pack. I limited myself to one visit per girl. It was so erotic I was afraid more would be addictive and sway my judgment.

My criteria were strict and only a few passed. A good candidate was pretty, fit, and yelled at her tormentors just enough to show she still had spirit. I gave a good report to the director maybe half the time, advising him to bid on a girl and offering my opinion on a fair price. I was usually right and he respected my advice.

He sent me to the local jails when a girl had been sentenced to bondmaid duty. Convicted girls spent at least a week in the pillory being shamed before they were auctioned off. I visited them on their last day of shaming, watched their last few hours in the pillory, then visited them in the jail. I divided the girls into one of four categories based on two criteria: angry or happy (obviously this was a relative scale), and wish-it-was-over or get-on-with-it. I recommended he bid on the resigned/get-on-with-it girls.

When he acquired one, I was in charge of getting her outfitted and tested before she joined the pack. I supervised her transport and watched as the blacksmith fitted her with the wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs, and collar. I watched as Wildwood staff pierced her and fitted rings in her nose, nipples, labia, and ears. Now it was my turn. I knew I deserved them.

I had embezzled quite a large amount from Wildwood over my years there. Enough that I was certain to be given a lengthy sentence. I had used it to buy real estate miles away from home. I avoided flashy clothes or gadgets. Looking back, I suspect I wanted to be caught, to experience being a bondmaid. I had always envied them their freedom from society’s rules of behavior, their easy sexuality, their many orgasms.

The theft was so easy. Wildwood management trusted me to run the betting, too intent on the girls and the hunt  (the fun stuff) to watch the details. If it wasn’t for that failed robbery attempt, they would never have known.

I was their head trainer and now I suspect I taught them to behave as I secretly longed to. I was entitled to take a pack girl to bed anytime someone else wasn’t using them. I did most nights and gloatingly, wielded the power, the control to give them as many orgasms as I wanted, or none. They were so easy to arouse in their tight bondage. Perversely, I could seldom get an orgasm by myself and was afraid to have them give me one for fear they would tell the other girls or trainers. I think I was afraid to try bondage myself for fear I would never get loose once my captors saw how much I relished it.

Some girls took their sentences with dignity while others acted out noisily. Many were stoic in the public stocks while strangers and friends punished them. I had avoided that disgrace by agreeing to slavery instead of going to court.

In my experience, no girl actively rebelled when the blacksmith was chaining them. I didn’t have the chance, but I wouldn’t have, either. Why bother. I would just be whipped into submission and ironed anyway. I wouldn’t resist when I was ringed, either. I knew what I was in for when I made my deal. Now I had to live with it. But in reality, there was very little pain involved and I had always thought “My” girls looked incredibly sexy in their rings and collar.

Now it was my turn. Haddad and three of his men took me to the smith, naked in handcuffs, just a new bondmaid.  As soon as we were in the building Haddad put  a half-hood on me. It fit my head like an aviator’s helmet from WW I and left my mouth and nose uncovered. He pulled it down over my head and buckled it under my chin. I felt the lock snap shut. I guess it was supposed to quiet me. He didn’t realize I had no intention of fighting. I had no choice but to follow my agreement, but more than that, I was curious and hopeful I could achieve the joy and freedom from inhibition the packgirls showed.

The branding surprised me. Packgirls were chosen from those bondmaids with short sentences and branding was only authorized for girls with sentences of ten years or more. Officially, I hadn’t been sentenced, but my voluntary agreement said it was in lieu of a sentence of ten years or more. I hadn’t realized that meant I could be branded, but I would have signed it anyway.

I had watched many girls being ironed and could envision what had been done to me. The collar always went on first. The smith measured the neck and used calipers to check the axes of the neck. It was done while I was out, so he probably had one in stock that fit me. Its heavy weight would have been quickly clamped in place and a thin insulator slipped between my skin and the metal. He would have used a micro-welder to seal it on my neck. A soft cloth would have been slipped under the band and draped over my chest as first a file, then a sander smoothed the weld. The protective items were removed and only the heavy steel remained.

My collar was more than inert metal. It was the obvious grip of an owner on a slave, excuse me, bondmaid, but that was just a polite term for slave. Everyone who saw me would instantly know my status, whether or not my owner allowed me clothes or kept me chained. My status in the world was instantly obvious. Barely above an animal and punished, rewarded, or ignored as a free person wanted.

I shook my head instinctively to test the feel of my new collar and felt the tiny impacts of its attachment rings.  Unexpectedly, I felt the end of a chain sliding on my back, rubbing on my scapulae. That was unexpected. It had to be hanging down from my new collar. Probably just a new way to fasten me in place. I was sure I’d hate it. I had seen many girls put in obdurate, gleaming steel with heavy rings and they always twisted their necks to settle the new weight. It was sufficient to hold me forever and to proclaim my slavery to all. It would soon be familiar just as the knowledge that I had an owner would be.

I had known what I was in for when I signed my enslavement papers. Physical bondage was an historical imperative for female slaves. Every girl knew it and most fantasized about it. It was common in sex games and fantasies and many women loved it. It freed the female from all of society’s requirements for a “Good” woman. I was looking forward to the emotional freedom my girls had shown in bondage. “My” packgirls were unfailingly happy, despite their bondage and being sex toys for all the strangers who visited Wildwood. I hoped it was because of, not despite. The unwritten rules of society no longer applied to me. I was free to be as wantonly sexual as my owner permitted.

My eyes were still covered, but I had watched many girls in my situation and knew what was being done. My manacles and shackles were quickly replaced with similar  welded bands. My wrists were locked behind me, my ankles joined by a hobble chain, and  three-inch heels strapped on my feet. My ankle chain just cleared the floor with these shoes. The smith worked quickly and was finished with me in less than an hour.

I had trained many packgirls in my years at Wildwood Farms, and I was very familiar with the collar and cuffs now used to control me. I had many things on my mind when Haddad’s restraints were put on me, indenture for twenty years, loss of freedom, life as a pleasure slave instead of the familiar one of a packgirl. I was determined to retain some dignity, some measure of self-control despite my slavery, but I was also excited about my new life. Would it be as I dreamed and what did that mean anyway?

She did not notice that the steel collar put on her was subtly thicker than the ones she was used to seeing on her girls. Her collar contained electronics powered by her body heat to watch and control her and kept Haddad informed of her location, environment, and physiology. They couldn’t read her mind, but they could report the sounds and effects of what she was experiencing. The collar could also deliver shocks as punishment or to render her unconscious as her master desired.

Angela knew that Wildwood’s intent was to restrain and use their mostly short-term indentured females for visitor’s use and their profit. Haddad’s purpose was very different. He was a contractor, hired by her new owner to make her into a pleasure slave, a happily submissive woman, completely devoted to her owner. He expected her change in status, from master to slave to be shocking and humiliating. He would have been surprised to learn that, even while being stripped and chained, she was excited and aroused. He could not have known that she had secretly envied her charge’s freedom from responsibility and their joyous abandon to a life of sexual excess and submissiveness. Even she did not understand her urge to steal from the company was really an unconscious bid to be caught and forced to submit.

Haddad clipped a leash on my collar and led me out to the van. I knew I would be exposed to the world as a naked, chained bondmaid but was still relieved there were no people on the sidewalk looking at me. He helped me up into the van, sat next to me, fastened the seat belt around me, put his arm around me and pulled me close. I resisted his pull for an instant and realized how strong he was. He easily pulled me against him and twisted my head to face him. He kissed me as a master to his slave, forcing his togue between my lips. I opened my mouth wide, instinctively giving him full access before having any conscious thought. Only when he was deep in me did I realize I had submitted to him. I had reacted like a slave.

He pulled his head away and said, “You know my business is training bondmaids to be pleasure slaves?”

I answered as my new status required, “Yes, master. Wildwood considered having you train some of our girls.”

“We train girls to give their owners pleasure in many ways, mostly sexual. To be effective we must also train girls to receive pleasure and sometimes how to act as if receiving pleasure, even if not. Understand?”

“How to fake it, master.”

“Precisely.” He kissed me again.

I felt the van start moving while he was kissing me and I realized this was a foretaste of my new life. Men would use me as they wanted, take me where they wanted, give me pain or pleasure, and I would have to accept their decision, so I had better learn to love whatever they wanted. I kissed him back, moaning in pleasure and fear.

He pulled back and I was sorry. I asked, “Are you my new master?”

He smiled at me and said, “All men are your masters, Angela, and you must always call them that or you will be beaten. Your former employer is now your owner. I am your trainer. I and my employees will train you to be a pleasure slave. Clear?”

I was shocked. I had thought I would be a packgirl. I knew many bondmaids were used for pleasure, but I had only seen packgirls and domestics. I guess I won’t be running in a hunt. I was suddenly glad I was destined for pleasure rather than running away from men. My nipples grew hard and ached. I wanted to be touched. I needed to make him aware that I was looking forward to my new life. “Yes, master,” I replied. “I look forward to being a good pleasure slave.”

“I know. I could tell from your kiss. Now be quiet. Your training will begin as soon as we get home.” He released me and I straightened up in my seat, wondering what “Training” would be and very conscious of his big, warm body touching my hip. He put his arm around my shoulder and grasped my breast with his big, rough hand. His fingers played with my nipple ring and I felt my pulse quicken and my nipple swell. It was twice the size of its sister when the van turned.

I learned later that the building we were going to was in the middle of a broad field of short grass. There was a fenced, grassy yard and a vegetable garden like Wildwood. The girls here were used to grow food for the place. It was smaller, private, and more utilitarian than Wildwood for it did not encourage the public to visit. I heard gravel crunching under the tires. The van stopped and I heard faint mechanical sounds. I was taken out of the van and a  leash clipped on my nose ring. It was humiliating and painful on my freshly pierced nose. Tears welled up in my eyes at the sharp pain in my nose.

The man holding the leash said, “Don’t pull on the leash and it will hurt less. Try and keep it slack.”

Even in my distraction I realized it was good advice and I automatically replied, “Yes, master,” surprising myself.

Angela was dazed by her fall from grace, despite not fearing it and even agreeing to it. From mistress of twenty girls to a chained pleasure slave in a few hours. They could do anything they wanted to her. Her mind conjured up images of her being dragged naked before everyone she had ever known, of the packgirls whipping her, tied to a table with her legs in the air and an endless string of men using her every hole. She switched randomly between loving it to fearing it and didn’t know if she wanted pain or pleasure. Worse, she knew she would have to accept whatever fate her owner decided. She was helpless, in the hands of stranger who wanted to make her more of a slave than a packgirl. In the depths of aroused submission all she could do was follow where she was led.

Still hooded, she hurried after him, her hobbled feet taking two hurried steps for every one of his unfettered ones, afraid of tripping over her own chain, but more afraid of the leash tugging at her nose. Her whole world was the leash on her nose. Well aware of her juices running down her thighs and the imminent orgasm in her dripping cunt, she focused on keeping the slack in her leash. She hated being led by the nose, but it hurt too damned much to resist. It was humiliating, but her cunt had gotten wet as soon as the leash was clipped onto her nose. It wasn’t a recognized erogenous zone but the fact that it controlled her so completely made it so.

He stopped and eager hands gripper her, lay her face down on what felt like a small table or platform, padded and just long enough for her torso.  Her chains were removed and her limbs were pulled apart into an “X” configuration and pulled down, fastening her limbs to the floor. Strong fingers forced a ring gag in her mouth and buckled it behind her head. A strap cinched her waist to the table and a cord tied in her hair pulled her head back. Her neck was strained, arched far back, forcing her to look up sightlessly, for the sole purpose of making it easier for the men to use her mouth. A task she would have gladly done for she enjoyed oral sex, but she understood they were teaching her that she no longer had a say over what happened to her.

She heard rough male voices, calmly laughing, dividing her up. She knew she was going to be introduced to her new career and she was ready. Angela, knowing what was coming, still squeaked in surprise when a man belied up to her crotch and impaled her defenseless sex with a quick thrust of his hard erection, piercing to the center of her femininity. She had had intercourse before, and it was a wonderful sensation, but this time it bore not a trace of volition. She was a slave and it was being done to her for the pleasure of a faceless man. She felt no anger, it was what she agreed to and she forced herself to ignore the emotion and focus on the sensation. She began to enjoy herself and made a happy grunt at every male thrust.

Until another unknown man thrust his erection through the steel ring into her mouth, gagging her and almost choking her.

Helpless, the naked, chained girl shuddered as she was ruthlessly ravaged with men pounding into her cunt and mouth, heedless of anything but their own pleasure, starting Angela on the path to sexual submission and absolute obedience.

The man impaling her cunt climaxed shooting his seed into her spasming belly. Angela wept helplessly as he withdrew, leaving her on the brink of orgasm, unfulfilled, with his spend trickling uselessly from fer sex and down her wide-spread thighs.

The man in her mouth lasted a minute longer, his erection filling her throat until he came, pumping his cum into her mouth, forcing her to swallow or choke. She liked the taste of a man’s spend, though she might wish for a little less in her mouth as a squirt escaped her lips and trickled down her chin. He withdrew, wiping his cock with her hair. She heard him say, “Nice job, Honey.”

Angela was wondering if it was over when a third erection was thrust into her mouth and she wished she had the use of her hands. That would make it better for both of them. He had only pumped twice when a finger roughly enterer her anus and rubbed it with lube. She squealed through her nose. She had never had anal sex before! The finger withdrew and hands spread her buttocks before a hard, enormous cock forced his way into her bottom. It felt like she was being split in two as it jammed into her. Finally it was fully in her and she forced herself to relax. She couldn’t refuse entry and she couldn’t protest.  Thankfully, he went slowly and she had a chance to adjust to the strange feeling of fullness.

The cock in her throat moved quickly and soon came, filling her with his cum again. Simultaneously, the cock in her bottom was slower, but it came rapidly too. Felt different to him, too, she thought.

Without a word being said, her bonds were released, she was stood up, her hands fastened over her head and her feet pulled wide and secured to the floor. It was a thin, single strand whip that left thin stinging scarlet lines wherever it landed. They started on her ass and when it was sufficiently red, moved to her breasts. From there it covered her back and legs in a miasma of stripes.

They were teaching her the pleasure of a whip. When the whipping started, every stripe stung. Then, after ten or so, it hurt less and changed to a glow of warmth in her belly. It progressed until the sting of a new stripe, vanished in seconds, and added energy to the warmth in her pussy. Soon she was making happy squeals when the whip landed and she was close to an orgasm. After her body had been covered in red stripes, the handle of the whip was thrust deep into her pussy and she had her first whip orgasm. She exploded into a frenzy of spasms, twisting, and straining at her bonds.

Then it was over. Angela realized she had just had the introduction to her new life. One where she had no say in what was done to her and her masters chose whether she had pleasure or pain, maybe both. She had her hands and feet chained together again and led away.




Chapter 16  : Pleasure Training

He took her to a cell. It was more elaborate than the kennels at Wildwood, which were just tiered barred cages. This was a room with no windows, with a barred wall three feet in from the door. It had a steel commode and a steel-frame bed. There was a long chain piled on the floor, one end fastened to the back wall. He led her to the pile of chain, fished out the free end, locked it to her collar, and left without a word.

Angela wondered what was going on. He had left her abruptly, still with the leash hanging from her nose. And locked in a cell.

She expected him to leave her alone but, no. He returned before she had finished inspecting her new home, removed the leash from her nose, and told her, “My name is Ron, but you must address me and all men as ’Master’ and you must always respond verbally if you don’t want to be punished. There are other rules, but this is the first. Understand?”

Angela knew this rule because she had applied it when she was in charge of “Her” packgirls. She was sure it was the rule for most, if not all, bondmaids. “Yes, master Ron.”

He gently applied ointment to her new piercings and rotated them. Angela knew this was to prevent her skin adhering to the rings. She had done the same thing for her girls when they were newly pierced. They couldn’t do it for themselves because they all wore restricting paws. She couldn’t do it for herself because her hands were locked behind her back.

She had done her girls personally because she wanted them to become accustomed to her touch and feel cherished. Now, like them, she was grateful and mindful of her similar lack of control.  She watched the man’s face as he lubricated each ring and turned it in her flesh.  He was careful and gentle. It was a most intimate caress and she felt a surprising stirring of arousal.  Would a girl’s touch have been better? She knew someone would repeat the procedure twice a day for a week and she  hoped that he would do it for her. Without a conscious thought she rubbed her breasts against him and said, softly, “Thank you, master.”

He grabbed the chain near her collar and led her to the bed. He sat on it and pulled her face-down on his lap. He threw a leg over her legs, holding her fast. He took hold of her joined wrists, pulled them high on her back, took a small lock from his pocket and locked them to the chain fastened to her collar, only inches from the collar.

His big hand grabbed her hair, pulled her neck back, hard, and told her, “You will speak only when spoken to. You will not make a sound unless ordered to. You will not touch a man unless ordered to. Understand?”

Scared, Angela whispered, “Yes, master.”

His large hand descended on her bare left ass cheek, hard.

Angela grunted, absorbing the bright flare of pain as silently as she could. He spanked each of her ass cheeks three times, all as hard as the first before releasing her and pushing her off him.

She stood quietly, looking at him in fear.

He said, “Posture.”

Angela straightened up and instinctively arched her back to thrust out her breasts and stood straight, feet as far apart as her ankle chain allowed. The sharp pain in her ass slowly changed to a warm glow and she felt an unexpected glow in her belly.

He nodded approvingly, stood up, stepped around behind her and put his arms around her. He cupped her breasts from behind and took her nipple rings in his fingers. He played with them, tugging, twisting and lifting them gently.

Angela felt her nipples growing hard and soon they were connected to every part of her body with intense tendrils of sensation. She was well on her way to a much-desired orgasm when he released her and stepped around in front of her and faced her.

“Submit slave. Persuade me that you are ready to be trained as a pleasure slave and you do not need further encouragement.”

Angele arched her back still further and spoke in a low, humble voice, “I submit myself as a slave master.”

He nodded but wasn’t satisfied and Angela tensed as his hand reached out and took hold of her right nipple, rolling it and tugging gently.

“Again,” he commanded. “This time convince me you will be obedient.”

Angela swallowed, hard. “I am your slave, master. A full and true slave and I will obey you at all times without question, master.”

Blindingly fast he slapped her breasts har, making them sway with their rings dancing after them, Angela gasped in arousal and fear.

“Again,” he barked, angrily, “You have not shown me that you are the obedient, submissive slut you claim to be.”

Angela sucked in a deep breath, desperate to convince him that she had stated the truth. She knew in her heart that she was a slave and submissive. Not his property but every man’s slave. “I submit  myself entirely and forever as a true, obedient, and submissive pleasure slave. I know I am owned and beg you to teach me to be a good pleasure slave to my owner. I wear his gold in my flesh and his steel on my neck. I beg and desire only to please and obey all men.”

Angela panted for breath, her breasts heaving with emotion, her eyes wide and focused imploringly on his face as she waited to see if her passionate declaration of permanent submission would suffice.

His eyes bored into hers and she sighed in relief as he smiled.

“Better, complete, and clear. Nothing was held back.”

Angela felt a tremblor roll through her. She had spoken true and he had recognized it. She would obey all men for punishment was more unpleasant than she wanted, but, though she was loath to admit it, she really wanted to obey and submit. It was her true nature and she now embraced it.

He stepped out of the cell and she was sorry. Angela wondered when or if her hands would ever be available to her.

He left and locked the barred door behind him, stepped through the solid door and closed it behind him. She wondered if the outer door was locked, too, or could anyone come to look at her?  Her wrists had been locked behind her ever since she had signed the indenture. Her ankles were joined by fourteen inches of light chain and her collar was joined to a heavy ringbolt on the wall by a long, thick, heavy chain. It was generous. She could walk the full length of the cell and reach everything in it. The chain wasn’t needed to hold her, it was clearly psychological.  Her cell was strong enough to hold Hercules. The tether pulled down harshly on her collar so she held it in her manacled hands when she wasn’t reclining.

He returned in a half-hour, put the leash back on her nose, humiliating her anew. He removed the cell chain from her collar and led her out. He took her through several halls. She spent all her energy hurrying to keep up with his unhobbled gait, trying hard not to trip on her hobble chain.

Finally, he stopped in a painfully white room. He removed the leash and locked a long chain to her collar. The other end was attached to a ringbolt on the back wall, not long enough for her to reach the door. He told her, “I’ll be back shortly.” He stepped out and left the door open. No security issue for him. I was chained to the wall.

The room had two roll-around chairs and a wall of cabinet set against the wall, a good four feet out of my reach. In fact, I could reach nothing but blank wall and floor. I considered sitting on the floor and rejected it, I was still naked but for the black heels  and the floor looked cold.

The man who had brought me here came back with another man. Saying only, ”Stand still,” the men measured me, every dimension one could think of. Who would have guessed they would care about the length of my forearm? They unlocked my hands for the measurement and required me to move my arms to facilitate their measurements. I balked once and one of them lay a stinging stripe on my ass with his whip. I squealed and jumped away, but I could only run a few feet before reaching the end of my tether. I jerked to a stop and looked at him.

He said, “Come here or it will be worse.”

I couldn’t run, so I reluctantly walked  to them.

He said, ”Bend over. Touch your toes. Stay there until I tell you to get up.”

I begged, “I didn’t know. Please forgive me.”

“You knew, now do as you’re told or it will double.”

I looked at the other man. No help there. He was grinning. I bent over and touched my toes. There was a sharp crack and a searing pain in my ass. I yelped and did my best to hold still.

He said, “Very good, now I’ll give you one more. If you had moved you would have received three more.” The pain from the next  blow was terrible and I screamed, but I didn’t move. I stayed in position until he spoke,

“Good. Stand up and hold still.”

I slowly raised up and held my arms at my side. My bottom still hurt and felt raw and I felt the breeze on my heated skin. I gradually became aware of moisture trickling down my vagina, lubricating my cunt lips, and trickling down my thighs. I had been aroused by the punishment. I could see he was too by the bulge in his pants.  I had seen this reaction in my girls when I was wielding the whip. I guess its reasonable to see it affected men too.

He felt between my legs and held up his wet fingers to his partner and grinning, said, “She’ll be misbehaving a lot, I think.” He held his hand to my nose and said, “Did you know that pain arouses you, my dear?”

I honestly said, “No master, I didn’t.”

He said, “Most girls we train don’t. Soon you’ll be begging us for the whip.”

I didn’t  think so. The pain in my ass was a strong deterrent, but my girls at Wildwood were aroused by punishment too. Maybe he was right. I hope so. Men enjoy punishing their slaves so I hope I like it too.

He pulled my arms over my head and locked them to the back ring of my collar.

Both men left the room, leaving me alone and helpless of course, chained to the wall, irons on my legs and my hands locked to the back of my collar. I just stood there, waiting for their return. Return they did in a few minutes, pushing a wheeled cart piled with unrecognizable things.

The things were for me. The first thing was a corset. They wrapped it around my body and one of the men hooked the two halves closed in front of me then the other stated tightening the cords in the back until I had trouble breathing.

I wheezed, “Stop, please, master. I can’t breathe.”

The man in front of me said, “OK, your organs will rearrange themselves in an hour or so and your breathing will return to normal. Then we’ll tighten it again.”

While the man in back was tying off the cords the man in front tightened straps at the top around my breasts. My normally quite adequate “C” cups were ballooned out to resemble “D” cups or larger. I hope he  was correct for I could barely breathe. He let go, stepped back, and said, “Walk around a bit, let me see all sides.”

I had learned to obey. I said, “Yes, master,” and walked around, as much as my tether allowed.

After a couple of passes, he said, “Enough. Come here.”

“Yes, master.” I stopped in front of him.

He put a metal belt around my waist, just below and touching the corset, pulled it tight, and locked it. It had several rings around its length, maybe seven nor eight. For my hands? Then he stepped out for a moment and returned with a pan of hot water, a woman’s safety razor (at least it was pink) and a can of shaving cream. I had not shaved my girls at Wildwood or myself, for that matter, because the Wildwood board had not thought it necessary. I guess my new owner, Mr. Phillips, disagreed. I had no control and my bush would grow back if he wanted it.

The man, his name was Ron I later learned, made  short work of my bush and the area around my anus. I kept my armpits shaved so he just looked at them and put the shaving gear away. Then he unlocked my hands from my collar and relocked them to a ring in the center of my back on my new belt.

I said, “Master, you don’t have to keep my hands locked up. I know I can’t get away and even if I did, the police would have me quickly.”

He took hold of my tether, close to my collar, with one hand and hit my ass, hard with his short whip. I squealed and tried to twist away, to no avail. He easily held me in place while he hit me two more times. Sobbing, I said, ”I’m sorry, master. What did I do wrong.”

“You spoke without permission, slave. Always ask.”’

“Yes, master. I’ll remember.” And I would too. The whip hurt and worse, I had failed.

Master Ron put the damned leash back on my nose ring, unlocked the chain from my collar, and led me out of the room.

I stifled a sob. It was humiliating to be led by my nose. It was worse than my bare breasts and naked cunt being on display. Worse than chains on my wrists and ankles. It was the essence of helpless submission to be so controlled. It was also a powerful aphrodisiac. I was instantly wet and dripping.

Master Ron led me down several hallways,  stopped in front of a door, and knocked. A deep male voice said, “Enter.” Master Ron opened the door and led me in. It was a large office. I saw a big  desk with Haddad seated behind it, a thick square cushion on the floor in front of the desk and some other furniture I didn’t pay any attention to. Haddad held my attention. He was the master of my time here and he was going to make me a pleasure slave.

Master Ron led me to the cushion, pointed to it, and said, “Kneel.”

I promptly knelt on the cushion facing Master Haddad, lowered myself to sit on my legs,  arched my back as much as I could with the corset, and forced a smile even though I was afraid.

Haddad said, ”Thank you,” and Master Ron dropped my leash in front of me and left, closing the door behind him. Haddad looked at me for a long moment. I knew I wasn’t to speak so I just looked at him with a dumb smile on my face. Finally he said, “Forget about your past life. All your perceptions of right and wrong, of propriety, how you should behave, will change. Starting now, I will teach you what you need to know.”

"Every aspect of your life is under my direct control. When in doubt as to what you should do, stop and ask. I and your trainers make all decisions for you. Obey  and you will learn to enjoy your new life. Fail and you will be punished.  The smallest sign of disobedience will not be tolerated.

"You have no rights. You have no possessions. You are the possession now. Learn to think in those terms. Even your body is mine to do with as I choose." He stood up and came around the desk. Standing in front of her he put a hand under her chin and lifted, forcing her head back and upward till she was looking in his eyes. "I control your mind. I tell you what to think, to believe. You no longer have a free will; I own that too. Do you understand?" His eyes locked onto her. She couldn't look away; the power of his words held her mind as surely as his bonds held her body.

She did understand, now more than at any time in her life. She knew what she wanted. There was no real choice, but that didn't matter. She was an official bondslave now. She was owned and she had caused it. It was right, for her now. This man was not her owner, but he was his agent, hired to train her to be useful, obedient, and sexually satisfying to her owner. If she was honest with herself, that sounded good to her too.

She would have to throw away generations of women’s progress, drop all sense of equality with men and revert to the sexual plaything and laborer of a man. Could she do that? Suddenly it seemed a worthwhile goal. To just shuck years of progress for the safety of a man’s love. In her current predicament, that seemed a worthy goal.

If she had to argue the finer points, she couldn't justify it, she didn't even know  anything about this man, but she trusted her instincts, this was the man who would master her. She nodded, in answer to his question. She wanted to scream out her answer, beg him to take her, but she couldn't, not until he gave permission.

His eyes were so compelling, she could not look away. "Yes, master,” she whispered, knowing it was her irrevocable agreement to become a pleasure slave. He leaned back in his chair, letting go of her face. She had done it, given herself to him, to her new master.  Angela felt as if a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders. No more worries about her fate; her only concern from this moment on would be to serve her master.

Haddad ordered, “Stand up.”

I quickly stood, careful to keep my back arched. His expression was pleased. I hoped it was for me. He reached out and took hold of my leash, causing me instant concern. But he was gentle, slowly walking to a mirror on  the wall, he positioned me in front of it and ordered, “Look at yourself. Tell me what you see.”

“Master, I see a bondslave, a woman in her twenties, slender, only one hundred twenty pounds, five foot ten inches tall. She is naked but for a black corset and  black three-inch heels with her hands locked behind her, her feet joined by just over a foot of chain, and with a silver collar on her neck. She has long reddish-brown hair and silver rings in her breasts, labia lips, and nose. There is a leash clipped to her nose ring that is held by her master.”

“What is her mood?”

“Master, she appears confident and happy, but she is concerned for her future.”

“Why is she concerned?”

“She has never been a slave before. She is afraid her master will be cruel. She is afraid she will not be a good slave.”

“She should not be afraid. She has not been a slave YET. She is female. Males are natural dominants. Females are natural submissives. I will train her to be a satisfactory slave. Her master will make her perfect.”

He turned me around and led me into another room, carpeted, but mostly empty. He laid me on the bed and tied my ankles over my heard to the head of the bed. My hands were pressed down by my body and couldn’t move, my legs were spread as far as their chain permitted and tied down. I couldn’t do anything but wiggle. He just dropped my leash on top of me. He hooked a chain to mt wrist cuffs, pulled it down until I was stretched tight as a drum and fastened it to the foot of the bed. I was stretched tight as a drum and truly couldn’t move a muscle. When I was secure, he stepped out of the room, just when I thought he was going to mount me. I had been anticipating a good screw for hours now, ever since he made me helpless. What did a girl have to do to get screwed?

He came back with a handful of things and lay them on the floor beside the bed, except for a long, thin cane. It was terrifying, He swung it in the air a few times. It made a whistling sound.

He told me, “I always give my girls an introductory beating when they first arrive here. It’s not for my pleasure nor for yours. You have been free before coming here and never known real pain. This is to show you what will happen if you break any of my rules. Once you know what awaits you if you break the rules, you will think twice before doing so. Your owner if he is wise will continue the practice.”

I whined, “Please, master. I’ll be good. I will follow the rules. I know you can punish me if I don’t.”

He raised the cane, “If you do, this will result.” He raised the cane and struck my bottom, The pain was excruciating. I screamed and cried, “Please,” and he struck me again before I could draw a breath. He kept hitting my bottom with hard, painful strokes and I screamed at the first dozen. Eventually I was just sobbing as the cane kept hitting me with terrible results. When he finally stopped, my ass was a fiery pool of flame. But it wasn’t over. 

He stepped closer to the head of the bed. I could only see a flicker of movement through my tear-filled eyes. Pain flared anew in my foot. I screamed again. This was even worse than my ass. It was a sickening invasion of my body. I never stopped screaming as he put pain in both my feet. It lasted forever. He was going to ruin my feet. I would never walk again. Finally he stopped and left me alone for what seemed hours. I wanted to touch my ass and rub the soles of my feet but couldn’t move.

When he finally returned, he picked up two things from his pile, a butt plug, big, black, bulbous with a green, jeweled end, and a tube of lubricant. His intent was clear and unwelcome. I still hurt all over and wanted to beg him not to plug me, but remembered I had to ask permission to speak and I would be very obedient now. Idid not want to ever again be disciplined. It was awful.

“Master, may I speak?”

“Only if you don’t ask me not to plug you.”

“Yes, master, may I ask how long I must wear the plug?”

“Clever. You will wear this plug for two days. Then you will wear larger plugs to open you for your owner.”

I whimpered and replied, “Yes, master.”

He lubed my anus and the dildo then held it to my nether opening, pushed and rotated it. I felt it slowly spreading my opening and sliding inside, a millimeter every time he twisted it. I moaned as I neared my limit. It felt like he was going to tear my skin if he pushed it any further into me. I protested, “Master! I can’t take any more,” just as it slid into me.

He swatted my ass three times, hard, and said, ”Ask permission to speak. Next time I’ll use a whip.”

Yes, master. Sorry.” Now that it was in, it didn’t hurt. It just made me feel full, in a pleasant way. Of course I would not know when I was really full and needed to eliminate. Oh well, that’s a problem for another time. I wonder if he’s going to fuck me or not? I still hurt but mostly my feet and I didn’t need them for a good fuck.

Not, but the next best thing. He picked up a big, red, dildo and a small vibrator. He lubed the dildo and stuck it in my vagina and started the old “in and out” routine. After he got chugging away on that, he stuck the business end of the vibrator against my clit and shook the hell out of it. In seconds I was moaning, in a minute I was gasping, near the edge, and in a few seconds, I screamed in ecstasy as I fell off the cliff.

Now usually, a girl will subside and savor the feeling of bliss as the man has spent his wad and quickly shrinks out of the action. This time there was only a plastic dildo, which didn’t shrink and a vibrator which will carry on as long as its plugged in. The limit is the female who tires after a few more orgasms. In fact, orgasms succumb to muscle fatigue eventually and become painful to continue after that. When you have made the female helpless to stop, the real limit is the willingness of the one wielding the vibrator and dildo to continue, and that depends on the purpose of the stimulation. Luckily, Haddad intended to give Angela all the pleasure she could handle.

In seconds,  it seemed, I had fallen into bliss and was savoring my orgasm. But he didn’t stop. He just piled on more stimulation and I never came back up. The orgasm just went on and on. It was wonderful, the longest, strongest orgasm ever. I can’t really describe it other than to say it was the best one ever.

Haddad finally stopped and I fell into a happy rest. I was still tied down and couldn’t move, but I felt wonderful. Then something hit my ass and I jerked awake. Haddad was back and holding a flogger. He hit me all over with it, ass, breasts, legs, over and over. It was strange, though.  It hurt, sort of, when it landed, but the pain quickly changed into heat in my loins. It was like warm water was being poured over my belly and cunt, .The more he hit me, the hotter I became. It quickly rose to the level of another orgasm. I crept closer and closer then finally fell into a fresh orgasm. It was just as good as the last one and I wanted him to continue with the flogger, but of course he didn’t. Meanie.

He put the flogger down and sat beside me on the bed. He played with my breasts and tickled me playfully. At first it was relaxing but after a few minutes of his squeezing and handling my breasts I started to be aroused again. I said, ”Master, may I speak?”

“Yes.”

“Master, if you keep that up, you’re going to have to fuck me to keep me from combusting.”

He replied, “Tell me when I need to do something.”

I said, ”Now, master, now.”

He smiled, climbed on top of me, said, “Good,” shoved his cock deep into my well-lubricated pussy and started the old “in ‘n out.” He kept it slow and deep, prolonging the time to orgasm and making it more of a tease than a rape. I begged him to hurry and make me come but he was adamant. Eventually I got to come, but not until he was ready. I guess he was showing me who the master was. I’m OK with that as long as I get to come, too.

He got up and left, leaving me secured to the bed for at least 30 minutes. I was  content to stay where I was. Nothing hurt and I had nowhere I wanted to be. My belly was warm and still aroused. I was suffused with the satisfied glow of a great orgasm or three. If I had any hope at all, it was to continue that feeling for the rest of my life. Alas, it was not to be.

Eventually, he came back and released me from the bed. My feet were still too sore to walk on so he released my hands and allowed me to crawl. He took me into a large restroom, fastened me to a wall by locking a long chain to my collar, and took off the leash. He left the lock for my hands on the counter, said he’d give me a half-hour to get clean and tidy, and left me alone. As soon as he left, I checked to make sure the chain was secure then cleaned myself off and used the facilities, except for the one still blocked by the butt plug. It was almost as humiliating as the nose leash. I was sure I could get it out but I didn’t need it out yet, I was sure he would be unhappy if he found it out, and I was not sure I could get it back in. Not worth the risk.

I had some time so I refreshed my makeup with the supply I found in the bathroom and brushed a little rouge on my nipples. I finished with time to spare so I locked my hands to the ring on the back of my belt, knelt in the middle of the floor (I enjoyed acting submissive), arched my back, and waited like the good little slave he wanted me to be.

I had just settled down to wait for him when he returned. I was just in time. He put the leash on my nose ring motioned me to stand up.

I stood up quickly while saying, “Yes, master.” My feet hurt but it was manageable now. He turned me around and locked my hands behind me and led me out of the bathroom.

“It’s mealtime so I’ll take you to the dining room. You don’t use your hands to eat, just like Wildwood, I understand. Copy the other girls.”

“I understand, master.

The dining room was maybe twenty by forty feet. It had a long table along the long  dimension, offset from the center. Men and a few women were seated on the side of the table nearest the wall and nine slaves were kneeling up, facing them between the table and the far wall. The seated people had  platters of food on the table in front of them. Haddad took the leash off my nose and motioned me to join the line of slaves.

I knelt beside the last girl in the line  and positioned myself. When I looked up I saw Haddad drop the leash on the table and seat himself in the middle of the table. He said, loudly, “We have our tenth trainee. We’ll start the program tomorrow morning.  Now let’s eat.”

Everyone at the table reached for the platters of food while two servers, both young female slaves, collared and naked pushed carts out in front of us. The first set bowls of water if front of each kneeling slave. The second set bowls of food in front of us. None of the other girls moved so I waited too. When the serving slaves finished setting out the meal, they left the room with their carts. When they had left, the other girls bent down, put their faces in the food bowls and started eating. I watched them start then copied them. The food was good, but rather bland, a mix of peas, potato, and tofu. Nourishing, I suppose,  healthy for sure, but bland. I was hungry so I ate it. It was more than I wanted, so I left a little and sucked up some water. When I raised up, I saw that a few of the girls were raised up but all were looking straight ahead. I quickly turned to look straight ahead too. Several of the trainers were looking at me but all the ones I saw were faintly smiling. They knew I had just learned another rule.

The girl next to me whispered, “Eat it all or you’ll be punished.” I believed her so I lowered my head and sucked up the rest of the meal, then I knelt up again and looked straight ahead.

At some unseen signal everyone at the table stood up an all but Haddad came around the table, picked up a leash, and over to the girls where we knelt on the floor. A man came to me and clipped a leash on my nose ring and gestured me to rise. I followed him out of the room, hurrying to keep the leash slack. I was just as humiliated as before, no matter that the other slaves were being led the same way. No matter how much it humiliated us, it was very effective. It  hurt too damned much to resist, and, I have to admit, such total loss of control made me very hot.

We all  were taken to a big restroom and several  trainers followed us in. It was clear we were to not have privacy for even intimate bodily functions. If we needed to eliminate, we said so and a trainer removed our plugs. They were cleaned and replaced when we finished. It was easily one of the most embarrassing things done to me. After we finished, we were  taken outside and our collars locked to a long chain, five-foot apart, and our leashes removed. When we were all hooked up and standing in a line, a pickup was stopped at the front of the line and the chain fastened to the bumper. A trainer got in the back of the pickup and it started moving forward at a walking pace. We were all hobbled with a fourteen-inch chain and wearing three-inch heels so we had to walk quickly to keep up. Several trainers walked with us and used switches to hurry us along and keep a little slack in the chain in case anyone fell.

We had been walking for about an hour when we reached a sort of display area. It  was really just a wide grassy are beside the road. The thing was it was filled with people, men, women, children and dogs. Apparently, Haddad liked us to be shown off to the public. The pickup pulled into the center of the field and the people came up close to see us. They also touched us, some quite intimately. Many people, including children fondled my breasts and played with my rings. One teen-aged boy stuck his hand between my legs and gave me an excellent feel. If he’d continued, I would have had an orgasm, but an older man stopped him.

I was humiliated beyond belief when we stopped in the crowd of strangers. I wasn’t alone. Many of the girls blushed crimson with me. It was terrible ng naked and helpless among all those strangers taking such pleasure in our situation. Men and women gathered around us, They stood  back a few feet at first, just looking at us and talking among themselves.

“Their breasts and privates are showing!”

“Of course. They’re slaves.”

“Why are they here?”

Slave girls are put out for decent folk to see and punish if they act up.”

A girl can only be humiliated so much before it wears off. It took about ten minutes for me. Suddenly I realized I was done with it. I was here to be looked at, I was a slave, and my master had put me here, so I deserved it. A little girl came up, squeezed between the people in front of me and asked, ”Were you bad?”

I answered truthfully, “Yes, I was. I stole some money.”

“To buy food?”

“No. Just because I wanted it.”

“Are you sorry?”

“A little, but I think I deserve my slavery.”

The little girl said, “You are a pretty woman. Are you a good slave?”

“Yes. I am a very good slave.”

“That’s nice,” and the girl slipped away.

A good-looking young man with his arm around a blonde girl the same age stepped close to me, pulling the girl with him. He grabbed one of my breasts and put his thumb through my nipple ring, and said, “Look at this Joan, her nipples are pierced and she has rings in them. You’ll look good with rings like this.”

Joan grimaced, shook her head, and replied, ”No, Billy. No I wouldn’t.”

Billy asked me, “ What do they feel like?”

I looked at Joan when I answered, “They make me hot all the time, and I come if a man plays with them, or a woman.”

The man took his hand back and told Joan, “You need a pair of those. I’ll look into it

She said, plaintively, “No Billy. I don’t want them. They’re too big.”

He replied, “Nonsense, you’ll see. They won’t even show except at home.”

“Billy, they’ll show.’

“Don’t argue. They’re beautiful. All your friends will be jealous. Be quiet, woman, I like them.”

They walked away, Joan still trying to convince Billy not to ring her. I was ringed, why noy her?

A young woman, about my age, stepped close and put her hands on my nipple rings and looked into my eyes. I thought my rings were getting a lot of attention. I wondered if all the other girls were getting the same attention, we were all ringed, after all.

She spoke softly, “Do these feel good?”

I said, “My nipples are always hard and sensitive and I’m always hot because of them. They feel very good.”

“The other ones too?”

“All the time.”

“Even the nose?”

“Especially the nose, but only if someone has put a leash on it.”

“But then I’d be a slave.”

“Yep. Is that scary?”

“Are you scared?”

I thought about it. Was I? I was sort of looking forward to Mr. Phillips being my owner. He was always a good boss. It was sort of like being married, but without having to make any decisions. I think I’ll be a good slave for him. I said, “No, not when you have a good owner.”

She said, “That’s always the problem isn’t it. You don’t know until it’s too late.”

I answered her question, “You should not rely on chance.”

She thanked me, tweaked my nipple rings delightfully and walked away. I hope she’s happy. As she left, I realized I was happy. Here I was naked, chained to nine other naked girls, feet chained together, hands locked behind me, helpless in a crowd of strangers and happy. I had no responsibilities, nothing to do but feel, exist, and make my owner happy.

I talked to a bunch of people of all ages and I was completely honest with them, It was the first time I ever spoke so freely. I had nothing to gain, no plan, no agenda. I would stay here and talk to everyone until I was taken away. No worries.

After a while the truck pulled out and led us back to Haddad’s place. I was glad we were taken out to that gathering. It changed my outlook completely. I had begun the walk concerned how the world would see me and returned not caring how the world saw me, but only what my owner felt. It was an epiphany that made my future shine brightly.

We were led into a large empty room and the chain removed from our collars, we were given water, and lined up for exercise. One of the trainers led the exercise and the rest watched us. If we weren’t perfect, they used short crops to correct us. They stung, but the pain was brief. We got to learn and practice the positions we were required to know and to practice graceful transitions between them. We all did pretty for a half hour then several girls started getting “Corrected” a lot, mainly for sloppy transitions between poses.

After being corrected a number of times, a redhead in front of me asked to be allowed to rest a few minutes. A trainer took her aside and had her kneel. Later they stopped the exercise and told her to get back inline. She got up but walked toward the door and said she was tired and couldn’t do any more. She was again ordered back in line. This time, when she kept walking toward the door, the lead trainer pointed a tiny black object toward her and she squealed and fell to the floor. Two trainers put her limp form in a wheelchair and one wheeled her out of the room. The exercise continued.

When the session was over, we were all leashed and taken to see the miscreant. She was outside in a fenced yard locked into a steel frame. Her wrist cuffs locked a foot on either side of her collar, to a bar that could be lowered down to the dirt or raised until she was standing. She was face down, only inches above the dirt, a ring gag in her mouth.

Something sticky and sweet smelling had been spread on her back and a dozen flies were crawling on her. Her feet were free and bare and she was using them to toss loose dirt on her back to deter the flies, to little effect. There were a dozen bright red stripes on her ass and thighs. They looked fresh but I couldn’t tell whether they were applied before she was put in the outdoor frame. She looked miserable but in no pain. I would certainly try to avoid acting out like she did. One of the trainers explained she would spend the night here and be back in class before breakfast. I felt sorry for her. This was a more insidious punishment than being whipped.

We were taken inside and to the big communal bath, the leashes were removed, and our hands freed. We were given time to shower and redo our makeup. The trainers left us alone and left, locking the door behind them.

I was aware of the ever-present cameras watching us. There were probably more hidden cameras than the five I could see. Still, it was the first opportunity we had to talk to each other. After I showered, I talked to several girls, Millie, and Gloria. Both were local girls who had been arrested for serious felonies and had sentences of seven and ten years. They were young and attractive. They were auctioned off and their new owners had sent them to Haddad for his training. Apparently, he was famous in the state for producing the best trained girls. Pleasure slaves were what he advertised and several locally famous men, sports stars, and media stars, had girls trained by Haddad they showed off in public.

Unfortunately, they had both arrived here just the evening before me and didn’t know anything more about the place. We had all finished and were ready to go when the door opened and the trainers came for us. More evidence we were being watched. I was leashed and led out and didn’t pay attention to anything but walking until he stopped. I was in the dining room and saw his gesture meaning I should kneel. I did, instantly. I had been well trained in instant obedience.

Haddad sat in a chair watching a big video monitor as his girls lined up for a meal when Tony, one of his trainers, walked into the room. Haddad motioned Tony to a chair beside him.

As Tony sat down, he looked at the monitors and commented, “A fine class, sir.”

Yeah, Tony. It’s a good one. Some fine girls here. I’d like you to do the intro on Angela tonight. She’s the one on the right end. I think she will need your skill. She’s been head trainer at Wildwood ever since they started training bondmaids for their hunts. She’s been on the other end of the whip for years.”

Tony studied her on the screen. “She’s obedient enough. Do you think she’s faking?”

“Not sure. She committed a serious enough crime that she accepted twenty years of voluntary servitude in lieu of formal charges and she didn’t take any precautions against getting caught. Either she wanted to be a bondmaid or she’s incredibly stupid, and she doesn’t appear stupid. Or maybe something else. Give her a memorable first night and watch her moods.”

“My pleasure, boss.”

They both went into the dining room.


Chapter 17  :  First, you gain their confidence…

Soon, nine of us were lined up on our knees, waiting patiently. All slaves quickly learn patience.  Several trainers were seated at the table watching us, I held still. Other trainers filtered in until all the seats but one were filled. After a few more minutes Haddad entered and sat in the last chair at the table.

He said, ”Welcome. One of our girls, Marina, had a problem today and is spending the evening in the punishment rack. She is available for use. I had good reports from our outing today. Now let’s eat.”

The two serving girls brought in platters of food and put them on the table then brought us our bowls of food and water. When all the bowls were  delivered, Haddad said, “Eat girls.”

We all said, “Yes, master,” in unison and lowered our faces to our food. We ate in silence while the trainers ate and talk among themselves. We finished well before the trainers, knelt upright, and waited for them to finish. Patience is a necessary trait in a slave girl.

When they had finished and were talking among themselves, Haddad announced it was time to take the girls to the lounge. The trainers cheered and stood up. They came around the table and chose a girl. Each Trainer put a nose leash on his girl and motioned her to stand. Mine even said, “Stand up, please,” I hadn’t heard the word since I signed my Voluntary Bondmaid papers.      

We were taken to the Lounge. A room I had not seen before. I think it was new to several  girls. It was a big room with groups of overstuffed chairs and couches, a few gaming tables with wooden chairs, and a stage at one end. There was a sound system with big speakers on both sides of the stage.

The trainer holding my leash led me to a vacant couch, sat down, and pulled me onto his lap. He immediately put an  arm around me and took possession of my breast.

He said, “Hi, Angela. I’m Tony.”

Actually, he didn’t look half bad. I would have dated him if he’d asked me two days ago. I replied, "Hello, master Tony. Glad to meet you. Do you come here often?”

“Every day. Are you nervous?”

Right. A man I don’t  know sat me on his lap. He’s fully dressed. I’m naked and chained, there’s a leash on my nose ring, and he’s fondling my breast. He has all the power and he asks if I’m nervous. Must play it cool. “A little, master. I’ve never been so out of control.”

He smiled at me and moved his hand to my other breast, then said, “I understand. Tonight, my goal is to make you forget your fears and enjoy the ride.”

“And how do you propose doing that, master?”

“Well, I’m going to let you display your skill to everyone, give you three orgasms to warm you up and then I’m going to make wild, animal love to you.”

“Wow. All that in one night, master. You should sell tickets and what skill?”

“Such a beautiful young woman shouldn’t be so cynical. Dancing. I’ll show you. Stand up.”

If I’ve learned one thing in my day here, it’s to obey orders promptly. I popped up and he stood up, still holding my leash and said, “Yes, master.” He led me up to the stage. I saw there were several “X’s” on the stage in yellow tape. He took me to one and said, “Stand on the “X”, don’t leave it,” and took the leash off my nose. “When the music starts, dance to it. Don’t leave the “X”, just sway and twist, dance to the music. Make no other sound.”

Yes, master.”

He stepped off the stage and went to an electronic box on a table, the music source, I guess. I was nervous. I was naked on a stage and a mixed audience of free men and women and slave girls, my peers, were staring at me.

The music started, it sounded like an African rhythm with a prominent bass line. I started moving like he told me. All I could do, staying on  the “X”, with my hands locked behind me and my feet chained, was, as he said, twist and sway with the music. In a few minutes I got the hang of dancing to the music. I let my body match the music and didn’t try to think about it. I looked at the crowd and they were watching me. Some of the girls were swaying with me and some of the men were clapping with the music. I think they liked me.

He came back on the stage holding a crop. He just touched me with it in time to the music. I think he was trying to guide me, tell me when to thrust a hip forward, when to pull a shoulder back. I got hot dancing. The room was warm to accommodate all the naked women, I guess. I was getting into it when it ended, too soon.

I think I did OK for the audience applauded when the music ended. He put the leash back on my nose ring and led me off the stage. He took me over to a bar at the side of the room and gave me a drink of water. My hands were still locked behind me so he poured ice water into a glass and held it to my mouth. It was cold and delicious. When I finished, he took me back to the original couch and I he again seated me on his lap.

Now that I’d broken the ice, another man led a woman on stage to take my place and Tony asked me. “Have fun?”

I did. I wanted it to continue. They all liked me. I told Tony, “Yes, master, I did.”

“You sound surprised. Was that your first time with an audience?”

“Yes, master, they liked me?”

“Well, why wouldn’t they? You’re pretty and you looked like you were having fun. The women all wanted to be you and the men all wanted to have you. Luckily, I have you.”

“Yes, master, you do. Whatever will you do with me now?”

“What would you like me to do with you?

“You promised me three orgasms and a ride on your pole, master. I think that’s an excellent plan.”

“Want to get right at it, huh? OK. Stand up again,”

I stood and he stood up in front of me, still holding my leash. “Yes, master.”

He led me across the room, down a hallway, past several doors with small red light glowing beside them and into the first door without a light glowing. The room had several objects in it and a rope hanging from the ceiling. One of the objects was a bed with only a box spring on it. There was a chain with an open lock on all four corner posts. He set me on the bed and ordered, “Sit up in the middle, face the foot.”

I did as he ordered, “Yes, master.”

He unlocked the chain on my ankles from one foot an pulled it toward the nearest corner post and locked that post’s chain to my ankle cuff. He did my other foot the same way, leaving my ankle chain attached. He did the same thing to my wrists. In the end I was spread-eagled on the bed, the chains holding my limbs pulled tight, unable to move. I asked, “I can’t move, master. It’s all up to you now.”

“That’s right. I’ve found that a little pain makes the girl more responsive. What do you think? You’ve punished girls before.”

Damn. He knew my history. Tell him the truth? Why not? He’s worked with women before. “Yes, master, but in moderation. Too many spoil her reaction.” I braced myself for some pain.

He picked up a thin cane from a table and said, “This looks about right.” He swished it through the air. I heard the whistle and knew it would hurt but shouldn’t break the skin. He stepped close to my shoulder and tapped the cane lightly three times on my nearest breast, two inches above the ring and nipple, feeling it out, watching my face. I watched his face, wondering what he wanted, what he expected. He was staring at my breasts, intently. Then he struck once, hard. I gasped at the sudden pain and instantly wondered what that meant to him.

I felt pain and my breast moved as the wave induced by his cane rippled my skin. His gaze stayed focused on my breast as if he thought it might do something else of interest. He looked at my face with a smile then walked around the bed and repeated with my other breast, with the same result.

There was some pain in my breasts that faded away almost immediately leaving only a glowing warmth in my nipples. He slowly walked to the foot of the bed and casually tapped the cane on the sole of my left-foot. I watched as he tapped it three times then hit it hard. I squeaked and he grinned. He repeated on my right foot. It hurt but there was no residual warmth like with my breasts.

He asked, “Any comments?”

“My breasts aren’t done, master.” I was being coy with him. My breasts were warm and they promised me bliss if he made them hot. I wanted him to continue. The blows hadn’t hurt but rather begged for more. Harder? Maybe, but longer certainly. They held a promise of an orgasm and I wanted that badly. There would be time for begging if my hint didn’t do it.

He grinned, “I wondered.”

“Would you finish them, master.”

“Of course, but first you need something else.” He opened a closet and got out what looked like a stick. As he came back to the bed, I saw it was a round pole with a big, black, dildo on the end. The business end was rubbery and flexed as he walked. It looked like it was too big.

I protested, plaintively, “That’s too big, master, it won’t fit.”

“I think it will, You’re a big girl.” He shoved it carefully between my nether lip, shoving my labia rings against my inner thighs.

I wailed, “Careful, please master.”

He dropped the pole on the bed, stepped close to the head of the bed, and plopped a big ball gag in my mouth, pressing my tongue down and preventing me from forming any words. I was reduced to moans and wails. He strapped it tight and went back to the pole. He pressed it into my cunt, rotating it as it slowly pressed my flesh aside and burrowed deeper. I felt it pressing against the butt plug, squeezing my tissue between tm-hem.  The final six inches were much easier as he rammed it home. He dropped the pole on the bed and I was packed full, delightfully full. He had indeed known better than me what I was capable of accepting.

I knew I was heading for an orgasm, I felt it lying in wait for me, ready to pounce. I tensed up, pulling against my bonds. Even that felt good because I  knew it was coming. I could feel it building up as I struggled and made the thing in my vagina wriggle around. I wanted it, right now because it would feel so good, but I wanted it to wait, too, because right now it felt good and I didn’t want to lose that. I kept moving and wanting both. I was moaning in short bursts, calling to my orgasm, so close. He started moving the dildo got and in, drawing the orgasm closer and I moaned and begged him to go faster. He was drawing it closer.

Then I felt something new, my eyes flicked open. He had a tiny vibrator and had it pressed to my clit. Oh My God! I screamed around my gag. The orgasm was here. My vagina was clenching around the dildo and my heart was racing. It was so intense, pure pleasure ripping through my belly. I screamed, pure emotion, no words could describe my pleasure, no words existed for what I felt.

The storm passed and I fell limp in my bonds, incapable of moving and not wanting to, content to lie there feeling happy and remembering the earth-shaking pleasure I had experienced. I felt him pulling the dildo out of my wet cunt. It came out much easier than it went in. I opened my eyes and watched him unbuckle the gag and pull it out of my mouth. I said, “Thank you, master.” I meant for the orgasm, not the gag. That was an afterthought.

He smiled and said, “ I enjoyed it too. I’ll come back in a few minutes and we’ll move on to your second orgasm.” He turned and walked away.’

Before he had gone two steps I said, “You weren’t joking about three orgasms were you, master?”

“No, nor about fucking you.”

I lay my head down and whispered, to myself, “I’ve never had more than one orgasm at a time, master.”

I lay there thinking about this training and my life. When I was free I had been responsible for up to thirty bondmaids. I had tried to treat them fairly, rewarding them for good performance, punishing them for bad behavior and using them for sex regularly. I had greatly enjoyed having power over them, making them be obedient submissives. Now I was a powerless submissive. At least that was my future. Haddad and his employees were making me into a submissive. They were keeping me helpless and using alternating pain and pleasure. It was working. Right now I wanted nothing more than another orgasm, no matter the price. I had chosen to be a bondmaid and more than that I had arranged circumstances so as to guarantee I would become one!

Tony came back into the room. He fastened my wrists to the rings on the side of my belt then freed my ankles from the posts and refastened the hobble chain to them. He said, “Get up.” When I was on my feet, he gripped a nipple ring and led me to a chain hanging from the ceiling and fastened the chain to the back ring of my collar. He tied my ankles to rings on the floor, pulling them as far apart as the hobble chain allowed.

He retrieved the pole with the dildo on one end which was the author of my previous pleasure, inserted it carefully in my wet cunt and slowly shoved it further in until he could wedge the butt end against the floor. It was again a tight fit, but this time I knew it would fit and thought of it as an old friend who would help me to another orgasm.

Once again, I was unable to move with an inanimate penis-shaped thing in me. This time I was standing up with my arms locked to my waist. This time I knew that he was intending to force me into an orgasm. And this time I was looking forward to what he was going to do to me, in fact I was anxious for him to start.

He held the gag up to my face and I opened my mouth for him. I was glad to see it, one step closer to an orgasm. He plopped it in my mouth and buckled it tight, holding my tongue down, again making it impossible for me to form words. I shook my head to settle the gag more comfortably. He put a blindfold on me. An efficient one that blocked out every ray of light. I shook my head, not to make it more comfortable, but in a futile act of rebellion. He chuckled at my pointless display.

He left me standing there for long moments. Finally, I felt his hands on me, caressing my breasts, tugging on my rings, tickling my sides, swatting my ass. I squealed and twisted my torso, hopelessly trying to avoid the tormenting hands. I had no hope since I was sightless and bound and he could see and was free to move. I tried anyway, first because it was all I could and second because I knew it would please him  more than if I ignored his actions. I was becoming aroused as my twisting made the dildo in my cunt move around.

After long moments of writhing he wrapped an arm around me and lay a wonderful finger on my clit and began rubbing. My  subtle arousal instantly became the center of my existence. My squeals of torment became moans and grunts of my growing arousal. In seconds I was quivering on the lip of a titanic orgasm. Then he removed his finger and I cried out in anguish as my hope of arousal was quenched. He removed his hands from me and I was left alone in the dark with only an inert thing in my cunt. I was filled, but it was only a vague memory of my arousal. The next thing I felt was a sharp pain in my ass. I recognized it, a blow from a whip. I squealed and in a few seconds it repeated. He whipped my ass a dozen times, pausing a minute between each blow, I punctuated each stripe with a scream starting with pain, morphing to indignation, changing finally to cries of pleasure. The stripes moved onto the back of my thighs, then onto my breasts. They hurt momentarily then changed to an all-over glow. I has crossed the threshold from pain to warm glow. He could tell when my screams changed to grateful sighs.

He put his finger back on my clit and stroked it until I was back to moans of contented pleasure. Then he replaced his finger with a small vibrator on the hard nub of my clit and I fell into a gigantic orgasm. I squealed in pleasure as my vagina pumped my juices around the thick invader. Long, happy moments later I sank into the contented afterglow of a tremendous orgasm, the second in a few hours.

My mind wandered as I hung there, having glorious thoughts of what-if. I had never had more than one orgasm in a day, and not successive days, either. I could get used to this even if I was chained the rest of the time, hell, all the time. I didn’t need to do anything else. No, they would make me do things they wanted, but this was a hell of a reward, wasn’t it. I wonder if I could get them to spread it out more, like breakfast, orgasm, exercise, orgasm, work, orgasm?

I wondered if they were giving orgasms to all the other girls. I realized that Tony hadn’t had me yet. Was he wanking off while I was orgasming? Maybe he enjoyed whacking me into orgasms so much it was as good as an orgasm but without using him up. I hope he saves himself to give me a last orgasm, and him  too. I was feeling kindly to him and wanted him to enjoy me.

He watched me for a while, even after I sank into comatose bliss. Eventually he came over and, one at a time, unlocked my wrists from the waist belt, twisted them up behind my back and locked them to the chain dangling from the back of my collar. I had wondered what that chain was for. This was the most restricted my hands had been so far. It wasn’t uncomfortable, the chain was long enough to not cause any strain on my arms, sort of like I was undoing a bra, but I couldn’t reach anything and couldn’t get them far enough around front to see them. He freed my ankles from the floor and let me off the chain holding my collar. He said, “Sit down.”

“Yes, master.” I sat on the carpeted floor gratefully. He knelt beside me, grabbed the hobble chain, pulled it to my neck, and locked it to my collar. My feet were close to each other and close to my head. My knees stuck out to the side. I was now a compact ball of girl, my arms high on my back and my ankles held close to my head. When he released me, I rolled forward until my feet touched the floor, then onto my side. I felt cold air on my cunt and anus, they were dreadfully, humiliatingly, open to the world.

He walked around me, passing in and out of my field of vision. He said, in a conversational tone, “You know, I’ve trained lots of women to be pleasure slaves and I’ve learned that females, of all ages, can orgasm in any position, no matter how they are restrained. I guess it’s a fundamental condition of being female. Did you know that?”

I had never felt less inclined to orgasm than now. I was uncomfortable, locked into a pretzel shape and unable to move. It was a struggle just to breathe. I responded. “No, master, and I don’t believe it. I can’t even take a full breath. I couldn’t possibly orgasm unless you release my feet.”

“Really. A challenge now. Well, Let’s try. If I don’t make you orgasm in a few minutes I’ll release your legs and take you to bed. Fair enough?”

“It’ll do, master, but I have to point out, you were going to take me to bed anyway.”

“True, but do you have a better offer?”

“No, master, but you don’t either. There’s only me. You get to play with me and, win or lose, you get to fuck me.”

“True, true.” He took my ankle chain in his hand and dragged me to a thick post with a chain dangling from a ring, tilted me upright, back to the post, and locked the chain to my collar, holding me upright, my ass on the floor and feet six inches above the floor.

I didn’t feel even close to orgasming. I couldn’t move at all which was arousing due to the feeling of submission, but not exciting. He went out of the room for a few minutes as I cooled off. When he returned, he was carrying a box. It was six inches high and a foot square with an arm sticking out of one end and an electrical cord. He set it down in front of me and I saw the arm had a thick rubbery, greased dildo on its end. For me, I assumed. He plugged it in and shoved the dildo into me, rather easily. I thrilled to the penetration but cooled quickly.

“Does it do anything else, master” I asked.

“It needs to be adjusted.” He ran a long cable tie through my labia rings and through eyelets on the end of the box, leaving it loose. He started the motor in the box and it moved the dildo deep in my vagina them pulled it out. He positioned the box so the dildo neither bottomed out or pulled out of my vagina, then tightened the cable tie. He watched it chug merrily in and out of me.

I found myself being aroused. It felt very good. I found myself moaning quietly in time to the in-thrusts.

He said, “It isn’t quite enough to give an orgasm, but close. I’ll have to add a little more stimulation. This will be enjoyable for both of us.” He walked to a table and returned with a small, pointed stick like was used for skewers. He showed it to me and said, “Enjoy.”

I didn’t care what he did. I was swimming in arousal and grunting/moaning in time to the dildo. I felt tiny pinpricks on the soles of my feet and my toes, but they were nothing compared to the fireworks inside my belly. My eyes were closed, savoring the wonderful pulses of ecstasy the dildo was pumping into me with every thrust. I felt the pinpricks move p my legs, advancing toward my erogenous zones. I wondered what they would feel like on my  labia or breasts. I didn’t worry. The intense arousal from the dildo would swamp all other feeling. I wished I could stretch out. The would be even better.

The pinpricks stopped and I considered opening my eyes to see what he was doing but couldn’t do it. Suddenly a new, extraordinary feeling struck deep inside me and my eyes sprung open. He was holding that tiny vibrator up against my clit as the dildo kept thrusting. It was so much better than the dildo and was flinging me headlong toward the edge. In moments it flung me over the edge, into a mighty orgasm, one of the best.

I fell, headlong, into ecstasy, screaming, “Yes, yes, yes” and flexing, trying to break my bonds. I think I passed out. When I could see again, he was sitting in front of me, just smiling at me. I smiled back and whispered, “You were right, master.”

He squatted in front of me and released my feet. I stretched out slowly, relieving the strained muscles. I lay flat on my bound arms feeling only a blissful post-coitus glow. Strangely, it didn’t bother me lying on my arms. I guess it was no strain because they were so flat against my back. Just as well, he showed no intention of releasing them anytime soon and if he did, he’d just lock my wrist cuffs together anyway. I wasn’t going to see my hands again before exercise tomorrow. He was looking down at me with a wolfish expression.

Somehow, after all the orgasms, I wasn’t satiated, rather, hungry for more. It was like my body, once opened to multiple orgasms in a day, needed even more. I was hot for more sex and full of energy. I smiled innocently up at him and asked, “Are we going  to bed now, master?”

“Yes,  but not to sleep for a while?”

“Yummy, I’m not sleepy, master.”

“Good, get up.”

“Gladly, master.” I rolled  onto my side, gathered my legs under me, rolled onto then and rolled up to my feet. My bound arms didn’t hinder me at all. Once I was on my feet he clipped the leash on my nose ring and I felt the usual humiliation.

I expected him to lay me on the nearby bed and take me there, but instead he led me out the door and finally we wound up in his quarters, I guess. It was a nice apartment with space, modern furnishings, and art on the walls. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it was surprisingly well furnished for a mere employee. He asked. “Do you need to use the facilities?” ‘

I  nodded my head yes, and he took me into a surprisingly spacious bathroom, seated me on a toilet with a foot operated bidet, clipped my leash to a ring high on the wall, well out of my reach, and said, “Call me when you’re done,” and left me alone.

Except for my bondage, I was feeling good. This was much better than I expected. I relieved myself and used the bidet to wash my bottom and just relaxed for a minute. I wondered what would happen now. Would he just take me to bed with my hands and feet chained or would he let me have more freedom? Would he mix some pain with my pleasure? Did he enjoy me wriggling in pain? I heard him call, “Done yet?”

I answered, “Ready, master.” There was no point in guessing. I’d just see what he did. I had enjoyed his surprises so far.

He came in, naked, and said, “Stand up, turn around, and bend over.” There was no give in his voice. Maybe I had taken too long?

I quickly said, “Yes, master,” and did as ordered, hoping to improve his mood with my obedience.

He dried my bottom and said, ”Stand up.”

“Yes, master.”

He unclipped the leash from the wall ring, led me into the bedroom, and laid me on the bed, face up. He locked a chain from the headboard to my collar and removed the leash from my nose ring, thank God. OK, it was still demeaning to be chained to a man’s bed, but not nearly as humiliating as being led around by your nose. He sat beside me on the bed, put a hand on my breast and began playing with my nipples and their rings. After a moment, he said, “These are very nice. How aroused do they make you?”

“Very, master.” It was the simple truth. They were getting hard and beginning to ache.  I could feel my cunt lips growing engorged as they heated up. I rubbed my leg against his back and wanted him in me. I wish I could use my arms. I wanted to pull him to me and feel his skin against mine. As he continued to rub my breasts and nipples, I was getting hotter, more aroused an allow moan came from my throat, unbidden. I was ready to welcome him in me and try for the wild, animal sex he had promised.

I begged him, “Please, master, I’m ready, take me.”

He climbed on top of me and thrust his hard cock into my cunt, and it was mind blowing. I squealed in pleasure as he filled me, thrusting hard into me, squeezing me against the bed and kicking my arousal up a notch.

All I could do was ride the waves of pleasure, getting higher with every thrust, crying “Yes,” and moaning, feeling my orgasm getting closer with every thrust. The pressure was building up in me and part of me wanted release. I knew the end would be phenomenal, but then it would end and the build-up was fantastic on its own. I had no control and wanted to reach the fantastic end, but I sort of wanted it to drag out, too, because even the build-up felt good.

Finally, I’m teetering on the edge when Tony comes with a grunt and I’m filled with his hot cum and I cum, and cum. My body is shaking so hard, all I can do is laugh and squeal. I want to shake my fists at the sky in pure joy, but they don’t budge and all I can do is shake. Tony rolls off me and post-coital bliss settles over me like a warm blanket. I sigh and whisper, “Thank you, master.”

He rolls up, kisses me and says, “Thank you, slave, but we’re not done. I’m just getting warmed up.” He puts his hand on my cunt, tickles my clit and I’m ready again.

He took me two more times and left me exhausted. I woke up the next morning to Tony shaking me. I’m stiff and he’s already dressed. I don’t have to do anything yet. He releases me from the headboard, puts the leash back on my nose ring and leads me out of his apartment and takes me to the slave’s bath. He releases my hands and takes the leash off me. He says, “You did well. It’s time to start your day,” and leaves me with the other girls to get ready for the next day of training.

I stared at the closed door. Is that it? I somehow was expecting more. I felt we had something, some bond more than trainer and student. Stupid, stupid. I went to the sink and washed my face. Soon my ablutions were done, I had freshened my makeup and I was kneeling with the other girls at my breakfast. Just another day at Haddad’s School for Pleasure Slaves.


Chapter 18  :  Pleasure After All

I saw a routine forming. We got a mainly liquid diet. I guess it was expected our anuses would be used a lot. Exercises came after breakfast. The exercises were focused on keeping us limber and flexible with good stamina. We spent half of our time on a line of treadmills. They pushed each of us to our limit. We couldn’t run fast on them because we always had the short chain on our ankles, but they could control the incline. They always made us work up a sweat and their whips were excellent motivators.   The rest of the time was devoted to yoga exercises.

We had continual pose and posture training. We spent an unreasonable and painful amount of time on precise movement and accuracy in our poses. Every day, without fail we spent an hour on proper kneeling. We were require to kneel whenever we encountered a free person, even our trainers, and it had to be perfect. We had to spread our knees wide apart before they touched the floor. Our backs had to be arched and our breasts thrust out as far as possible. Our Heads had to be bent so we were looking down as far as possible. Our hands were almost always locked behind us. If they were when we met a free person then we had to put our elbows back as far as possible, if they were in front of us or free, we folded our hands in our lap.

We had to do this every time we met a free person and the trainers watched us like hawks. Staff wandered in and out of our training room frequently and unpredictably. Any mistake or sloppiness got us two or three swats with the short whips they all carried. Both male and female trainers watched us like hawks and seemed to get much pleasure from our squawks and dances.

Angela seldom spent much time in the cell. Usually  she slept in a trainer’s room , either securely chained in his bed or locked in a kennel similar to those at Wildwood, except here they were in the trainer’s rooms instead of in a separate group. She never learned if there were cells for all the girls or only one. She never saw the other girls except all  together in training or at meals. She was neither surprised nor disappointed. Her kennel was identical to the ones used at Wildwood. Its sole purpose seemed to be to confine her when she was punished alone. She hoped she would not spend much time in it.

She had long, secretly marveled at the Wildwood girls easy acceptance of their slavery and nudity. They played at sex games and were joyfully obedient to the most outrageous demands. Even a punishment whipping didn’t dampen their mood for more than a few minutes. There weren’t as many girls here and they were kept chained most of the time.She hoped she would learn to be as carefree.

She knew she would be a legal slave for twenty years. Mr. Phillips owned her and Haddad was going to train her to be a pleasure slave for him. She could only imagine what that meant. Would she be able to live free after twenty years of slavery? Could she be free after twenty years of life as a slave?  Would that be possible, relearn how to live alone, hold a job, be a lover? She would be forced to be submissive to her owner in all things. And she was certain he would be ruthless. She was also afraid she was already giving in to her innate female submissiveness. She would be the best slave she could be.

It wouldn’t take a month for her to become a perfect slave and she was afraid she would love it. She was sure that Phillips would demand perfection from her and sell her or send her back for more training if she proved intractable. Whoever was masochist enough to buy a resistant slave girl would likely be a much crueler master than Phillips. The best she could hope for was to retain enough individuality to restart her life after she was freed.

She closely examined every inch of the cell, looking for anything that might help her focus and ameliorate the conditioning she expected. She looked for something she could focus on to avoid being tamed, not for a means of physical escape. That was clearly impossible and even if she did manage to escape, anyone who saw her would turn her in for the reward or keep her for their slave.

Angela knew Haddad contracted with Phillips to turn her into a pleasure slave, what she envisioned as a near mindless automaton, a Stepford-wife-like female form, motivated only by a slavish need to serve and service a man with her body. A far thing from the obedient but fierce competition she tried to instill in her packgirls. Her physical fight was lost. She would wear their chains for twenty years, no matter what she did. She could see only two paths: successfully resist their conditioning and rebuild a life when released or become useful and important enough to her owner that he would keep her. Right now, that looked like the most likely path.

The serried ranks of small ringbolts adorning the walls and floor was interesting but of no obvious use. I was sure I would hate them, eventually. The phallus water source was obscene, but she feared it would only serve to strengthen the conditioning. I was sure I would be required to use my mouth to service men and women as part of my “training,” just as I had required “my” girls to do. I had given “blow jobs” to buys I liked in school. It was an easy favor to give, but I always got something of value in return, status with the boys or something of value.

It was only when I lay on the bed that I noticed the hook on the end of a chain poking through a finished hole in the ceiling. I was sure they could lower it down when they wanted. I had used such devices at Wildwood to control “My girls.”

I was used to an active life supervising and training the packgirls of Wildwood Farms, preparing for hunts, and all the other details to ensure my charges were healthy and gave good sport to the guests. I now had no responsibilities and was bored. I sat on the cot and perused my cell and when I tired of that, I paced. I gave up scanning the walls for items of interest by my fourth circle of the cell and just paced, occasionally looking at the obvious cameras set high in the cell’s corners.

I was waiting for a shoe to drop. I knew why I was here. I knew they were going to “Train” me. I knew there was no way I could get out of it. Finally, I stopped and looked up at a camera and said, “I’m ready. Let’s get started, master.”

Less than a minute later, Haddad entered my cell.  He walked to the bed and sat down. I didn’t move. He said, “Kneel when your master enters the room.”

I quickly knelt and said, “Sorry, master. I didn’t know.”

He replied, sounding friendly, “You will learn more shortly. Stay on your knees and crawl closer to me.”

I was maybe five feet away from his feet. I inched forward, struggling to retain my balance. When my breasts were almost touching his knees, he spread them wide and I kept inching forward. I stopped when he said, “Enough.” I settled back on my feet, spread my knees very wide, lifted my chin to look straight ahead at his waist, and thrust my breasts out.

He reached out and put his thumbs through my nipple rings and his fingers under my breasts and lifted them up a couple of inches.  He said, “Nice breasts, Angela. They fit my hands well. Do you like the feel of my hands on them?”

It felt wonderful. Friendly. Full of promise. “Thank you, master. Yes, I like it very much when you hold them.”

He moved his hands and took my nipples between thumb and forefinger. He rolled them between his fingers, sending flashes of heat and arousal shooting through me. I moaned in pleasure and told him, “That feels wonderful, master.” I held my body rigid, trying not to wriggle in my arousal. I smiled at him and lifted my chin. I kept my eyes lowered. It was so hard not to look at his eyes. I felt my juices wetting my cunt. I was so horny I was afraid I would wiggle and anger him. I whispered, “Please master, may I move?”

He said, nonchalantly, “No, Angela. Stay still.” There was iron in his calm voice.

“Yes, master.” It was pure agony. I needed to move, to do something to assuage the fire in my loins. Somehow, I managed it, but it felt like I was about to explode.

He said, “You wanted to be caught, didn’t you?”

“I was ready for my life to change, master.”

“You’ve been embezzling for years. You could have taken your money and run long ago. Why didn’t you?”

“I enjoyed my work and didn’t have anything better to go to. Besides, what makes you think I don’t want to try being a bondmaid for a while, master?”

“Do you want to be a bondmaid, Angela?”

“I must, master. Sometimes I don’t know what I’m thinking. I considered running before the last hunt but decided not to. I don’t know why. I could have gotten away with it for years if that silly little thief hadn’t come along. Anyway things will be exciting and different now.”

“Why didn’t you stop? If you had simply skipped this hunt, no one would have known.”

“I couldn’t, master. The hunt would have netted another hundred K and Phillips couldn’t miss the surge in income.”

“Surely you have your previous take well hidden?”

“Of course, master, but I’m the only one who could have taken the money. I’m the only one who had access. A thorough search would find at least the real estate I purchased with the funds.”

“They’ve already found some of it.”

“Master, I don’t care if they find it all. I’m sure someone is going to provide shelter and food for me from now on.”

“You don’t want your freedom? Is being a bondmaid so attractive to you?”

“Master, I know bondmaids. I’ve managed them, controlled them, studied them for years. I find it attractive to have someone else take care of me in exchange for sex and companionship. The girls find it exciting and stimulating to be humiliated. They are never so happy as when they are paraded naked and chained in public. They brag about it for days. Is it any wonder that I’ve come to envy them? It’s true they aren’t free to wander or do things they want, but it’s also true that they are free from society’s restrictions. Within their kennel they are free to be as female as they can be. I find that more attractive than living within society’s limits.”

Haddad asked, “You know I’ve been hired to turn you into a pleasure slave, not a packgirl, right?”

“Yes, master. I’m happy not to be put in the Wildwood pack. That would just be too weird to just be one of the pack after being the head trainer for so long.”

“You think being a pleasure slave will be easier?”

“No, master, not easier, but I know too much about packgirls to want to be one. Now that I’ve gotten used to the idea of being a pleasure slave, I’m looking forward to it.”

Haddad didn’t think she was being entirely truthful. Why should she? And being dropped into slavery after being free and essentially a slave owner had to be unsettling. “Phillips told me you have worked for him as head packgirl keeper and trainer for several years. Why did you take that job?”

“Master, I was taking care of the horses at Wildwood when they started the ponygirl business. That was just after the bondmaid law passed. Mr. Phillips offered me the job of head trainer. It paid well and wasn’t too different from what I was doing. There was no one more experienced in the state since the law just changed. I was getting in on the ground floor.”

“Did it bother you to start treating girls like they were animals, keeping them naked and locked up?”

“No, master. I have two younger sisters.”

“You often took a packgirl to your room at night, I understand. What did you do with them?”

“Dominance and Sex games, master, then they kept my bed warm.”

“Did you keep them in wrist and ankle chains like yours?

“Always, master. Wildwood doesn’t train them, just punish them when they disobey or are snarky. So I always made sure they were helpless. Like me now, I guess.”

“Do I need to keep you chained, then?”

“Master, I hope to become a trusted pleasure slave and never give my owner a reason to restrict me.”

“That will depend on your owner and your behavior. I will only have you long enough to train you.”

“Master, I expect you plan to treat me harshly in order to make me acceptably docile for my owner.”

“You must be obedient, submissive, skilled, and loyal. I will treat you as harshly as  needed to properly train you.”

“I will try to learn quickly, master.”

I have a tool you did not have at Wildwood for their packgirls. Your collar has features to report on you and punish you for bad behavior.”

My collar? Shit!... “Master, what do you mean?”

“I’ll demonstrate. First, I will show you your alert signal. I will use it to get your attention and instruct you to pause in what you are doing and attend me.” He took a small, black object from his pocket, adjusted it, held it up, and pushed a button. My collar silently vibrated. It stopped when he lifted his finger. He asked, “Is that signal clear?”

“Yes, master. Very clear.” In fact, it was terrifying. It had to be able to punish me and probably spy on my every action and report my location. For all I knew it could read my thoughts. Technology sucks for someone on the bottom.

He studied my face for a moment, then said, thoughtfully, “When training a dog one has to reward or punish as soon as the dog does something good or bad. I expect it is the same for women. I intend to follow that approach with you. All of my trainers have a controller like this. So you will know, I am going to give you a mild jolt, such as might be used when you forget to address a trainer as “Master.” I’ve set the control to it’s softest value. Hold still and I will push the button at three.”

“Yes, master.”

“One…two…three.”

A shock of electricity zapped my neck for a long second. I jerked in shock, but, in reality, it wasn’t bad. About the same as a static electricity shock on a dry day.

He told me, “That was it’s lowest setting, one out of ten. The highest setting is enough to render you unconscious, about like a taser jolt. Disobedience, sulkiness, slowness to respond, attempts to escape, in fact, any action that is not instant, complete, eager, smiling, and obedient, will be punished. Just so you know, if you see a red line on the floor or ground, don’t cross it. The system will automatically stun you and summon a trainer. It will hurt and cause you to have more restrictions. Be careful.”

I had no intention of trying to run away, yet his words and the depth of his control over me was jolting. We had nothing like this at Wildwood. We relied on observation, physical control, rewards, and punishment to control our girls. Here they could hear me and always know my location. I could have no secrets. Suddenly I felt twice the slave. I said, softly, “Yes, master. Thank you for warning me.”

My bonds seemed to tighten as another thought hit me, what else was there that he hadn’t mentioned? Could he control my thoughts? Would I know if he did? Was my body solely mine to control? Was I just a passenger in it now?

He watched me for a long moment before saying, “Wildwood chose short-term girls because they expected to be released shortly. It would be an adventure of sorts and then they would go home. They were used and enjoyed and maybe learned something. Not your situation. You will spend a lot more time under strict control. You will have to be taught skills and long-term behavior. Your owner wants you back soon, so we will use training methods proven to give fast results on new bondmaids. You’ll enjoy them.”

He stood up, walked to the door ,and opened it. Two men entered  pushing a thing like an oddly shaped chair, festooned with wide leather straps. I backed away from them, pointlessly. One of them asked, “Bored, Angela?”

I was gagged and strapped to the chair, my arms pulled down over the back and locked in place. My legs were bent and my anklets locked to the arms of the chair so my knees were higher than my head and my groin exposed. I was exposed and helpless. They could easily hurt me or arouse me. I had done nothing to deserve the former and wouldn’t mind the latter. Was this just a demonstration of their power over me? I was worried that it would involve my discomfort. Many men enjoyed torturing women.

Their hands wandered over me, everywhere but where I wanted them to be. They followed my spine, traced my ribs, stroked my thighs, and rubbed my feet, studiously avoiding my eager erogenous zones between my legs and on the tip of my breasts.

A pole with a rubber dildo on the end was produced, inserted in my cunt, and they fucked me vigorously. When my juices were coating the dildo, one of the men produced a vibrator with a small, rubber coated head and began vibrating my clit. It was instantly effective and I started moaning and my juices coated its nubbly flanks. My belly started spasming and I was near orgasm.

I was enjoying the ride and wanted them to continue. That wasn’t their plan, though. They stopped and tied the end of the pole to my nipple rings with strong black cord then taped the vibrator with the long, narrow end to the pole, carefully positioned to rest on my clit. I had never been more helpless and humiliated in my life. I had absolutely no control over my body. My body didn’t care how it was stimulated or what I thought about it.

My reaction was exactly what they intended. I squealed in surprise and joy. Waves of pleasure rippled through me and I squirmed, trying to make the vibrator push harder on the superbly sensitive nerves in my clit.

In seconds I exploded with a fantastic orgasm. I slowly came back to my senses and saw the men were gone. I was still in the chair and halfway to my next orgasm. They left me there with my never-ending cycle of orgasms for a long time. I know I had at least five climaxes before they returned. They removed the cords, pole, and vibrator. I watched them work with deep gratitude. I was tired, grateful, and surprised. I had not expected to have such feelings without having to please a man. Surprising myself, I wanted them to love me.

I was released and cleaned. One of them removed my gag and I said, “Thank you masters,” stepped close to the nearest one and tried to kiss him. He pulled me close and we kissed for a long moment before he released me. I turned to the other and stepped close. He kissed me too. I felt wonderful, and when he released me, I offered, “Masters, thank you for your kindness and would like it very much if you would take me to bed.”

They just smiled and the tall one told me, “Not now. Someone will come get you shortly.”

I wanted to know what was happening but was still in post-coital bliss and didn’t want to spoil it.

They locked the end of the long chain to my collar and left me chained to the wall with my hands locked behind me but I didn’t mind. I felt loved and was quite content. I collapsed on the bed and thought about what happened. I was tired and my loins were tingling. Despite my sexual exercise, I had wanted them to fuck me. This was clearly a good part of my training and I wanted more.

I had never had more than one orgasm at a time before. I didn’t even know it was possible. Was this what my slavery held? Could my resolve to resist, to maintain my core self, withstand such feelings?

A half-hour later I met Sally. The door opened and a man stepped in followed by  a girl, about my age and size. I stood and watched her intently. She dropped something on the floor just inside the outer door. She wore a collar, cuffs, and anklets like mine. Her anklets were joined by a chain but her hands were free and she had a black miniskirt covering her loins. I instantly envied her. He had a short whip in one hand and he walked to me, stopping three feet away. The girl passed him, came up beside me and turned to face him. I saw the name tag on her collar read, “Sally.”

She hissed at me, “Copy me,” turned around, and dropped to her knees, crossed her hands behind her back and bent over, pressing her forehead to the floor.

I gaped at her then copied her.

He said to me, “Faster.” He waved his whip for emphasis.

I quickly said, “Yes, master.”

He studied my face for a moment, then said, “This is Sally. She’ll show you the ropes. Go with her.”

Sally whispered, “Thank him.”

I did, then he unlocked my wrists, took the chain off my collar, and left, leaving the cell door open.

When he was gone, she said, “Get up,” and rose to her feet.

I followed her up and opened my mouth to ask her what was happening. Before I could make a sound, she stepped close, put her arms around me, and kissed me on the mouth. She was warm and cuddly and I kissed her back, embracing her. We kissed for a long moment and I enjoyed it a lot. I was both excited and scared, wondered how far she would go. Eventually she pulled her head back and broke the kiss. I didn’t want to stop and kept my arms around her.

She dropped her arms and said, “Welcome to Pleasure Slave School. We have to go now or we’ll be late. You never want to be late around here.”

I released her. “Late for what?”

“Anything. Come on.”

I released her and followed her toward the open door. She stopped just inside and picked up the thing she had dropped. It was red cloth. She spread it in her hands. It was a short skirt like the one she wore. She handed it to me, “Put it on.”

I had never been so grateful. I practically jumped into it. It fit ! I wasn’t naked anymore. I grinned at her, “Thank you, so much.”

She grinned back and lifted her skirt so I could see the was ringed like me. “We all have the same things. Now let’s go meet the others.”

I saw that her pubic hair had been shaved off. I put a hand on her shoulder and asked, “Will I be shaved too?”

“Yep. We all are. Naked as new-born everywhere but our head.” Now we really have to go.”

There were eight more girls in the room. We were of an age. Young, but not children, fit but not muscular, shoulder length hair, collared, ankles chained, ringed noses and breasts, short skirts covering our nether rings. They crowded around me. No one asked my name. They could see my name on the tag on my collar. Lipstick eye shadow, blusher, but nothing fancy. We were all bondmaids here to become pleasure slaves. These would be my friends and support.

The slight click of the door opening alerted the girls who quickly surrounded us. The girls were of various colorings, including deep black, olive skinned. Irish redhead, blonde Scandinavian, and average American. They were all attractive and physically fit. Angela couldn’t help staring at their bobbing, swaying, ringed breasts, appreciating how their posture accentuated their weight and motion.

They milled around her, looking her over curiously. She felt out of place, like she had just started at a new school and gone onto the playground for the first time.

“Pretty,” said the first girl.

“Nice breasts and a round ass,” said the second.

“Trim waist and no cellulite on her legs,” added the third.

Sally stepped in front of me, gently pushed back two girls and told me, “Ignore them. None of us has been here more than three days. They want ten girls for a class and you’re the last one. Today will be our first class. There’s only a few rules and you already know most of them. You don’t have to tell any of us about yourself unless you want everyone to know it.”

The door opened again and five men entered. All of them were tall and well-muscled. If central casting was asked to deliver five tall football players, they would have sent these guys. They looked us over with approving smiles. They knew we were their prey and we knew it too. Ten nearly naked young, shapely girls, collared with chained ankle. Not that I would have run from any of them. I heard several gasps from the girls as they felt the new dynamic in the room. All of us instinctively straightened up, sucked in our stomachs, and arched our backs to the men. The aroma of aroused women filled the room.

They lined up, shoulder to shoulder and the one in the middle order, “Line up, girls. Quickly.”

We hurried as ordered.

The leader said, “Always say ‘Yes, master,’ when responding to an order.”

We chorused, “Yes, master.”

He said, “You are here to learn to give pleasure to your owners. The students usually enjoy it. This class will teach you the joys of bondage. We will start with a lesson on proper bondage then you will pair up and practice on each other.” He pointed to a girl and said, “Step forward,” and pointed to a spot in front of him.

She did and said, “Yes, master.” She held herself well with breasts at attention. I guess we all did.

When she stopped, he said, “The rest of you kneel where you are. Keep correct posture.”

We all chimed, “Yes, master,” and obeyed. I tried to sink gracefully, without moving my feet and keeping my breasts thrust forward as I descended.”

He continued, “James will show you how to properly tie a girl’s arms. Pay attention, you will have to do it yourself.”

James stepped up beside the girl. I didn’t yet know her name and sad, “Your owner may want to bind you. Until this happens, you may be frightened by it. Don’t be. Your owner has spent a lot of money on you and wants you to be a happy, well-adjusted girl who is a pleasure to him and his friends. You will all learn that much pleasure can come from being helpless in the hands of a lover. I will show you several ways to bind a girl so she is helpless, comfortable, and cannot escape without help. We are using a soft cotton rope.

We could just use your collar and cuffs, but these, though implacable, are best for keeping you captive. The romantic would say you are being gift-wrapped for your lover. When it’s done right, you will find it is the best aphrodisiac of all to be comfortable and helpless before your lover, unable to control anything and able to feel everything.

There was a pile of brown ropes in bundles on a table. He took one to the girl, unwrapped it and showed us how to fashion a harness for her breasts, to encircle each one and make them stand out in conical mounds, then he passed the rope around her joined wrists several times, loosely, ending with several loops between her wrists, cinching the first loops tight. The loose ends then went around her waist several times, lifting her hands to the small of her back,. Ending with the final knot well out of reach of her hands.

He turned her around to face us and said “Stand up and look her over. You will have to copy this tie on a girl today,” then he took hold of a nipple ring and led her to our line. He paraded her to each of us and made us feel the rope and study the tie.

She was grinning and looked very happy. I wanted to ask her about her feelings but didn’t have the courage. I noted her nametag, Leila, and resolved to ask her when I got the chance.

He put her back in the line, still tied tight. “A girl can be tied like this for as long as you want. The ropes are snug, but don’t cut off circulation if you do it right.” He pointed to another girl, “You, blondie, come up front. The rest of you kneel and keep good posture.”

He got a couple more rope bundles and tied a similar rope breast harness on her. Then he bound her arms behind her, not at the wrists, but holding her arms crossed behind her, with several loops around her forearms then cinched together between her arms and finished with more loops pulling her upper arms together. When he finished her upper body was welded together in a tight unit. Relative motion was impossible.

Once again he used her nipple ring to parade her past all of us to study the tie. Again I thought she looked happy to be bound. Silly girl. He put her back in line and had us kneel. He walked back to the line of men and the leader said, “OK girls, now you will all practice tying each other up. One of us will work with each pair of girls. First one will tie the other up, arouse her then they will switch places.”

The men came to our line and a man picked me and Sally. He sent Sally to fetch two rope bundles from the table and walked me away from the other groups. When Sally returned, he told her, “Tie Angela’s arms crossed behind her. If she gets loose, you’ll be punished.

Sally replied, “Yes, master. She won’t get loose.”

He told me, “Cooperate, don’t resist.”

“Yes, master.”

I stood limp as she tied the rope breast harness on me. It was not uncomfortable but did compress my breasts. It surprised me by making my nipples hard and sending hot flashes through my loins. I was shocked. I had not thought I was submissive, but breast bondage was turning me on. It was a completely different feeling from putting on a bra. Was it because someone else was doing it to me? Now I wanted her to hurry and really make me helpless.

When it was time for my arms, I cooperated and held them crossed behind me as she wrapped the rope around them. When they were loosely wrapped a few times, she ran the rope between my arms, around the first bindings, pulling them tighter so I they were snug. I don’t think I could get free now. She wasn’t done, though. More rope encircled my body, just below my taut breasts, several times then this wrapping was cinched tight between my upper arms and my back, snugly tightening around my upper arms, making it impossible for me to even wiggle my arms. My arms were very snugly held. When she was finished my arms were bound tightly to my back and I couldn’t move them at all.

He ordered, “Try to get loose.”

I wriggled and stretched. I shook my body. I stretched and groped for a loose end I could unravel, to no avail. I couldn’t touch anything. After a couple of futile minutes, I stopped and told him, “I can’t get loose, master.”

“Try harder,” and slashed my thighs with his whip.

I squealed and jumped and redoubled my effort. I strained and twisted. I jumped and scraped my bonds against the wall, all to no avail. Finally, panting, I stopped, faced my master, and repeated, “I can’t get loose, master.”

“OK,” he led me to a wall and fastened me there with a three-foot chain from a wall ring to my collar. “Now beg Sally to punish you.”

I was shocked and dismayed. “Why, master?”

“For questioning an order and to help you get over your fear of a little pain. Now do it and mean it or I will punish you for disobedience. Thank your mistress for punishing you.”

I gulped and decided I’d better obey. “Yes, master.  “Mistress Sally, please punish me. Beat me. Treat me harshly.” If I had to beg, I’d do it well.

He handed Sally his whip, “Start with her breasts, one at a time. Three light strokes then a hard one. Do each breast separately.”

Sally took the whip and stared at it, “Yes, master.” She raised the whip and stood beside me. She started with my left breast. The first strokes stung and I jumped but didn’t cry out. The fourth was harder and I yelped. The pain was strong and I flinched. Though it stung, there wasn’t a mark on my breast. If this was the worst, I could stand it.

I said, “Thank you mistress. Please punish my other breast.”

She rubbed my breast and pinched my nipple softly, feeling how firm and rigid they were. “Like this, don’t you?”

She was right, I was aroused by the bondage and her control. I felt moisture dampen my love canal. “Yes, mistress, a little.”

She walked around me and repeated the three light and one heavier strokes on my other breast. It hurt, just enough to make me even more aroused. She punished my breasts several more times. I thanked her every time and asked her to please punish me again. By the third round, my breasts had acquired a rosy glow and a wonderful feeling of warmth. My body liked bondage and harsh treatment. What else would I like?

The next time around she chose a new target, my naked bottom. She whacked my right  ass cheek hard with her whip. It felt like she was hitting much harder and I thought she was cutting the skin. I squealed at the pain and fought the chain, trying to get away. She didn’t stop hitting me as I twisted and bucked. The strokes landed all over my bottom and thighs. One cut landed directly on my cunt. The pain seared into me and stopped me in my tracks. I stood straight and let her whip my ass.

Just like that it didn’t hurt any more. It was like I had crossed a threshold and now the strokes just made me hot. At that instant I realized I was a masochist and the pain was arousing me. I smiled at Sally and thanked her for punishing me. I turned my ass to face her and begged her, “Please punish me, mistress. Treat me harshly. Punish me, please.” She placed a few more solid strokes on my ass before he stopped her.

It dawned on me that I was enjoying the bondage. I liked the secure feeling the tight ropes gave me. It was like a warm caress and made me relaxed. It was different than the collar and chains. They held me captive and restrained my motion, but they didn’t comfort me like these tight ropes. I’m sure that ropes could hurt me, even injure me, but these didn’t. I guess an amateur could be harmful, but these experienced masters knew what they were doing.

He asked Sally, “Is she wet?”

She put a finger in my vagina and rubbed it around. I gasped and tried to fuck her finger, but she had already removed it, “Very,” she said and held her hand to my mouth, “Clean my hand, Angela.”

“Yes, mistress,” and licked my juices off her finger. It was degrading, humiliating, submissive, sexy, and I loved it. I licked and sucked until she took her hand away. I loved her. I wanted to obey her. I was submissive. What had happened to me?

He pushed me back against the wall and shortened the chain so I couldn’t move. He told Sally, “Go get a spreader bar and a thick dido from the table. She hurried away and was back in seconds. ”Put the spreader bar between her knees. Stretch her wide. Then fuck her with the dildo.”

She did and it was wonderful, arousing, and degrading at the same time, but it wasn’t my fault. I couldn’t help how it felt. It drove me out of my mind. I begged for more, harder, I could hear similar cries from the other bound girls, but I didn’t care. I needed to cum. I got more aroused every second, every thrush of the dildo, until I fell over the edge and into a fantastic orgasm that went on and on. I would have collapsed if I hadn’t been chained to the wall. I sagged against it when she finally pulled the dildo out.

He unlocked the chain from my collar and eased me down until I was sitting on the floor. I felt her untying me. He let me rest a few minutes then got me up. “No lying about. Now you’re going to do the same thing to Sally.”

Sally faced away from me and crossed her arms behind her. She had seen what it did to me and wanted the same and I was just as eager to share hers. The tie was simple and with only a few pointers from the master, Sally was trussed up as tightly as I had been. We were very close to the same size and her breasts looked as perky as mine had.

He said, “Encourage her to get loose.”

I remembered him encouraging me. I took hold of Sally’s nipple rings and lifted her onto tiptoe, “Try to get loose, slave. Try hard or I’ll rip your tits off.” She started struggling. A little feebly, I thought, so I took both nipple rings in one hand and grabbed both her labia rings in my other hand and tugged them in different directions, making her squirm and beg me to stop. I told her, “You’re not trying your best. Harder!”

She struggled a little harder, but I wanted him to see me force her. I released her nipple rings and lifted her labia rings hard. I led her in small circles on tiptoe and slapped her breasts, enjoying their mobility.

He stopped me with, “That’s enough. She won’t get loose.” Her breasts were glowing rosy red.

Sally smiled at me and said, “Thank you for tying me, mistress.”

He slashed his whip across her thighs three times, “Silence,” he ordered.

Sally, whimpered and replied, “Yes, master.”

He locked her collar to the same chain I had been attached to and told her, “Now beg Angela to punish you.”

I remembered being on the other end of this game and how good it eventually felt. I was encouraged by the smile on Sally’s face when she asked me. She obviously remembered my experience.

Sally looked into my eyes and begged me, “Please punish me, mistress. Please treat me roughly so I will know my slavery.”

I remembered his instructions to Sally just a few minutes ago and followed the same pattern she had used, started on her breasts, so well presented. I started with her left breast, three light taps followed by a hard stroke.

She gasped at the hard stroke and sucked in a deep breath then said, “Thank you mistress for punishing me. Please may I have another?”

I liked that. I nodded and repeated the four strokes on her right breast. Her reactions were getting weaker with each change. I expected she was reacting like I had and was getting more aroused at each beating. I looked at him inquiringly and he nodded so I shoved two fingers into her love canal and felt how wet she was. I pulled out my sloppy fingers and put them in her eager mouth. “Clean them.”

She licked and sucked until they were clean and wet.

He followed the same pattern he had used with me. He had me lash her bottom and thighs until she was covered with thin red stripes. She squealed and jumped but couldn’t move enough to escape the whip. She remembered to thank me after the first two heavy strokes, then she just squealed, but sometime she passed into pleasure and started thanking me again. It was clear when she passed over the pain threshold and started enjoying it. That was when he stopped me whipping her and told me, “Put the spreader bar on her.”

I used the dildo and gave her an orgasm. I enjoyed it almost as much as she did. The feeling of power was amazing, not orgasm inducing, but the power was addictive. I knew now what domes felt and it was good having total control over her and making her enjoy it.

He had me untie her and took us to the shower room to get cleaned up. Then he locked our hands behind us, clipped leashes to our nose rings, and took us to dinner. The dining room had a long, narrow table with place settings and chairs for ten people along one side. Eight of the chairs were occupied with six men and two women, all laughing and talking among themselves. Ten feet in front of them was a row of steel bowls on the floor, filled with water.

The other eight girls were already there, silently kneeling on the floor behind the bowls, their hands behind them. The man holding our leashes removed them, motioned us toward the row of naked, kneeling girls, and said, “Take your places.” We quickly knelt behind the last two bowls and he sat at the table and joined his companions in conversation. A bell tinkled and two women, not bondmaids, fully clothed, obviously employees, came in pushing serving carts. I instantly blushed all over, mortified that another woman should see me like this, but they ignored us and my embarrassment ebbed. Of course they were employees and saw naked bondmaids all the time!

They set a wide, shallow steel bowl full of what looked like a hearty stew in front of each of each girl. I watched the other girls for clues. After all the bowls were down, the carts were removed and they quickly returned, setting platters on the tables in front of us. While they were bringing the food in, Haddad came in and sat in the remaining chair, in the center of the table. He looked at me directly and said, “Eat,” and the girls bent forward, put their mouths in the bowls, and started eating. I followed their example.

The food was vegetarian and tasty, and I was hungry, so I had no trouble eating it all. I watched Sally, the only other girl I could see with my head in the bowl, as I ate. She ate everything in her bowl and licked it clean before straightening up. I followed her example. When I was up, I could see the other girls doing or had done the same. I, and all the others I could see had bits of food stuck to our nose rings. We knelt there, silently as the people seated at the table ate and discussed us. They made fun of the girls with the most food on their faces and rings.

When one of the trainers finished their meal, they would come over and select a girl, clean her face and take her away. After the second girl had been taken out, I whispered too Sally, “What’s happening?”

Sally hissed back, “Games. Relax and enjoy it.”

Soon, Haddad came over to me and I looked up at him. He was big and muscular and just being handled by him was a bond in itself. One huge hand around my arm was as inescapable as the steel bands and chains I lived in. His deep voice rumbled, “Stand.”

I did and said, “Yes, master.”

He cleaned my ring and my face with a moist towelette in rough fingers, then clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me to his quarters. He threaded the leash through a chain dangling from the ceiling, pulled it tight so I stared at the ceiling, dared not move my feet, and tied it off. He unlocked my hands and relocked them to the chain above me. He went away for a short time. He returned and put something around my torso. It covered me from my breasts to my hips. I had never worn one, but I recognized it as a corset.

I had seen them in movies and fantasized about wearing the restrictive garments, imagined what they felt like, dreamt about being forced to wear one, imagined what I would look like. Now, here it was. I knew it had to be more than just the garment I had seen in movies and I was right. It was a garment to hold and display a bondmaid. When it closed around me, it was snug and stiff, lifting and supporting my breasts, compressing my waist, pushing in my belly. Then he started tightening it.

As my ribs struggled to expand against the hard leather, I felt a deep sexual flush from the restriction. It was like all my blood was being pushed into my sex and nipples, engorging them, making them open and flush in waves of unstoppable heat. Straps pulled up on either side of my vulva and bands tightened on my thighs. He stroked my wide-open labia, tugging gently on their heavy rings, tightly framed by leather.

I pulled so hard on my wrists that I lifted my feet off the floor, my toes curling. Gasping and moaning, in desperate need, I thrust my hips forward, begging him to touch me again.

The corset curled close under my breasts, his hands lifting them up. He fastened and tightened the straps above them, further restricting my breathing and squeezing them to jut out, hard and smooth as alabaster. His fingers grasped both of my nipple rings and tugged gently. Arousal peaked and I breathed, “Please fuck me, master. He popped a  gag between my parted lips and buckled it in one quick motion, then swatted both my breasts, hard. My arousal spiked and I thought I would instantly orgasm, but he saw what was happening and ordered, “Stop.” My arousal instantly faded and I was shocked. Was I already under his control?

He stepped behind me and released my left hand from the chain. He pulled it down, behind me, and lifted it back up to my right shoulder blade. He clipped my cuff to some attachment point on the corset. I tugged, but it was inflexible. He repeated the motion with my right hand. My arms were firmly held high on my back and I couldn’t even wiggle them. No usable hands, no grasping fingers, just a helpless torso with a leash on its nose.

He reached up and released my leash from the overhead chain. My heart was pounding and my insides were swollen and wet. I looked down and saw my bulging breasts, held in a barbaric embrace, strapped by black leather, vulnerable and exposed. Arms restrained and useless, breasts offered by the same bondage: a body packaged and presented to display the value it’s new owner placed on its parts.

He wasn’t done preparing me. He ran my leash under my ankle chain and forced me to bend over until my head was lower than my knees. He said, “Don’t move,” and clipped the handle of the leash to my belt. I didn’t dare move for fear of the pain in my nose. He stepped away and returned with a butt plug, already greased. He inserted if in my anus, with some difficulty it was so big. Once it was in it seemed secure, It was narrower at the base than at the middle so my sphincter muscle held it in place. It was big, bigger than I would have thought would fit and I felt stuffed. It was more pleasant than I expected once it was in. He released my leash and used it to lead me.

My heart pounded and my insides swelled, hot, full, and wet. Master went to a sofa, leading me by my nose, sat, and pulled me down to sit on his lap. I worried about the butt plug, but it wasn’t bad. He whispered in my ear, “Quiet, don’t move.” He played with my breasts, squeezing, pulling, slapping, stroking, tugging, and twisting the rings. Nerves carried every touch to the center of my being, nerves that called to each other and spoke in unison. I arched my breasts forward, ramming into his hands for all that I was worth, eager for the incredible pleasure his hands gave me.

My lips were parted emitting guttural, primitive sounds as he pumped me up until my arousal could no longer be denied and I squirmed mindless on his leg, whimpering in my orgasm, knowing I was disobeying my master but completely out of control. A big hand gripped my neck and held me still while his other hand spanked my breasts, painfully. Three slaps on each breast. I squealed at each stroke. The last stroke drove me into an unbearable orgasm. I bucked and twisted against the hard hands holding me. I didn’t move them nor did I want to. I wanted to feel his strength controlling me, making me obey him. I needed him to control me, force me to obey. That was the key to my submission, knowing I was being controlled. I wanted the strong hands of a man on me, letting me know he was in charge and he wasn’t shy about  it.

I whimpered as I came down from my peak, sorry he had relaxed, enjoying his hard hands gripping me, quieting myself after a few seconds. I cowered before his stern gaze for a long time. Finally his hand pulled my face to his and he kissed me. I responded with all my being and hoped he didn’t think that disobedient. After a long kiss he put me kneeling facing him on the floor and looked thoughtfully at me.as afraid to move.

Haddad enjoyed her orgasm. It was very nice seeing her helpless submission. It’s a perfect chance to discipline her and force her to orgasm to a little pain. It bodes well for her intended training.  On a sudden whim he used his phone to summon Elizabeth.

When she entered the room, she saw the naked slave before Haddad and asked, “Is she the one from Wildwood?” She observed the expression of the girl and saw she was still recovering from an orgasm.

Haddad responded, “Yes. She was their head trainer and apparently decided she wanted to be a bondmaid.””

“Really. Unusual choice.”

“Right. She’s reacted well to pain and stimulation of her erogenous zones. I’d like you to see how she responds to girls.”

“OK. Now?”

“Why not?”

Elizabeth went to Angela, clipped the leash on her nose ring and said, “On your feet, girl.”

“Yes, mistress.” Angela got to her feet with some difficulty with her hands locked behind her and followed Elizabeth out of the room.

Elizabeth took her down the hall, into her room and had her kneel in the center of the room. She laid her on the floor an tied her leash to a ring in the floor with only a few inches of slack. Elizabeth said, cheerily, “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.” Angela didn’t move, either. She couldn’t reach the leash and she wasn’t going to do anything that might pull on it.

Angela could hear faint sounds coming from the other room as Elizabeth moved around.  Angela turned her head and looked at the doorway, curious what her new captor intended. The vague sounds went on for a few minutes before she reappeared, now clad in a diaphanous red negligee.

She came to me, squatted beside me and untied my leash from the restraining ring, and said, ”On your knees, Angela.”

Yes, mistress.” I rolled over, got my knees under me and raised up to a kneeling position, spread my knees wide, smiled, and looked up at her. She walked slowly to an easy chair, keeping a steady pull on my nose. I waddled after her as fast as I could on my knees. Thankful that she walked slowly. She sat in the chair and stopped pulling. She watched me as I adjusted my position into a proper keeling pose, knees wide, breasts thrust out, looking at her.

After I was settled, she spoke, “You were the lead trainer of the Wildwood packgirls?”

“Yes, I was, mistress.”

“Now you volunteered to be a twenty-year bondmaid?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Why?”

“I was caught embezzling and I would have received a longer sentence if I hadn’t volunteered.”

“Haddad tells me the authorities think you wanted to get caught.”

“I didn’t, not really.”

“Not really?”

“…I wondered what it would be like, of course…but I wouldn’t  have been caught if it wasn’t for that failed robbery.”

“Is it like what you thought?”

“Yes…no…not really. I don’t know.”

“You kept your girls chained at Wildwood?”

“Not usually. Only if they were being punished.  I thought I would be a packgirl, too. I’ve been chained ever since I signed the papers.”

“It’s not the girl’s choice. Your owner wanted a pleasure slave. Unless he changes his mind, you’ll probably have at least your feet chained for the rest of your sentence. Most bondmaids are.”

“I know that now.”

“You know how to service women?’

“I had the packgirls service me, but I’ve never done it.”

“Then it’ll be a learning experience for you. Just recall what you liked. If you do something I don’t like, I’ll let you know with the whip.”
 

She pulled me closer until my chin was against her cunt. I could smell her arousal and knew what she wanted.

Without a word I stuck my tongue in  her cunt and started licking.

“Very nice, Angela. You do know how to give a woman pleasure. Did you please your  girls or just have them please you?

I paused, removed my tongue from her pussy, replied, ”I pleased them too, mistress,” and resumed eating her out.

“You must enjoy both ends then.”

Pause. “Yes, mistress.”

“How fortunate for you. How did you know to try?”

Pause. “I saw that my girls enjoyed receiving my gift when I ordered them to try,  mistress.”

“Good.” Elizabeth stared down at the helpless girl between her legs and felt such an incredible sense of power and control she almost fainted. She sucked in a calming breath to try and get back in control, grasped the leash’s clip and held Angela’s nose tight against her pussy. “Deeper, stick your tongue all the way in.”

Elizabeth’s orgasm triggered seconds after Angela’s tongue sank deep in her love canal, her belly spasming, treating Angela’s tongue exactly as if it were a penis, trying to keep it in her and pumping her juices around it to claim a sperm.

Angela eagerly complied, fully enjoying the intimate pleasure as much as Elizabeth, licking and sucking up Elizabeth’s furiously pumping love juices, feeling her own belly spasming in sympathetic female orgasm.

Their mutual  orgasm continued for long minutes, much longer than a man could, continuously reinforcing each other until Elizabeth’s hand went slack and Angela collapsed to the floor, her leash slipping through Elizabeth’s lax fingers.

Elizabeth came slowly back to awareness, still loosely grasping the leash in her hand, not remembering what it was. She looked around and saw she gripped Angela’s nose leash in her hand, Angela motionless on the floor in front of her. Her numbed brain could only think, “Holy Shit. What a ride.” In a minute Angela moaned and Elizabeth nudged the limp form with her toe.

Angela stirred and looked up. “Sorry, mistress. I must have fainted.”

“Kneel, Angela.”

“Yes, mistress,” and the bound girl struggled to her knees , spread them wide, and looked up. Angela had the taste of her in her mouth. She would never forget the taste of female sex. It was as good as male sex, but different, a different wavelength. She savored them both but male sperm had the promise of fulfillment. Female juices tasted like fun. They both were wonderful. Mistress reached a hand down, slipped a finger into my pussy and rubbed  delightfully. I couldn’t quite stifle a gasp of pleasure.

She slapped my breasts, back and forth, twice. It stung but was arousing. I deserved discipline, but I might do it again. I should not have made a sound without permission. It was her right to discipline me. “Quiet, Angela.”

“Sorry, mistress.”

She stood up and lifted my leash, a clear signal for me to stand. She led me into another room and up to a wall with several ringbolts on the wall. She clipped my nipple rings to two ringbolts several inches above them on the wall. I had to stand on tiptoes . She dropped the nose leash and clipped a chain to my collar. I recognized the security. If I ripped out my nipple rings, the chain to my collar would still secure me to the wall. I guess it was training although quite harsh. She told me If you make any noise, I’ll punish you.”

I must have stood there a couple of hours before she returned. My feet were killing me. I had stood on tiptoe the whole time. She returned eventually and fastened another chain to the back ring of my collar, released the chains from the wall to my collar and my nipple rings. She backed me up five feet and took the slack out of the single chain still attached to me until it was tight and held me in the center of the room. The leash still hung from my nose. I smiled at her and asked if I could speak. She said I could and I thanked her for freeing me from the wall.

She said, “You’re welcome, Angela,” and walked over to me. She put her hands on me,  lightly rubbing  my sides, my back, my ass. I felt warm all over as her hands wandered over my skin, gently caressing me. It was strange being caressed so intimately by a woman I only knew as Elizabeth while I couldn’t touch her because my own limbs were bound to my body. I would’ve reciprocated if I could have, I wanted to, to show how much I liked the feel of her hands on my body. I couldn’t even say anything since she had not given me permission to speak. How strange my life had become, how limited, how controlled by others. Yet it was thrilling to be owned, to have someone else in total control.

She changed and started tickling me. I was defenseless. My hands were fastened high on my back , absolutely immobile. Thankfully the tight corset protected my sides and  ribs, but the rest of me was open to her treacherous fingers. She tickled my breasts, cunt, neck, armpits, neck, ankles, feet, legs, neck, and shoulders. Top to bottom, I had no idea so much of me was ticklish.

She tormented me with her devilish finger tips for a long time before she changed her approach. She focused on my breasts, starting with licking and blowing, flicks of her tongue making my nipples rock hard and aching. Then she took my whole nipple and aureole into her mouth and sucked really hard. It sent electric pulses through my body and I jerked in wild abandon. She put her hand in my love canal and stroked me to an intense orgasm. I squealed and came, over and over. She started spanking my ass with one hand and stroking me inside with her other. It was incredible. As long as she kept it up, I couldn’t stop. I must have cum for ten minutes as she kept pumping me. The only reason I could stop was her stopping her assault and pulling her delicious finger out.

When she finally stopped, I was spent, hanging by my collar, unable to move. She lowered the chain and me to the floor. She left me there for a few minutes to recover. When I could move again, I struggled to my knees and awaited her return. I think she was worn out too. When she returned to the room, she had changed her clothes and looked relaxed. She picked up my leash and unlocked me from the ceiling chain.

She took me into the living room, sat on a couch and pulled me face down on her lap. She dropped the leash and lay her arm across my back. I didn’t try to move, but her arm would have easily held me in place. She started smacking my ass, not very hard, but it was meaningful. My bottom grew hot, not warm, but very hot. It seeped into my belly, almost like my recent orgasm. I just simmered, very hot, but just below boiling. I wanted to orgasm again, but I didn’t want to lose the “Almost an orgasm” I was feeling right now. My cunt was wet, ready to lube a cock even if my mind didn’t foresee a need.

We lay there a long time, her watching the news and swatting my ass, me anticipating another orgasm. I wondered what she was getting from keeping me simmering on her lap? Was it just the feeling of power over me, her control of me? Or did she just like to swat my ass and feel me jump while watching the news? Her idea of domesticity? I hoped she would give me another orgasm.

Suddenly, something changed. She stopped swatting me and ordered, “Raise up on your knees.”

I did, of course, wondering what she was doing. I felt slight movement then she put something against my anus. I think it was her finger, already lubed. I clinched my anus, instinctively.

“It’s just my finger. I’m lubing you. Going to insert a butt plug, a small one. Relax.:

I  knew the process. I had to insert tails in the Wildwood girls to make them look more like hounds. I needed to relax my sphincter muscle. I tried, never having actually felt it before but doing it to many girls was a “Learning experience.” I tried to relax. I knew she was going to put it in me no matter what I wanted, so I’d better try real hard to open wide. I’d read somewhere the most women find it easier to orgasm anally than vaginally, anyway. 

I felt her insert a finger in my bottom and smear lube around. I relaxed to the inevitable and felt her push the plug in. It grew wider and wider and I was getting a little worried, when finally, the thickest part passed my sphincter muscle and it sort of surged in the rest of the way. I wiggled my ass around and it wasn’t leaving me without help.

“We use plugs to open all our girls for easy use. You’ll wear a stretching plug all day. We’ll take it out and clean it twice a day when you’ll have a chance to eliminate. You have a small one now. A size one. You’ll get a larger size every third day until you reach five. You’ll only have to wear that once a week to keep you open unless your owner decides otherwise.”

I didn’t much like someone else deciding such basic things about me, but what could I do about it? “Mistress, may I ask a question?”

“OK.”

“Will this interfere with me having an anal orgasm?”

“Not at all. It makes it easier. You’re too small now to enjoy it. Trust me. I went through the stretching process, too.”

I was very relieved. She did it to herself! “Thank you, mistress.”

“Angela, you’re bottom hole is tight. I take it you’ve not had an anal orgasm.”

“No, mistress. I’ve never had a lover suggest it.”

“Let’s try it and see what you think.”

“But how, mistress. As you said I’m tight.”

“I’ll worry about methods. You just tell me about it after.” She stood me up, got up herself and used the leash to lead me out of her apartment and down the hall. She led me through several doors and into a small room labelled NO.12.

The only thing in the room was a low padded bench with a lot of rings around the edge and a couple of vertical steel poles at on end. She lay me on my back with me head close to the vertical poles, locked my collar to one end, locked my wrists, one at a time to the sides so my arms were straight, and pulled my feet up over my head and fastened the anklets to the vertical poles. I was flat on my back with my legs pulled up over my head and locked in place.

“Mistress, may I ask what you are going to do to me?”

“Of course. I’m going to give you an anal orgasm, maybe several. It’s an experience every girl, especially a bondmaid, should have.” 

“Will it hurt, mistress?”

She stepped close and put a ball gag in my mouth and pulled the strap tight then covered my eyes with a thick blindfold. I was mute and bling. She said, “Just the opposite.”

I heard her wheel something up to the foot of the bench and started doing something to it. She plopped the plug out of my ass and lubed it copiously, then she inserted a different plug in my anus and adjusted it way in me. Then she put something in my pussy lips, up against my clit. Then she turned it on – a vibrator. I squealed in shock. I hadn’t expected it, but it felt good. Was this part of an anal orgasm?

She said, “I’m giving you a little help to get the most out of your experience. Just relax and enjoy the ride. You can tell me about it after.”

I heard a swish of displaced air and a fiery pain exploded on my ass.  I yelped . Then it faded to just a warm spot. A minute later it repeated, then I was swatted every few seconds. The thing in my anus started mechanically going in and out. I was feeling arousal and I moaned at the pleasure. The sensations were driving me crazy. I moaned every time the thing rammed into me, it felt so good. The vibrator just kept up its incredible frenzy in my pussy. I thought my belly was going to explode. I screwed my eyes closed and just enjoyed the ride. My belly starts pulsing and then contracting. I felt empty and wanted something in my pussy, a finger would do, but I really wanted a cock, a big one that would fill me completely. My orgasm built and built, until I exploded. My juices trickled out of my poor, empty pussy and ran down my bottom. I noticed she stopped swatting me when I orgasmed.

But I wasn’t done. I relaxed from my spasm and the thing was still impaling my ass, rhythmically and the vibrator was still working away. I was climbing back up the heights of an orgasm I was going to erupt again, soon. Oh, My God. Would I have orgasms all night? Would she come let me off the cycle? When? 

Elizabeth entered Haddad’s office and told him, “Angela’s in room 12 having her first anal orgasms.”

“Excellent. Has she had her first yet?”

“Yes, I got her going and watched the first one. She should be on number three by now.”

“Put her on the video then come here.”

Elizabeth used the remote and got Angela on the screen. Actually they had four views of her having fun from each of the cameras in the room.

Elizabeth went to Haddad and sat on his lap to watch the girl’s orgasms. Haddad put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her into a deep kiss. After a moment he let her pull back and they both turned their attention to the screen.

Angela was in the helpless throes of continual orgasms. One would cause her to thrash and scream every minute or so. She never really came down, just quieted between frantic thrashings. She was panting and moaning nearly continually, her limb feebly pulling at her restraints.

“She seems to be enjoying it,” Elizabeth said.

“Indeed. Almost as much as you.”

“No, I enjoy it much more.”

“Tonight?”

“”Now would be good.”

“OK, strip.”

Elizabeth stood up and started removing clothes and Haddad watched her with a smile. When she was naked but for her heels she said, “I’m ready, master.”

Haddad took a pair of handcuffs out of a drawer and said, “Behind you, girl.”

Elizabeth smiled wolfishly, turned, and held her hands out behind her, looked over her shoulder at him, and said, ”Treat me harshly, master. Hurt me.”

He cuffed her hands behind her, put his big hand on her head and pushed her down so her head, naked breasts and waist lay on the top of the desk. He pushed her down and held her there with one hand while he used his free hand to spank her bottom, one ass cheek at a time. She moaned at every swat. He spanked her slowly until both cheeks were bright red and her moans were continuous. He moved his hand from her back and she lay motionless in ecstasy. He used both hands to spread her ass cheeks, gently pulled her big, red, butt plug out and lay it on the desk. He took out his erect cock and placed its tip on her anus. It was already lubed as he insisted. He told her, “Relax. Welcome me in.”

He felt her sphincter muscle relax, under her conscious control, and he knew he would have a good ride. He pushed his cock in and felt it slide in and stimulate all the nerves along his cock. She moaned, delightfully, and he knew she felt the same joy of intercourse he did.  He pumped his cock in and out, feeling her control as she tightened as he withdrew and relaxed as he again impaled her. Welcoming him in and resisting him leaving. She was good.

He noted her moans increasing in volume and becoming shrill.  He cautioned her, “Don’t come until I tell you.”

She breathlessly said, “No. No, master.”

He continued pumping, feeling his own orgasm approaching and her moans becoming strained pleas. Finally he let the orgasm take him and called out, “Now, Elizabeth.” With a groan from him and a squeal from Elizabeth they orgasmed together and their love juices met in a messy, hot, joyous mix inside Elizabeth.

Haddad lay still on top of her after he was drained but still hard.

Elizabeth said, in a soft, bedroom voice, “Stay in me for a while, master, please.

Haddad kept his shrinking cock in Elizabeth’s rectum until it was relaxed. He pulled out of her bright red ass, both of them very relaxed and content. He released her hands and handed the cuffs to Elizabeth.

“Thank you, master.” She kissed them and put them in the drawer, then she kissed Haddad, thoroughly. He followed her into his bathroom and they helped each other clean up.

When they re-entered the office, Angela was still orgasming on the screen. Elizabeth put her clothes on and said, “I’ll go put Angela to bed. Should I come back or go to bed?”

“Come back if you’re ready for more fun.”

“I’ll be back in a half hour.” She left with a wave.

Haddad picked up his phone and dialed an internal number. “Bobby, busy?”…”Good, would you go get Tammy and take her to bed for the night?”…”No, she doesn’t know about it, something’s come up and it’s her turn.”…”She likes being dominated, trust me.”…”Good, you’ll have to  chain her or she’ll sneak out when you’re asleep. Good night.”

Elizabeth unlocked room 12 and entered it quietly. Angela was still fastened to the bench, legs tied over her head, gagged, and blindfolded. The vibrator was humming quietly in her pussy and the fucking machine still chugging away shoving the dildo in and out of her anus. Angela was rocking on the bench, keeping time with the machine, and adding a chorus of moans and gasps as the equipment kept her cycling through endless orgasms.

Elizabeth went to a rack on the far wall and took down a thin cane, three feet long. She swished it experimentally a few times and went back to Angela. She took careful aim and hit Angela’s left ass cheek,  medium hard, just as the machine started reinserting the dildo. Angela squealed, loud at the blow.

Angela, of course, thought she was alone with her machines being pleasured and the sudden pain in her ass was shocking. She cried out through her gag, “Oos ere. Ont’ it ee, isstress, ease.”

Without a word, Elizabeth puled the fucking machine out od Angela and remover the vibrator from her pussy. She began rhythmically striking Angela’s, right, tap, tap, tap, hard, left, tat, tap, tap, hard…

As she expected, Angela kept right on rocking on the bench, orgasming to the beat of the cane. She turned her head and looked into a camera, certain Haddad was watching her keep Angela in a perpetual state of excitement. She took Angela through two full orgasms before stopping. She put the cane up, removed a stiff Angela from the bench, locked her hands behind her, put the hobble chain back on her ankles, shoved the cleaned and lubed butt plug in place, removed the corset, and took back to the cell. She locked the long chain to her collar, removed her nose leash, locked the barred door, and left, closing the solid door behind her.

Angela was still weak from the many anal orgasms and sat on the cot. She wasn’t sleepy and wanted nothing other than a cock inside her pussy for she was still massively horny. She had never had an anal orgasm before and now she had experienced dozens. She wanted a good old-fashioned vaginal fucking before bed.

A woman loosed her feet, got her up, locked the chain back on her feet, locked her hands behind herm put the nose leash on her before removing the gag and blindfold. It was Elizabeth. She asked, “Have fun?”

Angela was still groggy and managed only, “Yes, mistress.”

“I watched you have more fun than that. Now, was it fun?”

“Ye, yes, mistress. I had never tried it back there. I think I missed a lot.”

“Bondmaids get used anally a lot. It’s tighter and more stimulating for the man. Most girls enjoy it as much as the front once they get used to it, and bondmaids always get used to it. You’ll enjoy it.”

“Yes, I know I will, mistress.”

“It’s time for bed now.” She led Angels to the barred cell, locked the long chain tether to her collar and left, locking the barred door behind her.

Angela sat on the cot, not ready to sleep, but locked away for the night. She looked around the dim cell and spotted the water source. She had marked it earlier for a better look when she was alone. It was a stiff, plastic, dildo, very realistically shaped to resemble an erect male organ. She had been told it was her water source. If sucked correctly if would give her a drink of water.  It was waist high sticking straight out of the back wall and she was determined to try it, not for water, but for arousal.

She got up, took the heavy chain in her hands to relieve its pull on her collar and approached the “Spigot.”

It was just the right height for her purposes. She gently pushed fer pussy against its erect form and pushed closer to the wall, feeling it slide between her nether lips and push into her love canal, and it was good. She couldn’t stop herself from pumping her pussy for the delicious feeling as the phallus slid into her vagina. Even sliding out it felt wonderful. Every stroke aroused her more. She started with a slow motion, pushing herself on it, impaling herself. It was the perfect length for her to slide all of her onto it just as her belly touched the wall, then out to repeat the cycle.

She felt herself getting ready to orgasm, just a few more. Her breathing was deep, fast, and heavy. She was practically kissing the wall where her lips met it. She moved her feet away from the wall so she could push harder. She was ramming her body against the wall with a slapping sound. The wall was hitting her belly as hard as a whip. It was driving her on until with a gush of love juices and a gasp of her breath, she spasmed mightily into the wall. Her legs were locked rigidly, holding her against the wall, holding the cock in her, wishing she could keep it in her at night, like the plug she wore. She had orgasmed all over the water spigot/cock and had no way to clean it save her mouth. She didn’t want Haddad to know about this. She decided that she needed to clean it and it wasn’t any different than eating out Elizabeth, was it? So she dropped to her knees and took it in her mouth just like Haddad, except it tasted like Elizabeth. Oh, well. That wasn’t bad.

She cleaned the spigot and finished with a cleansing drink of water. She climbed back onto the soft cot and wished, for the tenth time, that she had a blanket. It was warm enough she didn’t need it, but she was used to one.  Her body was tired and sated so she dropped off to sleep quickly and dreamed of being chained on  Master Phillips bed.


Chapter 19 :  Tammy’s First Night

Tammy Hodges was a new trainer.  She was young, sexy, and eager. She looked like one of the bondmaids she worked with.

Tammy Hodges started playing with herself when she was ten and learned she enjoyed sex in bondage. She enjoyed letting her roommate tie her up and play sex games in college. Her degree was in psychology and she focused on female sexuality. She realized she was a true submissive and  worked as a bondage model after college.

She wanted the perfect Dom, strict, handsome, patient, good lover, wealthy (or at least with prospects), young, virile, etc. She didn’t know how to find him and relied on chance encounters. She didn’t trust any girlfriends to give a true recommendation: it the man was truly good, they’d keep him themselves. She thought bondage modeling might show her some prospects, but no. The male actors were nowhere close to what she wanted and she couldn’t trust the internet hook-up requests.

It was while she was modeling that the Female Bondage Act was passed and other job possibilities opened up. She eventually took a job with Haddad’s company training long-term bondmaids to be pleasure slaves. She had it in the back of her mind she could open her own shop eventually to do advanced sexuality training for bondmaids.

Bobby’s long-time girlfriend had gotten a great job in California and moved to pursue it. Their relationship had stretched for a couple of months, but it was doomed to end. They had formally ended it two weeks ago and Bobby was looking around. Tammy, like every other free woman in the area was trying to figure a way to feel out Bobby. To her great delight, Bobby came to her.

He found Tammy in one of the secure training rooms showing three of the girls how to punch up their makeup. The three bondmaids were kneeling on large pillows at a makeup bench as Tammy  worked on them. Their hands were locked behind them and chains from their collars held the wrists high on their backs. All of the women looked at him and the three bondmaids turned to face him and put their heads on the floor in obeisance to a master.

Tammy wanted to follow them. Bobby was the fantasy of every woman in Haddad’s. Tall, black haired, and big. He was an Adonis, narrow waist, bulging muscles, an erudite athlete. He looked good enough to eat. All the girls: bondmaids, and trainers alike, lusted after him. The bondmaids knew they were his anytime he wanted.  Most of them acted flirty with him and looked for ways to get his attention.

Tammy recalled the first time she had seen Bobby. He was working with the other male trainers on the class of bondmaids. The girls were all bound on their backs on padded, knee-high benches, wrist cuffs locked to the sides, below their hips, legs pulled over their heads and ankle cuffs locked to the top ends of the benches, spread wide. Their asses were in the air, both holes completely open. They were perfectly positioned for having their asses punished, or for both of their private holes to be penetrated. They were all blindfolded and the trainers were giving them repeated orgasms, or, in some cases, continual orgasms any way they could. 

Bobby stood out among the trainers, not only because he was the youngest and best looking. He masterfully played the girl’s bodies like a sensual instrument. He was obviously in complete control and brought his girls the most intense gratification of all the men. Although he did spank them it was light rather than hard, causing the girls to sigh rather than yelp. He gave his girls more orgasms in less time using the suggestion of pain rather then the real thing. His girls ended with more pleasure with less pain than the other trainer’s girls. They all seemed to be enjoying his forceful, yet affectionately dominant touch. As a result, they gave him far fewer reasons to punish them.

Tammy watched as he masterfully played several simultaneously like sensual instruments.  He circulated among them, rarely touching them in the same way, yet spending all his time bringing them the most intense gratification and joy she had ever seen. In giving the girls pleasure, he spanked them lightly, tickled them, stroked, and fondled them as required to keep them in heat, not taking pleasure himself, but watching them closely and giving them what they needed to stay  aroused.

She had never had the experience of being loved by a man who had such a dominant nature yet was so focused and capable of giving his woman pleasure. Her clit throbbed with the idea of giving him power over her body. She looked at Bobby, fighting the urge to follow the bondmaids, feeling a little ashamed of her urge and knowing he could give her a memorable experience if she asked him.  To her great regret she didn’t speak.

She looked up in surprise as Bobby spoke, “Hi Tammy, will you be finished soon?”

She answered, “Two minutes and then I’ll put the girls away.”

“OK, come see me in my office, then, please.” Hope surged in her. Maybe he wanted her for something good. Who knew?

Tammy hurried to Bobby’s office and paused outside his door. She wondered what he knew about her, what he thought of her, and what he wanted with her.

Bobby had watched her work and had talked to her a few times but they weren’t close. He knew Tammy was five foot three, slim, well-proportioned (Looked great in a bikini), was twenty-three years old, and had worked as a bondage model before Haddad hired her.

He had watched her work with the girls and agreed with Haddad’s assessment She was easily aroused by their bondage, sometimes showing mild arousal when handling the girls and often showing  affection for them. Several of the more observant staff had commented that she seemed envious of the continually restrained girls. Maybe she just liked her job and enjoyed controlling the bondmaids or maybe she was a closet sub. 

Tammy was smaller than most of her trainees, so she always kept them tightly chained. She knew her work as a bondage model revealed she was personally submissive and probably loved being restrained. She had often considered being a voluntary bondmaid if she could only find a man who would be happy with just her.

Bobby looked up as Tammy came into his office. She was blonde, small, pretty, and smiling. He thought she looked excited and hopeful and the boss said she was submissive. He knew her job history and thought she showed sign of being a true submissive as Haddad said. Time to find out. He said, “Hi, Tammy, thanks for coming.” He stepped around his desk and motioned to her to approach, saying, ”Come here.”

She walked to him and he took her in his arms and kissed her.

Tammy’s pussy spasmed and she eagerly flowed into his arms. Her wild imaginings had come true. She wrapped her arms around his wide, muscular torso and kissed him back.

When he finally broke the kiss, her eyes were closed. He said, “You are a wonderful kisser.”

“You, too.”

He released her and said, “Tammy, I think you and I should be together. Are you interested in seeing if we are compatible?”

“Yes. I think you know every girl here is interested.”

“I know, but you are the one I want.”

“OK, what do you have in mind?”

I want you to be my sub tonight. If we both enjoy it, we’ll see about longer.”

“What do you intend to do?”

“I promise you at least two orgasms. Are you on the pill?”

Oh boy. I want that, but what will it mean? Does he just need to get his rocks off. A meaningless one-night stand? “Do you just want a warm pussy for relief or do you have some other plan? Will you be rough?”

“Fair questions. My girlfriend and I broke up. I’m over her and want to have a more complete life. You are the best girl I know. I have rather specific tastes which I think you share. I’d like to get together and see if we fit. I’ll be a little rough to test your limits, but only until you use a safe word, is ‘Stop’ good?”

“It’ll do. OK, you know I enjoy bondage. Let’s try it. Tonight only unless I tell you differently.”

“Agreed. Bend over the desk, please.” He half turned, gently pushed me up against the desk, “Lay your chest on the desk and put your hands over your head, please.”

He was moving fast. I liked that in a man. I knew that he took care of women, using those long fingers to caress and entice a woman. Ever since I first watched him pleasuring women, I had wanted those hands to touch every inch of my body and wring every drop of pleasure from me. I was in strange territory, letting a dominant man convince me to be his sub. I agreed to be his submissive because I had watched him with bondmaids, tonight. “Are you going to spank me?”

“Just do it. Now.” The last with a voice of command.

Tammy’s submissive side took over and she did as ordered wondering what he was doing? Why was she obeying such an order? She had played the sub in her modeling career, and she’d enjoyed it, but it only lasted an afternoon and she hadn’t especially liked the Dom actors. Bobby was different. He was real and a hunk. She felt his hand push down in the middle of her back, pinning her to the desk, followed by his other hand spanking her left buttock with a stinging blow.  A brief flash of pain was quickly followed by a burst of heat starting  in her belly and flooding through her and she squealed in shock and unbearable delight. He was spanking her! Her insides clenched in joy and her cunt squirted, flooding her panties.

He spanked both her ass cheeks, one then the other, at a slow cadence, ten times on each side. Tammy gasped, sobbed, and said, “Yes, yes,” at every blow. Her insides turned to jelly; raging, aroused jelly, and her pussy grew wet and hot. This was more like it.

Finally, he stopped and pulled her upright by her hair. “Tonight you are my bondmaid. Submit to me.”

She knew what this meant. She put her hands behind her, submissively, when he released her, she looked at him, slid to her knees, and said, “Tonight, I am your bondmaid. I submit to your command, master. Please take me.” It was true, a flash of erotic submission flared as she said the words. It made her even wetter.

He lifted her up and gently pushed her back down on the desk. He pulled her hands behind her and ordered, cross your arms behind you. Don’t move until I tell you. He opened his fly and impaled her forcefully.

Tammy shouted, “Yes, oh yes,” as his cock filled her. She orgasmed instantly. He wasn’t done yet and pumped  her up, keeping her on the edge until he finally came and filled her with his hot spend, prompting her to orgasm a second time. He stayed in her until he was limp, squeezing her breasts and keeping her aroused. When he finally pulled out, she said, dreamily, “Thank you, master. That was wonderful.”

“Take off your blouse,” he said in a low, commanding voice.

She looked back at him as her heart leaped and her belly filled with warmth. Was there more? He’d spanked her and given her the promised two orgasms.  She was his bondmaid for tonight. “Yes, master.”  She stood up, removed her blouse, and dropped it on the floor.

“Good. Now the bra.”

There was not a “No” left in her. She dropped the bra on top of the blouse. She had no idea where he was going with this. She wanted him in her, again. Right now!

“Good. Lose the rest now.”

She stood and pushed the skirt and panties down and stepped out of them and then her shoes.

“Raise your arms over your head and slowly pirouette.”

Tammy did and he said, “Beautiful and obedient. Excellent. Lower your arms and come here.”

Tammy tried to effect a sexy walk, swaying her hips, and putting her hands on her hips. She was aware of a thin trickle of liquid running down her leg.

When she reached him, he took her in his arms and kissed her, longer than the first time. She passionately kissed him back.  Finally he broke the kiss by pulling his head back an inch but held on to her. He said, “You are an excellent kisser. I’m pleased to meet you and I think we’ll have a long and intimate relationship.”

Tammy asked, “Do you treat all the women who come in your office this way, master?”

“I only kiss those who get naked. The rest I throw out. I haven’t thrown any out yet.”

“Oh, really.”

“I don’t lie about important things like pretty women.  You, I intend to keep for myself tonight and we’ll have wild sex.”

“Promises, promises.” She believed him but she had an appointment with Haddad, anyway. Maybe he’d wait. “I have an appointment with Haddad in a half hour, Can I have a rain check?””

“No way. You’re going with me.” He opened a drawer, took out handcuffs, and cuffed her hands behind her. Her pussy fluttered, flushed with heat, and was even wetter. Her arousal at the thought of bound sex had struck with unusual speed and intensity. But this wasn’t the time. She wanted it long and complete.

She protested, “This doesn’t change anything. He’s still our boss and I have an appointment with him tonight,” and tried to twist around, but he held on to her, pressed me back against the desk. He pulled a heavy steel collar from his desk and held it so she could see it. It was wide, thick, and metallic blue, the hinge in front had a thick ring suitable for holding a Hercules, and a big lock on the back with another thick ring. It was a dungeon collar, engraved and filled with white ink on the front was “Property of R. Fuller” and a phone number.

After she had looked at it for long enough to recognize it as a serious device, he closed it around her neck and it locked with a click. It was snug, cool, heavy, and she didn’t have the key! Did he intend for her to wear it after tonight? It wasn’t subtle or pretty. It was a blatant slave’s collar. It was humiliating, yet she was thrilled that he wanted to keep her. It was arousing to think he was her owner. What should she say?

She felt deliciously trapped by Bobby. She was right where she wanted to be, but still worried about the future. She worked with helplessly chained bondmaids, made them orgasm several times a day to pain and pleasure. They were trained to pleasure men and women to perfection, to be completely submissive, and their reward was orgasms under their owner’s control. She was pondering her future when he snapped a leash on her collar. She gasped in surprise. He sat in his desk chair as she realized she was leashed and tried to pull away.

“No. You’re mine tonight. You’re gorgeous.” His words caused warm, heady gratitude to flood through her, still, a nagging worry remained.

“But he’s expecting me.”

“I’ll let him know. Don’t worry. I’ll show you a better time.” He held a red ball gag up to my face. “I’m taking you to my quarters. I intend to show you off to everyone we see. If you don’t want to talk to anyone, you can wear this. Do you want it?”

All concern about Haddad vanished in the face of this decision. I would be publicly displayed in the nude, collared, cuffed, on a leash, LIKE A BONDMAID. I would shrivel up and die from humiliation. I shook my head, “No,” but it was a close call. I didn’t want to wear it, for sure, but I wasn’t sure I could be quiet if we met someone I knew. How could I explain my condition? Was I his girlfriend? Did I want to see how our girls felt? Either way I was naked and helpless. Did I want people to think I was going with him voluntarily? Did I want people to think I was captured? We were employees of a bondmaid trainer. Maybe we always did this to practice. Anyone we met would be an employee or at worst a bondmaid. Did I want them to think I was Bobby’s submissive? Was I? Did I care what they thought? Anyway, I didn’t want to wear the gag. “No, thank you.”

I was naked and my hands were cuffed behind me. He held a leash fastened to a steel collar on my neck. It was humiliating beyond belief, yet, at the same time I was ecstatic that Bobby was thinking of me as his property. I liked being “His girl,” even if I was playing the part of a bondmaid. Did he think it was pretend? I’d have to get that straight soon. We had only walked a few feet when we met two trainers, Bill and Jason. We all knew each other. The trainers recognized me immediately and smiled broadly at me.

Bill asked, “Changing sides, Tammy?”

Before I could answer. Jason quipped, “No, can’t you see she just wants to be treated as one of the girls?”

I couldn’t think of anything to say that wouldn’t have been worse. I was sorry I had refused the gag. I stayed silent and smiled at them like a real bondmaid.

Bobby spoke up, seriously, “Tammy’s going to let me show her how a pleasure slave feels. She was curious that’s all.”

Both men laughed and walked on by saying, “Sure,”  “Have fun,” and “Tell us about it tomorrow, Tammy,” and congratulated Bobby on his “New Bondmaid,” to complete my humiliation.

I wasn’t a bondmaid, no matter what it looked like and no matter that my pussy was dripping and my bottom was red and hot. My body wanted him but I hadn’t said I’d be his sub, yet. Nonetheless, I am hot and wet. I can feel my…private parts…. are hot and engorged. I am panting, not because I am afraid, but because I’m aroused. I want Bobby to fuck me. How did he know that bondage makes me hot. I don’t tell people that. He’s the first man here to take over and make me do what I really want. Haddad can wait. He can fuck me too if he shows up.

We walked closer to the residence wing and came upon three bondmaids and a trainer I didn’t know. I had only met half the staff, and he didn’t know me. The girls had their hands locked high on their back, their ankles shackled and their collars connected in a line, three feet apart with chain. The trainer held a leash fastened to the lead girl’s nose ring. The trainer smiled at us and asked, “New girl?”

The lead girl exclaimed, “She’s not ringed.”

I blushed bright red and looked away in shame. The trainer turned around and slapped her left breast, hard, causing her breasts to bounce, her to squeal, and said, “Speak when spoken to, Ruth.”

Ruth said, “Sorry, master. I forgot.”

The trainer turned around and apologized to Bobby. He thought I was another trainee bondmaid too and said, “She would look good with rings.”

I was pleased he thought I would look good with rings, even if they are a common mark of a slave, I think they enhance most girls.

Bobby said, “Thanks, I’ll do that,” and pulled me aside so they could pass.

I was shocked that Bobby had said that. I’m not a bondmaid. I’m not. I looked at the girls as they passed. I knew them and they knew me. They all smiled at me, glad to see me in chains too. I was horribly embarrassed. I wonder what tomorrow will be like?

When we finally arrived at his room, he took the leash off my collar and we sat at his dining room table. I was facing one of the slave attachment chains all of the employees have in their rooms. It’s a sturdy chain that has probably held every bondmaid here at one time or another. I have one just like it beside my bed. All the staff are expected to play with the girls at home. It gives both of them the right perspective.

Why was I here? Bobby could have any of our bondmaids he wanted, more than one if he wanted. Did he choose me because he liked me? Were bondmaids too easy to get? I guess I wasn’t any harder. I asked him,” Why did you take me? You can have any of our girls, and they expect it.”

“Partly because you’re free but mostly because I find you very attractive.”

He hung his coat in the closet and returned to sit beside me at the table. He reached between my legs and ran a finger up my slit. I jumped and squeaked in surprise, but the sudden warmth in my pussy  changed it to a purr. I thought about protesting, but I all too obviously enjoyed it and I had submitted to him. He held a finger up to my face and said, “Wet, as I suspected. You’re aroused by bondage and you’re submissive. I like that in a girl.”

I should be outraged by his cavalier treatment, but instead, it makes me hotter. I smile and respond, “Thank you, sir. My secret is out. I’m yours now. Don’t tease me. What will you do with me?”

“Tonight you’re mine. I’m going to bathe you, feed you, play with you, and then I think I will sleep with you, but not necessarily in that order.”

“Sounds like a plan. Do I get to wear handcuffs? When do we start?”

He took hold of my arm and said, “Stand up and face me.”

I did and he pulled me to him, and the wet feeling of his tongue tracing the swell of my breasts made a moan escape from my mouth in a Paen to pure ecstasy, then, Oh, God. His warm mouth closed on a nipple and he began sucking hard while his thumb and finger teased the other. My breath hissed out as pleasure exploded throughout my body. It was all I could do not to scream with the sensation of his mouth on my sensitive breasts. A man sucking on my tits was an incredibly erotic sensation.

“God, you have wonderful breasts,” he murmured as he moved to my other nipple and started attacking it with his tongue.

I couldn’t stay quiet. A long, low, moan escaped from my lips and filled the room with the sounds of my pleasure as his tongue continued playing with my nipple. He started softly nibbling and teasing the sensitive nipple – just enough to drive me wild.

He leaned back and took something shiny out of his shirt pocket. I wasn’t sure what he held until he stretched it between his hands. He was holding a silver chain ending in nipple clamps. I wanted to flee, my nipples were so sensitive.

He held the clamps toward me and reminded me, “You’re mine. Don’t move.”

He was right, I was his. I held still, knowing they would be uncomfortable but sure I could bear the pain, He touched me. I steeled myself. The feeling of the cold metal sent shivers into my breasts and down my back.

Twin jaws bit into my nipples, sending shooting pains through to my core, but once he released then there was more pressure than pain. They weren’t so bad.

He twisted the chain.

“Oh!” I exclaimed as pain again shot through my body, but it turned into warm heat shooting into my belly.

Still holding the chain he asked, “Are you a good cocksucker?”

I had realized when I was a young teenager that the old saw had it wrong. The stomach was not the way to a man’s heart, his pecker was. I had practiced on every boy in my seventh-grade class and I paid for clothes and booze through high school. “Yes, master. I’m a virtuoso at sucking cock. It was my specialty when I was a bondage model. Try me, master.”

He took a pillow off one of the chairs and dropped it on the floor between his feet. I dropped to my knees, proud of my skill and looking forward to tasting Bobby.

“Now, master?” I spread my knees outside his feet.

“Yes, right now.”  He got up, unzipped his pants, and let his cock out. It was a fine, big, half-erect specimen and I expected the best from it. He sat back down and put his hand behind my head as I took him in my mouth.

I started by licking and kissing the tip. Soon I had him all the way in my mouth and he was growing larger. He tasted wonderful and felt even better filling my mouth. He put his hands on my head lightly as I pumped in and out.

I’ve always thought this was the true test of a woman. Giving good head is wonderful for the man and nearly as fulfilling for the woman. It’s a selfless giving of joy to a man and costs the woman nothing.  Personally. I love the taste of sperm so I get a nice reward too.

I sucked and licked his shaft, enjoying his little sounds of pleasure and enjoying watching him grow, Soon I had him all the way in my throat, pumping him up and feeling him swell, until finally he erupted. I tried to swallow all his spunk, but a little seeped out onto my chin. My hands were cuffed behind me so I tried to gather it all with mt tongue. I think I got it all. He tasted wonderful. “Thank you, master.”

“I’m not your master…yet. How do you feel?”

That was an interesting way to put it. Did he have plans for me? I wasn’t ready to be his property…yet. I thought about me feelings. I was excited that he wanted to try me out and concerned that I was his captive. Would he observe a safeword? I didn’t want to use one just to see. I said, “Excited and nervous, master.”

“Understandable but relax. I’m not going to hurt you and I’ll let you go in the morning  if that’s what you want. Stand up.”

He took me to the wall chain and locked the middle of it to my collar, so I was held only a foot from the wall, facing it. He put a steel belt around my waist, tight, and locked it. He removed the cuffs then put a heavy cuff on each wrist and locked each wrist to the side of the belt. My wrists were fixed to my sides with only enough slack to wiggle them back and forth a couple of inches. He said, “This will be a lot more comfortable when you’re reclining.”

He unlocked the chain and took me into the kitchen and fixed us dinner, He had me kneel on the floor, close to him and we talked while he worked on the meal.

He asked me many questions about my childhood, school, travel, many things, trying to find out about me. I was truthful, mostly. I asked about him too. I think we got to know each other a little better, with him learning more about me. That’s OK. I already knew a lot about him since he was a big topic of conversation with the female here, I suppose with the bondmaids we were training, too.

The meal was simple, pasta, salad, fruit, but good. He used good ingredients and spices. It was swiftly consumed and cleaned up. He didn’t let me use my hands. He fed me by hand, alternating bites between us and did all the cleanup himself. I get the feeling he doesn’t believe in female liberation.

His rooms in Haddad’s “School” have a lot more space than mine. A big room off the living room was full of equipment to hold, tease, punish, suspend, and pleasure women. It had most of the same types of equipment in the training rooms. I was looking forward to trying any of it since it was all designed to let him hold, arouse, rape, fuck, tease, sodomize, spank, whip, and humiliate me while he used all of my holes, gave me many orgasms, and I couldn’t move a muscle. Remembering his skill in arousing girls, I foresaw a wonderful evening ahead. I sidled close, put my back against his chest, took his cock in my hands and asked, coyly, “Where shall we  put him?”

He didn’t reply, instead he took me to a large chair, sat down, and pulled me onto his lap, half facing him. He put one arm around me and gently took my right nipple in his other hand He said, “First, let’s talk  about our future.”

This was starting out way more serious than I thought. I was looking forward to a one-night stand with a little bdsm for flavoring. “I thought you wanted to play?”

“I do, but for more than tonight. If you consent to be my sub, you’ll stay with me when you’re not at work. You’ll have a key, come here as soon as you get off and put your clothes away. No clothes when you’re with me, even if I take you out or have friends over. I may make exceptions, but it’s my decision. Clear?”

“Yes, and more humiliating than I hoped.”

“It will end when you say. But I want a complete full-time sub. In return I’ll care for you and give you at least one orgasm per day. I will respect you and expect you to devote yourself to obeying and loving me. If your feelings don’t swamp your humiliation, you probably are not a full-time sub. We both need to know.”

“The weekend?” I ask, hopefully.

“To start. Eventually I want the rest of our lives. Again, you can leave whenever you want. So can I.”

“Will you marry me? We hardly know each other.”

“Maybe, eventually, if we’re really compatible. You may snore. I want you to be my bondmaid for a limited period, after that, if we agree to stay together, we may move into something more permanent. But whatever we decide, you’ll still be my sub.”

I was taken aback. I stammered, “Why,,,why would I do that?” Of course I knew why I would do it. I was aroused by bondage, Bobby was a hunk I had been lusting after, and  I spent my days watching girls brought to ecstatic orgasm several times a day and secretly envying. But Bobby didn’t know that. Did he?

“You know why. You want to be a pleasure slave. I’ve watched you envying the girls. You are aroused watching the trainers force orgasms on them. You know that we have hidden cameras in every room, don’t you? I’ve watched you watching the trainers work with the girls. You want to take their place, don’t you?”

I lied to save face. I didn’t want anyone I worked with to know me that well. They can suspect, but I won’t admit it.(except to my Dom, if I get one), “No. I watch them closely, of course. I need to know what they are thinking and feeling. I need to understand them to do my job better.”

“Haddad and I watched you. Both of us believe you want to be treated like a bondmaid. Anyway, I will have you tonight. I’m going to treat you like one of our girls and tomorrow I’ll see whether you would like to continue.”

I was aroused by bondage, they knew me that well. But to be a permanent sub? I wouldn’t like it all the time, would I? Maybe Bobby’s right to let me try it for a while. “Will I be a legal bondmaid tonight?”

“No, you won’t be ringed or have permanent restraints. You’ll be released in the morning. But understand that while I have you, you’ll be my slave. You’ll be treated exactly as one of our trainees, a bondslave with no self-determination, no freedom. You’ll be aroused and made to orgasm.”

Goodie. “I’ve watched the girls training. It sounds delightful.”

“You know we teach them to orgasm to a whipping, right?”

I knew what he meant, but the mild whipping they used to arouse the girls just left thin marks that quickly faded. I would gladly accept them as the price of an orgasm. “I know.”

While we were talking, Bobby had been playing with my breasts and I was fully aroused. My belly was wet and I wanted him to fuck me.

He pushed me off his lap and stood up. He took me over to  a low, sturdy bench, strapped my calves to the legs, and fastened a chain hanging through a hole in the ceiling to my handcuffs. He went to a wall switch and raised the chain. As the chain went up, my arms were raised behind me, forcing me to bend over. He lifted my arms up until my breasts were touching the bench, held down by my raised arms.  He stuffed a ring gag in my mouth and strapped it behind my head. Safety for a man, compliance for the woman, and a good video for the producer. I had worn these a lot as a bondage model. They made it impossible for a girl to bite a man’s cock when he fucked her throat and impossible for a bound woman to refuse to give a blow job. I knew why he put one on me and I was eager to perform.

He walked behind me and I felt the sting of a thin whip on my ass. I squealed through my gag and wriggled my ass. I could tell it was a thin whip. He paused ten seconds before the whip struck again. The pain flared again in my ass and now heat grew in my belly. He was intentionally arousing me, pushing me to orgasm. I had watched the process before and it made me hot to think of a master forcing me to orgasm. I realized I was a true sub.

The whip kept up its steady staccato on my ass, never striking in the same place, but close. Every stripe kicked my arousal up a notch. Soon I was pleading with him to fuck me. I was close to an orgasm but it was too slow. If he would just impale me I could cum instantly, but the whip would take forever. The gag muffled my words, but I’m sure he understood my need, “Uck ee, ese, uck ee.” I breathed it over and over but he cruelly refused to take me. I knew he must be hard now and was just teasing me. His restraint was commendable and damnable.  I was hot and wet, balancing on the edge. The whip was so slow, it wasn’t pushing me, just keeping me hot.

Then he stopped, came around to my head and lifted it. He thrust his cock in my mouth and said, “Blow me.”

I licked the head and started jerking my head up and down and sucking on him. I quickly tasted his drops of pre-cum, one of my favorites. I felt him swell in my moth until he filled it. He helped me, ramming his cock in and out in time with my head. Finally he came with a grunt, filling my throat with his hot spend. I was happy for him and glad I could have it. I swallowed it all, save a trickle that escaped onto my chin.

He pulled out and congratulated me, “Very nice, Tammy. That was great. Let’s give you your orgasm now.”

My heart fluttered as he went to my back end and impaled me with his still erect penis. He didn’t waste any time, just walked around my bound body and shoved his member into my wet pussy. It was instant joy for me as every nerve in my vagina woke up and sang hosannas as he slid in me. I bucked and squealed, and my internal muscles spasmed around his penis in joy, it felt so damned good to have him in me.

He rammed into me for ten or so times then he came, filling my vagina with his second burst of cum and I was so hot already that it kicked off my long-ready orgasm. I had been so ready for so long that his burst of hot spend kicked off an incredible orgasm in my belly, I screamed and thrashed and jerked at my bindings, wanting desperately to wrap my arms around my lover. Of course I couldn’t get loose and he stayed in me, laying over my back, riding the wave of my orgasm until he recovered and I was spent. Then he easily pulled out. I lay on the bench. Recovering and wanting more. After a while, Bobby walked in front of me.

“Good orgasm, Tammy?”

“Really good, but I think I can do better. Can I try again?”

“OK, but first, have you had an anal climax before?”

“Anal play, yes, I’ve had things stuck in there for visual effect, climax, no. I’ve heard of it but never experienced it.”

“High time, let’s see how tight you are.” I felt something nuzzle up against my anus. It was only his finger. He was applying lube and rubbing it inside me. It wasn’t a tickle, but close. I wiggled my ass and he said,

“Good, now tighten your ass. You like having me there and you want me to stay.” I did and he continued rubbing inside me.  He pulled his finger out.

“Very good, now relax. Think of welcoming me back inside you.”

I relaxed my ass and felt him slide back in. He felt bigger.

“That’s two fingers. You have good control. Tighten up again. Men like it when you are tight on their cocks.” He pulled out again, and I relaxed.

“Great.”

“This is practice, tighten up when I start to withdraw, loosen  up when I come in. Welcome me in.  Now out. Good. In. Good. Now you do it.” He started a regular in/out cycle and I followed his lead. I started getting aroused. He pulled his fingers out and I felt him jam his cock up against my anus and push. It hesitated as he pushed harder and with a sudden release, he entered me and I was in heaven. I was so full, so aroused, in awe of the pleasure he gave me. I loved him. 

It started to feel like he was in my pussy. My arousal started to get close to an orgasm. I felt full and glowing. I heard myself whimpering and making grunts of joy on every thrust. Suddenly I was orgasming, my vagina spasming as if it had a cock to squeeze. When I wound down enough to feel other things. Bobby was still in me, his weight on my back.

He pulled out and asked, “Was an anal orgasm as god as a regular one?”

“I’m not sure. I stopped noticing as soon as it hit. Maybe we should do it over and I’ll try harder to take notes. …It was just as good, master.”

“No, I think you’re right, we should do it over.”

“Can you do it, master?

“That’s one of the joys of being master of a beautiful woman, you can give her an orgasm whenever it pleases you.” I felt a cock shoved in my ass and start the in-‘n-out motion. A thin vibrator entered my pussy and rested against my clit, shocking me to the core. He sauntered around in front of me as his robotic assistants continued to drive my arousal to the roof.

He was going to leave me helpless and forced into God knows how many orgasms. He’s not even going to watch me? I was surely owned by him. I had no choice even about pleasure. It was humiliating and overwhelmingly erotic. No matter how good it felt, I wanted him, not his toys, “Please, master, don’t leave me like this.”

He chuckled and said, “I’ll let you play for a while. Count your orgasms for me.” And he walked out of the room, ignoring my pleas.

He had barely left the room before I came with a squeal and a laugh. I felt so good and so lonely as my cunt spasmed on the plastic dildo and it pumped me up again. I orgasmed several times, noisily, until he came back. My eyes were closed, savoring my bliss and I didn’t know he was back. I started when he touched my breast and opened my eyes. He was beautiful. “Oh, master, get rid of the machine and take me yourself. I need you.”

“Are you close?”

“Yes, master. Please take me yourself. Hurry! I need a real cock.”

“No. I want to watch you orgasm. I’m usually too involved myself to watch.”

Bastard, I thought. Still, I was pleased he liked to give me pleasure even when he didn’t get any. I whined a little more just for effect, “Please, master. Oh. Oh, I’m coming!”

The next thing I knew, I had come down from the last orgasm and was relaxed despite my strained pose and he was taking the fucking machine and the vibrator out of me. I felt empty and hoped he would impale me himself. I wasn’t done. I wanted the whole thing, a master erotically controlling me, his real, rigid cock reaming me out, his weight pressing me down, holding me in place, making me his, his face looming over me, my own personal God. It didn’t matter that I was already helpless at his hand. I wanted to be a personal possession, my owner holding me, taking his pleasure, and giving me some too.

He stood where I could see him, six inches behind my bottom, holding a single-strand whip, and said, “Another pleasure from having a sub is whipping her to orgasm. It keeps her in her place, gives the master pleasure to see her writhing in pain and gives her pleasure too. Both Sub and Dom profit from the experience. Do you understand that? Have you gotten pleasure through the pain of a whipping?”

“Once master, but not usually, but I do understand from watching our girls being trained.”

“With me it will be usually.” He stepped to the side and flicked my ass with the whip. It made a distinct whistle as the whip drew a stinging line across my ass. I gasped at the pain, but in a moment the sting had vanished and a flare of heat blossomed in my belly. He paused for a few seconds and said, ”The girls tell me the sting vanishes shortly and turns into a warm belly. True?”

“I answered, snarkily, “Strangely, master. That’s what just happened.”

He said, “ Watch your tone or I may have to give you a punishment whipping to show you I know how. The heat bloom is the effect of an erotic whipping. In a punishment whipping there’s no pause and it’s harder.  You likely won’t like it as much, though some girls do. Try not to earn a punishment whipping. It’s a lot less fun for everyone.” He lay another stripe across my ass . I gasped, but it really didn’t hurt that much. He gave me maybe twenty stripes with long pauses between them. Near the end I was moaning in pleasure as my belly stated spasming near orgasm. The growing heat in my belly was incredibly arousing. I squealed then came and fainted.

When I woke, I was still locked in place  and felt relaxed and wonderful. He said, “You came on the twenty-fifth stroke. That will decrease with practice You will have those thin red stripes for a couple of days, but they shouldn’t bother you.” He released me from the bench. It took me a long time to be able to get up. My arms and legs were stiff from immobility and my groin was worn out. He carried me over to a full-length padded bench and said, “Lay still until I tell you to get up.”

“Thank you, master.”

He rubbed some lotion into my skin, slowly, covering my whole body. He rubbed hard and it was exquisitely relaxing. A real massage. When he finished, he put the lotion away, wiped his hands on a towel. I didn’t move, just purred with satisfaction. I felt renewed, relaxed, sleepy, and happy. I think I found my Dom.

He asked, “Your feelings, Tammy?”

“I feel wonderful and the sex was spectacular?”

“Are you my Sub?”

“Yes, master. I am. Do I call you master or sir or…?”

“Master when we’re alone or with friends, sir otherwise. No clothes when master is appropriate, no underwear when it’s sir. High heels except when I tell you. It’s sir when you’re on duty.”

“Thank you for clarifying for me.”

“Are you ready to get up now?”

“Yes, master.”

“Then get up and come with me.”

I did and he took me into the bathroom and put us both in the shower. He made me stand still and move my arms and legs as he directed. He washed me all over, including my pussy and rectum. He was very thorough, his water tank must be extra-large. Then he scrubbed himself and dried both of us.

We went in the bedroom and I asked, “How do I sleep master?”

“In the bed unless you’ve been bad. Put your arms behind you.” He cuffed my hands behind me and my feet together. He took hold of my collar and towed me slowly to the bed. He locked the ‘visitor’ chain to my collar and lay me on the bed. He slid a thick pillow under my waist, an absorbent pad under my ass, and ordered, “Pull your feet up to your ass and spread your knees wide.”

He was being precise in my arrangement and I couldn’t believe he was going to finish tonight with a vanilla Missionary position climax. I didn’t say anything. He was the boss now and if that was what he wanted, so be it.

I couldn’t have been more wrong. He knelt on the floor beside the bed, put one hand on my breasts and started rubbing and squeezing my nipples while his other hand started gently slapping my pussy. It was intense and wonderful. As my nipples swelled, his touch became unbearable and I moaned as the feeling arrowed to my pussy and joined with the erotic slapping. I was close to an orgasm and kept repeating, “Oh, oh, oh…” every time he slapped my nether lips.

I don’t know how long he kept me there, just shy of an orgasm, but finally he gave me a real slap on my pussy and I instantly came with a squeal and a start. His hand kept massaging my breasts and the spanking hand started impaling my pussy and rubbing my clit. It was unbearably intense and I kept spasming for minutes. Finally he stopped, whether because I’d had enough or his hand was tired, I don’t know, but it was wonderful to relax and recover.

He wiped my pussy with a damp cloth. Dried me, and removed the absorbent pad and pillow then he turned off the light and got in bed beside me. I was exhausted but felt relaxed and happy. I had a real Dom. I had never been a real sub before. I hoped it would be as good in the future. I cuddled close to my new Dom and fell asleep wondering what tomorrow would be like.

I woke to master removing the cuffs from my ankles. He left my hands cuffed. I asked him, “Master will I wear handcuffs often?”

“Usually. I think it helps to remind a sub what she is.”

“Thank you, master.” I would be obedient for now. I actually liked it. It fit my personality and let me be pampered. I’m pretty sure he’d relent if I had a good reason. If not, I could drop out of the arrangement. He took me in the bath to use the facilities. The chain was long enough so I could reach the facility and when I finished he dried me.

He fed me oatmeal, orange juice, and coffee for breakfast. He put the leash on my collar and took me back to his office to get my clothes. We passed several trainers and all commented on my new position with good cheer. It was humiliating, of course, to willingly drop from a free woman to a sub in one night. I smiled and admitted my new position to all.


Chapter 20  :  Bliss

In Bobby’s office the removed the leash and the handcuffs.  I got dressed and we kissed.

I asked, “Master, am I to wear this collar today?”

“Yes. It makes out relationship clear to everyone.”

“But master, the girls will laugh and I will have a hard time controlling them.”

“Probably, at first. Use the whip on a couple and they will shape up. They are all bondmaids and you’re a free sub. They have no choice. You do. Make that clear to them and they’ll behave.”

“Yes master. I will.” It’s still humiliating that I’m wearing a collar just like them and it’s bigger and heavier than theirs.

He handed me the handcuffs and a key, “Here’s a key for my quarters. After work, go there, put your clothes in the closet, cuff your hands behind you, kneel on a cushion four feet inside the front door, and wait for me.”

“Yes, master.” I kissed him then went to my quarters to freshen up and change. I was due at work in thirty minutes. This was going to be new, interesting, and, I hope, fun. I walked with a spring in my step, the air smelled fresh and fragrant, I was getting a Dom. I was a sub and he was going to care for me.

I went to my room and passed Haddad on my way. He smiled and said, “I see you have gotten together with Bobby.”

How did he know, then I remembered I was wearing Bobby’s collar. “Yes, sir. He’s agreed to be my Dom. I hope my collar won’t cause any problem.”

“Not from me or the staff. You’ll have to deal with our bondmaids.”

“Yes, sir. I will.”

When I reached my room, I changed clothes and looked at myself in a mirror. All I could see was the heavy steel collar with Bobby’s name on it. It fairly jumped out at me. My trainees could not help but see it.  I was proud he had chosen me, but I wish he didn’t feel the need to let everyone who saw me know it.  This smacked of ownership. On the other hand, I was proud too and I sort of wanted everyone to know it, but this was too much like a bondmaid’s collar, especially since I couldn’t remove it. Someone would ask me about it, or more likely make some snide comment Implying I was now the same as them. Any explanation would simply make it worse. I would just tell them I was Bobby’s sub and leave it at that. I suspected it wouldn’t be that easy, but what other options did I have?

I went to my first training session. All ten of out trainees were there. It was the exercise session and john had already got them in line on the exercise mats, standing in display position. “Pay attention girls. Marina, feet wider, your ankle chain should be taut. You may have noticed my new collar. I have consented to be Bobby’s sub. You may think this makes me like you. It does not. I am free and have not committed any crime. I can stop whenever I want. You have all committed crimes and are serving a mandatory sentence. You cannot end your servitude at will. You are bondmaids and I am a free woman. That is all I’m going to say about it. Any questions will be grounds for punishment. Drop to pushup position.” There were some sideways glances at me during the class, but no one said anything.

After the girls had gone to breakfast, Elizabeth, Haddad’s sub, came over and said, “Congratulation on hooking up with Bobby. Love your collar. He’s the cream of the crop here. I watched you tell your girls on master’s camera and you handed them great. I’m sure they’ll talk about you, but they won’t give you any backtalk now.”

“Thanks, Liz. You don’t think I’ll have any trouble with the other trainers?”

“No way. Bobby’s senior and well liked. Maybe a little envy. They all wanted you, too.”

“No one ever said anything.”

“Fear of rejection and they have the girls whenever they need a little relaxation. They’re pretty relaxed.”

“I guess. Want to have breakfast now?”

“Afraid not, my master is waiting for me and I expect Bobby is waiting for you, too.”

“Shoot, I bet he is. I’m new to this sub thing. I’d better go find him and sooth his ego (Besides I wanted to see him). Bye.” I hurried to the dining room. Bobby wasn’t seated with the trainers.   Elizabeth was just ahead of me and was walking toward  the seated trainers. I saw Haddad was already seated. He saw me and waved me over. I followed Elizabeth, when she reached him she dropped to her knees beside him and rested her hands on her thighs, palms up. I stopped beside her and said, “Yes, sir?”

He smiled and said, ”Bobby is waiting for you in his quarters.”

“Thank you, sir.” I left the room, not running, but in a hurry. When I reached Bobby’s door, I knocked. I heard him call out, “Enter.” I opened the door and found my new master sitting on a chair in the living room. I hurried to him as he stood and we kissed. When we broke, he said, “Any problems with your collar?”

“No, master, none.”

“Good. I thought you’d do fine with the girls. Remember, you don’t wear clothes when we’re in my quarters.”

“Oops. I backed up a step and undressed. There was only a top and pants since I was ordered yesterday not to wear under garments. When I was naked, I dropped to my knees, spread them wide, crossed my arms behind me, thrust me breasts out, and said, “Sorry master.”

“I forgive you. Now get up and let’s eat.”

I was instantly afraid he was going to make me eat naked in the dining room. I stood up and opened my mouth to beg him not to make me eat naked in front of my co-workers and the trainees.

Before I could speak, he said,  “Don’t worry. We’re going to eat here.” He took me in the kitchen. He had two meals set on the table. Both from the dining room and one was my regular meal. He let me sit in a chair and eat with utensils, not standard for all subs, I understand. We talked about work and what our relationship was, both now and in the future. He was going to take it slow and let it evolve, with some exceptions,

When we finished eating, I washed the dishes and put them in a sack to return to the kitchen. Then he showed me my latest toy. He handed me a glass butt plug with a jewel in the end and a tube of lube. I asked, “You want me to wear this?”

“Yes, it is the first and smallest of several. It and it’s successors will open you up so anal intercourse is more comfortable for you.”

“All the time?”

“Until you’re comfortable with my cock in your ass. Wear it all the time, take it out when you need to eliminate, wash it, lube it, and reinsert. OK?”

I thought about it. “I guess so. As long as no one sees it.”

“Plenty of people will see it. I will take you to parties with other Doms and subs. You’ll fit right in.”

“Do other subs have these?”

Yes, of course. Men like to stick their dicks in all of a girl’s holes. You’ll be surprised at the number of girls who wear these. Think of it as a bit of jewelry. We’re going to a bdsm party this weekend. You’ll be on display, the first new sub in a while. Everyone will want to learn all about you.”

A party? On display? “Master, what can I tell them?”

“Everything. They’re friends and want you to have a good time. Think about what makes you excited, what makes you  horny, what you want to do and have done to you. These are very open people who like the same things as you and want to share experiences. And there you don’t have clothes, but a costume.”

I looked at the time, it was time for me to go back to work. I had a schedule, unlike master. “Master, I need to get to my class, Yoga.”

“Right, get dressed and go. Come back here after your shift is over.”

“As soon as I can make it, master.” Not having to worry about undergarment let me get dressed in a snap. I was thinking about tonight, wondering what erotic things he would do to me; bondage, teasing, erotic pain, and lots of orgasms. Just seeing him made me smile and put butterflies in my stomach. I was going to have so much fun tonight.

I let the girls get away with sloppy performance and one of the other trainers noticed it. He corrected it, I was chagrined I didn’t see it. I focused harder afterwards. It was hard to concentrate with Bobby on my mind. Work was interminable today. We had reached the repetition stage where we focused on style and grace so we had the girls do the positions repeatedly, aiming for perfection. We made them change from one pose to another in different patterns: standing display, kneeling display, punishment, hog-tie, eager puppy, begging, coffle, leading, obeisance, blowjob, with and without hands, missionary, rear entrance, and several variations. We had to pay close attention and correct sloppy moves of hesitations. It was hardest on the girls because we held the whips, but we had to stay very focused.

The butt plug was on my mind all afternoon. It made me feel full and semi-aroused. Every move brought it to my attention, like a bandage, or a bag hanging on my shoulder. Not painful, just different. The arousal was due to Bobby telling me to wear it. It was my master’s order, not something I decided, another sign of someone else controlling me. It was in my best interest, but it was still Bobby’s order. Not a bad feeling, but with serious implications. Not serious yet but aiming that way.  Did I really want to submit to a master?

I had to admit that he drove all concern out of my mind when we were together. My self-preservation instinct just switched off. Anything he wanted was perfect and reasonable. If he told me to teach my classes naked, or walk downtown in chains, I would happily comply. Such total trust was rare for me. Pheromones? I just know I wanted to do whatever he said when we were together. Love? Already? Did he hypnotize me? All I knew was that I was happy and completely trusted him. I knew this made me very vulnerable, but I didn’t care. I was tired of being alone. I wanted a strong man to take care of me and I would pay whatever cost he demanded. In one short day I had learned that I wanted a master and I hoped it was Bobby.

When my shift was over, I helped put the girls away then hurried to Bobby’s quarters. I knocked and got no reply so I used my key , went in, undressed, and knelt on the pillow he had left for me. I crossed my arms behind me, spread my knees wide, thrust out my breasts, smiled and watched the door, waiting for my Dom.

I knew exactly what I was doing. I was auditioning for the role of Bobby’s sub, I was exploring my submissiveness, and I was having a blast. It was fun feeling so erotic. I had first felt this way when I grew breasts and was first exploring my body, again when I was doing bondage modeling, but  this was even better. I was aroused all the time, my nipples were hard, and my pussy was wet all the time. I think a lot of my arousal came from being around our bondmaids. They were kept continuously chained and were only released to clean themselves and only under close supervision. I was really turned on by handling their helpless bodies and disciplining them. They seemed to enjoy it just as much. Were all females like this? I knew a lot were.

As I waited for Bobby, I realized something was missing. I remembered handling the girls. The first couple of days they seemed bewildered by their helplessness but they quickly adapted and seemed to relish being handled. They usually smiled, even when they were being corrected, like it was  expected. They started at the whip, but that was it. Of course they cried and yelped when being punished, but their chastened behavior only lasted a few minutes then they were back to their happy selves again. Maybe what was missing was bondage. I was free. I had come here expecting bondage, wanting to experience it again. I could dress and leave. I felt somehow cheated.

I heard the key in the door. Bobby was home. I straightened up and mentally checked my posture. The door opened, Bobby stepped in. I was worried until he saw me, then he looked at me and smiled and all concerns vanished. He was pleased to see me! He dropped his keys on the table by the door and strode to me.

“Up pretty girl.” He took me in his arms and kissed me, crushing me to him.

My heart danced. I was so happy to see him. My love juices flooded my pussy. I wanted him in me. I wrapped my arms around him and whispered in his ear, “Your sub needs to be shown her place, master. Make her submit to your ruthless body. Fuck her brains out. Dominate her.”

“First, princess, we need to set up some rules. We haven’t spoken of this, but I sense you are OK with some erotic but painful or humiliating acts, like spanking, but your agreement may vary with circumstances. Are you OK with the standard color flags?”

“I don’t understand, master. I’m sure I will want anything you decide.”

“The color code is simple and intuitive: red means stop, don’t do that; Yellow means I’m not sure yet, go slow; and Green means I’m good, keep going. OK?”

“Yes, master. I understand. Since we’re setting the stage for the future, I have a request.”  I paused, unsure what to ask for.

“Yes?”

“I’m your sub and I’m free to leave… when she kneel naked in your home, she needs to be under your control. Your sub needs to be controlled even when you’re not here. I need this!”

“You’ve already decided to be my sub, then?”

“I want to be, if you’ll have me.”

“That depends. I don’t want a sub who isn’t committed. I don’t want a sub who can suddenly decide to leave without warning. Is that you?”

I realized that he was talking about his past experience. His girlfriend of years suddenly took a job across the country. I knew that had happened more than a year ago and it obviously hurt him. I knew what would convince him, at least for tonight. “Try me master. Take me as your sub for a while, say a month. If we like it, I’ll sign up as a voluntary bondmaid for a year. I’ll renew it  if it turns out well. I really want this.”

He looked at me for a long time and I smiled at him, trying to exude confidence.

Finally, he said, “You’re serious. OK, I’ll take you as a real sub for a week. It shouldn’t take more than that for you to decide. Then you’ll sign on for a year as a bondmaid. I’ll arrange for you to be a trainee here. After a year you’ll decide if you want to keep going.  Agreed?”

“Yes, master, happily.”

“OK, then as to your first request, I’ll leave instructions, handcuffs, leg irons, and a lock on the dining room table for you. When you come here after work, strip, do what the instructions say, then lock the bondmaid’s chain to your collar, cuff your ankles, cuff your hands behind you, kneel on the cushion, and wait for me. Clear?”

“Yes, master. Thank you.”

“Alright. I’m going to tie your hands. Cross your arms behind you.”

A shiver or erotic excitement ran through me and I flung my arms behind me, anxious to be helpless in his arms. I was careful to acknowledge the order, “Yes, master.” Maybe he’ll spank me. If he doesn’t, I can always be bad.

He unrolled a skein of coarse rope and soon I couldn’t move my arms. The rope wasn’t tight but it enveloped my arms and held them absolutely immobile, tight to my back. He used his phone to take pictures of me. He put me in many poses, in several rooms. Every shot he took I felt my nipples get hard. I was an exhibitionist, too, evidently. I didn’t know that.

All the time he was photographing me, I imagined that we were in public and I was his naked, tied bondmaid being exhibited, made to expose myself in erotic poses for all to see. I stayed aroused all the time.

I knew Tammy had worked as a bondage model before and I wanted to see if she was still free of body modesty. She had worn my collar to work today and survived the inevitable ribbing with enough good feelings to return to my quarters, strip, and wait for me. It appeared she wanted this. She seemed to be  happy, at least when we were alone, and she was aroused all the time. Her nipples and labia were engorged and pink. She seemed to be enjoying herself.  I took her into my rec room and had her lay back on the padded table. I put a pillow under her shoulders and head and asked, “Comfortable?”

Tammy smiled and replied, “Yes, master, Thank you for the pillow.”

I pulled a chair up next to her, lay a hand on her full breast and asked, “When did you find out you liked bondage?”

She shivered delightfully, screwed up her face in thought, and replied, “I started experimenting with my body when I was young, maybe nine.”

I rolled her nipple between thumb and forefinger, watched it harden and asked, “Experimenting?”

God, explosions went off in my belly. I gasped and told him, “With clamps and rope, learning what felt good.”

I switched to her other nipple and she reacted just as strongly. I loved having her helpless and she obviously liked it too. She was very sensual. I wanted to keep her talking so I asked, “By yourself?”

My belly was still churning. I pulled myself together and explained, “At first. Then I found I liked being tied up so I always volunteered to be the captive settle’s daughter r the stolen princess. It was harmless fun. I really liked the way I felt.”

She was getting more aroused as I played with her breasts. Good. I really enjoyed having such control over her. Did she want this to continue? Has she continued playing with bondage? I asked her, “What about when you were older?”

I couldn’t think with his hands on my breasts. I tried to remember, “I looked for boys who liked bondage. My first boyfriend kept me cuffed when we were both alone. I lost my cherry in cuffs. I lost that boyfriend last year. He was killed in Afghanistan.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“It happens, we had drifted apart, anyway. I’m over him.”

“Do you still enjoy bondage?”

“It’s why I’m here, master.  I like the feeling. I wear my cuffs when I’m alone in my quarters. It’s not as good since I have the key. This is much better. I’m very aroused now.”

“I noticed.” I ran my fingers over her engorged nipples and enjoyed her gasp and shiver.

I put a blindfold on her, spread her legs wide and tied her ankles to the rings at the corners of the table. She was still smiling and her labia and nipples were still aroused. I inquired, “Color?”

“Green, master.”

Tonight I was going to explore her senses. I got my first toy, a long grey feather. I ran it down her right leg and she gasped. Her nipples swelled even larger. We were going to have a fun evening. I explored her body with the feather, noting where she was most sensitive. I  tickled her to hiccups and let her recover. She was very sensitive to touch. I experimented with temperature, smell, and  sound and found her extremely responsive to all. I made her laugh many times and refrained from any pain, it was too soon for that.

I played with her cunt and nibbled on her breasts, bringing her close to orgasm, stopping short three times, her voice low and rough, begging for release. I had to stop and chain her collar to the top of the table so she wouldn’t pull herself too low. After the third near-climax I used a tiny breast whip to redden her breasts and bring her to orgasm. It requires a delicate touch to stimulate her breasts enough to spark an orgasm, but not kill it. It was worth it to see the joy the release brought her. She writhed and moaned in ecstasy for long minutes. I used my right hand to massage her breasts and my left to stroke her pussy, keeping her going as she pumped her hips against my hand. I let her come down slowly, gradually reducing mt stimulation until she was relaxed.

Her nipples and labia were still swollen to twice their normal size  when I stopped. I fetched some add-on nipple rings. These were tiny spring-steel bands that are opened wide with special pliers and allowed to close on the nipples, tightly. They can’t be removed without the pliers, they are so tight and shaped to prevent tampering. They have a tiny attachment ring to which I had attached gold rings similar to those worn by our ringed bondmaids It was too early to ask her to accept the rings of  bondmaid, but these temporary ones would let her feel the erotic stimulation they gave a girl without the permanence. While he eyes were still closed in pleasure, I slipped them on her nipples, first the left, and her eyes sprang open in surprise.

“What…?”

“Some new jewelry to simulate pierced nipples. They’re just jewelry, love, and easily removed.” I slipped it’s mate on her right nipple.

“They’re heavy.”

“They weigh the same as the rings in our girl’s nipples. The feeling when you move is erotically stimulating, they tell me.”

I had heard the same thing from the girls. I wanted to move to test their feel but I was tied pretty tight. The bands around my nipples were tight, but not painful. I knew he would have me ringed if I submitted to him fully, so I guess this was a good idea. The girls liked how they felt and I expected I would, too, but the humiliation of wearing symbols of submission was daunting. But that wasn’t universally true. Some girls had piercings because they like them as jewelry, even nose rings. But they were costume weren’t they. Mine would not be removable. He’d want them as permanent and humiliating as the girl’s.

“They’re beautiful, Tammy. Tell me what they feel like when you’re up and walking.”

“Will I be up soon, master?”

“Yes, we have an appointment in a few minutes. You just have time for one more orgasm.”

Oh, goody. “Bring it on, master.” He got some more toys out. I was disappointed he didn’t use his personal equipment. He shoved a long dildo in my pussy and started the old in-‘n-out. Then he held a tiny vibrator against my clit. I was instantly aroused and gasped/panted wordlessly every time he shoved in. It quickly blossomed and my pussy climbed for the sky. My belly spasmed and love juices flooded in. I shrieked in ecstatic joy and tried my best to hump the dildo, I couldn’t, of course, but my body didn’t ask permission. I was on autopilot and was just watching my orgasm careening toward its climax. I didn’t know when it would come, but it wouldn’t be long. It broke and I squealed loudly in joy. I think I fainted. When I became aware again, the dildo and vibrator were gone and Bobby was caressing mt breast. I smiled at him, feeling the wonderful afterglow of a really good orgasm. Finally, climbing out of the bliss I said, “Master, that was wonderful. If we’re going somewhere, shouldn’t you be untying me?”

“The appointment is here, Tammy, and you’re just right for Margie. Just relax.”

I was filled with concern. I was right for someone named Margie. Naked, on my back, immobile, helpless? Tattoos?  Piercings? What was she going to do? I said, “Wait,” panicked.

He caressed my cheek and said, calmly, ”Relax, she won’t do anything permanent. It’s a gift you’ll like.”

“But I’m naked and tied down.”

“I know. You’re perfect and it’s nothing she hasn’t seen before. We use her all the time.”

Just then the doorbell rang.

“That’s probably Margie now. Just relax and it’ll be over in a few minutes. Don’t worry, I would never do anything you wouldn’t like.” He left to get the door.

Of course. He wanted me to commit to him. He wouldn’t do anything to scare me away. I tried to relax and wondered why Margie was here.

In a moment he returned with a young woman. She was my size, slim, casually dressed, carrying a big case. She set it down. Bobby rolled a cart up beside me and put the case on it, he said, “Tammy, Margie, Margie, Tammy.”

She said, “Hi Tammy, I’ll be quick and then you two can continue your play.”

I was embarrassed. I was naked, my privates exposed, tied down so I couldn’t move, and a girl I didn’t know was looking down at me. Worse, I had no idea why she was here. Was she a piercer  or tattoo artist? Was this where I had to choose my safeword or have my body modified? I took a deep breath and said, “Hi Margie. What are you going to do?”

Margie looked at Bobby, “You didn’t tell her? That’s mean.”

“She’s considering being my sub. I want her to really understand what that means. If she uses her safeword then I’ll let her go. It’s better for everyone that she understands what sub means to me before we get too attached. Tell her what you’re planning.”

Margie replied, “It’s still mean.” She turned to me and smiled ruefully, “I’m going to remove the hairs from your pussy with hot wax, a Bikini wax. It’ll sting for a minute but you’ll love the feel of a nude pussy. I do all the girls here and I’ve done myself for years.”

I felty sudden relief. I hadn’t had a bikini wax before but friends had. He wasn’t going to change me. I had considered shaving myself but none of my boyfriends had wanted it nor did the producers when I was modeling. I had always wondered what it would feel like. The girls here all had bare pussy’s and I had assumed they had been shaved when they first came here. I guess I was wrong. I would have preferred not to be tied down when she saw me, but that ship has already sailed. “Oh, OK.”

I relaxed as Margie spread the hot wax liberally on my crotch and suddenly, I was anxious to see what it was like to have my pussy as bare as the rest of me. I had never had a woman touch my privates, especially when I was helpless. It was startlingly erotic. I think it was stronger because she was doing something besides touching me.

Bobby stood on the other side and laid a hand on my breast. He smiled and reassured me, “Relax, thus in only temporary. Your bush will grow back if you don’t like it nude. This will sting briefly and you can have all the climaxes you want afterwards.”

While waiting for the wax to cool, he ran his fingers all over my body, soothing me and holding my attention. When the wax was ready, Margie pulled half of it off, it hurt and I cried out, wordlessly. Bobby immediately fondled my breasts and I calmed to his touch. Margie quickly ripped off the rest of the wax and he pinched both my nipples, causing me to inhale sharply in painful pleasure.

Margie asked, “ Would you release her legs. I want to lift them and see if I got it all.”

My arousal shot up again. It was so erotic to be helpless and manipulated by two free people. I had never felt so much like a slave. I nearly came as he freed a leg. It was so easy for him and impossible for me. It was a perfect example of how I had given him all my power.

Bobby untied my ankles and lifted my legs over my head while Margie fingered the folds in my skin and inspected her work. Her fingers slid over my suddenly hot skin, sending thrills of erotic pleasure through me. Her touch was magic. I had never been touched so impersonally by a woman. It reinforced my humiliation and my erotic submission. She could do whatever she wanted to me.

She said to bobby, “Clean here. Roll her over on her belly and I’ll do her bottom.”

Again, directing what should be done to a helpless chattel with no more concern for her wishes than for a dog or pony.

He flipped me over easily and fastened my ankles down again. H pulled my knees wide, opening mt butt cheeks, exposing my anus for her work. I felt exposed again and humiliated again as my private parts were exposed. She spread warm wax around my anus and told me, “You only have a little fuzz here so it won’t hurt at all to get you squeaky clean.” After a moment she pulled the cooled wax off and she was right.

She rubbed some lotion on my butt cheeks and into my crack. She slipped a lubricated finger into my anus and coated the inside. My arousal went up as her silky, smooth hands coated my skin. I gasped and almost climaxed when she entered my bottom, it was so erotic and felt so good, but she pulled out and spanked my ass twice and cautioned me, “Naughty. A sub doesn’t cum without permission Tammy.”

“I’m sorry, mistress.” After I spoke, I realized I viewed her as a mistress. I was really thinking like a slave.

She said to Bobby, obviously, “Flip her over and I’ll put lotion on her crotch.”

Bobby forced his gaze away from Tammy’s rounded ass and dimpled, naked bottom hole, freed her legs and rolled her over on her back again. Her cuffed hands were still chained to the head of the table. He tied her ankles to the sides of the table so her legs were bent and spread wide. Her face was red and her breathing heavy.

I watched her spread lotion on my crotch, rubbing it in, thoroughly, and again it was wildly erotic. I loved having a woman touching my nude, helpless flesh. I enjoyed my submission and hoped he would let me cum.

While Margie rubbed the lotion is, she said, “This is mostly aloe and will soothe your skin in no time.” Her voice was husky and her nipples were erect. Bobby’s dick was tenting his pants. I was responding to their ministrations the same way. I was close, so close to Cuming but would he let me? 

Bobby put his hands on my breasts and rolled my nipples, lightly with his fingers, bringing me to a boil. He said, “Now you can cum as many times as you want.”

I was grateful and expected Margie to leave while he fucked me, but no, she slipped her fingers into my seeping cunt and finger fucked me. I gasped in shock. The instant pleasure was strong and my need too great to ignore the fact that a woman was getting me off. The look of naked lust on Bobby’s face was the clincher. I started arching my hips, ramming my cunt into Margie’s hand, trying for more, harder stimulation. The orgasm burst in me so fast, so gloriously strong I couldn’t have stayed on the table unless tied down. I shook with the long hoped for pleasure, spasms wracked my belly and heat surged through my body.

I was still writhing with pleasure when Margie leaned over me, spread my labia with her fingers and licked up my wet opening with slow strokes.

“Oh God,” I gasped in shock as I watched her lap at my exposed cunt. Before I could react, she gripped my clit between her teeth and nibbled. Instantly, I was flung into a second orgasm, even stronger. I ground my crotch into Margie’s mouth seeking more.

Bobby lowered his mouth onto Tammy’s breast and sucked on it, biting the nipple, making me whimper with erotic, sensual pain/pleasure.  Her whimper and bucking, bound body conspired to make his cock achingly hard. “Margie, thank you.”

Margie gathered her things and Bobby escorted her out of the room, closing the door and leaving Tammy, recovering from her massive orgasms, still bound to the table.  In the living room, Bobby took the things from Margie, lay them on a table, let his cock out, slipped on a condom, took Margie in his arms, lifted her, and lowered her well-lubricated cunt onto his cock.

She kissed him as he pumped her up and down on his member and made little happy noises on every downstroke. She came quickly with a squeal. He used every bit of his self-control to  delay his own climax, but he did, lifting her off him and lowering Margie to the floor. Leaving his still erect cock out, he kissed her, gave her a hundred-dollar bill.  “Thank you ,Margie. Do it again in two weeks?”

Margie replied, “Sure, Bobby. Everything?”

“Everything,” Thanks, and went back to Tammy, stripping off the condom. In the rec room he donned a new condom and went to Tammy, still fastened to the table.

She smiled happily at him and asked, “Again?”

“Of course.” He strode to the cabinet where al the toys were kept and selected a short whip. ‘Next you’ll climax to the whip.”

She sorted, ”Must I?”

“You’ve seen the girls orgasm to the whip. They aren’t trained or faking. It’s natural. You’ll see.”

His first stroke laid a fiery line across my ass. I squealed and pleaded, “No, please.”  He didn’t hit me again and I had hope that he wouldn’t. The sting in my ass morphed into a pleasant feeling of warmth in my belly. I thought, “This isn’t so bad.”

He struck again on my ass. Same thing happened. He paused and the sting changed to more warmth.  I sighed in appreciation. He continued, another stripe every minute or so and after six it didn’t sting, just reinforced my heat and I moaned almost continually as the heat built. Soon I was sopping wet and shaking with the pre-climax spasms. I begged, “Please, aster, take me now.” I saw Bobby was  aroused, too. Suddenly he dropped the whip, climbed on the table, and impaled me with his erect, huge member. Re reamed me out well and it was so good. I screamed, “Oh yes, yes,” over and over. We climaxed nearly together and I loved the weight of his body lying on me as we slowly recovered.

Much later he got up and untied me from that wonderful table. He cuffed my hands behind me and we went into the shower together. He decided the night was young and he wanted to go out, so he dressed me as he envisioned a sub, helpless with makeup and clothing to enhance, not conceal, with special attention to my now-naked crotch.

He released my hands, tossing the cuffs on the bed and instructed  me, “Do your makeup, not too heavy, red lips, pink labia and nipples, dark eyes. I’ll get your clothing ready.”

I  used smearless lipstick, eyeliner, and light blue eye shadow and was ready in a few minutes. I went into the bedroom. He was dressed casually, just pants and a shirt.

He had me put on a black garter belt, fishnet stockings, and a Waspie corset . He tightened the corset much tighter than I did. Then he put a tight steel belt on top of the corset and locked it. He handed me a pair of very nice red heels (Elle). I admired them for a moment before slipping them on. They were a perfect fit. “Thank you, master.”

He moved me in front of a mirror. I looked like a half-undressed, expensive courtesan showing her breasts and naked crotch to my lover. As I looked at myself, his collar on my neck suddenly stood out, and I became his property.  I realized I felt pretty, aroused, and my vagina was wet for him. I wanted him to take me again. I picked up the handcuffs, dangled them in front of Bobby and said, “We can play at home, master.”

He took the cuffs from me, turned me around, and said, “Cross your arms behind you.”

I complied and he cuffed my left wrist to my right upper arm. He got another pair of cuffs and locked my right wrist to my left upper arm. This wasn’t uncomfortable, but much more restrictive than just cuffing mt wrists behind me. I loved it. I was incredibly, erotically, helpless and all of my girl parts were completely available.

He looked me over and said, “You are beautiful,” and kissed me.

I rubbed my hairless crotch against his growing erection in hopes he would change his mind and stay home with me. I was really aroused now.

He backed up a step and said, “A couple of final touches to get you ready. Display!”

I knew what the command meant. It was a standard for the bondmaids but hadn’t expected to have it applied to me. Nevertheless, it was certainly erotic and made my belly quiver. I thrust my breasts out, spread my legs and smiled radiantly. I hoped he would cover my private parts before showing me off.

He put black, inch-wide, broad . leather straps around the base of my breasts and buckled then tight. They were wide enough they didn’t hurt but my breasts  now looked like big, flesh-colored balloons on my chest. I was proud of my breasts. They were outstanding, D-cups, conical and firm. They were the reason I had given up sports in high school, they bounced when I ran, and too sensitive and protruding for contact sports. Men adored them. Now master had made them more noticeable and really “outstanding.” But he wasn’t done. He grasped both nipples in his fingers and fondled them. They responded, instantly swelling and reddening. It felt good. So good my belly started moving.

He picked up a handful of jangly metal and used a tool to grasp part of it . It was a nipple shield. He slipped it over a nipple and pressed it home. A two-inch-wide disk of lacey gold pressed into my aureole and an attached gold band surrounded my nipple. He released the tool and the band shrunk around my nipple, grasping it tightly. I yelped in surprise. It didn’t hurt but it held my nipple tightly. The tip of the nipple protruded from the front of the band making the most sensitive part of my nipple available for play or punishment. A thick, two-inch gold ring hung from the band and it carried a bell.

He quickly put its mate on my other nipple. The bells were very sensitive and dinged as I breathed. I stared down at them in fascination. They were beautiful and I saw why men liked to ring their bondmaids.

I felt like a bondmaid now. Strangely, being naked and restrained wasn’t enough but the addition of these bits of jewelry was enough to change my outlook. “Will you really ring me, master?”

He backed up and examined me critically. He replied, “You were beautiful before. This makes you more erotic.  Men will kill to possess you and women will hate and envy you. What is your color?”

“Green, master. Very green.”

“Then I will ring you, with bells.”

He took hold of my arm and led me to a chair, sat down and pulled me face down over his lap. He was going to spank me. My heart leaped, this was so good. His first slap was hard and rocked me forward. I felt the sting and it hurt, briefly, I yelped, but it started changing to warmth in my belly very quickly. He spanked my for a few minutes and I lost track of the number of times he spanked me. However many it wasn’t enough. My ass stung but the fire in my belly was wonderful. I was moaning continuously, hoping he would decide to just take me to bed.

Finally he stopped and stood me up. He had me go look at my ass in the mirror. It was red, very red. I looked like a red-assed baboon, striking color. He commented, “I like you this way.”

I replied, “Me too, master.”

“Good, I’ll whip your ass every day, Tammy.”

“”Good, master. Because you like to see me like this?”

“Yes. Also I like the way you sound and how it feels. It also keeps a sub in her place.”

“Thank you , master. I like all of that, too.”

“One more thing before we go, Tammy.” He took me back to the chair, bent me over the back and impaled me with his stiff cock. He fucked me quickly, but I was close to climax already, and so was he. It was brief, but enough. We both climaxed, noisily and very enjoyably. He wiped the residue off us both.
 

“Now I want to show you off.” He placed a coat on my shoulders and buttoned the top button. It was just long enough to cover my crotch, as a final touch he clipped a leash on my collar and led me out the door. I didn’t consider objecting. I was going to be humiliated when he displayed me this way, but it felt exciting, something I would like as long as he was there. I guess I was an exhibitionist as well as a submissive. I was so glad he had found me.

The club was private. An unmarked building in an industrial district seemed out of place now that bondmaids were legal and common. I guess it spoke to their exclusivity. He took me in an unmarked door, still on a leash, walking behind him. The hostess, dressed in a bikini top, flowing skirt, and black choker greeted him by name , took my coat, and inspected me. She laid the coat on a table and walked up to me. Bobby handed her my leash, said, “This is Tammy, my new sub. Tammy, don’t move,” and stepped away.

I would show him I was not intimidated. I said, “Yes, master,” spread my feet , thrust out my breasts, and smiled.

She walked around me and finally said, “Good choice. Is she new?”

Bobby responded, “Yes. She’s a natural.”

She said, “I can see. You’ll be popular tonight.”

“I know. She’ll enjoy it too.”

She handed him the end of the leash and opened the inner door and held it while Bobby led me through. I didn’t know what to expect except that it was the start of my new life. I expected to enjoy it all.
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