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Chapter 1 - Institute

Wage Slaves is a popular porn site. It runs a continuous feed of the daily lives of female slaves.  It had been running for several years and its popularity was enormous and grew each year. The girls were there voluntarily.   They contracted to live for a year as sex slaves. There were usually seven girls under contract at any time.  Nothing was faked on the show. The girls were chained continually. They were sex slaves, so clothes were usually not worn. Those they had were designed to accentuate, not hide, their assets. The show kept nothing back. The audience watched them all day. They were whipped for rule breaking. They had sex with anyone that wanted it, but seldom when they wanted it. They were whipped to orgasm. The girls were kept humble and obedient.  All the girls were submissive and needed bondage and discipline in their lives. They and the producers were becoming wealthy by exploiting their needs.  No girl had ever left early, and the original cast slaves were still on view.

The market was huge. They sold all the bondage gear and clothing worn by the slaves. They were popular, and demand was growing. After many requests, they had marketed a slave girl kit. For an exorbitant fee, they would bring a mobile workshop to your home. If she signed the release and recorded a request. She had her permanent chains and rings installed.  They had equipped two hundred and twenty women.  Several of these women had appeared in public. Saying they were not going to hide what they were. The world needed to accept submissive women as normal.

Wage Slaves had started as a sole proprietorship owned by John.  It had grown large and he reinvented it as a privately held corporation.  John incorporated partly for the liability protection. But also, because he wanted to establish a network of powerful men. He anticipated he might need help to forestall any problems he might encounter.  A  board membership for powerful and wealthy individuals was a good investment.

Unexpectedly, several of his board members made the same request of him.  Would he try and do something with their embarrassing, unruly daughters?  The petitioners admitted to spoiling their offspring.  But they had become self-destructive, heavy drug users and regularly afoul of the law.

John consulted his staff.  They agreed that the restraints and use of sexual control would help certain girls. It was decided that they would accept problem girls if:  1. Between sixteen and nineteen. 2. Inherently submissive. 3. Parents agree to a strict regime. 

The WS Institute was initiated  with two very spoiled, very destructive girls.  The methods developed for the video site proved effective. Their parents were ecstatic with the results.  Word of the successes spread among the powerful and the school was at capacity every year.  Twelve new students matriculated every year.  Several successful students stayed on as counselors after graduation.

Potential students were screened before acceptance.  Determining inherent submissiveness was difficult.  A staff physician/ psychologist would interview the student. An injection of propofol reduced the student's level of consciousness.  It also induces a memory blackout.  The student is told it’s a vitamin shot.  Questioning under the drug is effective in determining a student's level of submissiveness. 

Mr. Jones, Ms. Biery and Dr. Biery visit the home of Mr. and Mrs. Gibson to do the final evaluation of Alexandra. 


Chapter 2 - Alexandra

The team from the school had arrived at the Gibson house in the early afternoon. There were three people, Sam Jones, Sadie Biery, and Dr. Sam Biery. Dr. Biery was introduced to Alexandra Gibson and they went to her room so he could examine her. She was not happy.

Ralph and Diane Gibson  explained  their desires for their daughter to Mr. Jones.  Jones was the agent of the WS Academy. Jones was accompanied by Dr. Biery and Ms. Biery. Dr. Biery was interviewing Alexandra.  Ms. Biery, Mr. Jones and the Gibsons talked in  the Gibson's living room. The Gibsons explained the school had come highly recommended by a close friend of theirs.  Their friend was a senior Judge in Los Angeles County that had sent his daughter to the school.  He told them it turned his daughter around.  She had gone in as an embarrassing, unhappy, drug using, hellion. She had come out as a polite, respectful girl.  She was now married to a young psychologist and was happy. 

The Gibsons said they loved their daughter, Alexandra, but.  But she was using drugs.  But she had wrecked two cars.  But she was always in the news for another drunken escapade.  But she had been kicked out of three schools. They were afraid to have her in their home anymore.  The last time she was there, she had hosted a party that cost over one hundred thousand to repair their home.  Why in the hell would she let them run a Mercedes into the pool? Mr. Jones broached the subject of parental intent.

"I understand Alexandra is destructive.  I would guess she is not fond of your efforts to help her.  Our school is very strict.  We usually fix the problems that caused girls to come to us.  Do you care how we achieve our results?"

Mr. Gibson responded, "As long as she isn't permanently damaged, you can do anything you want."  Mrs. Gibson said, "Do what it takes.  You can beat sense into her if that's what is needed."

Mr. Jones said, "I have some paperwork here.  Part of it is a release to do anything we want to ensure her security.  This means we will keep her restrained continually.  We will put chains on her wrists and ankles.  We will lock a metal collar on her neck. We may put rings in her flesh to control her.  She will be made into a helpless slave.  We will use sex as a punishment and reward.  We will use corporal punishment to discipline her.  While with us she will become our sex slave and she will receive a good academic education.  I know this sounds harsh, but no girl ever wants to leave when she graduates. Ms. Sadie Biery is a counselor and former student at our school.  She will explain why the school is so successful. "  

Ms. Biery was a striking redhead.  She was tall with an erect posture.  She had large gold rings in her ears and septum.  She wore a white turtleneck sweater and a long peasant skirt.  "Mr. and Mrs. Gibson, thank you for inviting us to your home. The first thing I must tell you is that I was a student in the school for four years.  I was like your daughter in my harmful behavior.  These gold rings you see were put on me there.  I keep them to remind me of how a person can change.  They are now acceptable in public, but only just."

"I see from the photos on your wall that Alexandra is beautiful.  All our students are beautiful.  It seems that the most beautiful girls get in the most trouble.  The school is successful because we understand why that happens."

"For all human history the most successful women have been beautiful and submissive.  Women's bodies and instincts have been bred to enjoy sex and submissiveness.  Our society forbids women to pursue these goals.  Only the most despised women openly seek sex and submissiveness.  Whores, prostitutes and the like.  Our vilest epithets are aimed at these proclivities.  Slut, cunt, fuck, whore, even bastard, and many more."

"Beauty seems to be an essential element in a bad girl. Of course.  We insist that these beautiful girls cover themselves up.  Don't show your breasts or pussy to anyone.  Be ashamed of them.  Even more so than your lusts.  Don't have sex with a man until marriage. We are one of the most prudish societies on Earth."

"What the school does is force the girls to display their bodies, to be proud of them.  To enjoy sex whenever its safe.  To encourage a natural enjoyment of sex, we use it both for reward and punishment.  To encourage submissiveness we always require absolute obedience and keep them chained. To encourage trust, we keep them safe and protected. To free them from society's harmful bonds we keep them naked to learn to enjoy their bodies."

"Now, a final demonstration.  I told you I was once a student and now am a counselor.  To gain the trust of these girls, my school uniform is the same as theirs."  Sadie unzipped her skirt and let if all to the floor.  She wore nothing underneath.  She had two gold rings in her labia lips and a steel belt around her waist.  The belt had several rings around its circumference.  Her ankles wore steel bands joined by fourteen inches of chain.  "My chains are the ones I wore as a student.  The school requires me to wear them as a condition of employment.  But I have grown used to them.  They keep me in my place, which is a loving, submissive slave to my master.  I would wear them even if not required by the school."

She pulled her sweater off and cast it aside.  She had a ring in each nipple, steel cuffs around each wrist, and a steel collar.   "This is how I appear to my students and how they appear to me.  Most of the time their hands are locked behind them.  Mr. Jones, would you do my hands, please?"

Mr. Jones stepped behind Sadie and locked her hands to the rear ring of her belt.  She turned around so the Gibson's could see her hands.  She turned around to face them again.  She knelt on the floor, spread her legs, and thrust her breasts out.  "This is the kneeling display position.  The students spend a lot of time in this position.  It enhances their sense of vulnerability and sensuousness.  That concludes my presentation.  Are there any questions?"

Mr. Gibson said, "Ms. Biery. You are beautiful indeed.  Can I send my wife to the school too?"

"Ralph, said Mrs. Gibson, "be quiet."

He said, "Yes dear.   I'm ready to send Alex.  She needs to learn some manners and a lot of respect, I want her out of this house, and this all seems logical."

Mrs. Gibson agreed.

Mr. Jones said, "Good.  I have a video showing some school scenes.  Would you like to watch it?"

Both Mr. and Mrs. Gibson nodded their heads.

Mr. Jones opened a laptop and started the video.  There were six or seven naked girls in it.  They were chained together by the neck and walking in a corridor.  They had chains joining their ankles and collars on their necks.  Their hands were locked behind their backs.  Several  scenes showed the girls in class being very attentive.  Mr. Jones remarked that the girls did not know they were being recorded.  He told them there were hidden cameras in every room and corridor for security.

After the video was over, Mr. Gibson asked, " Can you leave the chains on her when you bring her back?"  Mrs. Gibson said, "Good idea dear and Mr. Jones would you leave the rings also, please.  She'll hate that."

Dr. Biery finished his exam.  He reported to the Gibsons, Sadie and Mr. Jones that Alex was quite submissive. He opined the school would be able to help her with her behavior problems.

Alexandra Gibson was seething. Damn righteous, holier than thou parents. I was just having fun. And I thought Maureen was my friend. If she hadn't squealed on me, I wouldn't have gotten kicked out of that rotten school. It was a small party. I only had one joint. Pot doesn't hurt anyone. Damn.

Father is making way too big a deal out of this. I didn't want to go to that old school anyway. It was way too far out of town. There was never anything to do there except party. They can find some other school . They've got plenty of money and I don't want to go to college anyway. Why should I. They've got way more money than they can use. Look at how they pinch those pennies. The only car they would get me was a Volkswagen, for Christ's sake. All my friends have better cars. Margie got that red Mustang convertible and Susan got her dad's two-year-old Mercedes! Now they've taken even that piece of junk away. How can I go see my friends or go shopping or see a movie? I'm just sitting around this dump bored out of my skull.

"Miss Alexandra," the butler said, "your father would like to talk to you in his office."

"Stevenson, why must you always tiptoe around like that. What does Daddy want to talk about?"

"He did not say, Miss," said Stevenson.

"Oh, all right. I guess I better go see what else he can bawl me out about," I flounced to the office. The door was ajar, so I pushed it open and went in. Daddy was behind his desk. Mother was sitting in an upholstered chair beside him. The Doctor and another man and woman were in the room.

He was big and heavily muscled. He looked like a cop. The woman was beautiful and looked serene, but she has a gold ring in her nose. I want one of those, it looks cool. "Hi, Daddy. You wanted me?"

Mr. Gibson said, "Yes. Alexandra, your mother and I have found a new school for you. It is much smaller and has a good teacher to student ratio. We think it will be good for you. This is Mr. Jones. He will take you there now. We don't want you moping around here and want you to get on with your education now."

"But Daddy, I want to stay here. Its where all my friends are. Jamie's invited me to a party Saturday. Can I wait until Monday? Please."

"No. Alexandra, your friends always figure into your difficulties. I would like you to stay away from them. Go and pack an overnight bag.  We'll pack everything else and send it to you tomorrow."

"Daddy," I screamed, "No. I won't go. You can't make me. I'm not going to another school. I'm staying here, near my friends. That's final."

Daddy turned to Mr. Jones and said, "Mr. Jones, plan B it looks like."

Mr. Jones said, "Yes, sir, I agree." He walked over to me and grabbed my arm. He had a grip like iron.

He spoke softly, "Miss Gibson. I am authorized by your parents to deliver you to the school. If you struggle, I will place you in handcuffs. Will you come peacefully?"

I tried to pull my arm away, but he was strong and outweighed me by a hundred pounds. "I'll come, but I'm not staying. Daddy, I'm going to run away from that school and go to my friends."

Father said, "Mr. Jones. Take precautions. Alexandra is willful and will go along until she sees a chance to run away."

Damn, I may not like his attitude, but Daddy is smart.

Mr. Jones said, "Miss, would you like to pack an overnight bag or not?"

"I want some things. Makeup and toiletries and underwear. A change of clothes."

Mr. Jones said, "Mrs. Gibson, will you help Ms. Alexandra gather what she wants?"

Mother said, "Yes, of course." she stood up and said, "follow me, please."

Mr. Jones kept hold of my arm and followed mother. I was dragged along like I was weightless.

Mr. Jones kept hold of my arm the whole time. He asked mother to gather my things. I had to tell her what I wanted. When everything was in a case, Mr. Jones picked it up in his other hand and walked me outside to a limousine. I hadn't heard it arrive. Mr. Jones put me in the backseat and followed me in.  The Doctor and woman were already inside. He did not let go of my arm until we were both seated in the rear. He locked the doors and keyed the intercom. "To the school, please." The limousine started moving.

I didn't want to be here. Daddy was shipping me off to another stupid boarding school. Probably in a desert somewhere. It must be close since I'm in a limo instead of going to the airport. Are we going to an airport? I don't know anything about where I'm going or what it’s like. Daddy didn't tell me anything and 'Mr. Jones' has not said a word. "Mr. Jones, what is the name of the school I'm going to?"

He turned his head and looked at me. I thought his look was unusual, like he had a secret he would like to share but couldn't. He said, "WS Institute. It is small and exclusive."

I had not heard of it. "What does 'WS' stand for?" He turned his head to look forward and ignored me. I said, "Answer me!" He ignored me. I turned to face him in the seat and shouted, "Answer me, damn it." What he did next took me by surprise.

He grabbed me by the arm and drug me across his lap, face down. He put a massive leg over mine and held me in place. It felt like he laid a log across my legs. I was pinned. He pulled down my pants and panties in one motion then I felt a fiery blow on my right ass cheek. He put his big left arm on my back and pushed me down. My head was buried in the seat cushion. He spanked me ten or twelve times. Every blow was terrible My ass was on fire. Halfway through I felt a heat in my loins. I was getting aroused. I felt his cock thrusting into my pussy. I wanted it inside me. My belly pulsed, and I felt lust. I wanted him in me so bad. I felt my love juices squirting out of my squeezed cunt. I tried to speak, to beg him to take me but I was gagged by the seat pushing into my face. All I could do was grunt and moan. I realized I was helpless in his grip. I couldn't move, and I wanted to pull him to me. Finally, he lifted me off him and sat me down on the seat like I was weightless. I tried to speak but nothing came out.

He said, "Do not raise your voice to me."

I stammered, "Y..Yes, Sir." My ass and my loins were flaming. It was uncomfortable to sit. I looked at his lap. He had a huge erection and his pants were wet. Oh. My. God. It was my love juices that stained his pants, I felt the blush rising in my face. The other two people were sitting in the rear facing seats. They were smiling. God, it was so embarrassing.

He looked at me and smiled. He said, "You are not the first girl to soil my pants when I spank her. How is your bottom?

I stared at him blankly. He spanks girls and they get aroused? I thought I was the only one. I forgot about the other two. I said, "Do you finish what you start, Sir? Or do you just like to tease."

He said, "Your pants are soiled, Alexandra. Take them off. The panties too."

I smiled and took off my shoes, socks, pants and panties. Then I was nude from the waist down. I said, you are over dressed, Sir."

He said, "Take off the rest of your clothes too."

Then I was nude. He was still dressed. I said, "You are still overdressed, Sir."

He smiled and said, "You are beautiful, but you are not yet eighteen. I don't want to break any laws. Go to the middle of the floor and kneel. I want to look at you."

"Yes, Sir." I crawled to the middle and knelt facing him.

"Spread your knees. Wider. Wider. Cross your arms behind your head. Reach as far down your back as you can. OK. Arch your back. Thrust your breasts to me. Good. Smile. Great. You are beautiful. Now don't move." He reached down and collected all my clothes and tied my blouse around them to make a bundle. Then he threw it out the window!

"Wait... What... My clothes?"

He said, "You won't need them. You'll see. Get back in position. Don't move."

I was terrified. Where was he taking me? Visions of white slavery and forced brothels in Mexico floated through my mind. I must have looked it. "The school? Everyone will see me. Please don't make me get out naked. Please. He ignored me and just watched me. Soon the car stopped, and the door was opened by the driver. He looked at me.

The driver said, "Chief, are you starting early?"

Mr. Jones said, "She needed calming. Put the car up, please."

He took me by the arm and pulled me out of the car. I struggled but it was hopeless. I didn't even slow him down. He marched me into a building, down a corridor and into a doctor's examining room. He sat me on a padded table and clamped a shackle on my ankle. A long chain fastened it to a ring on a wall.

“Wait,” I cried. Don't leave me alone. I'm naked and you've chained me to the wall. What if someone comes? I'm scared.” I was also horny. He has purposely aroused me in the car. He left me horny on purpose. Now the chain.  I had dreams of being a helpless slave, chained and taken whenever my master wanted.  I was ready for him.  I needed a man in me so bad.  He teased me. Now I couldn't get him out of my mind. My pussy was throbbing like mad. And it itched. I wanted to rub myself so much. But I was afraid. If he saw me getting myself off, then I'd be in for it.

He said, “Alex, the doctor is going to come and examine you. You won't be alone long. You're safe here. Trust that.” He left me there alone.

I tried the drawers. They were all locked. I fretted. I was naked and chained to a wall. There was nothing in the room I could use to cover myself. I was still aroused. I went back to the table and rested one foot on the table and took up a 'September Morn' pose. I hoped the doctor liked it. Not much else I could do. I waited. I wanted to masturbate, but this was too public. Anyone might walk in.


Chapter 3 – School Things

A man in a white coat entered. It was the Doctor. I said, “Hi, Doc. I'm Alex and I seem to have lost my clothes. You already examined me. Oh, Yes, I'm also chained to the wall. Isn't this weird. I thought I was going to a new school and I must have wound up in this kinky prison by mistake. Can you help me?”

He said, “Hello Alexandra, I'm the school Doctor and I'm going to examine you even more than I did at your home. Yeah, I'm sure this is a little weird for you. It'll be explained after I get done with you. Don't worry about your clothes, none of the girls here wear any. You'll fit right in. Now lay down on the table, please.”

I was poked and prodded, flexed and felt, listened to and illuminated.

Finally, he said, I'll need the blood tests to be sure, but you seem to be in good shape. You're not a virgin, have you had intercourse recently?”

“No, Doc, I tried on the way here, but Jones wouldn't finish what he started. The creep.”

“Chief Jones is a very focused person. Turnover and lay on your stomach.”

I rolled over and he cuffed my hands behind my back. I fought when I realized what he was doing, but he was way too strong. Damn. It was such a drag being a girl. Every guy could wipe the floor with me. He swatted my tender derriere and told me to hold still or else he'd leave me in here all night. I relaxed. He cuffed my feet too. He took that shackle off my ankle and tilted me onto my feet. The ankle cuffs had a longer chain, so I could walk. I was in a fog of passion.  I was where I had always wanted to be.  I had become an object.  A property that men could do whatever they wanted.  I could not resist.  My body was melting from the inside.  I had trouble walking.  The chains didn't hamper me, it was my slack muscles.  I would have fallen  if he didn't have a hand on my arm.  I was lost in a blinding fog of lust.  I hoped it would end by him taking me.  I felt empty, hollow.  I needed filling. Oh yes.

He took me to another door and walked me through it. It looked like a large workshop. He took me to a man and introduced me to Stan. He said Stan would take care of me then let Melody finish up. I didn't want him to go.  I wanted to be fucked hard and put to bed.  I felt safe with him.  I didn't want to lose my safety.  I suddenly felt adrift.

I protested, “Doc, there's no way in hell I'm going to let someone touch me. Much less take care of me. I'm getting out of here right now. Unlock these cuffs or there's going to be hell to pay.”

Stan looked at me and said, “Feisty little thing, ain't she. Doc, hang onto her a second.”

The Doctor still had hold of my arm and I tried to yank free, to no avail. He wasn't as big as Jones, but he was still a lot bigger and stronger than me. I didn't go six inches for all my struggles.

Stan came back with a chain. He locked one end tight around my neck and locked the other end to a ring on the edge of his workbench. He picked up a crop from the bench and whacked me on the thigh with it. Damn, it hurt a lot more than getting spanked. It left a sharp fiery line of pain. I squealed and jumped. Doc let go of me and I backed to the end of the chain. I was held fast. I pulled and panted like a wild animal in a trap.  Not because I was afraid.  I was overjoyed. Lust blossomed anew in my belly.  I was even more helplessly chained.  I loved it.  I fought my restraints just to ensure I was secure.  I wanted to be held fast.  I needed to know that I was not responsible for anything.  I wanted to be the property that my master controlled and manipulated.

Stan said, "From now on, address me as 'Sir, now sit on that stool and lift your legs up here," pointing to the bench. I did as he said. He removed my leg cuffs and set them aside. He tried a couple of anklets on me until he found a set that fit. A chain, maybe fourteen inches long, joined them. They were rather elegant in their shining simplicity. There were no dangling locks or bulky hinges. They looked like expensive jewelry, even the chain. They fit perfectly, and they fitted me perfectly.  I was destined to wear chains.  

My fantasies were coming true.  My earliest dreams always cast me in the role of slave to a ruthless master.  I always volunteered to be the captive maiden locked in a dungeon.  Or the homesteader captured by Indians.  Or the kidnapped heiress held by gangsters.  I was the helpful captive, always showing my captors how I could get loose.  I became an encyclopedia of the best ways to tie a girl and a test subject for every innovation.  I saw how the boys got erections just by tying me up.  The harder I wriggled, the bigger they got.  I relished my ability to arouse boys.  My parents caught me playing these games with some local boys.  Then they decided I should attend all girl boarding schools.  The girls never had the interest in those games that boys did.  I discovered the other things a boy could do with his erection, along with the other girls.  It was wonderful, but not the same high as being tied up.  I always wondered how it would be if both occurred together.

In a short time, Stan had fastened them on my ankles and he had me stand. They were snug, implacable, and elegant. I could see no joint, no lock , no hinge. They appeared to be a single, continuous band of metal. They were smooth, shiny, and there was no keyhole. They were lovely, and implacable. I could no longer run or kick. They took freedom from me. They looked like unusual jewelry, but what they added was subjugation.

When he had finished, my wrists, ankles and neck all bore metal bands. I saw no keyholes or hinges. All had attachment rings. My collar had several. He showed me the collar before he fastened it on me. It was thick and heavy and had several rings around its circumference. There was a large metal tag hanging from the front ring with the number '4' on it. The number was almost two inches high. There was a metal box like bulge on the back It had a window in the back I could see a green light behind the window. Inside the collar there were two knobs that looked like they would stick into my neck. He said they were spring loaded and would retract when it was locked on me. I pleaded for him to spare me, to no avail. He placed it around my neck and fastened it with a gun like thing that made a loud smacking noise. Like metal hitting metal. He told me it was a rivet gun and there was no key. None of my restraints could be opened by a key. A broader band constrained my waist, like a steel corset without laces. It was hard to breathe. It had eight equidistant rings. A padlock held my wrists to the rear ring.

“Sir, “ I asked, “ what is this collar you've fastened on me? please tell me Sir.”

He said, “Alex. That is a control collar. The electronics tell the staff where you are. They can set limits on how far you can go. They can punish you for bad behavior.  You are now the property of the school.“

“Punish me, sir, How?”

He explained, “This is based on pet collars. If you are bad, they just have to press a button and you get a shock. The shock can be weak to warn you, strong to give pain, or very strong that will incapacitate you, like a stun gun. You can't outrun it. Its range is over three miles.

“That's terrible. What kind of school is this. It sounds like a high tech, kinky prison.”

Stan said, ”Yeah, I guess so. Soon, your instructors will explain it to you. I'm going to take you to Melody now.”

Stan took hold of my upper arm and steered me across the room to where Melody was standing. She had her arm resting on what looked like an old-fashioned barber's chair. She said Honey, you look good. You've got a great rack, long legs, and a small waist. Everyone's going to love you when I'm done.

"Melody, what, exactly are you going to do to me? Makeup?"

Melody laughed and said, "Honey, I'm gonna pierce you and put some rings in you."

Melody smiled broader and said, "Honey, sit here," indicating the chair.”

I felt uncoordinated since my arms wouldn't move and I couldn't separate my feet. Just as they wanted me, I suppose. Melody strapped me down to the chair, spreading my knees far apart.

“I don't want to be pierced now. Maybe sometime. I've thought about getting my nips pierced, but my parents wouldn't agree. I know two girls who've got nipple rings and they're fantastic.”

“Honey,  I'm going to do your rings. Nipples, ears, labia and nose. Whether you want it or not.”

I have dreamed about them ever since I saw them on a girl in a photo online. She looked so hot, so erotic.  They were like cigarettes or drugs.  They showed the world that you were living life today.  To hell with the future.  She wanted everything she could get right now.  I wanted to be her.  I wanted to live for today.  

“I don't have a choice? OK."

She painted an orange liquid on both nipples then she pushed a big needle through my left nipple. It hurt a little, but not bad. She picked up a big ring from a tray and used it to push the needle back out and then the ring was the only thing in my nipple. It was open, and she used a large pair of pliers to squeeze it shut. I heard a sharp click as it closed. Now it was a solid gold ring. In my nipple. Heavy. My right soon bore its own big, gold ring. Next, I got the labia rings, then the ear rings. I felt the needles enter my existing ear piercings. I could feel the stretch, but there was little pain. I felt the rings slide into place and then snap shut. First my right and then my left ears. The rings were heavy. It felt like my ears were being stretched down. I had worn heavy earrings before, but nothing like these monsters. She showed them to me before starting and they were identical to my new nipple rings. I couldn't see what she did, but it was soon over. I wanted to get up, so I could see them better.

"Melody, can I get up now?"

"Not yet Honey, one more to go."

One more? Where...?" Panic grabbed my heart. "Not my nose, please, not there. I'll never be able to go out in public again. Oh, please."

"Sorry, Honey. Orders." She strapped my head tight to the chair. I couldn't move it at all. I closed my eyes and tried to relax.

I closed my eyes. It was the only voluntary movement I could make, and it made my destiny recede into the blackness. I didn't know at the time how I would shortly regret that desire.

Melody brushed some of the orange liquid inside my nose. It got numb and she stuck something big in both nostrils. There was a snapping sound and pain erupted in my head. It was much worse than my nipples. I thought I had been shot. I screamed, and she pulled the thing away from my face. I saw my blood on it and felt faint. I couldn't move. She brushed some more stuff in my nose that stung. She stuck something else up my nose and moved it around. Everything she did hurt. Then I felt pressure squeezing in the middle of my nose. I felt a click and she took the things out of my nose. I still felt the pressure. I opened my eyes and watched. She inserted another gold ring and squeezed it together with large pliers. Another click. Then I was alone with my pain and the heavy ring dangling from my nose.

She left me strapped tight to the chair for a long time. When she returned she released me and helped me to my feet. She grasped my arm just like Stan and steered me to a wall with a mirror.

I saw my reflection in the mirror. It didn't look at all like me. The girl in the mirror was erotic. Her rings shone in the light. Her breasts were high and firm with erect rosy nipples and pierced by those huge gold rings. She was the most sexy and erotic creature I had ever imagined. She wore her chains with distinction. Their graceful lines enhanced rather than shamed. I watched the creature in the reflection smile. I was a slave girl. I realized I was smiling. Why was I smiling?

I felt confused, dissociated from my body. I did not want this. I had not agreed to it. I had acted bad and hurt my parents. Was this punishment. To be a helpless, ringed slave girl? I could imagine rape in my future. I couldn't resist. Would that be so bad? I enjoyed sex a lot. As I gazed at my image in the mirror, I was horrified at my fate. Exposed and so vulnerable. I was also proud. I thought, "I am a fine specimen. Any man would want me. Why did a woman in chains look so erotic? Helpless femininity is a turn on even for women? Even for the chained girl herself? I wonder if all the men get to fuck the sex slaves? No, I must resist. Fuck, I couldn't resist anyone. They can't keep me like this!"

In the mirror I saw another woman come up behind me. I didn't blush. I was resigned. I couldn't dress myself. I had no clothes. I couldn't do anything but speak and walk slowly. Anyone who saw me could control me. I had lost all choices. I could only wait for orders. I turned around.


Chapter 4 - Education

“Hello, “ she said, “My name is Miss Johansen. You must address me as 'Madam'. I am your teacher. Your rings are quite becoming. They enhance your beauty and subjugation. Anyone seeing you will know you are a slave.”

“I'm not a slave. I didn't ask for these rings or chains. I hate them. I hate my parents and I hate this school. Why were they put on me?”

"Alexandra, you show me disrespect by addressing me improperly. Bend over." She had produced a riding crop from somewhere.

“What? No, please, I didn't know.”

She said, “The crop will teach you better than words. Obey or the number increases.”

I bent over. I didn't want to, but I had felt the crop once from Stan and I knew I couldn't fight. I was helpless. As soon as I was over, I felt the fiery slice of the crop on my ass. Again and again. I squealed at each stroke. I whined and stamped my feet. I made a spectacle out of myself. I longed to rub the burning stripes but my hands were locked tight to the small of my back. I sobbed piteously. I was ashamed of my lack of courage, but I couldn't stand the pain.

Miss Johansen said, “Stand up and answer me properly.”

I sniveled as I spoke. “Madam, I am not a slave. I am your prisoner but I plan to escape and lose these rings as soon as possible.” That wasn't strictly true. I wanted to escape but I liked the way the rings looked on me. And the way they made me look.  I  wanted them because they gave someone else so much control over me.  I was ashamed that I wanted to be so subjugated.   I thought everyone would condemn me for wanting to be an abject slave.  For having no spirit, no desire for independence.  Wasn't that what all girls should strive for? I only objected because I knew that everyone should be free.

“Much better answer, and respectful,” she said. “Until you manage to escape you will find your rings are not only beautiful, but also quite useful.”

I was relieved I had gotten away with my lie.  I was disappointed she didn't detect my lie and out me.  What a mess.  How long could I keep my secret in this environment?

She clipped a leash to my nose ring. I gasped. Even that light touch was shocking. She had leashed me. Like a dog. To my nose ring. Oh, no. It was hugely arousing. I felt my loins heating up and getting wet.  I felt a blush rising on my face. What could I do. If she tugged, I had to follow her or suffer enormous pain and then I'd follow her anyway.  I would leave a trail of my love juices in a moment.

She said, “Alexandra, one of the rules is that you may not speak until you are given permission. You may ask for permission if it is really necessary. Too often and you will be punished. You may ask for clarification if an order is not clear. You must always acknowledge an order verbally. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Madam.” I may be headstrong and annoying to my parents, but I'm not stupid. If humble lets me avoid the crop, then I will be humble.

“All right. Let's go get you settled in.” She turned and walked away. I leaped after her, hurrying with short, noisy steps, trying to keep the leash slack. I could feel my rings swaying in my flesh.  My nipples were rock hard.  My cunt was sopping.  My blush intensified.  I could see my breasts getting red, too.   Those heavy rings swung at every step.  I was getting more and more aroused.  With my arousal, the stimulation of the rings, and my hobble I was having a hard time walking. She walked down a long corridor. I scurried after her, terrified of tripping but with no choice. She took me into a room with three other girls, about my age and fixed just like me. Helpless. They spun in place to look at us as we entered. She led me to the middle of the room and removed the leash.

“Miss Johansen said, Girls, introduce yourselves, get acquainted. Take any bed you want. There are seven more girls in your class. Most will arrive tonight.” She left the room.

One of the girls said, "Don't be embarrassed by all this.  We went through it too." 

I think she was commenting on my blush.  I hoped my arousal wasn't showing.  I saw a bathroom and said, " I'll be right back."

Susan Johansen went to the control room. Two women and two men were already there. One of the women said, two more are in the workshop.

I saw six toilets in a row.  No stalls.  I used one and calmed down. I discovered it is impossible to wipe properly when your hands are locked to the small of your back.   I went back into the other room. I looked at the other girls. All were pretty and just as helpless as me. The numbers one, two, and three were hanging from their collars. I said, “Hi, I'm Alexandra, Alex. Does anyone know what's going on here? Why are we chained up? Why are we naked?”

The brunette said, “I'm Nikki (number 2). I just got here too. My parents sent me to this school because I was caught smoking pot and wrecked their car. I think it’s kind of a school for girls who get in trouble.”

A short haired blond said, “Yeah, we all got in plenty of trouble before being sent here. I'm Janette (number 1). I'm guessing they don't want us getting into trouble.”

The last girl, a redhead, said, “Tasha (number 3). Same story. This is some kind of 'tough love' place. It’s run by sadists. I see you got a stripe too.” She turned around and stuck out her ass to show a vivid red stripe across the middle of both cheeks. “Me, I think it’s to keep us humble. Show us we're at the bottom of the heap.”

We talked and sulked and waited. Four angry young women.  We all had an identical set of rings. Two more girls were brought into the room right after me. Billie (number 5) and Chris (number 6). Chained like the rest of us, naked.  The door was locked. We were prisoners.

There were no beds or chairs, just a stack of rubber mats in one corner. There were a bunch of heavy rings on the walls. Another bad sign. We talked about them, but no one had any idea what to do about them. I went to one and looked at it closely. There were no screw or bolt heads visible. Just a big seamless eye bolt sticking out of the wall with a six-inch ring through it. All the metal I could see was round and half an inch thick. I found one at my finger's height and tried pulling on it. It might just as well have been set in concrete.

There was a huge bathroom we could use. It had a shower room that would hold a dozen of us. It had ten shower jets. There were six toilets out in the open, six sinks and a huge, low makeup counter. There was nowhere to sit in the whole place.

I got tired of standing so I sat and leaned against a wall. Most of the other girls sat near me. Only Tasha kept circling the rooms, looking for something we had missed.

We exchanged life stories. All lies, I suspect. Mine was. Three more girls were brought in. Vicky (number 7), Mary (number 8), and Aster (number 9). All had the same tale as the rest of us. Bad girls sent to a tough school to finish their education. There were no plain girls. We all looked good. Nice breasts, slim bodies, nice hair, good bushes. We were all angry and scared. Vicky was loud and ranting. She swore vengeance on everyone from her parents to the President. She wanted us to stage a sit down or hunger strike to protest our treatment. After an hour of her shouting, the rest of us just wanted her to shut up. She had been repeating herself for the last half hour anyway.

Miss Johansen and another woman came in.  Vicki shuffled over to them and started her harangue all over. The rest of us watched raptly. I was curious what they would do to her. If they made her shut up, I would be happy. Miss Johansen slapped Vicki across the face. Vicki fell on her ass and Miss Johansen said, “Be quiet seven.” Vicki shut up with an expression of disbelief on her face. She stared up at Miss Johansen and did not move. Miss Johansen said, “Number seven. If you speak again like that, you will be gagged and miss the meal.”

The second woman said, “I am Miss Roberts. You will address me as 'Madam'. It is time for your meal. Stand up and line up facing the door. Stand three feet apart. Single file.” She walked down the line and rearranged us in ascending order of collar numbers. I was the fourth girl in the line.

While we were lining up, Miss Johansen pulled a cart in through the open door. She took a chain from the cart and locked it on the back ring of the first girl's collar. Then the other end was locked to the front ring of the second girl in line. Soon we were all locked together into a single column of girls. Miss Johansen clipped a leash onto Janette's nose ring. She said. “This is how you will travel as a class. It is called a coffle. When we say 'line up' this is how you will arrange yourselves. Everyone watch the girl in front of you. Start moving with your left foot. Keep in step.” She led Janette out the door. We all followed, of course. Miss Roberts walked beside us with a crop in her hands. We tried hard to stay in step.

It looked like a cafeteria in one of the schools I had attended. I could see a kitchen area and three cheap plastic tables lined up. There were four chairs on one side of the tables. They faced a long wall with a bunch of rings a foot above the floor. Each ring had a short chain dangling from it with a spring clip on the end. The chains were long enough that the clip and a couple of links lay on the floor. There were more than two dozen of these ring and chain arrangements along the wall, maybe two feet apart.

Miss Johansen lined us up along the wall, facing it and six feet away. She said, “Line up in front of a ring. Spread your legs, Arch your backs. Stick your nipples out. Keep your heads up. Lower your eyes to the rings. Don't move.” She unlocked the first and second girls from the coffle and led them into the kitchen. They returned with a double bowl in each hand. They put a bowl under each ring and returned to the kitchen. Soon there were nine bowls and the two girls were back on the coffle. She ordered, Kneel and eat your dinners. No talking. Last one finished gets a stripe.”

I hurried to eat. I drank a little water first from the water dish then attacked my food. It was tasty. Rice with vegetables and chicken. A good sauce. I finished and returned to a kneeling position. I don't know who finished last, but I heard the 'Swack' of the stroke landing, followed by a shrill squeal. It should have been humiliating to have to eat like an animal. It wasn't though. It was more like an initiation with  us all doing it at once.

Miss Johansen and Miss Roberts led us back to our room. They lined us up kneeling in a semicircle. Miss Roberts left and returned a few minutes later with another woman.  She was the woman who had been at my house.  Sadie something.  She was older than us girls, older than Miss Johansen or Miss Roberts.  She wasn't old.  She was mature and beautiful.  She was also naked, ringed, and chained like us.  Miss Johansen said, "girls, this is Sadie.  She is a slave like you.  She is also a counselor for you.  In rank, she is above you and below me or any of the regular staff.  Sadie is a former student who a master enslaved and allowed her to stay here to help you students.  She is the slave of Doctor Biery.   You must address her as madam."

Sadie asked, “Girls, who can tell me why you are here?”

Tasha asked, “Because we were bad?”

Sadie lifted her hand. She was holding a small, black box. I could see several colored buttons on its face. She pushed a yellow button. Tasha jumped and yelped in pain and surprise. Sadie said, “that was the lowest setting, Tasha. Please restate your answer.”

Tasha said, “Because we were bad, Madam?”

“Much better. How were you bad, Tasha?”

Tasha answered, “Madam, I was kicked out of several schools.  For fighting, cursing at teachers, and I smoked pot. I also got bad grades.”

“Did you have sex?”

“Yes, Madam,” Answered Tasha, “I had several boyfriends and had a lot of sex with them.”


Chapter 5 - Nibbling

“Have you ever had sex with a woman?”

“No, never, Madam.“

Sadie raised her box again and pushed the orange button.

Tasha screamed and doubled over, her head to the ground. She cried out, “I'm sorry, Madam. Only once.”

“That was the second level. There are three more levels. Tell us about the sex, Tasha.”

Tasha, sobbing, said, “ At school, Madam. She made me come then when I was doing her, we got caught. It was in the dorm.”

“Tell us more. Who initiated it? Describe your position. What did she do to you? How did it feel? What did you do to her? Why?”

“Madam, it was not my first time. I initiated it. Michelle was curious so I told her what to do. I lay on my bed. With my legs off the edge. She got between my legs. I told her where to lick and how hard. She said she loved my taste. When it got intense I had her stick her tongue into my slit and lick hard while sucking my lips. Then I had her suck my clit and I came. It was wondrous. In a minute I did her. I had just begun when my teacher came in and saw us. We were on our way home that afternoon.”

“Thank you Tasha. I know none of you are virgins. Thus you all have had male lovers. Has anyone else here not made love with a woman. Shake your heads if you have not.”

I nodded my head. I remembered how much fun I had with little Millie at my first boarding school. She was great.

I only saw one head shake, but Sadie said, “Only three of you. OK, Did you who tried it with a woman, like it? Shake your head if you did not like it. OK, all liked it. Miss Roberts would you unlock  the chains at the back of a girl? Leave them on the front.”

Miss Roberts went down the line behind us unlocking our linking chains.

“You three who have not had sex with a woman stand up and come forward two steps. OK. The rest of you get in line behind these three girls. Two in each line, please.”

We all stood up and lined up behind the three girls.

“Miss Roberts, please chain these girls again. You will have to move some chains around.”

Soon we were all locked into groups of three.

“Miss Roberts, please free the hands of the last girl in each of these coffles. Give her a crop. OK girls, now we’re going to teach you all something about making love to a woman. Each coffle go get a sleeping pad from the stack and put it in the middle of the room. Stay at least ten feet from the closest pad.”

I was getting aroused again.  I was helpless at the hands of a girl my age.  That we were locked together didn't matter.  What mattered was that her hands were free and she had a whip.  I had to obey her. She wasn't a master, but she controlled me.  This was neat.

We all said, “Yes, Madam,” and shuffled to the corner. The girl with freed hands picked up a pad and we found spots to drop them.

“Now, the girl without prior experience lay on the pad, face up.   Pull your feet up to your ass and spread your knees wide. The girl with the whip will instruct the third girl in eating out the inexperienced girl. Use the whip to enforce your orders. Your goal is to bring the girl laying on the pad to orgasm as soon as possible. You may use your hands and body to speed the process. Go.”

I was the experienced girl with locked hands in my team. The inexperienced girl on the mat was Nikki and the girl with the whip was Tasha.

Tasha said, “Kneel between her legs and start licking her cunt.”

In my dreams, I had things done to me. Here I had to do things under the orders of a girl with a whip.  This was even better than my dreams.  In my dreams, I was under the control of a brute that was much stronger than I and there was no resistance possible. Here, the one in charge was no stronger than me.  I was helpless but if the chains were removed I could be in charge. But she had a whip and could give me lots of pain if I resisted.  Why did the threat of pain make me more aroused?  I never had pain in my dreams, but now I was dripping wet even before starting on Nikki.

I knelt and put my lips on her pussy. I started licking. Nikki had a thick bush. After a few licks I turned my head and spat out a few bits of foliage. I felt the crop bite my ass, hard. I jumped and heard Tasha say, “Ignore those. Lick faster. I did and tasted Nikki's love juices. Just a little. She was sweet but a little salty. She smelled of sex. I saw Tasha kneel beside us and put her hands on Nikki's breasts. I heard Nikki moan and felt her pussy lips tighten.

Tasha said, “stick your tongue between her pussy lips. Lick fast and hard. I did it. It was familiar to me. I heard Nikki moan louder. I could hear similar sounds from the other teams. I was getting aroused too. Not from any physical sensation. I was feeling something inside me. I could feel my own pulse quickening and my breathing was getting faster. It was from my stinging ass. I was getting aroused by Tasha's whip. I felt so helpless and maybe that was it. I have always had fantasies of being helpless and forced into sex. I licked hard and gasped. I located her hard nub of a clit and licked it. Nikki's moans became screeches. I took her clit into my mouth, sucking hard and licking it. Nikki came with a scream of pure pleasure and spasmed so hard I was thrown back on my ass.

Tasha said, “Wow. Good job, Alex.”

Sadie said, “We have a winner, girls. Keep going.”

I saw both the other teams come with lots of noise. None was so explosive as Nikki and I felt quiet pride that I had made her come as quickly. Nikki rolled onto her knees and scrunched up to me She leaned forward and gave me a deep, lingering kiss. We exchanged saliva for a long time. When she broke off she said, “Alex, thank you so much. That was the best thing ever. I love you so much.”

Sadie said, “You all did well. Go in the bathroom. Use the toilet if you want. The one with the free hands will clean the others. Come back and go back to your pads then.”

We knelt beside our pads when we came back.

Sadie said. "Now, experienced girls whose hands are locked lay on your  back. Inexperienced girls make her come. The girl with the whip will instruct the inexperienced girl as before. Your goal is still the same. Go.”

I lay back on the pad, pulled my feet up to my ass, and spread my knees wide. I closed my eyes. I was so ready to come. I wish it was a man. I wanted him inside me. I said, “eat me, Nikki. Quick.” I heard Tasha barking orders, but didn't understand any words. I felt Nikki's hot breath and tongue on my pussy. I felt her tongue stroking my nether lips and my heat was rising. She was making me hot, hot, hot. I felt Tasha's hot mouth close around my nipple. She sucked and used her tongue to tweak my ring. God, I hadn't realized how sensitive it was.

My aroused nipple got rock hard. It ached. The difference in my two nipples was dramatic. One was just feeling the weight of the ring swaying with my motion. The one in Tasha's mouth was screaming at me. It was hot and tingling. It itched. It burned. It was hungry for more. I tried to speak, but only a low, growly moan issued. I didn't have any words that fit. I didn't know speech. I only had lust and need. Then Nikki touched my clit with her teeth. Just a little passionate nip and I exploded. I screamed, I pulsed. My pussy spasmed so hard. I felt gallons of love juices spray from my cunt. Fuck needing a man. I was floating so high now. I tried to use my hands to hold Nikki, but they wouldn't obey me. Then I remembered they were locked under me. Fuck. I lay there in bliss. I was satisfied. I could stay here forever. I opened my eyes and saw Nikki and Tasha beaming down at me. They both looked like the cat that ate the canary. “That was the best fuck I ever had. Really. Can I just lay here a while.?”

Sadie's voice came to me, “Same drill as before. Everyone go clean up then come back here. Bring a towel to clean your pad.”

I got up, this time Tasha helped me. We went into the bath and cleaned up. When we were kneeling by our pads again, Miss Johansen went to each coffle.  She gave the girl with hands free a leather leash. She said, “This time the girl with her hands free will choose one of the girls on her coffle to make her come. She will put the leash on the nose ring of the chosen girl and will force her to give the orgasm. Go.”

Tasha looked at Nikki and I and put the leash on my nose ring. Tasha lay back and pulled my nose to her loins. She said, “Do just like you did with Nikki. Follow my orders. Say 'Yes, Mistress'.”

She yanked my nose ring and I obeyed her. “Yes, Mistress.” I started licking her nether lips. She was holding my nose ring tight to her pussy and rubbing my ass with her crop.

“Harder and faster, slut.”

My loins grew hot. Her rough language and my total helplessness were turning me on. I licked hard and fast.

Tasha moaned and gasped, “stick it in farther. Lick hard.”

I thrust my tongue in as far as I could. I felt her inner lips part. They squeezed my tongue like it was a penis. Her love juices were copious. I sucked them down. So good, so hot. I licked her clit and sucked on it.

Tasha screamed and came hard. She spasmed mightily and her love juices spurted all over my face. I licked up all I could reach. They were like ambrosia of the gods. Tasha held tight to my leash. I couldn't move at all so I just kept licking. After a while she relaxed her grip and I was able to rise. I knelt and smiled at her. I was still aroused and close to coming myself.

She opened her eyes and grinned at me. She said, “I know that wasn't as good for you as it was for me. Sorry.”

I said, I've already had mine. Thanks.”

Sadie said, “OK, girls go clean up again and come back as soon as you're done.”

Tasha cleaned my face and breasts. Then her loins. We went back and knelt by our pads one more time.

Sadie said, “Now you have all had an orgasm from a woman. Just you first timers. Was this orgasm better than the ones you had from the last male?

All three of the first timers said, “Yes, Madam.”

“When you gave an orgasm did it arouse you?”

Again, all three said, “Yes, Madam.”

"OK. Now, just you three experienced girls with your hands locked up. Was this orgasm better than the last one you had from the last male?"

All three said, “Yes, Madam.”

“Was this orgasm better than you had from the last woman?”

Again, all three said, “Yes, Madam.”

“When you gave an orgasm, did it arouse you?”

Three more, “Yes Madam.”

“Now you three with your hands free. Was this orgasm better than the last one you had from a man?”

All three said, “Yes, Madam.”

“Was this orgasm better than the last one you had from a woman?”

All three said, “Yes, Madam.”

“You have all just had the best orgasms of your lives. Can anyone tell me why? OK, I see several of you have ideas. Nikki?”

Nikki said, “Madam, I was helpless and felt submissive.”

"Good. That is important. Tasha?”

Tasha responded, ”Madam, mine was great.   I think it was because I felt two conflicting feelings I had never had before. I was in complete control of my partner. I was also quite helpless myself. Anyone besides my partner was in control of me. I felt both submissive and dominant. It was unusual, but arousing.”

“Good. I want you all to think about this topic. We will address it much more in the future. For now, think about this. You are here because your parents are concerned.   Your current paths will lead you to unhappy futures. Also, many of your actions have brought embarrassment to them and harmed their lives. You are here to correct some behavior faults. You are completely helpless and controlled. You will be kept like this indefinitely. The main reason you all had a superior sexual experience is because you are chained and helpless. You are submissive, and this arouses you. Tomorrow we will discuss submission. Get a good night's sleep.”

Miss Roberts freed all our hands and removed the coffle chains. We were told lights would be turned off in 30 minutes and we should be on their pads and quiet.

Sadie said, “Your collars will stun you if you leave the building.”

Miss Roberts locked the door when they left. Both she and Sadie went to the control room. They sat down and watched the feeds from the cameras in the girl’s rooms.

I was still aroused and wanted more sex when Sadie left. I got a pad and made sure it was clean and dry. We still had time until lights out, so I talked to a few of the girls. I noticed that all were good looking. They all looked like cheerleaders, well except for being nude and wearing chains. What I mean is that all were trim and had slim waists and a good rack. No one stood out as being gorgeous, but I would be glad to hang with any of them. I didn't know anything about anyone's personality except for Tasha's lesson with Miss Johansen. I saw number six, Chris, sitting on a pad. She was looking kind of wistful, but not sad. I could identify with that. I went to her . “Hi, I'm Alex, can I sit with you?”

She looked surprised but then smiled. “Sure,” she said.

I sat on her pad and tried to cross my legs. Whoops, snagged. I half stood and lowered myself with my legs crossed. That worked. “I don't know if I'll ever get used to these things. They don't stop much, but they make most things harder.”

Chris said, “Do you think we'll have to wear them long enough to get used to them?”

“I think my folks had to be both upset with me and glad to get me put away. I think I'll be here until I'm twenty-one, at least. That's almost four years. Yeah, I'll get used to them.”

Chris looked half sad and said, “ You don't seem upset at a four-year sentence.”

“Well, I figure there's nothing I can do about it, so I'm going to sit back and enjoy the ride. I had more fun tonight than I ever expected when I was loaded with these chains. How about you?”

Chris said, “ About like you. Yeah, tonight was great. I hope we get to do it again. But I don't want to spend years here.”

“Unless you know a way out of her I don't, why not enjoy it. I'm not going to fret about something I can't affect. It looks like we'll finish high school here and have some good times.”

Chris whined softly, “I want a man. Tonight was great, but I like men a lot. I don't think that's on the menu here.”

“I do too, but we haven't been here long. I have hope.” I scooted over to her and put my arms around her. “Don't fret. You can't change anything. We girls all have each other. Let's be friends.”

Chris put her arms around me. She looked into my eyes and said, “Yes, let's be friends and she kissed me. I was surprised and pleased. Things were getting a lot friendlier than I had hoped. We clung to each other like lovers. Soon I was on my back and she was laying on me. We rubbed breasts and cunts enthusiastically. I was getting aroused and from the size of her eyes, so was she.

She lifted her lips off mine and said, “I love your rings. How do they feel?”

"Like yours, I guess.  Still tender but they arouse me when they move.  And they move all the time."

They look great on you. They're perfect for your coloring and hair. Would you like to make love?

Chris said, “Thought you'd never ask. Of course. You're not a guy, but you've got a great mouth.” She opened her mouth and waved her tongue at me.

“Yours looks good too.” The lights went out then.

Chris slid off me and said, Don't move. I felt her moving around then her mouth closed on my nipple.   Her hand touched my other nipple and she started rubbing my cunt with her other hand.

The instructors watched the screens showing the girls room. All the cameras were low light cameras and they saw everything going on in there. Miss Roberts observed, “I wondered what would happen with an odd number of girls.”

Jason said, “I'm not surprised. Four pairs and one threesome. I didn't think anyone would get left out. Boys and girls that age are full of hormones.”


Chapter 6  - Limits

I awoke when the lights came on. Miss Johansen was standing in the room and ordered us to get ready for the day. Dressing wasn't a problem since we were all still naked. We hurried through a shower and some attempts to fix our hair. Brushing is all most of us managed. We went back into the main room.

Miss Johansen said, “Line up for coffle.

We lined up and she and Miss Roberts locked the coffle chains on us. None of us dared object for fear of her collar controller. We all had seen what it did to Tasha. They locked our hands behind us too. I'm sure girls in coffle never give them any trouble! We marched to breakfast. We had scrambled eggs with bacon crumbled in our bowls this morning. Simple fare but good.

We were led back to our room and found two more girls waiting for us. Numbers ten (Amanda) and eleven (Sandra), of course. Miss Roberts locked them onto the tail of the coffle and off we went. We were led outside onto a lawn. We could see across green pastures. There were several low structures nearby. A tall chain link fence apparently surrounding the school. The building we came from blocked our view to the rear. We were led onto a paved path past the buildings and toward the fence. As we approached a pair of posts on either side of the path, we were stopped. Miss Johansen said, “See these posts, Girls. Painted white with red tops. These are your warning boundary. If you go past these you will get a mild shock. It won't do more than alert you."

She led us on past the posts, and , sure enough, as we passed them, each girl said, “Ouch,” or similar. We walked on and soon came to a pair of red posts. We were halted.

“These red posts are your boundary. If you pass beyond them you will get a painful shock and alarms will sound to the security force. Does anyone want to test it? I'll let you off the coffle so you can show your classmates how brave you are.”

No one volunteered.

"OK. That's wise. If you ignore the painful shock and climb the fence, your collar will give you a stun shot. It will knock you out and send a homing signal to the guards. The punishment for trying to escape is lots of pain for a long time and a reduction in your freedom. Now, it’s time for exercise, so let's take a walk.”

She led us off at a fast walk for us with chained ankles. We walked around the school. There was a paved path just inside the fence. I took us a long time to learn to walk without jerking our collars. We learned to walk closer together so there was more slack in the chain. At first we would jerk each other at every turn. After a half hour or so we didn't jerk unless there was something startling or one of us stepped on a rock. By the end of the walk I was able to look at our surroundings while we walked. At first, I walked stiffly. I had never been so restrained. Hands locked behind my back, leg irons, coffle chain on my neck.  My neck was being yanked by the girls next to me.

As we walked along, I missed swinging my arms for balance and to get in a rhythm. Miss Roberts walked alongside us and offered suggestions. She told me to try and exaggerate my hips to compensate for not having hands. I tried it and it helped. By the end of the walk, I was comfortable.

We were taken into a classroom. There were short tables we knelt at. Our coffle chains were removed and our hands freed. We had three hours of high school classes – math, world history, English. There were short breaks between classes for us to stretch our legs. A short lunch and back to class. In the afternoon we had science, biology, Spanish, and ended with P.E.

Our P.E class was unusual. We played volleyball. With ankle chains we weren't very mobile, but we all shared the same handicap. But that wasn't all. After 30 minutes of that, we practiced the slave positions. Kneeling, Standing display, punishment, doggy, kneel up, and a dozen more. There were standards for each position. We changed into each position dozens of times. Our positions and our grace in movement was criticized and corrected. Miss Johansen and Miss Roberts were our instructors all day. In P.E. They used a crop to correct us. I got twenty whacks. All hurt a little and they were quite effective. I learned quickly. I never got as graceful as they wanted, but I'll improve with practice.

We were taken back to our room and told to shower and refresh ourselves. I was hoping we would get to practice our love techniques again. I've got to admit, that was the best time I have ever had at a school. When we got back in the main room we found a new girl and Miss Johansen waiting for us.. Her name was Nylla, number twelve. She was small with black hair almost to her waist. Nice tits. And a slim waist like the rest of us. She wore chains like ours and had identical rings. She looked glad to see us.  

We were put back into coffle, now there were twelve of us.  Sadie led us down the hall to what she called the games room.  It was a large room filled with things to make us hurt.    We were put along one wall, the coffle fastened at both ends.  Sadie said, "girls, one of you will be whipped every day, except Saturday and Sunday.  We have found that a regular whipping makes a girl obedient.  You will receive twenty strokes.  We will go in order.  one through twelve.  Miss Roberts released Janette and took her to the center of the room.  A metal bar on a chain was lowered to the right height.  Janette's hands were unlocked from her back and her cuffs clipped to each end of the bar.  The bar was raised so that her toes just touched the floor.  She hung there beautifully.

Sadie walked to a rack of evil looking whips, canes, crops, and straps. She said, girls, eventually all these will be used on you.  I will start with one of moderate severity. Which one is chosen in the future depends on your behavior and academic success.  She took a long flexible cane down and went to Janette.  "Janette, today I will focus on your bottom. "  She swung the cane back and forth with a loud whish. She struck Janette's ass hard 

Janette went through frantic gyrations with her legs.  Kicking and twisting, but she didn't make a sound.  Tears were running down her cheeks.  A brilliant red stripe emerged on her ass.  The bar was hung from a single chain and Janette spun slowly around her axis.  She unwound to her original position.  Sadie struck again, just a little higher than before.  Janette didn't scream until the fourth stroke.  Just one loud wail, followed by gasps and pleas for mercy.  Janette screamed on the next three strokes.  After that she just whimpered.  About number ten or eleven, her whimpers turned to moans.   Her thrashings looked more like spasms.  She lifted her legs up and held them there for a moment.

After Sadie was done, Janette was moaning and pleading for more.  Sadie let her down.  Janette's ass was pink all over with fiery red stripes all over it.  Miss Roberts put her back in coffle and we were taken back to our room.  Later, I asked her how it was.  

Janette told me, "It was awful.  I was just hanging there and it felt like I was being cut to pieces.  I thought I would die after the first blow.  But halfway through it made me aroused.  I was near to coming when she stopped.  The pain was still there but it somehow turned into heat in my pussy.  I don't want the first half ever again, but I wouldn't mind the last half again."

Miss Johansen put us in four three-person coffles. She had a piece of paper in her hand she used to arrange us. It looked like none of last night's pairs were in the same group nor were the new girls. She knew who slept together last night!  Miss Johansen turned us over to Sadie then.

Sadie put us through the same drill as last night, I guess for the benefit of the girls who arrived afterwards. This time, none of the same girls had their hands free. I had my hands free! I was the mistress of my group. The short of it is, every girl got an orgasm. We had the same results.

Several girls contributed that they liked to be tied up by someone they trusted. I was on the same chain as Tasha and Nylla. Nylla was the hottest girl so far. She came in ten seconds, I swear. Tasha only licked her five or six times and Nylla was bouncing on her back, screaming and flooding the mat. Tasha just got Nylla's clit in her mouth before she came.

With a smug grin I chose Tasha to do me. I held her nose leash tight and made her lick me slow. I was the last one to come and proud of it. I kept Tasha on a short leash my hand touching her ring, never letting her get her nose out of my cunt and making her go slow. I savored my control almost as much as my orgasm. I admit it. I am a raving submissive, but I loved controlling Tasha. I let her have no initiative, no choices and it felt grand. We all had great orgasms. The best ever. We all seemed to agree it was because we were submissive and helpless.

When we were done with our 'exercise,' Sadie again had us kneel in a semi circle.   Once again hands locked and in coffle.  “Girls,” she said, “ You are all helpless. You have had great sex. Are you enjoying your helplessness?”

I was surprised, but everyone said, “Yes, Madam.”

“Do you know why you are enjoying your helplessness?”

“No, Madam.”

She explained, “Because it regresses you. At root, all bondage, Domination, and Submission is a regression. It takes you back to a time when the infant you experienced life as dynamic sensual pleasures. When you are helpless, you are free of responsibility. Free to experience all the pleasures you can without guilt. Your conscious mind has learned to feel guilty at many sensual pleasures. When you are helpless, things done to you are not your fault. You are absolved of all guilt and your mind is free to enjoy everything your senses bring it.”

“Are any of you submissive?

Again, we all said, “Yes, Madam.”

“Are any of you dominant?"

We said, “No, Madam.”

“Yet four of you expressed enjoying dominating your sex partner tonight. How is that possible?”

None of us spoke.

“It is because the roles of dominant or submissive are dynamic and they only express a limited part of who you are. You've heard the parable of the group of blind men exploring an elephant by touch? They all felt a different part of the animal and all had a completely different idea of what it looked like. Being a submissive means giving control to another whom you trust to keep you safe." 

"Being a dominant means you accept the responsibility to ensure the safety and well being of a person.  A person who trusts you enough to let you exert total control over them. The sub gives up control and the Dom accepts control.  That way the sub can experience the sensual and sexual pleasures their control prohibits. Dominance and submission are merely two sides of the same coin. Only a sub in control of herself can give that coin, that control to their Dom. And a true Dom would only accept that control which is freely given."

“Some of you say you have experienced dominance. What I have given you is but a shadow of true dominance. I have control over you. When I give some of you a measure of control over others, that is not dominance because the sub did not give it to you. The school has created a safe environment so none of you are in the slightest danger. You all should feel safe here, even if restrained. The school is educating you. Not only in the external world, but also in proper understanding of your sensual world. We are going to free your minds from all the societal taboos.  This will let you experience the full joy of the female's boundless capacity for sex. Ponder these thoughts. We will free you for bed. Tonight, choose a different partner for sleep. You should all take this opportunity to explore.”

We were released and got ready for bed. Tonight I slept with Nikki, She tasted spicy. I love this school.


Chapter 7  - Routines & Surprises

School days are much the same. One thing I noticed, Rule violations are always punished with our collars. Corrections to our performance is with the whip. The promised regular whippings must be performance related.  Maybe to deepen our submission.  Our third day of class was uneventful. I've noticed all the girls are paying attention in class. I've never been in a class like this. The whip is a great incentive.

After exercise we were taken back to the 'games room' and Nikki was whipped.  She reacted the same as Janette.  She was able to hold her screams until the fifth stroke.  I think this will become a matter of pride.  I can imagine all the girls trying to hold back her screams the longest.  I will be ashamed of screaming just because of a red bottom.  Of course I haven't felt that cane yet, either.  One of us is whipped every weekday.  Twelve or fourteen or sixteen days between each of my whippings. More than twenty times a year  I wonder if I can be any more obedient than now.  I don't say boo to anything I'm told to do.  I don't doubt a regular whipping will make me more subjugated. Sometimes now I think about refusing or talking back.  A few years of whippings and I will be completely broken to harness.  

So, end of the day, we're back in our room, in coffle as usual and Sadie is talking to us.

“Girls, tonight's sexuality exercise will be a little different. Numbers one through six will be dominant and the rest submissive. Each dominant will choose a submissive and take charge of them for the night. Doms, choose a girl you have not slept with before."

Our instructors removed our coffle chains and freed the hands of numbers one through six. Miss Roberts freed my hands and gave me a leash and a whip. 

"Doms. Remember your goal is to ensure both you and your sub have a good experience."

I looked at the chained maidens and chose Amanda. She looked worried and expectant both. I strode to her (as much as a naked girl wearing a collar and ankle chains can stride). Anyway I put on a stern face and strutted to her. “You're my bitch, tonight.” I was just as expectant as Amanda. I felt powerful and, I might add, dominant. Just knowing I was in control of another person in a safe place made me feel on top of the world. I wanted to be strict, overbearing, ruthless. I knew I wasn't like that, but now I wasn't me. I was a dominant.

Her face lit up like she had just gotten a present. She asked, “What do I call you, ma'am?”

Oh, so many possibilities. I could have chosen a mild term, like 'Miss.' But I wanted to be tough. I wanted her to be submissive. “You may address me as Mistress, bitch. Look up.” 'Bitch,' was good. I decided I would put her on the leash and make her wear it all night. I clipped the leash on her nose ring. “Have you ever been spanked or whipped?”

Amanda looked to the side and said, “ My father spanked me and my first boyfriend, mistress.”

“Did you like it?”

“Not when I was little, but lately, yeah, mistress. “

Did it make you hot, bitch?”

“Yes, mistress, I would make a mess if it lasted too long.”

“I may whip you if I feel like it and if you are obedient.”

She said, “I will obey you mistress. I would like you to whip me.”

"What are your fantasies?"

Amanda  temporized, "Mistress, I don't think I have any.  Everything here is so unreal." 

"Do you know the penalty for trying to deceive me, bitch?"

"Mistress, I'm sorry.  The only dreams I have are like here. I'm helpless and forced to have sex. I love.  That's all.  It’s repetitive, I wake up and my hands are on my cunt."

"Just on your cunt, bitch?"

"Sometimes they're in my cunt, Mistress.  Not too often."

"In your dreams, are you taken by men or women?"

"Always by men, Mistress."

"So after a couple of days here, what do you think?  Will you dream about women taking you?"

Amanda said, "I don't know, mistress.  Maybe I'll be taken by both.  I liked being made to come by women.  They were fantastic orgasms."

"How do you like being bound.  Is it like your dreams?"

Amanda replied, thoughtfully, "Mistress, in my dreams I'm bound hand and foot.  Spread so tight I can't move.  Usually I just lay there, and I'm raped.  I like it a lot in my dreams.  I'm just  lying there in ecstasy.  Here, we're all bound more usefully, if you know what I mean.  We can walk, slowly.  Sometimes our hands are free, so we can do things. But we are always locked in a room or to something.  I think here we are living as slaves.  We can do things, but only as we are permitted.  Our lives are controlled, and we can never escape.  This feels like my life.  My dreams always end.  This doesn't have to."

A thought occurred to me. "Stand up." I removed her leash.  I wrapped the leash several times around her neck, above her collar I clipped the end around the leash.  The leash now was a slip knot around her neck.  "Heel."  I led her to the closest girls.  Janette was Dom and Aster was sub.  Janette had Aster on her knees licking her feet.  "Hi Janette, would you let my worthless bitch nibble on your worthless bitch's cunt?

Janette smiled and said, "how do you want her?"

"On her back, legs spread. Order her not to come until you give her permission." It might work best if you could pinch her nipples or do something else painful.   If she starts to come without permission.

Janette barked at Aster, " You heard her, lay on your back and spread your legs. Don't move. Don't you dare come without permission or I'll whip the skin off your breasts, slave."

"Bitch, make her come. Start by kissing her until I say move then suck her tits." I held Amanda's leash tight. My hand was touching her neck.  It was the shortest tether I could manage.  I let Amanda move but she could feel my hand on her neck, ready to yank her back if she messed up. 

Amanda knelt beside Aster and started kissing her.  When Aster started raising her loins I ordered, "Move to her tits, bitch. Do both of them." I hit Amanda's ass with the whip. Just enough to warm her skin.  I continued swinging, hardly more than a caress.

I felt Asters cunt.  It was well lubricated. I felt Amanda's cunt.  Still dry. "Now kneel between her legs and start licking her cunt, bitch."

Amanda moved as ordered and I heard Aster's breathing speed up.  She began a low keening moan.  Marvelous.  She was writhing under Amanda.  I put down the whip and massaged Amanda's tits.  I felt her nipples harden.  I rubbed her labia lips until I felt them swell.  I picked up the whip and listened.  Both Amanda and Aster were breathing fast and Amanda had started to sway as she licked.  I picked up the whip and ran its handle across Amanda's cunt.  She gasped as the hard handle moved on her.

Janette was massaging Aster's breasts. When Aster moaned and lifted her body, Janette pinched her nipples.  Aster gasped and relaxed to the pad.

"Stick your tongue into her cunt.  Lick harder and faster, bitch."

Aster asked, "P..P..P..Please mistress, may I come?"

Janette said, "Not yet little slut. Hold it."

Amanda was also close to coming.  I pinched a nipple to calm her fervor.

Janette and I aroused our slaves to the brink of coming then denied them several times.  Both slaves were begging for release.  

"I think that's enough." I pulled Amanda up.  Janette smiled at me and said, "that was fun.  Are you going to let her come tonight?"

"Maybe. "I stood up. "Heel, bitch." and led Amanda back to our pad. "Kneel. How do you feel, bitch?"  Her face was wet with Aster's juice.

Amanda whimpered, then said, "Mistress, I'm so horny.  I need to come.  I'm so helpless.  You aroused me and stopped me from coming.  You're so cruel. Please can I come now?"

"You are my slave tonight.  Your duty is to give me pleasure.  I will give you pleasure if you earn it.  Would you like a chance to earn it?"

Amanda smiled and said, "Oh yes, Mistress, may I service you?"

I unwrapped the leash from her neck and put it on her nose ring. "That would be a good way to start."  I lay on my back on the pad and spread my legs.  I pulled her to me.

I made her give me three orgasms before I finally rewarded her.  We were both tired and ready to sleep.  I tied her leash to one of the rings on my waistband.  Close enough that my scent would fill her lungs at every breath. We slept the sleep of the fulfilled.  

In the morning I released her and removed her leash.  She knelt and kissed my feet.

"You don't have to do that anymore.  Now we are equals, again.

Amanda looked up at me and said, "Thank you for a wonderful night.  My dream changed last night and I think you'll be in them now. She stood up and we kissed, soft, sweet, and lingering.  I put my arms around her and held her close until Miss Johansen came and unlocked her hands.

A normal school day.  Breakfast out of a bowl on the floor.  Eating like a herd of cats.  We had normal classes.  We were all attentive. The penalty for inattention was painful. Today was Friday.  Tasha received her whipping today.  I was next.  Monday. Shit.  I was sure I would scream at the first stroke.  Oh, well. Nothing I can do about it. I hoped we would get the weekend off from classes.  I didn't dare ask.  No one else asked either.  I wondered which girl would be my Dom tonight.  I hoped it wouldn't be Amanda.  I think I showed her a little too much of my fantasies last night.

Miss Johansen had us kneeling in coffle, as usual.  She said, "Girls, It looked like you all had a creative and enjoyable time last night.  Tonight the rules will be the same except girls seven through twelve will be the Doms. Miss Roberts and I will take you out of coffle and free the hands of the Doms.  Doms, tonight I want you to select as subs the girl who was your Dom last night.

Once again, Miss Johansen handed us over to Sadie.

Oh no.  Amanda was my Dom.  She seemed to like me this morning.  Maybe she'll be kind to me. I watched Amanda being released and saw she talked to Miss Johansen.  What did she want?

Both of them looked at me.  I couldn't hear what they said, but Sadie smiled and nodded her head.  She had apparently agreed with Amanda on something.  Miss Johansen left the room.  Amanda just watched me being unlocked from the coffle.  She saw me looking at her and gestured for me to come to her and kneel.  I obeyed, not wanting to feel her whip. She was holding a whip and a leash, but she didn't move.

Amanda smiled and said, "tonight you are my bitch.  Address me as mistress.  Don't move."

"Yes, mistress."

Sadie walked to Amanda and handed her a red ball gag.  

Amanda's smile broadened and she said, "Open wide, bitch."  She thrust the ball into my mouth and buckled it tight.

Sadie handed Amanda something else.  It looked like a thin chain.  Miss Johansen said, be creative," and left.

Amanda showed me what she held.  It was two short chains with clips on each end.  She said, "I think your rings turn you on, bitch. Let's see."  She clipped a chain on each of my nipple rings. 

Amanda smirked at me.  "So, my helpless bitch.  It occurred to me that they were a simple way for someone to control you.  We'll see, little bitch.  Stand up.  Display yourself."

I stood and arched my back, thrusting my breasts out.  The chains swayed on  my rings.  I felt my nipples get rock hard.  Amanda put her hand behind my head and pulled it forward and down.

"Bend your neck.  Look down," she said.

I watched her take the chain dangling from my right nipple ring in her hand and clip it onto my nose ring.  I squealed around my gag, but I couldn't form any words.

She put the other nipple chain on my nose ring.  I had never thought my rings would be used to control me like this.  They were ornaments, just ornaments I shouted in my head.  Another voice spoke up, perhaps that of reason.  It said, of course you knew this could happen.  You wanted it to happen.  You are just a submissive slut and you know it.  You're too much of a coward to even think about it.  You're glad someone realized it.  You want to be fastened by your rings.  You need to be helpless don't you.  You want to be someone's bitch, don't you?  I screamed, No, No, into my gag.  Deep inside I was not so sure.  One thing was certain, I was hot.  I was aroused.  If Amanda touches my cunt her hand will come back wet.  I can't hide it.  What can I do.  I can't deny it.  I can't even speak. 

Amanda said, "My little bitch, you're shaking.  It’s quite fetching.  I think everyone should get to see how your rings can make you horny."

I watched helplessly as she reached her hand out to my belly.  She took hold of my labia rings in one hand and clipped the leash to both of my rings.   She tugged and I squealed in shock and pain. I jumped forward to ease the tension.  One hand held me close, the other stroked my cunt.  I spasmed.  The flaming pleasure of an orgasm flowed through me as a living thing.  I bent forward and my legs threatened collapse.

When I could move again, I knelt and lowered my head to Amanda's feet.  I rubbed my forehead on her toes in abject surrender.  She owned me and I loved it.  

Amanda said, "Stand up, slave."

I stood up and arched my back.  Of necessity my head remained bowed.

She removed the chains from my nose ring and let them dangle from my nipples.  She removed my gag and left it buckled loosely around my neck.   She said, "I knew it.  You got those rings so you could be controlled completely.  You're a true submissive, a natural slave, my little bitch."

She knew.  I had given up my secret.  Now everyone would know.  I better get used to other people knowing it too. "Yes, Mistress, I am a natural slave."

She tilted my head down and fastened the nipple chains back onto my nose ring.  She turned and walked away.   I followed her.  I was being led around by my cunt!   This was humiliating.  It didn't matter that everyone in the room was a chained, naked slave girl.  I was the one being paraded around by my loins. Still, I mostly loved being so controlled.  Mostly.

"Remember the rules for heeling, bitch.  Break them and feel the whip."  When she stopped to show me off to someone, I knelt beside her.  I couldn't look up without causing pain in my nose and nipples.  I could only see people’s feet.  I didn't know who was viewing my shame.  I saw three pairs of chained ankles pass before me.  

We stopped by a bare pad and I was told to kneel, then to get into punishment position. As my forehead touched the floor, I felt the fierce bite of a whip on my ass. I yelped and was ignored.  I got two more fiery lines of pain across my ass.  I sobbed and begged. Then a searing pain filled my loins as the whip slashed up between my legs and left a fierce burning trail on my tender sex lips. The fiercely churning cauldron of my belly erupted in a volcano of fierce heat.  My climax engulfed me as I was forced to submit to her complete domination of my sweat covered body, my  squeals revealing my ecstasy as my pulsing orgasm sent wave after wave of searing love juices squirting into my helpless belly.  My loins gushed juices.  My pussy felt swollen, engorged.   Then a hand caressed my cunt. My spasms continued and my loins, already hot, turned incandescent.  With  furious lust, my orgasm stretched on and on.  My juices trickled down my legs and soaked the pad  I was limp with my ass still in the air.

My belly was bubbling and trembling uncontrollably as my arousal, my passion, careened out of control. Even as my arousal was over the edge, she played with my breasts, driving me wild with fresh arousal. My screams of fear and uncontrolled passion seemed to only make her increase her efforts. My body strained with anticipation as an even larger climax grew larger, ever larger in the seething cauldron of my belly. I was helpless in every way.  I couldn't move, I couldn't protest.  I couldn't stop or even slow my body's screaming ascent into agonizing pleasure. The merciless torment burst into rapture as it reached its peak. My second orgasm exploded into me My belly spasmed with incredible power , sending a fresh flood of love juices into my body, flowing into my sex, running in silver ribbons down my legs as my Mistress took  her hands away.

The flood of joy roared through me for a long time. I closed my eyes to savor the ecstasy my belly in invitation. Suddenly, I felt another stinging line of fire across my ass, then again. My loins reheated to a steaming lump in my middle.  It was terrible and wonderful.  My arousal grew on the ashes of my last orgasm.   Another fiery line on my ass.  I couldn't stand it. Then something wonderful happened.  I felt a thick, hard shaft impale me. My vagina welcomed the intruder with open arms.  My muscles clenched and pulled the shaft further into me.  Trying to get it into the furthest reaches of my empty cavern.  But it retreated.  I needed it in me. I was filled with grief at its loss.  Then it returned in a rhythmic pumping action. It’s slippery friction with my sopping cunt driving me into ecstasy.  I came, oh lord, it was even stronger than the last time.  I thought I would explode. As I came down, I felt the gag thrust back into my mouth.  The strap tightened around my head and I was again silenced.  Amanda's voice came to me.  You're disturbing everyone.  We need to quiet you down."

I had been taken by a man. I felt him in me.  It was so good.  I wanted to hold him and thank him.  My other orgasms had been the best ever.  But this last one topped them by a mile.  I was in the warm post-coital glow.

I was still kneeling on the floor when I felt another stinging blow land on my ass.  No, No, I tried to cry.  It’s too soon.  I can't come again.  All my words were absorbed by the gag.  Another stripe landed and my loins spasmed again.  My love juices resumed their trickle down my legs.  I was hot.  Then I was impaled again.  The wondrous friction in my cunt sped me to another fantastic orgasm.

I had three more forced orgasms that night.  All stronger than the one before.  It was too much.  When I was finally allowed to sleep, I simply collapsed where I was.  In the morning a bare foot pushed on my shoulder until I awoke.  I was still gagged and my nose still chained to my nipples.  I opened my eyes and saw Amanda taking off the chains from my nose ring.  She clipped the ends together and left the chain between my breasts.  She took off my gag.

I worked my stiff jaws and said, "Thank you, Mistress. Can I shower now?"

"Its Saturday.  No school.  I don't have the key to release your hands, so I'll help you get refreshed."

I stood up, carefully and gracefully, the way we were taught.  I still had the leash on my labia rings.  "Am I still your slave, mistress?"

Amanda smiled and said, "For now, until someone comes and frees you.  Don't worry.  No more orgasms this morning.  You know, you've no more secrets.  Everyone gathered round last night for your last four orgasms.  You do it so elegantly and so easily. Let's go get you cleaned up." She led me to the shower.

As she washed me in the shower I asked, "Mistress, can I ask a question?"

"Sure."

"Who was the man who fucked me last night.  I didn't see anything."

Amanda laughed," There wasn't any man present.  It was me.  I fucked you with the whip handle.  It was just the right size .  It fooled you and seemed to give you a lot of pleasure."

I felt myself blushing.  A whip handle.  Everyone saw me getting fucked with a whip handle. Shit.  Whatever reputation I had is gone forever.  I bet they start calling me 'Whipped Alex' or some such.  A real 'inside' joke.

Amanda went on, "Don't feel bad about it.  Everyone knows you didn't have anything to do with it.  You were just the slave.  They all envy you your ability to get off so quickly. On the other hand, everyone knows you are a natural slave.  They don't look at you any worse than before.  It’s just that you have everyone wondering if they are too.  I heard a couple this morning talking about getting rings like yours.  Some others were talking about how all women are natural slaves.  It’s just biology.  They think we should all get rings like yours and admit to the world what we are.  Demand that men stop acting like wimps and take control.  They think everyone, men and women, would be much happier than now.  All our neuroses and weight problems would go away. What do you think?" 

"I don't know, Mistress.  I am glad I was sent here.  I learned that I am a natural submissive.  I know that I enjoy being a slave.  The sight and feel of my chains arouses me.  I enjoy playing a Dom, but it is just a role.  I am a submissive treating my Sub as I want to be treated.  It was a great joy when you discovered my secret.  I had not admitted it to myself yet.  The revelation lifted a weight from my soul.  When, if, I get out of here I will never hide my love for subjugation from a man or woman.  Whatever ability I have to choose a master or mistress, I will look for one who will enslave me completely.  Yet leave me enough wiggle room to grow in all ways.  I do not want to be free, but I want a large enough cage to fly."

Amanda looked at me, smiled, and said, "Well said my little bitch.  I hope you find your dream master."

When we were dry, and Amanda had brushed both our hair, she led me back to the main room.  Miss Johansen came in and said, "You had quite a good time last night.  Did Amanda tell you that everyone is in awe of your prowess?"

"Yes, Madam.  Thank you."

She released my hands and took the leash off my labia rings. She asked, " Would you like me to remove those nipple chains or would you like to keep them?"

I looked at Amanda and said, "May I keep them, Madam.  I want to remember Amanda's use of them and maybe enjoy them again."


Chapter 8  - Master Thomas

Miss Johansen said, of course.  I'll send you over to Stan and he can fix them for you so they don't get lost." She put a leash on Amanda and I locked our hands, and took us to a late breakfast.  When we finished, she said, this is Saturday.  No class today.  Today, you girls are all advancing to your next adventure."  She took us back to our room where Miss Roberts had the girls in coffle.  We were added to the coffle and led outside to another building.  We entered a long corridor. There were several doors on our left side and a dozen on the right side, evenly spaced.  We halted at the first door and Janette was taken off the coffle.  Miss Johansen put her leash back on her nose ring and took her into the first room.  Miss Johansen led us to the next door and left Nikki there.  Tasha went into the third room, then it was my turn.  

My nose leash was clipped on and Miss Johansen led me to the fourth door and halted the coffle.  She unlocked the coffle chain from my collar, opened the door and led me in.  I didn't know what to expect. All my experiences here had been highly pleasurable and also embarrassing.   I hoped this would be too.

Waiting inside for me was a young man.  Holy cow.  I was naked, helpless, ringed, and a strange man was eying me like a wolf to a sheep. He was tall, dark, and handsome.

Miss Johansen handed him my leash. and said, "Alex, this is Thomas.  You are his for the weekend.  You must address him as master." She left me with the wolf.  He walked toward me.  His stride was confident, his body erect.  He was self assured. I knew he had seen slave girls before.

I watched his erection grow.  He looked me over from ringed nose to chained feet, with nothing to obstruct his inspection. He made direct eye contact with me.  His gaze was intense, questing, but friendly.  I saw his self confidence and his interest in me.  I thought he could see my concerns, my fear.  His smile was friendly, his gaze possessive.  He knew what to do with me.

I didn't know how to act around a man.  I had not seen one since the Doctor.  Wait, I thought.  I'm the slave here.  I must obey but until ordered, what do I do?  I kneel, stupid.  That's what I always do first.  I knelt before him and waited.  

Master Thomas said, "Good, Alexandra, spread your knees wider.  Stick your breasts out more.  Nice rings."

"Yes, master.  Thank you, master."  

Thomas said, "Miss Johansen told me of your revelation.  Rest assured I will keep you under tight control. Stand up and I will give you a tour." He led me around what turned out to be a nice one-bedroom apartment with an oversized walk in shower.  There was a backyard with a high cinder block wall around it.  It had a grassy area, a patio, a barbecue grill, and a dirt area with a bush in the middle. 

The bedroom had two items just for me. A pad on the floor at the foot of the bed covered with a quilt and a chain fastened to a ring in the floor next to the bed.  It looked long enough I could sleep on the pad or in the bed.  I couldn't reach the bath.  The bed was a massive four poster made of some dark wood and had lots of rings all over the posts.  The foot board had cutouts just the right size for my neck and wrists.  Good use of materials, I thought.

The tour only took a few minutes.  Back in the living room, he had me kneel in front of a chair. He sat in the chair and looked at me.  He said, "Alexandra, what do you think of the school so far?"

What a question. I didn't know where to start.  "Master, I have never been naked and helpless before.  I made love to other helpless women. I was loved by some of them. The academics are quite effective and all the girls pay good attention in class.  I should be terrified. I may be unusual, but I have learned I am a natural submissive.  I like to be controlled.  This is the best possible school for me." The longer I was with Thomas, the more I wanted him.  I was getting aroused just seeing and smelling him.  I could smell a faint odor like pines coming from him.  It was a powerful aphrodisiac.  I crept as close to him as I dared, sometimes brushing against him as if by accident.  My loins were tingling, and my nipples were hard.  I could feel the moisture on my naked labia.  I felt deliciously submissive already, and he hadn't touched me.

Thomas said, "OK.  The same rules apply to me and you here.  I am your master.  You will accord me all possible respect.  You must always be secured.  If I'm not with you, you will be fastened to something.  If I'm with you I may unlock your hands or do anything else I want.  You will not be injured.  You will receive pain for infractions, corrections, my pleasure, or disobedience. I have a remote for your collar and a collection of whips, canes, crops, and floggers.  Do you have any questions?"

"Master, would you take me if I asked?" I wanted him to want me.  I wanted him inside me.

Thomas said, "Alexandra, Miss Johansen reports that you become aroused quickly in bondage. You have the classic signs of an aroused female.  I see your hard nipples, protruding clit, and smell your skin.   Primarily, your moist cunt tells me that you are aroused and ready for sex.  

I was disappointed he wasn't going to take me right there on the floor.  Shocked he could read me so well.  I could see we were kept naked not only for easy access.  Every one of his clues would have been hidden if I wore clothes and perfume.  Shit.  No god damned privacy at all. 

"Society has conditioned you to block many possible pleasures.  This school achieves its purpose if it removes these roadblocks.  So far we have removed a few of those blocks. Many remain.  This weekend I will try and remove one or two more of your roadblocks."


Chapter 9  - Belled

Today we are going to play  a game of hide and seek.  Your part is to prevent me from taking you.  If you can hide, run, fight me off for an hour then you win and will receive a prize.  If you fail then you will be taken by force.  Then spend some time in those stocks that you saw at the foot of the bed.   You can use anything you find  or hide anywhere you can get.  Don't go near the fence or cause any harm to another. Clear?"

I eyed the bulge in his pants. "Yes, master. May I pleasure you first?"

Thomas said, "No, not now. There will be time for that later.  Stand up."

He removed my leash and unlocked my hands. "I will give you a ten minute head start.  Your hour begins now.  Go out the door and evade me."

I hurried out of the building as fast as I could.  I would show him.  My hobble kept my speed down, but I had a good lead on him.  I needed to be smart.  I knew he could track me through my collar.  I needed either a way to delay him or a metal building or car or something that would block my signal.   I found a car with no one around and looked in it.  No keys.  I tried the door.  Locked./  I hurried on.  I saw a shed with an open door.  I hurried over and looked inside. There were a couple of animal stalls and another door on the far end.  A stable but no animals inside.  I thought if I could trap him inside maybe I could keep away from him longer. The door slid and there was a clasp on the outside for a padlock.  I didn't have a padlock, but a bit of wire I found would hold it closed.  I checked the other door.  It had a latch on the inside.  I found a brick just outside and used it to bend the latch over.  It would need some tools to get it open.  I opened a door to one of the stalls, just a crack.  I went back to the door I came in and moved a couple of empty garbage cans next to the door.  I crouched behind them and waited for Thomas to walk past me.  I hoped he would see the door ajar and check it out, then I could lock him in. Soon I heard footsteps and my heart raced.  I hope its him.  

The footsteps entered the door and stopped.  No, I thought, keep going.  Suddenly a hand grabbed my hair and pulled me up.  It hurt like blazes.  I grabbed the hand with both of mine.  I was lifted right off my feet and placed on the ground in front of the garbage can.  Thomas was grinning at me. He spun me around and locked my hands behind me.  He turned me around to face him.  He was still grinning.  I grinned back.  

"That was quick, master. How did you do it?"  I was trembling.  From the adrenaline I guess.  I was glad it was over.  I was hot, real hot.  I felt flushed and I could feel the moisture on my cunt lips.  I was aroused.  The thrill of escape followed by a capture I wanted.  Now he could have his way with me.  He had me right where I wanted him.

He said, "Alexandra, the locating device in your collar is quite accurate.  It shows your location within three feet.  As soon as I entered the shed I saw you were right beside me."  He took me into the first stall, put the leash on my collar, and tied it to a post.  He unlocked my hands and said, "kneel."  He locked my right wrist cuff to my right ankle cuff.  My left cuffs were locked similarly. He rotated me onto my back and lay down beside me.

Oh boy.  I was going to get fucked.  Hard I hope.  He played with my nipple rings.  Unnecessary, since my nipples were hard as rock already.  I was hot.  My submissive mind took over as soon as I was found.  I would have knelt and kissed his feet if I had more time. I was his captured prey.  His slave girl. I was broken for sure.  I knew I was his.  I accepted that.  I wanted him to take me, and the sooner the better.

He ran his fingertips over my nether lips then held them to my mouth.  I licked them clean.  I was quite tasty, but I needed seasoning.  Maybe a little salt?  "Master, please fuck me, hard.  please?

He unzipped his pants and took his cock out.  It was stiff as a board.  A nice round board I wanted in me as soon and as deep as possible.

"Please Master, I need you in me.  I beg to be fucked, master."

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Alex already knew she was a natural slave. Lust and need burned in her eyes. Her lips drawn back in an almost feral grin. He knelt between her legs, spreading them further apart and took a breast in each hand. He caressed them, fondled, them, aroused her through them, used them to drive her to the brink of a climax, then he released them and slapped them, left, right, left, right., quelling her impending orgasm.

I gasped at the pain. I was stunned by his arrogant manhandling of my breasts. How dare he? He grinned at me, "No, no, Alex. No climax without permission."

I struggled, but I couldn't move an inch. He put his hands back on my breasts and aroused me again. I couldn't stop him. My breasts were a direct line to my brain and nothing I could do stopped my arousal from growing rapidly. I lay there, unable to move as he aroused me then quenched the fire, caress, slap, caress, slap. After a few more slaps, I was moaning uncontrollably. My orgasm was on me, it was coming. he said, "Now, Alex, you may climax."

He slapped my breasts again, both hands at the same time and  I shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as my belly contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as I felt myself pumping a mighty flood of love juice into my pussy.  It squirted out of my empty pussy and ran down my ass crack. I writhed on the ground, but he held me in place  and before my climax had run its course, he thrust his rigid shaft between my swollen sex lips and impaled me. The feeling was overpowering, I  screamed my defeat and surrender as he plunged into my helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, I climaxed as a true and willing slave, my hot, responsive body entirely out of my control as I submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Alexandra bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in near a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices down her love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. She shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, chained, and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Alex screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at her bonds, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream,  as the orgasm erupted in her belly. She orgasmed like a true pleasure slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around her master's rigid cock, pulling him deeper, and pumping love juices around him.

My subjugation thundered through me like a river of fire. He was still pumping my arousal higher.  There was no dimming of the heat, my arousal was being pumped higher.  Higher than I had ever gone before.  I was like a leaf in a hurricane.  I was being taken to a place vastly different than any yet seen.  His orgasm sprang forth, filling me with his hot, wonderful seed.  My orgasm burst in a responsive firework of stars.  I swooned.  It was heavenly.  I couldn't stand it, yet I did.  When I could see again, Thomas was smiling down at me. 

"Welcome back, Alexandra," he said.  "Let’s get you up."  He unlocked my hands from my ankles and re-locked them behind my back.  He took the leash off my collar and clipped it onto my labia rings. He pulled me up to standing. He said, "Let's go see Stan.  I have an idea."

Oh no. This is going to be embarrassing, I just know it.  He led me along a paved path back to the workshop. Just inside the door he tied my leash to a handy ring.  He tied it so tight my feet were against the wall.  He walked away.  I could hear voices, but no words.  In a minute Thomas came back and untied me. He led me to Stan. On the way, he said, "Stan has just what I wanted.  You'll love these."  I bet not.

Stan Took hold of my leash and led me to a big square post.  It had a metal rod running up one side of it. The rod was held two inches from the post by thick metal brackets.  He backed me up to it and locked me to the rod at neck, waist, and ankles.  Working from the bottom up he fastened bells to all my rings.  The bells hung on six inch long chains from my rings.  All except my nose ring.  The bell was fastened to the ring with no chain between.  When all my rings sported bells, Stan squatted down and put a bell on each of my ankle cuffs. When he finished, he released me from the post and led me forward a few steps.  I chimed like a sleigh horse.  Every bell I wore jangled on each oh my steps.  He said, "There Alex, you're sure to be the belle of the ball."  Ha, Ha.

Thomas came and led me away from Stan's area. I said, "Master, may I speak?"

Thomas said, "Sure. What?"

"Why have you belled me?"

He said, "Well, for you to grow, you have to lose more inhibitions.  You are holding a lot of secrets.  Secrets are harder to keep in the light.  The bells are going to shine much light on you.  We all know you hope for a master to control you.  This will increase my control over you and expose some of your fears to the public.  Get them out in the open so you can address them. Now Let's go see Melody."  He led me to her area of the workshop.  

I sounded like a disaster in a machine shop or maybe a sleigh race in progress.  Anyway, I chimed and dinged, all in different keys as I moved.  Any motion was a cacophony of ringing bells.  I would turn heads in crowd for sure. I hated Master Thomas.  Of course, I loved what he was doing to me.  He was right on one thing though.  I was not responsible.  I was a slave and had to endure what my masters decided for me.  Every girl wants to be the center of attention, doesn't she?  After a few steps the novelty wore off and I kind of liked it.  After all it only called attention to me and I hadn't changed, had I?  I was going to have a much harder time hiding from Thomas in the future.


Chapter 10 - Labels

Melody was waiting for us.  I think she heard us coming.  Ha, Ha.  Melody strapped me down in her chair.

She said, "Well Thomas, More rings for Alex?"

He said, "No, not this time.  What about putting a ring in her tongue?  That might be even better than her nose ring for a leash.  After all the tongue is a more sensitive body part."

Wait.  A ring in my tongue?  No.  "No Thomas.  I don't want a ring there.  It would hurt and I would talk funny .  I'd be afraid to open my mouth for fear it would be seen.  Please no, Master.  Please..."

Master Thomas stuck a ball gag in my mouth when I opened it for another plea.  He strapped it behind my neck.  I was silenced.

He walked out of my hearing with Melody.  I was terrified.  What if he told her to do it.  I couldn't stop her physically and no one here listened to a girl, even one not gagged.  What could I do.   All they had to do was say I asked for it.  It fit with my other rings.  Damn.  If he wanted me to get a ring in my tongue, I was going to get it.  I steamed and fumed and then I realized I was getting aroused.  My nipples were so hard they ached.  I felt my juices running into my cunt.  My belly was trembling.  I realized I could orgasm just from subjugation.  My traitorous body loved having degrading things done to it.

Why were these things degrading?  I don't remember ever getting a lecture on the impropriety of wearing rings and chains and bells.  Why did I think it so bad to be naked?  My body is beautiful.  Why should it be wrong to decorate it?  Then I understood.  It wasn't that these things were bad.  I had been taught that letting my sensuality out was bad.  But it wasn't.  It felt so good.  Shit.  I wasn't sure of anything now.

Melody and Thomas came back.

Melody put a blindfold on me and said, "Thomas, I'll need an hour or so."

Thomas said, "All right. An hour."

Melody was bustling about me, moving things about.  Then I felt something cold on my skin, just above my left breast.  I tried to ask what it was, but only inarticulate mumbles got past my gag.

I heard Melody say, "Just some paint dear.  Nothing permanent, yet."

Yet, what in the hell did she mean by yet.  I knew she was a tattoo artist and I didn't want any of those.  Especially ones I didn't know about.

Melody worked on me for the whole hour.  She painted something above my breasts, on my breasts, all over my stomach, and around my pussy. The stuff went on cold and wet and dried in no time.  I felt fingers working on my blindfold and it came off.  The light was way too bright,  and I closed my eyes. My gag was removed, and I opened my eyes.  Master Thomas was looking at me.  He was smiling broadly.

He spoke, "Alex, my slave girl, you are gorgeous.  Melody's touch has transformed you.  You were a beautiful girl when I left you.  Now, you are the most ravishing, sensuous, erotic flower in all the gardens of all the harems of the world."

What?  What is he raving about?  I'm the same slave girl I was. Melody just added paint. "Master, I don't know what you are referring to.  May I have a mirror?"

"Not yet," he said, "I want you to get the full picture at once." He put the blindfold back on me.  I felt his fingers releasing the straps.  He helped me out of the chair and led me by the arm a few paces.  He turned me to my right and removed the blindfold.  He cried, "Behold, my erotic slave girl."

I stared at the mirror.  I had trouble recognizing me in the glass.  I was now a riot of color. There was a huge rose covering my stomach.  The word 'SLAVE' Lay across my mons, just above my slit, in script.  My breasts were also labeled, 'OBEY' above my left breast, and 'SUBMIT' above my right.  A leafy vine encircled each breast, below the labels.  My nipples were at the core of rosebuds from the vine.  I was flaming in my belly.  I wanted to be fucked so hard, so bad.  My body reaching for an orgasm without any physical stimulation.  Pure submission and helplessness were fueling my orgasm. 

Master Thomas said, "Posture, slave."

I understood.  I obeyed.  I thrust my breasts out, arched my back, spread my legs and orgasmed. The pure lust arising from obedience had pushed me over the edge. His strong arms grasped my chained arms and held me up as my legs buckled. "Thank you, Master.  Thank you for everything.  Would you like to fuck me now?  Your slave wishes to submit herself to you."

"Not yet," he said.  First we need to see Stan again."  He held my arm and led me to Stan.

Stan fastened small chains around my upper thighs, as high as possible.  Short chains linked these to the side of my waistband, so they wouldn't slide down.  They weren't tight, but just snug.  Then he fastened a short chain from each of my labia rings to the closest thigh chain.  He adjusted these so when I stood, they were slack.  But when I spread my knees, they pulled my pussy lips back, opening my inner cunt to the world.  My last physical secret, exposed.  Oh well.  Nothing I could do.  I was carrying a lot of metal now.  I was used to them and on the other girls, I thought them quite becoming, for naked slave girls, anyway. 

After Stan had finished putting his chains on my labia rings, Thomas approached.  He was holding something in his hand.  He held it up to my eyes.  It was a large gold tag engraved with, 'ALEXANDRA 4, Property of Master Thomas.' He said, "I thought it appropriate to mark my slavegirl.  Just  so everyone was clear about my property rights."

I should have been indignant.  I should have spat at him.  What I did was sink to my knees and say, "I am grateful, my master.  It is the most precious gift you could have given me.  I will wear it proudly so long as you will have me." I kissed his feet, over and over.  

He said, "Stand up."

I stood as gracefully as I could and displayed my body for my master.  He kissed me, hard.  Then he took me back to Stan who affixed the tag to the front ring of my collar.  I glowed with pride.  I had a master.

Stan made appreciative remarks about my new paint job. Then suggested they would make nice tattoos.  I noticed he said that to Master Thomas and not to me.  Slaves did not make decisions, especially about their bodies. I was not surprised or horrified. I let it slide over me as natural as sunlight.

The leash went back on my labia rings and he led me outside.  He was carrying a gym bag in his hand.  I wondered briefly what new things he had for me in the bag. I didn't care, but I wondered how he could find anything new for me. Was It self centered to think he had something for me?  Who knew?

Outside, he stopped and looked at me.  He frowned.  He said, "don't move.  Relax your arms.  I'm going to move them around.  He unlocked my wrists and relocked them to the back of my collar.  He walked a few steps away and looked at me.  "Better," he said, "this way lifts your breasts a little.  And you have wonderful breasts my slave."

I grinned at him. "Thank you, Master.  I'm glad you decorated them so nicely."

We strolled around the grounds like a couple of lovers idly passing the time.  He said, "Alexandra, for now you may talk freely.  Pretend we just met."

"Thank you Master.  It’s hard for me to talk too freely as restrained, naked, and leashed as I am."

He laughed, "I said 'pretend,' wench.  Stop.” He took off my leash and put it in the gym bag. "There.  Better?"

We walked on.  

He said, "if we meet anyone, and I hope we do.  I want to show you off. Then just talk to them normally, as if you are not a chained slave.  Everyone will see you are my property and assume I want you to behave normally."

We did pass several people.  A couple of men, a woman, and a man and woman together.  Thomas stopped and talked to several of them.  Nothing consequential.  Everyone said hello to me just as if we met in a market or park.  Everyone else was dressed normally .  I looked like a flamingo among gulls.  They all complimented Thomas on my appearance.  It was a little embarrassing since none of them addressed their remarks to me.  Of course, they saw the tag on my collar saying I was his. I guess it was natural to assume everything about me was his doing. His property attired as he wished.  True enough.  I would never have chosen to meet strangers like this.

If they talked too long, Master would order me to kneel.  I always looked at their feet when I did.  Staring at their shoes, especially the women made me wonder.  Why are slave girls kept barefoot?  Or was that universal.  All the girls here were.  On all the porn videos I saw, the bound girls always had high heels. I'd like to wear heels.  Even they would keep my feet cleaner. They were always black on the bottom.  Black feet and a sopping cunt were de rigueur around here.  I'll ask if I can have something on my feet when I get a chance.

We talked as we walked.  We both talked about our favorite foods and movies.  What kind of pets we thought we would like.  We discussed what makes women happy and sad.  What clothes I wore when I wore any.  Sports, he liked skiing and technical mountain climbing.  I skied too, but mainly so I could wear the tight pants.  I mostly stayed in the lodge and drank hot buttered rum. I was into gymnastics until my girl parts swelled up.

When the conversation lagged, I would marvel at us.  He was this tall, well-muscled, athletic, good looking guy.  If he walked down the Santa Monica pier ten girls would want him.  I was naked, painted like a floral display, my wrists were locked behind my head.  My ankles were hobbled with a foot of chain.  I had large, gold rings in my labia, nipples, ears, and nose.  I had a large steel collar on my neck with a tag on the front declaring I was his property.  I was happy with all my gear.  My helplessness.  I smiled at everything and everyone.  This was the best I had felt ever.  But the strange thing was the juxtaposition.  Me, an obvious natural slave girl and exhibitionist, walking beside my hunk.  Talking about pets and movies.  Wouldn't all the women in the world be happier if they could do this and feel safe?

He took me into the cafeteria for lunch.  For a change I didn't have to eat out of a bowl on the floor.  He got our lunch then had me kneel beside him.  He fed me a bite at a time.  He got adept at using the fork to brush the bell on my nose ring aside  while inserting the food into my mouth.  It was delicious.  While he fed me, he kept up a running commentary on the other slave girls and staff members as they ate. I could listen to his voice for hours.  His voice was firm, confident, and energetic.  It was relaxing and made me feel I was in good hands, “ Too skinny, too sloppy, Great ass, etc.”

Sometimes he would put the fork down and caress my head, my ears, my breasts.  I had a residual warmth in my belly.  Whenever he touched me it would flare up.  I would moan a little and try to snuggle into his arm or leg.  I was definitely purring when we finished lunch. He took me back to his room, maybe our room, now.  

He asked me if I had to pee, and I did. He took the leash out of the bag and clipped it on my nose ring.  He led me into the back yard, over to a small tree and said, "pee here."

I was surprised. but said, "Yes, Master."  I squatted where I was and spread my feet as far apart as my hobble allowed.  It took me a while.

I was not used to anyone watching me pee.  I was his property and had to obey, so there it was.  I finally got it going and let out a good stream for a minute or so.  I was totally embarrassed and was glad no one else saw me.  Bodily functions are just meant to be private.  Oops, a slave girl had no privacy or choice, I remembered.

"Master, I think I'm in love with you.  I know it’s presumptive of me, but would you spank me please.  I have been thinking all sorts of inappropriate  thoughts and I need correcting.  Please?"

He smiled, "It must be telepathy.  I've been thinking you needed a good spanking to put you back into your place, slave."  He sat in a chair and said , come here and lay across my lap, slave."

I squealed and flung myself across him. I felt his leg pinion mine and his hand held my back down.  His first blow hit my left cheek and stung, but the flames it struck in my cunt were hotter.  I felt his erection getting longer, pushing into my pussy.  He spanked me six times.  Three on each cheek.  I could tell my ass was bright red.  My ass was almost as hot as my pussy.  I was sopping wet and I wanted him in me.  I was so disappointed when he said, "That's enough. Kneel."

He lifted me up and I knelt between his legs.  He took his cock out of his pants and said, "service me, slave."

I was bubbling inside and wanted to scream," Finish me you cad," but I didn't. I opened my mouth and took in every inch.  Licking and sucking like a demon Hoover.  My nipples ached, and my pussy was clenching.  I felt him swell even larger in my mouth, but before he came, he pushed me off him and took me into the bedroom.  "Slave girl," he said, " do you remember the penalty for losing this morning?"


Chapter 11 - Stocks

I gulped.  I was due a little time in the stocks.  Oh well, I lost, so I earned it.  "Yes, Master.  Now?"

He held up a ball gag. I opened my mouth obediently and he plopped it in and buckled it behind my neck. "Yes, now. Kneel at the foot of the bed."

I knelt, and he lifted the top half of the stocks.  He released my hands and said, "Put your neck and wrists in the slots."

I carefully lowered myself down.  The openings were perfect.  I used my hands and put my hair to the left side of my head.  

He lowered the bar. I heard a lock close.  I was perfectly secured.  I couldn't move wrists or neck.  It was a snug fit.  He had me straighten my legs.  He put a narrow footstool under my waist.  My ass was now higher than my neck.  Perfect position to fuck me from the rear, doggy style.  My belly started trembling as my arousal rose. I was helpless and completely exposed. He could do whatever he wanted, and I couldn't even resist. I loved it. It was what I had always dreamed of. I whimpered in my need and lust.  That oh-so-familiar feeling of a roiling, bubbling cauldron of heated love juices rose in my belly.  I was so ready to come.

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand and started gently massaging them. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. She couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She resumed her soft whimpers of need.

Thomas put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom.  Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group. It was hard to concentrate with her belly in such a turmoil. My bells rang continuously as I writhed under his stimulation.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Remember Alex, your whole body is mine to use or allow others to use.  All of your holes can be used to pleasure your master.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Thomas watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes and lips squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincter.

"Good, Alex, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Alexandra gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

It was so big. I thought I would tear as he thrust his erection in me. The pressure grew and at the last minute he overcame the pressure and slid into me. It was strange and wonderful. My belly instantly A torrent of scalding love juices flooded into my belly and my bottom gyrated in abandon as I spasmed frantically to a massive orgasm while he ravaged my bottom.

I screamed and pleaded for mercy through my gag then moaned in unbearable pleasure as my belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to my sex as I came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

In a moment Alexandra climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Thomas climaxed and Alexandra climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.  Her last orgasm came hot on his heels.  Her belly spasmed and she felt her love juices flooding her cunt, uselessly.

He shrank in me and pulled out.  I could feel his spunk dribbling out my asshole.  "Thank you, Master.  I didn't know I could come from anal sex.  You were wonderful."

He said, " You too, Alexandra."  He wiped my ass off with a wet cloth from the bath.  He went into the living room.  I heard music.  I dropped into sub space and lay content in my bonds.  I didn't want to go anywhere.  I was home.  A home far greater than where my parents lived.  I belonged in my master's stocks, naked and ringed.  He had made me what I always wanted to be.  Safe.

Thomas came back into the bedroom and stared in appreciative wonder at the wonderful ass of his slave.  How had he gotten so lucky?  This girl was amazing.  She was loving, beautiful, and loved sex in any form.  He would be happy to be seen with her in public, even vanilla. His problem was to get her through her remaining issues.  No one, not even her, knew what they were.  Society had layered psychoses and neuroses willy- nilly.  The only thing that seemed to work was to show her how good some of these forbidden kinks felt.  Then hope it killed another particular bugaboo.  Tomorrow he would introduce her to animal play.  He pulled an easy chair over next to Alexandra's naked restrained form.  He picked up a book he was reading, sat in the chair and rested his bare legs on her back.  Skin contact was good, he thought.

I heard master come into the room and heard him move something heavy.  I could only see the bedspread and the head of the bed.  I felt master rest his legs on my back.  I could feel the tiny hairs on either side of his legs.  It wasn't heavy.  All my weight was resting on the footstool under my stomach.  He reached under me and fondled my breast hanging down under me.  The bells rang as he disturbed them.  The rubbing and rolling of my nipple heavenly. It got rock hard and stayed that way after he withdrew his hand.  The bell was heavy and kept swaying long after he left it.  My loins grew hot from his casual touch.  I wondered how such an abstract concept as submission could affect me so strongly. As I thought about my abject surrender to slavery, my belly heated even more.  I flexed my knees, trying to rub my pussy on the footstool, to no avail.

Whoa.  I felt something.  The new chains Stan had put on me today.  If I spread my knees, my labia lips were pulled apart.  I lifted one knee and swung it back and forth.  My pussy was loving the incredible pleasure of stroking my pussy lips.  I tried the other knee. Oh joy.  I could come, I thought.  Suddenly I felt a red hot pain in my ass.  Master had felt me.

He said, "I decide when you can have pleasure.  I'm pretty generous, but don't you dare start anything .  You will only obey my orders.  Clear?"

I sobbed, "Yes, m.m.master.  I'm sorry."

He got up got a spreader bar and strapped it to my knees, holding them wide.  Why, oh why had I done that.  I was an obedient slave.  I wanted to be.  I had let my animal need for pleasure get me in trouble.  I swore to myself I would not do that again.  I was embarrassed I had let my master down. I would do better. 

That was better than I expected.  Her instinctive pleasure-seeking actions boded well for the next phase.  And My chance to reinforce my authority over her was perfectly timed.  I'll bet she is feeling great remorse for letting me down now.  I could ask her, but I wouldn't trust a verbal answer at this point in her training.  I'll wait an hour and let her stew in her own juices.  Wait a minute, if she's where I want her, she will be wet.  I should check that.  I reached down and stroked her clit hood.  Aha, wet.  Great.  I wiped my hand on her ass.

I felt him.  My master rubbed my clit.  He wants me.  He's not mad at me.  Sheesh.  A guy rubs my clit and I'm agog.  Boy am I easy.  Listen to yourself bonehead.  Your naked locked in his stocks.  He can rub you anywhere and it doesn't mean he likes you.  You're just a convenient piece of ass he can have anytime he wants.  No, No.  He's claimed me.  I'm wearing his tag.  I'm his property.  I'm the only girl he has.  I love him.  I like being made helpless by him.  I like the way he's decorated and belled me.  I like everything about my life.  Shut up. You know, it’s a sign of insanity if you hold conversations with yourself.  You're not myself.  You are my mother's insanity talking to me. Get out of my head.  

Master let me out of the stocks and took me into the kitchen. He let me help with dinner.  I made a salad while he made hamburgers on the grill outside.  My hands were free, free. He locked a long chain from my ankles to a ring in the wall so I couldn't leave.  As if I'd ever want to leave him. As I tore up the lettuce, my nipple bells rang loudly.  I snuck a peek at him and noticed how he smiled when my bells rang.  If I was quiet too long, he would look at me to see what kind of mischief I was getting into.  As I worked, I swung my foot just to hear its bell ring.  It had a pleasing tone.


Chapter 12 - Puppy Girl

We ate outside.  I knelt beside him, my hands locked behind my head.  He really liked how it lifted my breasts.  He fed me a bite at a time. He told me tomorrow I was going to do animal play. I was going to be a puppy.  He explained that I was just playing a puppy.  I was to try and feel what a puppy would feel.  A weak, tiny puppy.  Totally dependent on him for everything.  Yet playful, curious, and anxious to please.

I was unsure and asked why I was doing this.

He said, "playing a puppy, gives you gives you a window into your animal self.  your lizard brain, it’s been called."  It’s a way to help you separate those instincts and the conditioning society has imposed on you."

He would have been a great doctor or salesman.  I believed him.  Every word.  He was calm and energetic and logical.  And he was my master.  I trusted him in everything.

He unlocked my hands and I helped clean up after dinner.  He took me into the living room and we played gin rummy for an hour.  I won three games he won five.  I enjoyed our banter over the games.  We talked about exercise.  I had been doing yoga for a year at my last school.  He had studied several martial arts and was interested in krav maga, from Israel. 

He had me show him some yoga exercises.  Which he made me repeat until I was tired.

He looked at the time and turned on the TV.  He liked to watch a news commentary program from BBC.  He sat on the couch with the remote and motioned for me to join him.  I wound up sitting across his lap, his arm around my shoulders.  He told me to put my arms at my sides.  He used his hands to fondle my breasts.  After a moment he said, "This isn't working too well. Stand up."  He locked my hands to the back of my waistband.  Their regular position. and pulled me back onto his lap.  Now he could reach all my girl parts, including Submit, Obey and Slave, all clearly labeled. He watched the TV while playing with me.  I could tell the TV didn't have his undivided attention. His penis was growing hard under me.  Meanwhile I was developing a good head of steam myself.  His rubbing, tweaking, pulling and squeezing was blowing my cool.

Finally, the show was over, and I had visions of a night of hard sex.  He led me to a desk in the living room, said, " kneel under the desk. facing out."  He took out his penis and said, "take my cock in your mouth and hold it.  Don't stimulate it with your tongue or suck it.  Just hold it."  He sat in the desk chair and rolled close to me.  I did as he ordered.  I loved his taste and feel.  I loved his cum more.  He sat there over an hour.  As I sheathed his cock, I rested, relaxed and content.  How I would have railed against the thought of just being a cock receptacle a week ago.  Now it was enjoyable.  I was where I should be. My master's cock in my mouth.  I wondered what my parents would say if they knew of my new avocation. 

I was still embarrassed, I guess, since I didn't want anyone to know I was in this position. Or that I enjoyed it.  I realized I still hadn't resolved all my guilt issues.  I still couldn’t just enjoy my sensuality.  I still cared what others thought of my behavior.  Given the opportunity, I wouldn't reveal what I liked to do.  I still thought of it as kinky rather than just enjoyable.  I hoped the puppy play would free me from this guilt.

Alex was coming along better than I expected.  Two weeks ago, she was a headstrong, willful, self-destructive young woman.  Today she  has accepted her slave status.  She is loving, obedient, and full of life.  Despite how we have restrained  and decorated her she shows affection for me. Much affection and submission.  She is broken to harness.  I did not expect this degree of success for several months.  Her natural submissiveness must have been boiling just under the surface. Tomorrow I will try and make her act on her animal instincts and forget the human 'civilized' rules.   Lucky she is so obedient.

Master slid his chair back and his cock out of my mouth.  I smiled and waited for an order. He told me to come out and I scooted forward.  It was hard since my hands were still locked behind me. If I raised too much, I banged my head on the underside of the desk.  Finally, I was out, and he unlocked my hands and sent me to the bathroom to clean up. He told me the paint on my body wouldn't wash off. I flossed and brushed my teeth, ran a washcloth over me, especially my feet.

When she finished, I locked her hands behind her, put her in standing display position and looked at her.  God, she was magnificent.  Great breasts, slim, athletic body, nice ass, great, long legs.  Her toe and fingernail polish needed renewing.  Her hair was a thick golden mop swirling around her shoulders.  Her rings made her so erotic, so controllable.  The shining collar on her long neck was perfect.  Even her hobble increased her sexuality.  I don't know what it is about chains on a woman.  Even much vanilla jewelry for women has chains involved.  Maybe the way they follow the contours.  No, even her ankle chains, hanging free in their catenary curve look delicious.  If I get my way, Alex will always wear chains. They magnify her beauty and stress her slavery.  

I lay her on her back on the bed and locked her sleeping chain to her hobble chain. I lay down beside her. I said, "Alex, one reason I like you in this position is that your hands are under your waist.  It raises your pussy and changes the angle of your love channel.  It feels better for me.  Is it comfortable for you?"

"Master, it is quite comfortable.  My hands are held down by my and our weight, but my waistband evens out the pressure,  And You're right.  The position gets me off faster than lying flat."

I lay beside her supine form. I stroked and pulled all her curves and rings.  I enjoyed seeing which stimulus caused the best responses.  I learned she is ticklish and enjoyed her laughter and squirming. I made her spread her legs and watched the little chains I had Stan install, pull her labia lips apart.  I knelt between her legs and learned her topography.  She had the most amazing curves in her soft, responsive flesh.  I touched and rubbed and stroked.  I watched her muscles spasm and tremble under my fingers.  I raised her arousal to the point of climax with a single finger.  Subtlety worked better than brute force,  for her.  What I got was intellectual stimulation.  I would put my new knowledge to practical use soon.  She was hot, too hot.  She would come as soon as I took her.  I wanted a longer period of pleasure, so I let her cool down. 

He lay beside me on the bed and teased me unmercifully.  I loved it and got more and more aroused.  He played with my face and breasts and all my body. Then he knelt between my legs and made me spread them wide.  Those little chains fastened to my labia rings pulled my lips wide apart. He tortured me for the longest time with his finger.  I only felt one finger and he played me like a violin.  In minutes he had me ready to come, then he would stop, and I would cool just a fraction.  Then he would start again.  It was so wonderful and so frustrating.  I needed to come so much, but he wouldn't let me.  Then he got up and went out of the room.  That bastard.  He's just teasing me.  I need to come.   

I went to the kitchen and selected some interesting foods to stimulate her.  I got a carrot and a cucumber, some ice cubes, some maraschino cherries.  I found  chocolate sauce and Ice cream.  I looked at my selections and decided to move her in here. Easier to clean up afterwards.  I unlocked her sleeping chain and brought her to the kitchen.  I had her sit on the floor and lean against the counter.  I told her she needed to learn food play before moving on to animal play. She looked quizzical but interested.  I wasn't giving her a choice anyway.

He sat me on the floor and let me lean against the counter.  He put a blindfold on me.  It strapped tight on my head and nary a photon got to my eyes.  He said, "pull your feet up to your ass.  Spread your knees." I felt those little chains pull my labia lips apart. I felt something cold running around my sex lips.  It nudged its way into my unprotected vagina. It felt huge and cold.  I was so aroused that it easily slid right in.  It was so cold.  I should have cooled down inside, but my body didn't seem to care about the temperature of the intruder.  It slid in and out a few times, making me hotter with each thrust.  My pussy clenched around it, trying to pull it deeper.  It didn't move.  It just sat there.  It was so, so  frustrating.

A small sound then I felt a cold thick liquid dripping onto my right breast, the one named SUBMIT.  It slowly ran down my breast.  More dropped onto my left breast, OBEY.  A smell reached my nose.  honey.  He was dripping honey on my breasts.  Then I felt his warm tongue licking the honey off.  He did not move fast.  My core was a bubbling cauldron of lust.  "Master, I'm done.  Lick the damned honey off my breasts, pull the baseball bat out of me and please fuck me silly."

"Patience, little one.  I'm almost ready."

I felt a little brush tickle my nipples.  They left a cool liquid behind.  I wondered what it was.  My nipples grew warm, then hot.  Oh my god. They were on fire.  I squealed, "Master. It burns."  I almost exploded.  My pussy was hotter than my tits. "Please master, fuck me.  Fuck me now.  Please..."  He pulled the monster phallus out of me.

"Open your mouth, little one."

I parted my lips and felt the smooth, round ball of a gag. I opened my mouth wide and sucked it in.

"Good, good." She had helped. Was it just obedience, or did she want it? I buckled the strap and pulled her down, flat on her back. I knelt between her legs, forcing them apart. She moaned through her nose.

He grabbed my thighs and pulled me down onto the floor.  He knelt between my legs and I spread my legs wide for him. I wanted him, badly.

I felt the tip of his cock rub up and down my sopping pussy lips. My arousal sprang to climax imminent level, my nipples ached, and I felt love juices filling my pussy. I felt his cock probing me, nuzzling my sex lips. I stretched my knees as far apart as my hobbled ankles allowed and the little chains spread my swollen lips deliciously.  His cock caressed my most secret place, the very entrance to my love canal. I could have climaxed then if he'd rubbed just a little more. He slowly slid his erection into me and every single nerve ending in my love canal shouted in joy. I savored every inch, but it was overwhelming. I gasped as his huge, rock hard, erection forced its way deep inside me. I screamed in pleasure into my gag as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, and my belly pulsed again and again as his huge shaft ravaged the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member. Tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina trying to pull him deeper, and I surrendered to his mastery of me.

She would always remember the frantic pulsing of her belly as she orgasmed over and over in her glorious release. Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless, mind-blowing orgasms, Alex knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. His relentless power forced her to open and show her limitless capacity for sexual submission.

Her eyes opened wide in fear as his mighty hands griped her waist for his final assault. She felt him grow even larger within her, stretching her to the limit. She gasped as he  flexed his arms and forced his now heroic cock deep into her with unstoppable power and she screamed in terror and joy as his huge member demanded she surrender her passage to him. His thighs mercilessly pounded her ass as he pulled her into him.

Deep in the maelstrom of her belly, Alexandra felt his rigid member flex and jerk within her as his hot spend flooded into her. She screamed her helpless submission into her gag. What she tried to say was, "I love you, Master," over and over as a final gigantic climax sent a flood of hot love juices to mix with his spend and flow around his member.

Alex panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, she moaned in rapture.  The world had become simpler. She was a slave and he was a master. She resolved to be the most perfect slavegirl ever. His slavegirl. Nothing else mattered.

She was conquered. She would obey him in all things.  She gazed shyly up at the man who had changed her world. She wanted to speak  of love and obedience and joy and of many things and blackly cursed the ball in her mouth.

I don't think master made any noise, but when he took the blindfold off me, he looked pleased with himself.

When he removed my gag and raised off me, I asked, "Master what was that on my nipples?"

"Chili oil, slave.  Enjoyed it didn't you."

"Yes Master.  It was so hot. I was on fire and it ignited my core.  You helped put it out for me.  Thank you so much, master."

He pulled me to my feet and said, "Let's go get you cleaned up."

I slept in master's bed.  My hands locked as usual and my sleeping chain locked to my ankle chain.  He wrapped his arms around me.  We slept spoon fashion.  It was the most glorious way to sleep.  I was out instantly.

I woke first next morning.  I was still wrapped in his arms.  I was pleasantly sleepy and didn't want to move for fear of waking fully.  I stretched my legs and stopped short when I heard the clink of my chains. I didn't want to wake master. I flexed my fingers and discovered they were just touching master's cock.  It was rock hard.  I could easily caress its tip. Would he consider it good or bad?  I decided good.  I gently massaged the tip.  Soon he stirred and realized what I was doing.  He rolled me over  and looked into my eyes.  What wonderful dark, laughing eyes he has.

He said, "Anxious to start the day right, slave?"

"Always, with you, master."

I was amazed at his self-control.  He didn't take me then.  He unlocked me from the sleeping chain and took me in the bath.  He bent me over the edge of the tub and gave me an enema.  I was thrilled by his easy control over me.  He inserted the slender probe into my ass hole then I was filled by a warm liquid.  He made me stay bent over the tub while he shaved.  He positioned me over the toilet and let me release.  

Thomas put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom.  Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax." It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot.

To my surprise he bent me back over the tub and I felt his fingers lubricating my asshole.  His fingers rubbing around and in my anus was driving me wild with arousal. My nipples hardened, and my belly trembled.

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. It was hard to concentrate with her belly in such a turmoil. My bells rang continuously as I writhed under his stimulation.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Your whole body is mine to use or allow others to use.  All your holes can be used to pleasure your master.  And all these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  You know how. We've done this before. Relax and focus on your muscles.  Tighten, loosen.  Match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Thomas watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes and lips squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincter.

"Good, Alex, arch your back." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to own her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Alexandra gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

It felt so good, easier than last time and friendly. It was strange and wonderful as he slid into me. My belly started trembling and I felt the beginnings of an orgasm send love juices into my pussy.  My bottom gyrated in abandon as I the climax built in me.  I was on the brink of orgasm when he came.  I felt his hot seed fill me up.  Then he pulled out. "Wait," I thought, "Too soon. I'm not done," but too late. He was out,  He stopped too soon. Shit.  It was for his pleasure, not mine. That's what I had been warned, but that was why he was the master and I the slave. "Thank you, Master."  He sat me back on the toilet.

.   


Chapter 13 - Wag the Tail

Then he put me back over the tub a third time and lubed me again.  This got me even closer to coming.  He inserted an inflatable plug into my asshole then blew it up with a bulb.  He showed it to me.  He also showed me a long flexible rubber tail.  Then he screwed it onto the plug in my ass.  

"Alex," he said, "today you are a puppy.  This is your tail. You are not to make any human sounds. Pretend you are a helpless, curious puppy and you are anxious to please.  When a puppy is happy, she wags her tail.  Wag yours for me now."

I shook my ass and I felt the tail wag back and forth.  I smiled.

'"Great job.  remember that."

He led me back into the bedroom.  He got the bag and opened it.  He put knee pads on me and had me kneel.  He fastened my ankle chain to the back of my belt and unlocked my hands.

He put thick gloves on my hands.  The fingers were stitched together.  I couldn't grasp anything.  He said, "these are your paws.  You will crawl on all fours today. He put the leash on my nose ring and led me to the kitchen.  I didn't get to help with breakfast.  

He tethered my nose ring to a low wall ring using a short chain. I would be able to reach my food bowl, thank God. I was starved.

He set a bowl of water and a bowl with scrambled eggs and ham. He slid the water under my head but waited on the food. I turned my head to look at him.

He said, “Is my good girl hungry. Would she like some food?”

I thought about what he had told me. I whined and wagged my tail.

Master said, good girl and slid the bowl under my head. I kept my tail wagging as I ate. There was no way I could keep the bell or my nose ring out of the food. I gave up. When I finished, both were coated with food. I lapped up some water. Master removed both bows and gave me a new bowl filled with juice. I wagged more. He said, “drink it all.” I did. It was quite good.

He cleaned up after breakfast, put the leash on my nose ring , and took me into the back yard. He had me practice puppy commands. I learned to 'roll over,' 'play dead,' 'Pee,' and more. The hardest for me was Pee. I had to get close to a tree and raise my leg high.  High enough for those little chains to pull my labia lips open then squirt a few drops. Then I would go to another place and repeat. This was embarrassing. I guess it was another conditioning example of society.

He said, “I really like having you on a leash. The symbolism is fantastic and the lust I get when you obey is better. Now though, I'm going to use your electronic leash.”

I thought, “What? I never heard about that.” He saw the question in my expression.

He explained, “It works like this. I set your controller to 'leash' then a distance, say, ten feet. If you stay within ten feet of me, nothing happens. If you get further away your collar beeps. If you get three feet further, thirteen feet, it gives a mild shock. Every three feet further gives a stronger shock. Stay within ten feet of me and you'll be fine. If you don't obey a command, I'll give you a shock. Let's try it.” He took the leash off my nose and pocketed it. He walked around.

I tried to follow him closely, but I did not have much skill on all fours. I heard and felt the warning beep many times. As I improved, I didn't hear it much. He walked to the house and through it. He went through the front door and I whined. I didn't want to play puppy in public.

He said, “Quiet girl and I'll walk slow. Remember, you are a curious, playful puppy. Don't think about anything but what a puppy would do.”

He led me to a tree and said, “Pee, girl.”

I looked around. No one, good. I raised a leg until I felt my pussy exposed and squirted a few drops on the tree. I lowered my leg and wagged my tail.

Master said, “good girl.”

I beamed at the silly phrase. I was just playing a role, but it felt so good to receive praise from my master.

He walked on and I hurried to keep up. I was getting better. He stopped by a bench and commanded, “Service me puppy.”

I knelt in front of him and started working my mouth to extract his penis. He had worn loose fitting pants commando style, so I was able to get him ready in just a moment. I licked and kissed his semi rigid cock until it was stiff. I sucked him all the way in, relishing the huge mouthful of cock. I moved my head in and out and felt my own arousal rising along with his. I tasted his pre-cum and savored the salty taste of my master. He came in a great spurt down my throat. I struggled to swallow it all without gagging. He pulled out and I cleaned him with my tongue, greedily sucking down all his cum I could get. I sat back on heels and smiled. I tried, but there was no way I could wag my tail when my ass was on the ground.

He said, “Good girl. Great job.”

I was fuller of pride than ever before.

He replaced his cock and ruffled my hair with his hands.

A man I didn't know walked up leading Chris on a leash. She looked happy. The man spoke to my master, “Nice puppy. Love her coloring. Does she know any tricks?”

Master said, “a few,” then he commanded, “Stand.”

I rose to all fours, my bells clamoring like a church on Sunday.

“Roll Over.”

I rolled onto my back then on over to standing on hands and knees.

“Lay.”

I rolled onto my back.

Master came to me, squatted down and rubbed my breasts. It felt so good. My nipples got rock hard and I moaned.

He stood up and said, “stand”

I got on all fours and looked at master.

The man said, “Good puppy." I was so happy. The praise from a stranger hit me hard. I felt light stings on my ass and realized I was wagging my tail so hard it was whipping me. God, I was really enjoying puppy play. I was just feeling with very little thinking. I felt so free. I only cared about pleasing my master.

My master said, “OK puppy, go play. “

I crawled over to Chris who was kneeling behind the man. I licked her breast and pulled on her nipple ring. She giggled and said, Master, the puppy wants to play. May I?”

The man said, “OK. Be gentle she's only a puppy.”

The man was holding a leash fastened to Chris' nose ring. Her hands were locked behind her. I crawled over to the man and took the leash in my mouth. I tugged gently and whined. He looked at me and let go of the leash. I crawled onto the grass and tugged Chris' leash, so she had to follow me. She couldn't use her hands, so I kept up a gentle pull while she stood up. She followed me on the grass. I stopped when my collar buzzed and rolled over the leash, forcing Chris to the ground by her nose. I crawled up her supine body and put my pussy over her mouth. She couldn't get away with her nose held tight. I whined and spread my knees, forcing my labia lips open.

Chris got the message and started licking my cunt. Soon I was panting and juicing. I was so close to coming when my master stopped us. He unwrapped her leash from my body and took it out of my mouth. Chris' master got her off the ground. He said, “She does know a few tricks. Good girl." And led Chris away. She was blushing, and her face was glistening with my juices. Her tongue was sticking out of her mouth. She drew it in and blew me a kiss.

Once again, I noticed my tail was wagging hard behind me. Master was walking a meandering path across lawns and through gardens. I was so hot. My pussy itched with frustration. I was still wet and dribbling from my loins. Several times I found a well-shaped trunk or rock. I would hurry to it and rub my crotch, hoping I could masturbate to orgasm. But my collar would always buzz just when I got close and I would have to hurry after my retreating master. I was truly down to animal cravings. I only wanted praise and an orgasm. I was so hot.

Master stopped to talk to another man and while he was busy, I crawled behind a tree and knelt. I rubbed my loins with my paws. It felt so good. I was so close to coming when I felt a shock. Master was calling me. I hurried to him. He looked at my wet paws and said, “Naughty. Bad girl. Stand. Stay.” Shit. Caught.

I got three stripes from his whip. They hurt, but not enough to get off on. I was crushed. I slunk beside him when he walked. I was a bad girl.

My chagrin didn't last long. Soon I was trotting beside my master. Happy to be out in the fresh air with him. Everything was so new and fresh when seen from puppy level. I smelled flowers that were now at nose height. I rolled in the grass and stretched in the sun. sprung from behind bushes to touch master's leg. I trotted up close behind him and raised up on my knees to push him forward with my paws. I found a nice grassy patch in front of him and rolled onto my back. I spread my hands and legs and whimpered. He squatted beside me and rubbed my breasts and pussy. I was ready to come right then. I moaned and wriggled under his hands. He rolled my nipples between his fingers. They ached so good. I needed to come, and I was close. He stood up and said, “playtime later. Come on.”   

We walked on. I was ordered to pee on several more trees along the way. I didn't see any more people.  I cavorted around my master. He was the center of my universe and I so wanted to please him. I blocked his path with my body, so he had to interact with me. I wanted his attention more than I wanted his praise. He would have to give me an order, or touch me, or even step around me. He was always polite and controlled. I loved everything about him. But when he touched me, my heat blossomed in me. I felt unbounded joy. I knew he loved me and would care for me. He was my personal God and I glowed in his presence. I wanted him in me so bad. I wanted to serve him.

Finally, we reached his apartment. He put me in the back yard and turned off the electronic leash. He told me to pee and I did. I wandered around the yard smelling everything and pawing at a few things that interested me. I got bored eventually and went to the sliding glass door. I put my paws against the glass and barked. Softly at first, then louder. Master let me in. I followed him around. He was cooking dinner and it smelled delicious. There is something satisfying about the smell of cooking onions. He set a timer then went to the living room and sat on the couch with his newspaper. I knelt on the floor beside his leg and rested my head on his leg. He patted my head then stroked my breast until the timer went off.

He finished the cooking and set a place at the table. He used a short chain to fasten my collar to a table leg. The table was massive dark wood. I couldn't budge it. I knelt there awaiting his pleasure. He ate and fed me a bite at a time he used his fingers to hold the food for me to take from him. I got a lot of Brussels sprouts, a little meat, some pasta and a glass of wine. Not puppy chow, but I didn't complain. He released me from the chain and cleared the dishes.

I needed to pee, so I went to the sliding glass door and whined. He saw what I needed, put my leash on my nose ring, and walked me in the yard. He took me to the area by the tree and said, “Pee.” I did. I couldn't crap because of the tail in my asshole, but I didn't need to.

He took me back in and removed my leash. He went to the bathroom and closed the door. I lay on the floor in the living room where I could see when he came out. He came out and walked past me into the living room. He went to his desk and I watched. He stopped by the desk and said, “puppy, come.” I hurried to him. He said, “Under the desk. Hold my cock in your mouth. I have some work to do.

I crawled under the desk and faced my master. He freed his cock, sat in the desk chair, and slid toward me. I opened my mouth and admitted his cock. I knew the drill. Just let it lay there. Don't stimulate it with my lips or tongue. I relaxed and concentrated on my feelings. I was relaxed, happy, and obedient. I knew I was submissive, and he was subjugating me. I loved it. I loved warming his cock. As I knelt there the world slipped far away. I was drifting in a sea of warm, relaxing pleasure. I guess this is what an isolation tank feels like. I wasn't aware of any senses at all save the warm weight of his cock in my mouth. He trusted me, and I trusted him. He was my God and knew my every thought. I knew nothing but felt incredible relaxation and joy. I was just feeling and nothing else was important.

I felt her warm, soft mouth around my cock.  I was a little aroused and glad she obeyed my command to just hold me.  I wouldn't be able to concentrate on my report if she was any more stimulating.  She had become a great addition to my life.  I would be sorry to send her on.  At least I would get another after her, but she would be hard to follow.

I looked through the camera takes and selected a nearly continuous stream of videos.  I used an editing tool and stitched them together into a thirty-minute video of our walk.  She was apprehensive at first and clumsy.  She improved her coordination and speed rapidly.  Halfway through our walk she was as frisky as a new puppy.  She easily kept up with my slow, meandering walk.  At first her face showed concern but changed to fascination as she got better.  

I could see when she lost her concern with people issues and got into just feeling.  She started investigating flowers and things on the ground.  She rolled on the grass just for pleasure.  Our encounter with Ben and Chris was a milestone.  She really played with Chris, letting her sensual desires outweigh her human propriety.  She is progressing quickly and should be ready for phase three in a week.

I think she may benefit from seeing herself playing.  I'll show her a few minutes of her video.

Sometime later he roused me. His fingers caressed my ears and jiggled their rings. He said, “I'm leaving you now.” He slid out of my mouth and I felt the emptiness all over. He said, “come out now. I've finished today's report. You can see it. I came out from under the desk carefully. He said, “turn around. Stand.  Look at the computer.”

I saw a computer screen. He scrolled a lot of words past that I didn't try to read. Puppies can't read. Then he started a movie. It showed him walking with his puppy. Me. I was delighted to see all the things we had done. He smiled a lot and I remembered how much I enjoyed the walk and all its new sights and sounds. I looked so free. I think I lost a lot of my conditioning today. I focused on the puppy.  She was always smiling and seemed so carefree.  I tried to recall what I felt as I scampered beside my master.  Nothing came to me except the joy I saw on my puppy face.  It was what I always wanted to feel.  Deja vu.  I felt like that right now.  I had everything I had ever wanted.  Right here, right now. I noticed my tail was wagging. I hadn't done that.  It must be my body doing it automatically. Master stopped the video.  Suddenly, I was afraid.  

This couldn't last.  I'd only been at this school for a couple of weeks and I was ready to stay forever.  I liked having every choice taken from me.  I didn't have any pride or dignity left and didn't miss them.  I was gloriously free of anger, worry, concern.  I was just waiting for another chance to obey my master.  My life was simple, so simple.  Yet the people who were behind my joy could easily stop or even reverse it.  Just like the video stopped.  What would I do? I was powerless to change my fate.  I could only endure whatever 'they' decided to do to me.  Would I have to leave this and go back home?  I dreaded the thought.  I was never happy there. Shit.

Well, that was only a possibility.  I couldn't do anything.  I might as well forget it and be a puppy as long as I can.   My tail started wagging again.


Chapter 14 - Exercise

I'm glad I let her watch the video.  I watched her face.  At first, she was wide eyed and happy.  She wagged her tail as soon as it started. It wagged through the video until I stopped it.  I saw her face change to fear and the tail stopped.  It only lasted a second then she smiled and started wagging it again. I wonder if her concern had to do with stopping the video.  Timing would indicate that.  But if it was just that she wanted to see more, then her expression should have been one of disappointment.  What she showed was fear. Maybe she was just afraid her happiness would stop too.  When I let her talk again, I should ask her.  I made a note on the computer.  I looked at the window and saw it was still light outside.  Time to let her stretch her legs.  I unlocked her legs, so she could stand and put running shoes on her.  She looked confused and adorable.  I put her ball gag in and locked her paws behind her.  "Kneel.  Stay." 

I went into the bedroom and changed into exercise clothes. "Follow me.  You need to exercise your legs.  Remember the electronic leash is still on." 

Master unlocked my ankle chain from my belt, so I could stand .  He put shoes on me, took my paws off,  and locked my hands behind me.  I guess I'm done being a puppy for now.  Master changed into running shoes, shorts and a t-shirt.  He wants me to exercise, he said.  I can't run very well with my hobble chain.  He walked out the door and I followed.  He led me through some stretching exercises.  He started off at a slow jog on a path.  I followed, taking two steps for each one of his.

I kept up for a long time, but after twenty minutes or so, I flagged.  My legs were burning, and I realized I was getting too far behind him.  My collar buzzed, and I spent my last reserves getting closer.  "Master, I can't keep up." At least, that's what I tried to say.  My gag reduced that to a loud mumble.

Master stopped and looked at my face.  I was sweating and gasping for breath.  

He said, "All right.  You look like you've exercised enough for now." He took the gag out of my mouth and put it in his pocket.

I was curious. "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, you can speak freely until we get home."

"Master, don't you have to put a leash on me now?"

"No, Alex.  Remember the electronic leash? If you get too far from me it will knock you out."

"Oh. OK.  Master I had a wonderful time today.  I was able to drop all my fears and just enjoy being a puppy.  Does that mean I am cured of that conditioning you spoke of?

"I'm afraid not.  You were able to overcome that conditioning because I forced you to operate outside of its rules.  If I removed your restraints and rings and returned you to your parent's home, you'd revert. All We've done is show you what life could be without the constraints of society.  We'll do more animal play and some other things to teach you to ignore them.  They will always be there, but you can learn to ignore them.

"What's going to happen now, master?"

"We're going home.  We will sleep as usual.  Tomorrow is a school day.  You'll go back to your class.  All the girls will be there.  You and some others will return to their masters, me, in your case, before dinner.  You will spend the next week in the same routine.  Days with your class.  Nights with me. When you're with me, you will be my puppy. After that, who knows?"

"Master, I want to be your puppy girl all the time.  I don't want to go to class again."

"Sorry, puppy.  I want you to be mine too, but it is important that you complete your education.  No true master wants an ignorant floor mat for his slave.  What we want is an intelligent woman.  One who is educated and strong and in full control of herself.  I can easily keep you as is.  You are helpless and in my control, now.  That's so we can educate you about the conditioning society has imposed on you.  We want to teach you to throw off that conditioning.  We want you in full control of yourself." 

"Then, if you give yourself to a master. The master will have something real.  The love and freely given control of you.  To do otherwise would be unconscionable and I don't want to bring myself down to the level of a rapist. We are teaching you to enjoy your mind and body as nature intended.   So, you can be free to give yourself away, if and only if you want to."

"Alex, imagine you in ten or twenty years.  One scenario has you living as the full-time slave of a dominant master.  You would only see other slaves and your master.  This would be as stultifying as your life up to now."

"But, master, I was unhappy with my life.  I was making my parents dreadfully unhappy.  Surely the happy me is better for everyone."

"Alexandra,  if you stay here you will get an education in more than sex and sensuality.  You will complete your high school with good grades.  You will be enrolled in  an online college. You will get a degree.  You will Have an opportunity to find a master.  You will likely find a job commensurate with your abilities and you will be the slave of your master. Simultaneously.  You won't have any choice about school.  Get used to it because you will like your new life far better than your old."

"Master, I don't want to go to college.  I want to have fun.”  

Say, 'Yes, Master.'"

"Yes, Master."

"Alexandra, what part of 'no choice' don't you understand.  The whip will make you. And you will have all the fun you can stand."

I had my doubts.  But he was correct that if the school wanted me to do something, I would have to do it.  I just didn't see it being fun." We arrived home. I went back to puppy mode.  Feet locked to my belt, paws on, tail removed, no more language for me.  He put the leash on my nose ring and walked me in the back yard.  He had a hole ready and put dirt in it after I used it.  He got ready for bed and told me to service him.  I did my normal excellent job and swallowed his whole load.  I cleaned him with my tongue.  He unlocked my feet and removed my paws. I cleaned up and brushed my teeth.  When I came back to the bedroom, he locked my hands behind me and the sleeping chain on my hobble. 

We snuggled on the bed.  He kissed me long and tender.  There was so much I wanted to say.  I had to convince him that I wanted to stay with him.  No matter what the school did to me, if I could be his puppy at night I would thrive.  I would be crushed and die if I had to leave him.  But when I asked permission to speak, he denied me.  He said, "Be quiet and go to sleep, my puppy or you will be gagged."

God, I hated being a slave. I loved being his slave.  I was so frustrated. I shut up and went to sleep, my fingers wrapped around his cock.

The morning was falling into a routine. Leash on my nose ring.  Boy was that ever convenient for the masters.  Never any fuss, simple to use, instant obedience. I was walked, and I peed.  Fed breakfast from a bowl on the floor.  Enema, Tail installed.  Teeth and hair brushed.  Lipstick. Paws and Knee Pads. Then it changed.  He took me back to the classroom. The desks were now arranged in two rows.  In the front row were six girls looking just as I had last seen them.  I was in the back row with five other puppy girls.  Jeez.

My paws were removed, but the feet stayed locked and the tail remained.  I was still the only one with bells hanging from my rings, but all the puppy girls were decorated. I was a rose and vine.  Tasha wore  a psychedelic design with hypnotic red and white spirals around her breasts.  Nikki, Vicki, and Chris had fuzzy animals with eyes on their breasts. Amanda wore an owl's face with, of course, the eyes on her breasts. 

Classes were unchanged from last week.  At breaks we all talked about our experiences over the weekend. All the puppy girls had a master.  None of the others did yet.  None of us had any idea what the future for us entailed.  We speculated about the other kinds of animal play we knew about.  We agreed that pony play was likely since it seemed to be quite popular. The non-puppy girls played a kind of slow-motion soccer on a reduced field on Saturday.  They had belly dance lessons on Sunday followed by a long walk in coffle.


Chapter 15 - Puppy Soccer

After classes were over, all the puppy girls were collected by their masters.  We were taken to what I call the puppy room.  The other girls were taken away in coffle. as usual.  The puppy room was medium sized with a lot of cabinets and drawers on one wall.  There were low, soft couches and chairs in the center of the room. All the lower walls and cabinets were covered in thick carpet.  

After all the puppy girls and masters were there, Chris' master got a large ball and some low goals with nets out.  The puppy girls were divided into two teams and played puppy soccer.  The rules were simple.  Get the ball into your goal.  After each goal, each member of the losing team had to give a winning team puppy an orgasm.  Before play started each puppy had a ring gag put in their mouth.  Then a soft, purple, plastic double ended dildo was slipped into each puppy's mouth.  They locked into the ring gag.

We lined up as a team at each end of the room.  I was teamed with Tasha and Vicki.  We could only  communicate in the most basic terms.  I pointed to Vicki and then at the goal nearest us.  Vicki nodded in agreement.  She would defend our goal.    At the go order, Tasha and I started running toward the ball in the middle of the room. All three of our opponents were running toward the ball.  I got to the ball first and used my paw to scoop it over the heads of the opponents on Tasha's side of the room.  I flung myself sideways and tripped up all three of the opponents.  Tasha scurried around the pile and scored.

Our masters cheered and called us over.  They laid us on our backs in a row.  The losers scurried up to us and stuck their dildos into our pussies and started pumping.  God, it felt so good.  My belly heated up in no time.  I could feel my juices flowing into my pussy, lubricating the dildo.  My muscles were trembling.  My back arched making it easier to get that wonderful fake penis in farther.  I was moaning around my gag, through my nose.  My orgasm burst like a dam.  I squirted my juices all over Nikki's face.  I didn't care.  It was so glorious to come. Her master made her leave the dildo in me and keep pumping.  Damn.  I started heating up again.  I was instantly hot.  Despite my orgasm, I could feel another building.  My vagina was spasming, trying to hold Nikki in me.  My juices started flowing massively.  I came again.  Stronger than before.  My belly heaved.  I knocked Nikki on her ass.

The masters gave us a minute to recover and cleaned up the faces of the losers.  We got back into starting position.  I was weak.  My two orgasms had drained me.  They beat us to the ball this time and they learned.  One of them guarded the goal while we tussled it out in the center of the room.  Tasha got a solid paw on the ball and flicked it over their heads.  I couldn't get it though.  I was too slow.  Eventually they got a goal and we humped them with our mouths.  It was a lot like giving a blow job to a guy.  Same head motions, same position.  Just not satisfying like the taste of a man in your mouth.  Plastic, Ugh.

We were tired after the game.  Our masters removed the double ended dildos from our mouths but left the ring gags in place.   I never heard them discuss what they were going to do to us. It’s like they met and agreed before they picked us up after class.  Or maybe there's script they read .  It was worrying.  Like we were in a game where only they knew the rules or when it would end.  I wish I could talk to the girls about it.  Hell, I wish I could talk to the masters about it.  Getting down to basics, it was just plain cruel to keep girls gagged.  Talking was the way we passed time. I wish I could talk.  And my jaw is starting to hurt.

The masters lined us up in a row facing the couch.  One of them explained we were going to play  a sensory game.  We were going to have three cocks stuck in our mouths.  Each would stay for one minute.  It was our job to identify which was our master.  One would be.  All the girls who correctly identified their master would have their gags removed.  Those who failed got to keep their gags until bedtime.  Each master stood up and put a blindfold on their puppy girl.  Then the masters walked around us in a circle several times.  I guess to confuse our sense of smell.  Then I felt a limp penis enter my mouth.  I licked and sucked.  There was a taste and I thought it might be my master.  I had not focused on his taste  in all the times I had him in my mouth.  I had to differentiate the taste of his cum from just him.  I wasn't sure. Number one was a strong contender.

The penis was taken out and after a little more motion around me, I received number two. It slid smoothly into my mouth.  I licked and tasted. O-boy.  This one was close too.  It tasted just like number one and both were close to master, I think.  I ran my tongue over the cock thoughtfully.  I think the shape of the tip is different than my master, stubbier.  OK.  This is not my master.  I hope.  Its withdrawn and more motion around me.

Number three enters me.  I lick all around the tip. This feels like master.  I taste carefully.  It is familiar.  Now I am as certain as I can be.  This is my master.  I savor his taste and try to impress it on my memory.  The penis leaves me.  I'm empty, in so many ways.

One of the men speak.  He says, "When I say your name, nod you head the number of times for you master.  Number one, nod once.  etc. I was the third one called.  I nodded three times and prayed.  He kept on until all six of us had replied.  I felt fingers on my head.  My blindfold was removed.  I blinked as the light flooded in.  The first thing I saw was my master standing in front of me.  

He smiled and removed my gag.  "Congratulations," he said, "you remembered me."

"I will always remember you, my master."  I looked around.  Only one other girl had her gag out.  I was proud.  I thought about it.  I was chagrined.  After all my intentions and joy and love, I didn't remember my master's taste.  My choice was an educated guess. I vowed to learn everything about him and remember it. I noticed master put the ring gag in his pocket and carried the dildo for it.  Not a good sign, but nothing I can do about it. No, that's not right. There is nothing I want to do about it.  If master wants me to wear it later, I will joyfully embrace it.  Pleasing him is infinitely more important than any discomfort I might feel.  I am his slave.  I want him to decide everything for me.  I want so much to obey him, to please him.

He said, "come on.  Remember the electronic leash is still on."

I hurried after him, trying to stay right beside him with his long strides was hard.  I was taking more than two steps for each of his, on my hands and knees at that.  It wasn't far to his apartment, so I kept up the whole way.  I even managed to rub my shoulder against his leg a couple of times.

My bells ring-a-ding dinged all the way home. When I was belled, I didn't think of them as a gift, so much as a measure of distrust.  Master had me belled so that I would be easy to locate.  And they are heavy.  Much heavier than my rings.  They pull my nipples and ears and labia to and fro as I move.  My nipples especially.  My breasts sway a lot when I'm on all fours. The bells hang down lower on gold chains, only an inch off the ground when I'm on all fours. The heavy bells seem to always be going in a different direction than my breasts.  The weight alone keeps me aroused all the time.  The jerk and tugs on my nipples from the bells kick my arousal into high gear.  When I'm hurrying to keep up, I have to fight off an orgasm.  To come when I'm on my leash will cause excruciating pain. 

When I get to stop, I'm right at the edge of an orgasm.  I'm panting, and little moans bubble out of me.  My belly is heaving and spasming.  My juices have been flowing freely for almost the whole walk. My cunt is sopping from the stimulation.  All I want is to be fucked all night.

When master stopped to unlock his door, I scooted up behind him and knelt up.  I rubbed my adamantine nipples against his thighs and my pussy against his calves.  I was so horny I couldn't help myself. I moaned and panted.  I was right on the edge.  I kissed his ass, but he probably didn't know that. I said, "Master, your slave begs to be taken.  I am your obedient slut puppy and I beg to serve your pleasure.  I submit myself forever as your property.  Please take me."

"Down puppy.  Bad girl.  You used human speech. Come inside."

He opened the door I was ashamed. I had broken a major rule. I knew I had to be punished.  I whined. and followed him into the living room.  Something had changed since I left that morning.  The couch was gone.  In its place was a part of a sectional. At the end where another section should be was obviously something for me.  I looked like a pillory had been attached to a cage.  Iron bars three feet high.  Black leather over a padded top.  Thick pillory with places for my neck and wrists.  Straps around the edge.  The barred door had a hole for my neck. By itself it wouldn't hurt but I could be immobilized for my master's pleasure several ways.

He made me climb up on top of the cage.  He opened the securing bar of the pillory and locked my wrists and neck in it.  Straps tightened around my legs.  Then I learned the pillory was adjustable as it lowered so that my ass was higher than my head.

Master showed me a long whippy cane just like the one Sadie used in our weekday whippings.  The first blow struck my ass hard and sharp.  The blow left a fiery stripe across my ass cheeks.  I screamed and was accompanied by my bells.  Speech was not allowed. My punishment would increase if I used any words.  A scream was sufficient.  I tried to hold it in, but I wasn't strong enough.  I was only a girl.  No, I was only a slave girl.  The second and third blows were just as terrible as the first.  My screams emphasized the blows.  My ass was on fire and inescapable, unbearable.  But I did bear it and on the fourth blow, I felt the familiar heat start in my belly. By the sixth blow, I wanted my punishment to continue.  The later blows merely fueled my arousal.  The pain seemed to fade into the background.  Still there, but not the main theme anymore.  I felt the juices wetting my pussy. My screams changed to moans of pleasure as stroke eight induced an orgasm.  It was a fierce orgasm.  I screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as my belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to my sex as I came again and again with every wide-spread stroke. I couldn't move much, but my spasms shook every part of me.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Alex did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Mistress was not going to heed her pleas.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her flaming red skin to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance or free will left in her. She wanted nothing more than to be a complete and total slavegirl.

I wanted him to go on forever.   He laid the cane in front of me and walked away.

"Master," I called, "may I speak?"

"No."

Shit.  I wanted to ask for more.  My ass hurt now but my pussy wanted more.  The major downside of being a slave girl is that I can never get enough or even decide what enough is.  I drifted into subspace, just content to be me.  I felt something.  A fly was crawling on my pussy.  I shook my ass and it flew away.  My bells rang at every shake.  This was so embarrassing. It came back.  My juices.  The fly liked my juice.  I wagged my tail, but it wasn't long enough.  Every time I shook the fly off, it came right back.  OK, this is a drawback to being a slave girl I never imagined.  I'm so fucking helpless in this pillory.  I can't get away from the damned fly.  I guess I'm glad it’s not a mosquito.

Master spoke, "Alex, this is the best show ever.  I'm going to suggest we include the fly trick in our training regime.  You are getting the most interesting motions out of your breasts and bells."

Damn, I should have known the bells would attract him.  I didn't know I had an audience.

It was after dark before he took me out of that stinking pillory.  He walked me in the backyard and took out my butt plug, so I could crap into the hole.  When we got back in, he let me curl up in his lap while he watched the news.   My hands were locked behind me and I lay on my back in his lap.  Master played with my breasts and pussy.  Not enough to let me come. Just enough to keep me aroused and wanting to come.  By the end of the show I was panting and wriggling my ass.  He put me under the desk and let me hold his cock in my mouth while he worked on his computer.  Like previous times, I liked this.  No demands on me or him, intimate contact and yet, relaxing.  I drifted off to subspace until he slid his chair back and ordered me out.  He showed me the recording he had made of me in the pillory trying to shake off the pestiferous fly.  My breasts did do some amazing things.

Months passed, and we girls settled into a routine. Masters were found for all the slaves.  We finished the school year and every girl got straight A's.  The whip is an exceptional incentive.  All of us are puppy girls and we get to play a lot.  We're still whipped, twenty lashes, every twelfth day.  None of us mind it much.  As Janette told me, we all love the second ten.


Chapter 16 - Surprise

On the first Monday of every month, Mr. and Mrs. Gibson met with Thomas Aldrich. Mr. Aldrich was a psychologist employed by the school and Alexandra's master. At each meeting he would explain Alex's results the prior month and the goals for the next month. He showed them some of the videos of Alexandra and the behavior tests he conducted.  

Thomas said, "Ralph, Diane, you can see Alexandra has made a real change in her behavior.  She has responded well to the school methods.  Of course, she is still far outside the mainstream of societal behaviors."

"We are at a significant cusp in her developmental options.  You can take her out of this school at any time.  She will seek a master in the BDSM sense but her attitudes toward you and any authority will improve.  She is capable of doing well in college if her sexual and sensual needs continue to be met."  

"If you leave her in the school she will go to college and will continue her behavioral training.  In the latter instance she will remain dependent on a master and  have a  normal public life.  Her private life will remain focused on obedience and sexuality.  If you want, you can take her home for the summer break and decide later if you want her to continue here." 

Mr. Gibson said, "Thomas,   we have talked about this a lot.  I don't especially want her home with us.  We watched all the videos and she still needs a lot of attention.  Going to school during the day, living with you at night and weekends she is doing well.  But she is a high maintenance pet, not a daughter yet.  We don't need another servant and we don't have enough free time to train, discipline, or play with her.  She would wind up in a cage in the basement most of the time. We would rather she stay here and finish her college degree.  Maybe then she'll be ready to become a daughter again.  Or maybe we'll just visit our slave girl when her master allows."

"OK, sir.  we can do that.  Would you like to visit her now?"

Diane Gibson said, "Yes, that would be nice."

"All right.  I will take her to the visiting room.  See that light on the wall?  When it turns green, go into the room next door that says 'VISITS' on the door. It will take a few minutes to get her here.  A thought occurred to me that you might like to have her show you around.  Would you like that?  A little time alone with her?"

The Gibsons looked at each other. Mrs. Gibson said, "That would be nice, dear. Thomas, will she be chained up?"  

Thomas answered, " "She will be wearing her normal chains.  She walks well in them. She has to be under total control when she is out, so, one of you will have to hold her leash."

Mr. Gibson said, "OK we can do that."

"Fine, she'll like that, I think.  Let's see. I'll get her."

The day after the school term was over, Master took me to a small, comfortable room.  I wasn't in puppy mode, so I walked normally.  My hands were locked behind my back.  It had a couch and a low table and several easy chairs.  He had me kneel on the table facing the couch and said, "Stay."  He left my leash on my nose ring.  I still wore bells on all my rings.

I was well displayed to anyone sitting in the now empty couch.  The little chains had pulled my labia lips open and my breasts were at attention.  I heard a knock at the door and master opened it.  My mother and father walked in and sat on the couch.

I was dumbfounded.  No one had told me.  I had last seen them six months ago when they sent me here. I wasn't embarrassed at my nudity or my helplessness.  I now regarded my condition as normal. I wondered what they thought of me.  The new me.  What the school had done to me, for me.  I smiled at them.  I was content and confident because my master was with me.

Master said, Mr. and Mrs. Gibson.  I am Thomas.  I am your daughter's master here.  She has not yet greeted you because I have not given her permission to speak. Alexandra, you may speak normally now." 

"Hello Father, Mother.  I'm glad to see you.  How have you been?"

Mr. Gibson said, "Hello, Alex.  You look quite different than when we last saw you.  Are you happy here?"

"Yes, father.  This is a wonderful place.  I'm doing well in school and I think I am more comfortable with my sexuality and sensuality.  I'm never unhappy now.  As you can see, I've traded my freedom for happiness.  I feel like this life is right for me."

Mrs. Gibson said, Alex.  We've gotten regular updates on your progress and experiences.  Your appearance is not a surprise to us.  I don't believe I have ever seen you so happy before.  This life does agree with you.  Do you want to stay here through next year?"

"Oh, yes, mother.  I love it here.  I've never been happier, and I don't know how I could be this happy anywhere else.  Please let me stay."

Thomas said, "Alex.  Your parents are going to let you show them around.  They are your masters now.  Address them properly, obey them, and make sure one of them holds your leash at all times."  He left the room.

Father said, "Get up, Alex, and show us around, please."

I stood up and said, "Master, one of you must hold my leash when we leave the room."  It was so hard to call my father, 'master.'  It was even harder to just stand there while he held my leash.  Wasn't it wrong to put a leash on your daughter?  Especially on her nose ring?  Mother walked up to me and took hold of my leash, close to my nose and kissed me on the forehead.

She  lifted her hand straight up, pulling my nose up.  She was taller than me, so we wound up staring into each other's eyes.  She put her other hand around my shoulders, pulled me close, and kissed me.  Not on the cheek, but full on my mouth!  I was shocked.  I tried to pull away, but she put her hand on the back of my head and held me.  Her tongue thrust into my mouth and gave me one of the sexiest French kisses I'd ever received.  She held my hair and pulled me back and down.  This was wrong.  My body didn't care what my mind thought.  Her dress rubbed my erect nipples, inflaming them.  My pussy fluttered, and I felt my always eager love juices flood into my pussy. 

She released her grip on me, still holding my leash tight.  She fondled my labia rings and showed me her glistening fingers.  "Alex, I've wanted to do that for years, but you were such a little bitch I couldn't stand you.  Now You are delightful.  Naked, ringed, helpless, and sexy as hell.  Clean my fingers."

She was right on all counts and my mistress, for now,  I opened my mouth and she pulled my head down with the leash.  I licked and sucked my juices off her fingers.

Father smiled and said, "Alex, its time you learned a few more things.  We have watched you on tape and have seen you having intercourse with both men and women.  We know you weren't given a choice at first, but you relaxed and were a willing partner afterwards.  Your mother enjoys sex with both men and women, just as you do.  I am straight as an arrow.  Both of us have been into BDSM for five or so years.  I am a dominant and your mother submissive, extremely so at home. In public we are vanilla.  At home your mother is my slave.  I often keep her much as you are, naked and chained.  I've had her nipples and labia pierced since we realized how submissive she was.  Show her dear."

Mother looked worried and asked, "Here? Now?  Thomas might return  or be watching us on one of his hidden cameras."

Father said, He probably won't return in just five minutes.  If he's got a hidden camera in here, the cat is already out of the bag and he's seen plenty of naked women already.  Go on and show them or I'll strip you now and you'll stay that way until tomorrow!"

Mother said, "yes, sir."  She lifted her dress.  She was shaved and wore no underwear, just a garter belt and stockings.  Her twin gold rings looked like mine only smaller.  She had a vertical ring in her clit hood, too.  She lowered her dress.  Then she unbuttoned her blouse and unclipped the front catch on her bra.  She was at least a 36D. She had a gold ring in each erect nipple.  She fastened her clothes.  I never noticed before, but Mom has a really good figure.  Long, shapely legs, narrow waist, beautiful face and a good rack.

Father said, "Well now.  We have much to talk about.  Let's take a walk and you can show us around.  Diane, lead her out of here.  Keep her on a short leash."

My  mind was whirling.  I never knew.  I had always been a self-centered, oblivious teenager. But to have missed this much?  I showed them all the rooms in the building I knew about.  We peeked into the exercise room and saw a dance class.  Belly dance.  They were impressed with the games room.  They fawned over the cornucopia of equipment for holding and hurting the female form. I took them outside and showed them where I lived with Thomas.  I showed them the fence and the safe path around the inside of the compound.  I talked about the difficulties learning to walk in coffle.  They asked me all sorts of questions about puppy play.  They seemed most interested in that.

They sat on a bench in a gazebo in the garden.  I knelt in front of them.  We talked of many things.  Finally, we came to that dreaded topic: What was going to happen with me?  They sort of wanted me home for the summer but were concerned they couldn't spend enough time with me.  They weren't interested in me coming home and being their daughter on summer break.  They wanted me to stay as I am now, naked, ringed, chained.  They could control me much better this way.  And they both lusted after my woman's body.  It turns out that Daddy has done to Mom what I've had done to me.  No puppy play, but whips, forced orgasms, chained hand and foot. She says she enjoys being enslaved as much as I do.  They've seen films of me.  They're right. I love my life as a slave. 

I'm not over all of society's inhibitions yet.  Being a slave to my parents seems just as wrong as being Thomas' slave seems right.  I don't doubt that the whip will make me do exactly what they want and smile while doing it.  I'm also sure that I will adapt and love it eventually, just as I've embraced my life here.  But I don't want to do it.  I want to stay with Thomas.

We reached a compromise that we could agree on.  I would stay here all the time.  They would come and spend one weekend a month here as my masters.  Rats.  Being a slave to my parents sucked.  I didn't want intercourse with them.  I didn't want them controlling me.  The reality is that they could have taken me home and done anything they wanted to me.  I was still a  minor and they were wealthy, respected members of the community. They had a lot of powerful contacts and I was a wayward teen who had a couple of run-ins with the law. This was the best deal I was going to get.

I don't know why I'm worrying.  After six months I am a fully trained pleasure slave.  I can have a stupendous orgasm from a whip or any other inanimate object. I'm always aroused, thanks to my rings and chains.  I get aroused by obeying orders.

"Now, Alex," her mother said, "tell me about Thomas."

THE END
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